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Editor’s Message
Ellen Morgan

Throughout the past few weeks, numerous individuals have
approached me with a mix of sympathy and incredulity and asked
why one would choose to take on the task of editing the VOC journal, knowing full well the work it entailed. For me, the answer is twofold:
1. It was my first year as a bonafide VOCer and I figured if I was
going to be a member of this club I might as well be an active one. I
had considered joining during my first couple of years at uni and even
went on a VOC trip or two (illegitimately). Back then I loved hiking
and kayaking but was discouraged by the fact that I could neither ski
nor climb. Well, as those of you who know me are aware, I still cannot really ski or climb (I’m working on it Krystil!) but have also realized that none of that really matters. It’s simply getting out there that
counts. Whether that means dragging yourself up a slope only to side
step down or to fight your way through bushes to be accosted by
angry bees. In the end it’s all about the process, the people you share
your experiences with and what you learn about yourself along the
way. And in putting together this journal I hoped to help memorialize a multitude of such moments and lessons.
2. I like books. I like to own them, to read them and simply to hold
them, so I figured making one would be even more rewarding (and it
was). That’s not to say that there weren’t stressful moments, but it all
worked out in the end. For those future editors out there, I have a few
suggestions. First, only take on this task if you really want to do it. It
does take a lot of work and if you are not interested in listening to
people’s stories or sifting through their photographs, then leave it for
someone else. Second, talk to former editors. These people are a
treasure trove of good advice, providing information on publishers,
suggestions for layout and the like. And finally, don’t be shy. Hassle,
harangue and stock other members for contributions as early as possible…this will ensure you don’t end up sweating it out until the last
moments.
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The annals of this journal will take you from our own backyard in
the Coast Mountains, to the Canadian Arctic, across the Bearing
Strait to Russia, down into the Pakistani Himalayas, through Poland,
into South America, across the Pacific to New Zealand and back
again. This geographic range is an excellent indication of both the
diversity and adventurous spirit of the VOC’s members. As you leaf
through the pages of this text there are a few patterns you may notice
which reflect both the nature of the club this year and my own quirks.
The absolute plethora of Red Rocks stories speaks to the popularity
of this destination for VOCers and the clubs climbing emphasis. The
decidedly small (but quality) alpine section on the other hand, shows
the relatively low number of mountaineering trips undertaken recently, but perhaps that will change as the summer conditions arrive.
Providing some comical cohesion to the journal, “The Escape
from…” and “Learning to do things the hard way…” series do an
excellent job of capturing the ups and downs of VOC trips. This year
also marked the culmination of years of work on what is dearly hoped
will be the FINAL Brew Hut. Consequently there is a section dedicated to this accomplishment and those who spearheaded it. Finally, you
will undoubtedly notice New Zealand, its landscape and its natives
cropping up all over the journal. This was unintentional, but considering my personal history, not exactly surprising.
Like most things in life, this journal was a collaborative effort by
many and I would like to thank all those who submitted stories and
photographs and offered their services or advice. I am particularly
appreciative of those of you who provided more than your fair share
of submissions or sent them to me well ahead of the deadline, you
know who you are. Many thanks also goes to Sandra and Roland for
pointing me in the right direction, Jesse, Kaja and Scott for offering
their editing services, and Martin for compensating for my lack of
familiarity with Quark.
Finally, this journal is dedicated to my father, Bill Morgan, who
died in January of this year. He was with me on my first glacier, paddled beside me in my first kayak and belayed me up my first rock
climb. He was also a printer, book binder, and photographer and
would have very much enjoyed to have been involved in this project.
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President's Report
Trish Stathers

I often wonder what life at UBC would be without the VOC. I was
immediately drawn to this community by the warm and friendly outdoorsy types for whom I desperately searched within a sea of fuzzy
collars and designer handbags in my classes. Over and over again, I
meet quietly amazing people who I would probably never get to talk
to otherwise. Again and again, these people have a huge impact on my
outlook. The VOC has made my time at UBC an experience, not just
an education. The school days I'll remember the most are not the ones
where I piped down and took lecture notes, but the ones I spent in
good company in beautiful places. This year was especially memorable: It was wonderful to witness the hut building process and all the
organization and hard work by Roland and company that went into
it.
Glacier School: Rich So did a killer job organizing us for a weekend down at Baker. We packed up for glacier school on a Friday night
and got to bed around 2am after goofing off, eating our food packed
for the trip and trying to scrounge up al-Qa’ida costumes for crossing
the border into the states. We finally settled on gangster outfits
instead. Note: you don't always feel like getting into costume at 6am
in the morning. Definitely check out glacier school: it's an awesome
party with a tent city, bailey's (but not for the underage), hot chocolate, playing Mountaineer and gnoshing super-sized burritos in the
homeland. God bless America!
Longhike: This year's longhike was a fun time, despite bad weather and the resultant instructor MIA-ism, associated with the dry-rock
flu. Like a finely tuned machine, the behind the scenes of Longhike
went swimmingly! Kristen, Janet, Bryce, DJ Arlin and I left Vancouver
at 10am in the morning for a leisurely drive up to the wonderful
Pemberton Outdoor School. Krystil's truck was the Longhike partymobile, packed more methodically than a tetris grid, it happily delivered the speakers, equipment, DJ, food, cooking utensils and prizes.
We weren't even late!
6

A couple hours of cooking later with our own private DJ, we
ended up with an amazing vege feast. Janet - that girl knows how to
cook! Thanks to several others arriving early, the vegan chili, tabouli
and curried rice noodles were steaming away, ready for mass devouring. I think only a couple people didn't get fed, but thanks to Oker
suggesting croutons and perfectly good bin-fare they did not get outcompeted. Dessert looked voluminous enough to feed the horn of
Africa for a week.
Customary stupid human tricks ensued as usual with people sticking fists into mouths, putting body parts in unexpected positions and
my personal favorite, human bouldering. Pretty soon the lights went
down, and Arlin dropped some mad beats to which we all swarmed
and writhed until the early hours. The fire pit flickered late into the
night with guitars and sing-alongs.
Skaha: Grand ambitions for dry rock and climbing the shit out of
scrimpy high-stepping sport routes were thwarted by zero degree
temperatures with heinous wind chill. Nonetheless, Bob and Cathy at
the log house happily accommodated all who came. It was a very
pleasant and mellow evening with a civilized potluck: I'm both happy
and disappointed to report the lack of shenanigans by drunken
VOCers (come on…who doesn't love a scandal).
Leavenworth: Back to the homeland! I was happy to pile my civic
fuller than it's ever been with Nick Elson, Tyler Linn and Krystil
Koethler on a four day weekend down to America's Bavaria. The sun
warmed my cheeks as I sat and thought of my frozen and waterlogged
peers stuck back with nothing to do in Van-city. We sat on top of the
crag and looked at the river flowing below along a valley of brilliant
yellow and red fall leaves in the sunshine. We camped in a gorgeous
riverside camp spot in Leavenworth that night (I've never seen 4 individuals eat so much ice cream in one sitting!) and drove down to
Vantage early the next morning to find its brilliantly hot sun beating
down upon dark red, sport bolted, choss piles. Oh, the sunshine! We
met up with Sarah Panofsky, Adam, Janez and Stephanie for a long
day of glorious sunshine and rock. It was surreal.
Potlucks and Friday Nights at 4527 West 15th: Until ski season
started, this was the house to which people swarmed. A near intervention was needed to create an N.A. group: Nintendo Anonymous.
Often, the walls of the Westside house resonate with the sweet sound
of gore and violence of the game Halo2, courtesy of Jordan Tam. It
was a slippery slope as friends were drawn in one by one and adorned
7
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with alternate egos such as der Treesh (Trish), Smelson (Nick), Hello
Kitty (Jordan) and X (Jessie).
In an effort to break the perceived cliqueyness of the VOC, we had
open potlucks and slideshows on multiple occasions. I usually ended
up drunker than I had expected, and have good memories of good
people hanging out in the living room, chatting, and gnoshing good
food. The potlucks are indeed continually improving in food quality:
the last one featured 10L of Lucerne ice cream.
Reading Week: Cars loaded up with ropes, tents, bodies and gas
made a big ol' convoy down to Vegas to escape the brilliant Vancouver
sun (huh?) during reading week this year. Nothing like 48hrs plus of
driving in a car to escape the stress of school and the city! I hear there
was some decent climbing too. There is extensive photographic evidence of VOCers on ski trips up to the Brew Hut, Neve, and Roger's
Pass. Sarah Pornofsky-Take-it-offsky - that-girl CAN ski, Rich
Truman, Cool Keith and two Swedish homeboys bottomed out a
Toyota fourrunner and ran for the dry fluffy gnar in the interior to
visit some friends. Shenanigans ensued at the local Penticton country
bar, apex, fernie and the backcountry there. Playing ski bum for a
week sure makes it hard to go back to midterms, papers and lectures!
Ski season: Being spontaneous gets you the best turns in the backcountry and probably the worst reputation as being a sketchy trip
partner. It's not that I don't want to ski with other people or take out
beginners (not to mention being a gumby myself)…it's that I'm
damned disorganized! The snow was amazing this year and will make
for awesome trips and spring traverses to come! Call me Friday night
and let's GO!
Though it may sound corny, the VOC to me is such a unique group
of people and I have always felt priveledged to be a part of. It's been
a chose your own adventure that I've had and will continue to have
an awesome time partaking in. There is no other club quite like it! If
you step outside your comfort zone and choose to become involved,
you might just meet some of the best friends you'll ever have and have
some of the most fun adventures you'll ever experience. It's entirely
up to you...
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Learning How to do Things the Hard Way:
My First Lead Fall
Christian Veenstra

The tale of my first trad lead, and fall.

9:00 am, 8 hours of daylight left...
Wake up, supposedly ready to head off for the day - hit the snooze
(fortunately).

Geoff Hill, Ruth Gorge, Alaska. By Jeremy Frimer

10:00 am, 7 hours of daylight...
Now actually awake, phone rings while I'm otherwise occupied in the
washroom. Check the message - it's Jeff - we need to make an emergency run to the Smoke Bluffs. Look outside - hot damn! It's sunny this breaks something like a month of continuous rain.
11:00 am, 6 hours of daylight...
Jeff arrives at my door, he needs a screwdriver. Our chariot (Scott's
car) has broken down a mere 10m away from my door (see Appendix,
page 138).Total tragedy - it's really, really, sunny out.
Jeff spends a while diagnosing the car (ie - banging the distributor
with a wrench) and we manage to back over my small tool box with
the broken car, crushing it. The tragedy of this event is eclipsed by the
sunny day and fading dreams of climbing.
11:30 pm, 5.5 hours of daylight...
I'm on the phone trying to find a place that will sell us a new distributor. Jeff runs in - he found a connector which had fallen off, maybe
we don't need any new parts. Ecstatic we both pile in... After stalling
out sideways across both directions of traffic on Dunbar we manage
to hobble back to my apartment.
12:00 pm, 5 hours of daylight...
I've found a place which will sell us a distributor, and I'm off on my
bicycle... across most of Vancouver.

Boris Khramstov Buildering. By Oker Chen
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washroom. Check the message - it's Jeff - we need to make an emergency run to the Smoke Bluffs. Look outside - hot damn! It's sunny this breaks something like a month of continuous rain.
11:00 am, 6 hours of daylight...
Jeff arrives at my door, he needs a screwdriver. Our chariot (Scott's
car) has broken down a mere 10m away from my door (see Appendix,
page 138).Total tragedy - it's really, really, sunny out.
Jeff spends a while diagnosing the car (ie - banging the distributor
with a wrench) and we manage to back over my small tool box with
the broken car, crushing it. The tragedy of this event is eclipsed by the
sunny day and fading dreams of climbing.
11:30 pm, 5.5 hours of daylight...
I'm on the phone trying to find a place that will sell us a new distributor. Jeff runs in - he found a connector which had fallen off, maybe
we don't need any new parts. Ecstatic we both pile in... After stalling
out sideways across both directions of traffic on Dunbar we manage
to hobble back to my apartment.
12:00 pm, 5 hours of daylight...
I've found a place which will sell us a distributor, and I'm off on my
bicycle... across most of Vancouver.

Boris Khramstov Buildering. By Oker Chen
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1:30 pm, 4 hours of daylight...
For the low, low price of about $600 we have the required distributor, Jeff quickly installs it. We stall out again and barely make it back
to my apartment.
Tragedy seems inevitable as I begin to unpack the car for the second time. But then - there's hope! We'd missed one of the pieces
which came with the distributor (we'd used the old, crappy, one). The
car... actually works!
2:00 pm, 3 hours of daylight...
I'm sorting out my rack in the car on the way to Squamish. I've managed to assemble most of a modest rack over the holidays, but I'm currently in the process of pillaging Jeff's 'biners.
3:00 pm, 2 hours of daylight...
No time now, we've ditched our bags in the car - we don't need food
or water - what we need is granite! Racing across the parking lot and
onto the trail I realise the guide book is in my bag too. Oh well, no
time for it now...
3:30 pm, 1.5 hours of daylight...
Unable to find our intended climb (Penny Lane) we've settled on some
random crack (turns out to be 'Climb and Punishment', 10d). It's
slightly damp, but I decided that it will have to do. Of course I have
no idea... I climb up the easy slabby bit at the bottom, no sweat. Now
I climb up a bit further to the flake and try to place some gear.
I now discover that placing trad pro is hard. After messing with a
nut for a while I have it in... sort of... maybe...
I reach for a cam, that sure felt good.The climbing isn't really all
that hard yet, although already I'm a bit pumped after placing the last
pieces. Up I go...
Next pair of good footholds - I'm now a ways above my last pieces
and feeling pretty pumped. All thoughts of passive pro have vanished
like a fart in the wind. I reach for another cam... I decided that I
should try and place that cam a bit higher, so I get in what is actually a pretty solid nut first.
But wait! What's that - a rusty old piton above me! Why move the
cam up higher - if only I could climb up to that rusty spike I would
be set.. Lie back, working my way up... feeling really pumped... now
really really pumped...
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'The Grip' has now set in. The full realization of a non-trivial distance above my last piece ensures my fingers a desperate grip at the
rock. I struggle for another handhold, foothold, anything really...
Tense... groan... pumped... grip... groan... desperate... groan...
"Falling!"
For possibly the first time ever I actually fall. Ohh, I've let go of
the rock before - taken many a drop while sport leading. I always
thought that I 'fell' at these times...
12 feet later and slightly horizontal, Jeff catches me. Above me my
tiny blue # 1/2 Rock Empire cam is wedged faithfully in the rock and
is holding my weight. That was exciting.
I realise at this point there's no way I can actually finish the climb
- I offer it to Jeff. Much more intelligent than me he discovers 'the
rock is damp' and downclimbs, retrieving the gear. I kiss my cam.
Briefly I consider something a bit more intimate, but decide I should
not do that with an active camming device.

4:30 pm, 30 min of daylight - twilight
We're walking back towards the car, when a big pile of rocks appears
beside us (turns out to be 'Corn Flakes', 5.6). I offer the lead to Jeff.
Jeff restrains himself from deserved unsavory behavior - it's my day to
learn to lead, and this is my climb.
The climbing is super easy, but I sure take my sweet, cautious time
climbing it. And I place lots and lots of pro. You can almost tell that
I just finished taking my first lead fall on trad pro...
5:00 pm. Dark.
"Belay Off."
5:15 pm, negative 15 min of daylight
Jeff has managed to climb the route in half the time it took me, in
total darkness. Now he's just messing around with the last cam I
placed. Incidentally you're not supposed to push cams all the way to
the back of a crack
5:30 pm, negative 30 min of daylight
"Off rappel." Jeff has reached the bottom. By the light of my headlamp I attach my ATC knockoff, unclip from the bolts, and rap down.
Pretty much a perfect day, really.
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Thank God for Road Trips!
Scott Fiddes

I think road trips are great for many reasons, and as I reflect on my
trip to Joshua Tree, California over the Christmas break, I have been
reminded of some of the many small aspects of road trips that combine to make a trip great.
First, the way a trip comes together has always baffled me. Rarely
are they set in stone. They take planning, and sometimes this means
days, weeks, even months of organizing, or as was the case in our trip:
minutes. I had decided to pull the plug on Alasdair Ross's trip to the
Rockies at the last second due to poor weather, and high avalanche
risk. Instead I had my eyes set on the quartz monzonite of California's
high desert. I convinced visiting Master's student Martin Le-Huu to
bail on the Rockies too, and just like that we were off for ten days of
sunshine.
Second, the number of surprises on any given road trip never ceases to amaze me, and there were many. After 30 hours of driving we
pulled into the Hidden Valley Campground at J-tree to find the place
packed full of people. There was not a spot to be found. It was a bit
discouraging, but only for about two seconds, because Martin calmly
told me that his current roommate and long time VOCer Jeremy
Frimer was in the park, and that in VOC fashion, we would be welcome. Sure enough, ten minutes later we were setting up camp as our
many gracious hosts warmed themselves around the campfire.
Amongst them were fellow VOCers Steve Begin, Lena Rowat, and
their friend Katy Holm. Over the course of the next week I would
have the opportunity to meet many other new faces, and I had the
opportunity to experience more surprises.
Perhaps the most shocking of these came one morning when I
awoke to find Martin, Jeremy, and Lena putting together a plan to
approach some nearby neighbors who had been anything but neighborly the night before. Of course I joined the team effort to politely
ask, with German flair that is, for their co-operation. The objective of
the cross campsite trek (15 feet) was to ask our neighbors to keep the
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camp site civil for the remainder of their stay. Right about now you
should be asking yourself what they did that was so uncivil. Well, let's
just say it involved a lady for hire, lots of booze, graphic language,
and… you get the picture. Fortunately, I can sleep through anything,
but the same cannot be said for the rest of the folk, and the report
from my camp site companions definitely warranted the visit.
Apparently the tent was a vinyl brothel the night before. Yikes!
Fortunately as the next surprise will attest to, not all yanks are rude
and inconsiderate.
The next surprise came
while we hunted for wood
pallets to burn. We needed
to return to camp one
night with some wood,
and after simply asking the
stock man behind the grocery store if we could take
some, we were pleasantly
shocked to hear a positive
response to our question.
So we quickly broke down Scott during sunset at the end of a great day of
climbing at Joshua Tree. By Martin Le-Huu
three pallets, and somehow or another we crammed them into the back of my car and headed back to camp for some chocolate and some good old fashioned
campfire songs thanks to the healthy VOC songbook.
Oh, there is climbing at Joshua Tree too, and it is surprisingly hard,
really hard. I had visited the park before, and was comfortable on 5.7
and 5.8 routes then, but since then I had climbed harder grades in
Squamish so I figured I would be sending 10a no problem. Yeah right.
The first couple days I was getting spanked on 5.7 and 5.8, if not for
the experience and suitable suggestions from Jeremy, Steve, and Lena
I may have suffered on 5.8 the entire time. Some of the memorable
sport routes we enjoyed were Loose Lady and a Walk on the Wild
Side, both of which are very run out (pucker fest for this cat). In the
traditional climbing realm we had a great time on Bird on Wire, even
though some less than thoughtful viewers were yelling at Lena as she
led through the poorly protected crux. Dorks! Martin went from seconding only, to leading trad climbs the last few days, another surprise,
nice work Martin.
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Third, the things I learn on road
trips never cease to amaze me. For
example, this trip I learned that the
abundant Prickly Pear cactus bears a
fruit that is sold in stores under the
name "tuna."
The Prickly Pear
branches, or pads, are also cooked
and eaten as a vegetable. They too,
are sold in stores under the name
"Nopalito." I did not eat any, but was
happy to learn about this especially
considering that at the time I was
being led to a distant Crag called "big
horn sheep mating grotto". I figured if
I got lost or separated I could live on Steve Begin on Illusion Dweller.
By Jeremy Frimer
"Tuna" in the middle of the desert for
at least a couple of days. Jeremy was leading the way and fortunately
we did not run into any big horn sheep looking for company. He took
us to a very isolated crag with some hard moderate routes and basically set up the ropes for us. It was a sweet day, and perhaps the funniest part of the day was at the end. We had arrived back at the parking lot to find a couple who were noticeably stressed over something;
at first we did not know what. We enquired as to what the issue was
and we learned that they may have lost their keys in the desert.
Bummer! We offered to help by giving them a ride back to the campsite, and even to use our cell phone. The funny part was that as the
gentleman looked for his keys his female partner was verbally abusing him. We all rolled our eyes, it was quite funny. She was saying
stuff like, "I am dating an idiot". Poor dude. I hope he traded her in
for a new model.
The climbing continued by day, and by night it was the same, food,
fire, and fun. Even during New Years (all ten of them) the fun continued. I have never heard so many new years count downs at one time.
All it would take is one person to start yelling 7, 6, 5, 4, 3, 2, 1
HAPPY NEW YEARS!!!! And sure enough some other campsites
would jump in. Pure comedy. Definitely a great place to climb, hang
and spend New Years!
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Circus Circus 13:
One Cars Voyage to Red Rocks Nevada
Matthew Breakey

Disclaimer: Not suitable for small children, PETA members, our
families, English majors (my grammar would give them a heart attack)
or casino owners.
Our trip started the
weekend before we actually left. We needed gear and
wheels. The gear was easy;
a trip to MEC and the
resulting single digit on
our bank receipt solved
that problem. Getting
Steve's car into working
order however, was much
more involved. We started
off with a dead battery, an Kristin, Steve, Spencer and Matt, Red Rocks.
interior covered in mold, a
sticky riser, non functional head lights and oxygen sensor, and 5m of
slick ass mud between her and real road that a bull dozer would have
a hard time crossing. The battery was so dead that touching the brake
would stall the car because the brake lights used up too much juice.
Anyhow, after jumping her close to 15 times in the pouring rain (our
mothers apparently did not stress NOT to play with electronics in the
shower enough), pushing and grunting and shoving, moving three
separate cars to make room, she crossed the mud pit onto solid road.
After the organizational meeting in the VOC club, Kristen, Spencer
and myself, satisfied with Steve's "guarantee to probably make it to
Vegas", made up a car load of people. All we needed was a name for
our little Toyota that could. After thinking hard in the cloud of burning oil that was produced every time we idled her, the name Kuwait
just seemed to get burned onto our minds.
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We decided to leave Friday afternoon. After packing all our @$#!
into the car, we barely had enough room to breath in the moldy air
vainly covered up with a watermelon scented air freshener. Thus
started our first philosophical debate: to bring the guitar or not to
bring the guitar. Having only driven 10 minutes so far, the lack of
room did not seem to bug the two people sitting in the front (Matt
and Steve) and so we decided to use the last few cubic centimetres of
space to bring the guitar. The drive was relatively uneventful. We did
a full tire rotation at a gas station that could have got us onto the
Nascar circuit. Steve had to tighten the steering because it had come
loose and we got sick of crappy steering for the last 1000km of driving. I was so tired on the 12-5am shift that I didn't even notice - it
actually helped keep me awake. We got pulled over in twin cities
because the cop thought our car was stolen, but really nothing too
eventful.
After arriving in the campground 26 hours after our not so organized departure, we set up camp. I had borrowed a tent from my office
mate. He had said that it comfortably fit him and his wife. The tent
was huge. Simple words do not express the size of this tent. It's sort
of like saying Everest is tall. This tent put the vertical limit party tent
to shame. This tent easily fit the four of us, all our stuff, and probably could have held our car and picnic table with enough room to
walk between all four. Unfortunately, the structure of this large tent
could not hold up to the wind storm experienced on our fourth night.
At three in the morning, having bashed my head in every time a gust
of wind came by, the tent finally imploded with three large snaps.
After packing all of our !@#$ back into our car from inside the collapsed tent in pitch black and 100km/h wind, we drove to Vegas and
got a room for $10 a person at Circus Circus.
Circus Circus lost money on us. We found 75 cent margaritas that
had at least 3 shots of tequila in them. We got hammered on two
drinks that cost a grand total of $2 including tip! Afterwards, we went
back up to our room, and tried to get in. Nothing. The door would
not open. Did they lock us out because the maid saw us cooking in
our room with a camp stove (Steve tried to make her go away without opening the door, but it didn't really work)? Did they think we
had a small army sleeping in the room because every square inch of
the floor was covered in all of the badly packed "@# we somehow
managed to save from the campground? Well, it turned out that the
battery in the electronic lock had died (boring). We went downstairs
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and the security guard told us the door is broken and that he needs
to call engineering. Turned out engineering can't fix the door, but
only open it. Matt and Steve saw the security guard walk away with
a coat hanger (high technology). Matt and Steve passed out in the
beds and left the door wide open so the other two could get in later.
The security at Vegas was greatly lacking. We managed to mount
and defile half the statues down the strip, sneak a hot tub from
Tropicana (we all said “Hi” to the security guard as we passed by),
and spend as little money as possible while dressed slightly nicer than
bums in every casino on the strip. We didn't even get dirty looks. To
be fair, there were children playing in between the slot machines,
pregnant moms to be with half filled beers in their hands, and people
so fat their arms stuck out at a 45 degree angle from vertical. We were
classy compared to the norm. Week day Vegas has very little to brag
about except cheap rooms and booze.
The climbing at Red rocks was good too. Had some great falls and
some great climbs. To be honest this trip was us breaking our climbing cherry. We had done a fair amount of indoor climbing, but relatively little in the outdoors. Actually, two of us had just started at long
hike in October. We managed to bring our outdoor ability up to equal
our indoor. We were ecstatically happy. Some other highlights included Kristen's top falling off while she was climbing (Kristin intervenes:
it didn't fall off - the strap broke. Big difference.) I didn't see it
because I was busy placing pro. Sounded good from the reaction of
the yahoo Americans climbing beside us. I also managed to get burnt
on a day that everyone else was wearing parkas. Wimpy yanks, goose
bumps are sexy from where I come from.
The ride home was equally stupidly long (go figure?). I only managed to drive a few hours in the middle of the night again, but I was
the one who killed the cute bunny in cold blood. It was two in the
morning and neither Steve nor I could stop laughing. All that halfasleep Spencer remembered was Matt and Steve talking to a police
officer at a gas station, and then waking up to Steve telling Matt to
"just give her", followed by a thunk off the front, then a thunk off the
oil pan, then a thunk off the floor boards by his feet. Kristen woke up
30 minutes later to all of us still laughing and bits of dead rabbit on
her lap. It was funny at the time, I think. I can't believe she didn't
mutiny on us. She must have had a big brother. Wish you all had a
chance to come, we will have to have a climbing trip part two in the
not too distant future.
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After packing all of our !@#$ back into our car from inside the collapsed tent in pitch black and 100km/h wind, we drove to Vegas and
got a room for $10 a person at Circus Circus.
Circus Circus lost money on us. We found 75 cent margaritas that
had at least 3 shots of tequila in them. We got hammered on two
drinks that cost a grand total of $2 including tip! Afterwards, we went
back up to our room, and tried to get in. Nothing. The door would
not open. Did they lock us out because the maid saw us cooking in
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managed to save from the campground? Well, it turned out that the
battery in the electronic lock had died (boring). We went downstairs
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and the security guard told us the door is broken and that he needs
to call engineering. Turned out engineering can't fix the door, but
only open it. Matt and Steve saw the security guard walk away with
a coat hanger (high technology). Matt and Steve passed out in the
beds and left the door wide open so the other two could get in later.
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and spend as little money as possible while dressed slightly nicer than
bums in every casino on the strip. We didn't even get dirty looks. To
be fair, there were children playing in between the slot machines,
pregnant moms to be with half filled beers in their hands, and people
so fat their arms stuck out at a 45 degree angle from vertical. We were
classy compared to the norm. Week day Vegas has very little to brag
about except cheap rooms and booze.
The climbing at Red rocks was good too. Had some great falls and
some great climbs. To be honest this trip was us breaking our climbing cherry. We had done a fair amount of indoor climbing, but relatively little in the outdoors. Actually, two of us had just started at long
hike in October. We managed to bring our outdoor ability up to equal
our indoor. We were ecstatically happy. Some other highlights included Kristen's top falling off while she was climbing (Kristin intervenes:
it didn't fall off - the strap broke. Big difference.) I didn't see it
because I was busy placing pro. Sounded good from the reaction of
the yahoo Americans climbing beside us. I also managed to get burnt
on a day that everyone else was wearing parkas. Wimpy yanks, goose
bumps are sexy from where I come from.
The ride home was equally stupidly long (go figure?). I only managed to drive a few hours in the middle of the night again, but I was
the one who killed the cute bunny in cold blood. It was two in the
morning and neither Steve nor I could stop laughing. All that halfasleep Spencer remembered was Matt and Steve talking to a police
officer at a gas station, and then waking up to Steve telling Matt to
"just give her", followed by a thunk off the front, then a thunk off the
oil pan, then a thunk off the floor boards by his feet. Kristen woke up
30 minutes later to all of us still laughing and bits of dead rabbit on
her lap. It was funny at the time, I think. I can't believe she didn't
mutiny on us. She must have had a big brother. Wish you all had a
chance to come, we will have to have a climbing trip part two in the
not too distant future.
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Spelunking on Vancouver Island
Jenn Arnold

Mission Report:

Operation Spelunk

Personnel:

Jordan "Cartoon" Tam
Mike "Neatfreak" Fuller
Richard "Snaphappy" So
Boris "The Sneaky F**king Russian" Khramstov
Jen "Token Girl" Arnold

Ordinance:

Honda Civic with flattened suspension
Caving paraphernalia, waterproofs to trash
Climbing gear and headlamps(with batteries).
Camping paraphernalia
Spirit of Moonflower soap
Campbell's Chunky
Kinder Surprises

Mission:

To go underground, as far as possible, and
emerge in no more than three pieces.

Day one - Friday March 25th
The day did not start well for all members of the party, as one who
shall remain nameless had staggered in late the night before, passed
out, rearranged books and muttered something about changed shoes.
A 4am start was more of a continuation from the previous night than
a brand new day, and six hash browns were required to survive the
gently rocking motion of the ferry from Horseshoe Bay to Nanaimo.
Once there, it was quite a surprise to find that the local outdoor
adventurers were not open at 8:30am on Good Friday, thus depriving
the crew of any form of local manual. We would have to rely on previously attained information and our own wits.
Nevertheless, our first stop was discovered relatively easily Horne Lake Caves, where we found two open access caves to clamber and climb around in. Snaphappy demonstrated his "ghetto booty,"
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the Sneaky F**king Russian - his inner Japanese tourist, and we all
learnt this important lesson: caves make you grubby. These had some
rather neat little limestone formations - most of which had been badly
stained by eager fingers - and we thought they were pretty cool.. but
soon learned that they were nothing that special!
Next
stop
was
Cathedral Grove, where
we discovered only old
growth forest to scramble
through. This wasn't technically underground, but
we made the best of the
situation by exploring the
interior of trees instead.
Neatfreak hugged and
chimneyed anything he
could and Cartoon failed By Boris Kramstov
to look normal for a single
photo - rather amusing, rather pretty, and yet again not quite what we
were after.
Pushing on, we paid a visit to Little Qualicum Falls to marvel at
the brilliantly green and white water hurtling over cliffs. All very
spectacular, but regrettably, nothing to climb except the fence.
Calling it a day, we set up camp and as the weather seemed pleasant,
built a fire on which to toast marshmallows and make s'mores. In
short, lots of amusement but the mission remained unfulfilled.

Day two - Saturday March 26th
Rendezvous with the Central Island Caving Club at 10:00am at the
candy store, with high hopes of mission success. Precipitation the
night before had dampened spirits (boomtish!) but the crew was
heartened to discover that the operation was all go. Added to the
crew were the local guides, Lloyd and Quagger, and their friends
Miles, George and Adam. The assistance and generosity of Lloyd and
Quagger were invaluable, and they certainly made the weekend thoroughly enjoyable and challenging. First task was the outfitting - the
general rule was that the less you cared about the clothes, the more
suitable they would be. Waterproofing was preferable, as was a measure of warmth. Wellingtons are ideal, as are full-body PVC suits.
Helmets and headlamps essential. To pack - cameras, spare lights and
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snack food. Once ready, we piled into the waiting 4x4s, abandoning
the faithful yet inappropriate Civic for the moment and climbed the
uneven trail to the Cave.
Cascade Cave was our destination, a short walk off the road and
accessed through a rather tight, tiny metal trapdoor. As it was a 30
foot drop, an abseil was the first challenge. That was the only rope
work required throughout the weekend, but the cave did not get any
easier with a couple of interesting tight passages and, because of the
above mentioned precipitation, some rather noisy waterfalls and
creeks to crawl through.
The most challenging was a fissure, about 7 metres long and less
than half a metre wide, which slanted upwards like a chimney, at
about a 45 degree angle from the vertical. The stream was channeled
through this, and then poured out at the entrance in a roar. Getting
into the chimney involved a very long leg stretch over a two metre
drop (it doesn't sound like much, but when it's into a waterfall - it is).
For the vertically challenged, alternate methods of approach requiring some skill at climbing were needed - luckily The Sneaky F**king
Russian has no shortage of that (boom tish! Oh god it just gets better,
doesn't it!).
From the mouth of the waterfall, you worked your way upwards
using your body as a brace and your upper body strength - your feet
could go into the foot deep raging torrent, dangle helplessly or somehow try to grip to the walls. If you had gumboots and trusted yourself not to slip, the first option was perhaps OK. If you were strong,
the second option may work. Fitting neither category, the Token Girl
tried to use her feet to climb and half way up found herself sliding
backwards. The thing with caves and waterfalls is that no one can
hear you scream. Unless they are listening for it, like Lloyd was,
which thankfully avoided the need for a cave rescue.
The other thing with caves and waterfalls, is that you often need
to get back down what you got up. This was no easier, and it is doubtful that any member of the crew gladly and happily traversed that
particular section of Cascade. Certainly the pristine, glowing white
limestone formations and delicate crystal pools at the top made the
climb worthwhile… And there is nothing like sitting together at the
bottom, all quietly shaking, knowing that none of you chickened out
or died.
We were underground for about four hours, and when we
emerged (climbing a cable ladder), we were COVERED in mud from
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head to toe. Clothing was all a uniform brown. The Laundromat
never knew what hit it when the five of us arrived.

Day Three - Easter Sunday March 27th
The Easter Bunny came, of course, in the form of Quagger's wife who
gave us free camping - and chocolate eggs to boot. Rendezvous was
again at 10:00 am with Quagger and another member of the club,
Reyna. That day we tackled the Trilogy. All nearby, they were all nevertheless different and challenging. The precipitation threw in an
extra challenge, as the rising water level kept the crew off the ground
and on the rock face, and in one particular instance meant that an
already tight squeeze had a liquid base. Highlights included Old Bart
Cave, complete with ancient animal bones embedded into the rock,
and The Sneaky F**king Russian and Snaphappy's amazing squeeze
(there is video footage too!).
To keep it brief, the second day involved: more jagged rocks, more
tight spaces, more squeezes, more crawling, more bruises (additions
to the ones from the day before…) and more pain
Token Girl thoroughly deserved the Chocolate Mocha Explosion
she ate for dinner at the pub. Want proof? You should have seen the
bruises.
Day Four - Monday March 28th
What can the author say? How does one make a 2 hour wait for a
ferry sound exciting after all that? Well… our final day was redeemed
through the purchase of Timmy Ho's famous doughnuts. What is
adventure, after all, in comparison to the sweet sweet taste of deepfried batter covered in sugar?
Conclusions
The mission was accomplished not just satisfactorily, but exemplarily.
Caving is awesome, and should be done at every opportunity. Much
fun, much craziness and a totally wicked weekend… thoroughly recommended for all and definitely something the Varsity Outdoor Club
should continue. Many thanks extended to the amazing and dexterous members of the Central Island Caving Club - they made our
weekend brilliant, and we are much indebted to them.
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Lost Gear and Roving in Las Vegas
Kaja Sadowski

On a cold, uncharacteristically dry Thursday evening in February
four young, hopeful VOCers gathered together in the parking lot in
front of the bookstore. Bravely setting off in a battered Oldsmobile
nick-named "Busty" on a long and perilous journey towards Red
Rocks, Nevada in search of sunshine, sandstone and glory in the glow
of Las Vegas' neon lights.
Sitting down to write this article, I decided that what this year's
journal really needed was a true epic story. With this in mind, I began
to write a comprehensive account of anything and everything of interest that happened to us on this trip. However, about 1000 words in,
I realized I still hadn't reached the part where we actually climb something-a bit of a problem for a story about a rock climbing trip.
Realizing now that life is far too short to be spent reading epic tales
of long-distance travel complete with a detailed description of every
gas station visited and an inventory of the crumbs found on the back
seat, I've scaled back my project somewhat and decided to recount
just one of the many interesting events of the trip. A "mini" epic, if
you will.
On the morning of our second day in Red Rocks, Mike Simons,
Ben Holzman and I decided to fight through our boxed wine hangover and go climb a nice multi-pitch route. Our target, a five pitch
(four, if you linked the last two) 5.6+ called "Cat in the Hat". It
seemed like the perfect way to check out what the canyon had to offer
in terms of longer routes without wearing ourselves out. Figuring that
we had plenty of time to climb the short, easy route, we let another
VOC party made up of Chris Michalak and Rich So head up before
us. We took our sweet time getting to the base of the climb and even
managed to get lost along the way. Consequently, we didn't actually
begin climbing until around 1pm, which left us just four hours get up
and down the route as a party of three and make the half-hour walk
back to the car before the ranger came around and gave us a ticket at
5pm. "No problem," we figured, forgetting that the VOC operates in
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an alternate time zone where "5 o'clock" can just as easily mean "quarter past 6" without anyone being the wiser.
Just as the shade began to creep in on us, Ben started leading up
the first pitch. We were soon making our merry way up the gorgeous
network of cracks, huecos, horns and other features to an enormous
ledge that was the first belay. The climbing was brilliant, with solid
gear placements the whole way up and fun, easy moves on funky
sandstone. We set a rather good pace, with Ben and I swapping leads
and Mike (who had been
hardest hit by the previous
night's wine) tied in
between our two ropes
and doing most of the
belay duty. Taking full
advantage of the warm
rock and easy grade, Ben
decided to second the second pitch barefoot, setting
a precedent for the rest of
the climb. By the top of Richard So downclimbing, Red Rocks. By Chris
Michalak
the third pitch, we had
drawn level with Rich and Chris, who had just begun their rappel and
kindly informed us that we had wandered just a teensy bit off route,
belaying off an emergency rap station rather than the proper anchor.
Once it turned out that we only needed to climb about 10m of a
friendly looking crack to rejoin our route, we decided to keep going
from where we were and link the two final pitches, as planned. This
last stretch turned out to be the most rewarding, with easy to link,
smooth face climbing on either side of a hand crack that took gear
beautifully. We were a bit worried about the length of the pitch, but
figured we could always set up a gear anchor just short of the top if
we ran out of rope. Luckily, I topped out with a couple of metres to
spare and a giant smile on my face. The view was impressive, and the
guys joined me on top just in time to watch the sun begin its descent
over Vegas. After waving to Chris and Rich, who by this time had
made it to the valley floor and were hightailing it back to their car,
we resigned ourselves to the idea of a parking ticket and began our
rappel in the setting sun. To save a bit of time, Mike and I simulrapped on single ends of the rope and then waited for Ben to come
down behind us. We were making good time and even figured we
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could make it to the base of the route before it turned completely
dark. It was at the top of the second pitch that things got a little complicated.
The end of one of the ropes got stuck as we were pulling it off the
anchors, and no amount of jerking, wiggling or pulling by either Ben
or Mike could make it budge. We wrestled with it for a good while
before coming to the realizations that we could do nothing to free it
from below, and that the sun had now completely set. The second
pitch was short enough to rap on a single 60m rope, but the first pitch
was at least 50m in length, with no bolts along the way. We needed
that second rope to get down, and the only way to get at it was to
climb back up and try to free it at the point where it was stuck. It was
also about this time that we realized that none of us had brought a
headlamp. At least the moon was full.
A couple of minutes later, I found myself leading back up the third
pitch towards the stuck end of the rope, which seemed to be lodged
in a crack parallel to the one I was climbing, about 15 metres up.
Mike was belaying me on the second rope, which had made it down
in one piece, with the hopes that I would be able to find a few solid
gear placements in the moonlight. The crack, however, was largely
shaded from the moon and I was having enough trouble picking out
foot- and handholds along the way to be able to hunt for placements
in the shadows. Finally, about 10m off the ledge where the guys waited, I came face to face with a perfect nut placement and hastily sunk
a stopper in before making the awkward traverse to the crack that
had eaten my rope. While making the traverse, I also made the mistake of looking down past my feet to the ledge. The top of Mike's helmet was barely visible in the gloom, and it finally dawned on me just
how high I was climbing. A bit shaken, I continued up to where the
rope was lodged to find that a loop near the end of it had managed
to catch in the narrow part of a flaring crack. This meant that a good
foot of rope was caught several inches behind the thinnest point
(which was too narrow for even a fingertip) and the rope had, for all
intents and purposes, become a fixed line. Naturally, none of us had
brought a knife, either.
The only thing to do now was to get off the route the best we
could with one rope, leaving it tied to the anchors of the first pitch as
a fixed line, and come back the next day to retrieve our gear. I set up
a makeshift rap anchor off a prussik around a well-placed horn, and
then used my own belay device to rap down the stuck rope as a back34

up while Mike lowered me. After I had returned to the ledge and
explained the situation to the others, we beat a hasty retreat with our
one remaining rope and made it back to the car by moonlight. As luck
would have it, there was no ticket waiting for us that night, despite
the fact that it was now 8pm.
The next day, the three of us returned to "Cat in the Hat", this time
with both headlamps and pocketknives in hand. The one upside of
having a fixed line set up on the first pitch was that it gave us a chance
to try out my new pair of ascenders. Ben jumared the pitch enthusiastically before settling in for a nap on the ledge, while Mike and I
went on to retrieve my rope. Daylight afforded no new opportunities
for getting it un-stuck, although it did reveal the tattered remains of
another party's rope, caught in the same crack a few inches below
ours. I took out my pocket knife, had a bit of a girly moment, and
then sliced the stuck loop off my rope, leaving a second frayed end to
decorate the route. Down climbing the pitch leading to the rope was
almost as interesting as having climbed it in the dark the night before,
and the rest of our descent went quite smoothly. As annoying as the
business of the stuck gear had been, we all still thoroughly enjoyed
our second crack at "Cat in the Hat" and left the canyon that day 2m
of rope lighter, sunburned, and still mighty pleased with the quality
of the climbing. That evening was spent in grand style out on the
town, eating ice cream in the shopping mall parking lot and invading
the pool and hot tub at the Tropicana.
The rest of the trip was amazing, though somewhat less eventful.
We spent the other 2 days sport climbing in and around Black
Corridor, marauding across the Strip, abusing statues outside Caesar's
Palace and generally having a good time. The drive home took us
through Zion Canyon, across the middle of nowhere (also known as
central Nevada) and all the way out to the Oregon Coast, with a
quick stop at Smith Rocks to catch a few routes in the setting sun. All
in all, it was a fantastic adventure. Thanks to everyone in the 5 cars
that made it down this year and I can't wait to get back out to Red
Rocks for another week in the sun.

35

Climbing

Varsity Outdoors Club 2005-2006

could make it to the base of the route before it turned completely
dark. It was at the top of the second pitch that things got a little complicated.
The end of one of the ropes got stuck as we were pulling it off the
anchors, and no amount of jerking, wiggling or pulling by either Ben
or Mike could make it budge. We wrestled with it for a good while
before coming to the realizations that we could do nothing to free it
from below, and that the sun had now completely set. The second
pitch was short enough to rap on a single 60m rope, but the first pitch
was at least 50m in length, with no bolts along the way. We needed
that second rope to get down, and the only way to get at it was to
climb back up and try to free it at the point where it was stuck. It was
also about this time that we realized that none of us had brought a
headlamp. At least the moon was full.
A couple of minutes later, I found myself leading back up the third
pitch towards the stuck end of the rope, which seemed to be lodged
in a crack parallel to the one I was climbing, about 15 metres up.
Mike was belaying me on the second rope, which had made it down
in one piece, with the hopes that I would be able to find a few solid
gear placements in the moonlight. The crack, however, was largely
shaded from the moon and I was having enough trouble picking out
foot- and handholds along the way to be able to hunt for placements
in the shadows. Finally, about 10m off the ledge where the guys waited, I came face to face with a perfect nut placement and hastily sunk
a stopper in before making the awkward traverse to the crack that
had eaten my rope. While making the traverse, I also made the mistake of looking down past my feet to the ledge. The top of Mike's helmet was barely visible in the gloom, and it finally dawned on me just
how high I was climbing. A bit shaken, I continued up to where the
rope was lodged to find that a loop near the end of it had managed
to catch in the narrow part of a flaring crack. This meant that a good
foot of rope was caught several inches behind the thinnest point
(which was too narrow for even a fingertip) and the rope had, for all
intents and purposes, become a fixed line. Naturally, none of us had
brought a knife, either.
The only thing to do now was to get off the route the best we
could with one rope, leaving it tied to the anchors of the first pitch as
a fixed line, and come back the next day to retrieve our gear. I set up
a makeshift rap anchor off a prussik around a well-placed horn, and
then used my own belay device to rap down the stuck rope as a back34

up while Mike lowered me. After I had returned to the ledge and
explained the situation to the others, we beat a hasty retreat with our
one remaining rope and made it back to the car by moonlight. As luck
would have it, there was no ticket waiting for us that night, despite
the fact that it was now 8pm.
The next day, the three of us returned to "Cat in the Hat", this time
with both headlamps and pocketknives in hand. The one upside of
having a fixed line set up on the first pitch was that it gave us a chance
to try out my new pair of ascenders. Ben jumared the pitch enthusiastically before settling in for a nap on the ledge, while Mike and I
went on to retrieve my rope. Daylight afforded no new opportunities
for getting it un-stuck, although it did reveal the tattered remains of
another party's rope, caught in the same crack a few inches below
ours. I took out my pocket knife, had a bit of a girly moment, and
then sliced the stuck loop off my rope, leaving a second frayed end to
decorate the route. Down climbing the pitch leading to the rope was
almost as interesting as having climbed it in the dark the night before,
and the rest of our descent went quite smoothly. As annoying as the
business of the stuck gear had been, we all still thoroughly enjoyed
our second crack at "Cat in the Hat" and left the canyon that day 2m
of rope lighter, sunburned, and still mighty pleased with the quality
of the climbing. That evening was spent in grand style out on the
town, eating ice cream in the shopping mall parking lot and invading
the pool and hot tub at the Tropicana.
The rest of the trip was amazing, though somewhat less eventful.
We spent the other 2 days sport climbing in and around Black
Corridor, marauding across the Strip, abusing statues outside Caesar's
Palace and generally having a good time. The drive home took us
through Zion Canyon, across the middle of nowhere (also known as
central Nevada) and all the way out to the Oregon Coast, with a
quick stop at Smith Rocks to catch a few routes in the setting sun. All
in all, it was a fantastic adventure. Thanks to everyone in the 5 cars
that made it down this year and I can't wait to get back out to Red
Rocks for another week in the sun.

35

Climbing

Varsity Outdoors Club 2005-2006

What the hell was I thinking?
Scott Fiddes

Climbing is usually something I do for enjoyment. I have never
told myself that I need to go climbing to inflict some type of bodily
or emotional harm. I certainly did not have the latter in mind when I
phoned Greg Dennis to confirm that we would go to Squamish to
climb on a beautiful mid February day in the middle of reading break.
Our plan was really simple. Drive to Squamish, hike up the apron,
walk off, and return to Vancouver in time to continue some reading;
because after all it was reading break. A quick check of the weather
confirmed that the forecast was calling for clear skies and cool temperatures. To be exact, minus ten degrees Celsius with the wind chill.
I told myself that I had climbed in the cold in Squamish before and
that it would not be all that bad. I figured some warm pants, a toque
and my down jacket were all I needed. I threw in some fleece gloves
and an extra fleece jacket to be safe, and I was ready to go.
We decided to stick with our plan to run up the apron, but in hindsight, the sunny bluffs would have been the safer bet. As we geared
up in the parking lot it was painfully obvious why there were no other
cars in the vicinity. The sun still had not come around to the west side
of the chief, and the high pressure system that had brought the clear
skies had a mean older sister: the wicked wind from the north. It felt
like minus ten in the parking lot and we were somewhat sheltered
from the wind. We did not let that dampen our spirits however, and
headed up the trail to the extremely popular 5.7 route called Diedre.
The hike was welcome because it forced some blood to circulate,
however the warm feelings would not last long. Immediately after
putting my climbing shoes on I could feel my once frost bitten toes
begin to go numb and my opposite extremities quickly followed suit,
but still I told myself, "it's only 5.7 and I have climbed this route lots;
the cold will make it fun".
It was like fun, only different. Climbing 5.7 slabs with feet that feel
like stumps and hands and fingers with the dexterity of chop sticks
made the climb, how should I say…challenging. We kept telling ourselves that the sun would come around, and quickly warm things up,
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but it never really did. Instead we delicately hobbled our way up the
trad route, tip toeing around ice, and filling the leaf and pine needled
stuffed crack with all sorts of shiny gadgets. At one point, I was fully
psyched. I could not feel my hands or feet, and I had one easy slab
move to make to the third belay ledge. I fiddled a small nut into the
flaring crack, and told myself that I
can't feel a thing so if I peel here
hopefully one of the other many
pieces below will hold, and prevent
me from going for the ride of my life.
We had to sew it up because every
move felt like a crux move; my hands
were so cold that the normally
bomber hand and feet holds on the
route appeared dime size nubbins. To
top it off, the wind was blowing hard
from the north so every time I felt
like I had good holds and could make
some progress, the wind would
almost blow me off my feet. Both Scott climbing in nicer weather at
the Big Horn Mating Grotto. By
Denis and I had to climb a move or Martin Le-Huu
two, stop, attempt to warm our
hands, and repeat.
There was no way to warm our toes while climbing so I tried to
put my feet in my gloves at one of the belays, and to my surprise. It
worked! The best part of the trip was the last move, pulling past the
pin to the tree ledge, because on this day it required negotiating past
a series of icicles, and the challenge became to make the move without destroying the naturally sculpted piece of art. All went well, and
when we left it was still intact. As I write this now, my hands are just
now beginning to feel normal, and with every passing moment my
smile grows, because despite the cursing and the grunting, and the
cold, and the wind. I can't wait ‘til my next time out.
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Learning How to do Things the Hard Way Seconding Trad Multipitch
Christian Veenstra

First, a short qualifier - This was my third outing with Jeff, after
an ideal one day hike to the top (well, false summit) of the Black Tusk
and joint participation in the VOC trip to Skaha. When he emailed
me asking if I wanted to attempt to climb "The Angel's Crest" (13
pitches, 5.10b) I was excited. Having just moved from Hamilton
Ontario (local crags = Mt. Nemo / Rattlesnake Point on the Niagara
escarpment) I had never climbed anything that wasn't bolted, and I'd
never climbed any multipitch. Of course, he did qualify it with, "It
will likely be cold, and wet, and terrible.", as it was supposed to rain
and it was November, but that didn't dampen my excitement. It
should be noted here that at this point in my life I hadn't yet realized
how seriously I should take warnings like this from Jeff (please see the
"Escape from" series in this issue of the journal for clarification). Of
course, I would have gone anyway.
Lesson #1 (still not learned, as I continue to repeat this mistake):
When Jeff says, "It will likely be cold, and wet, and terrible." it will
likely be cold, and wet, and terrible. (Interested readers will enjoy the
fact that our trip described in "Escape from Wrottesley" pg. 176, came
attached with the warning, "I can't stress enough that this is probably
the worst idea, ever.")
Naturally we would want to get an early start on the day, so I was
up before dawn riding my bike to the Greyhound station with my
climbing gear in tow. Initially things seemed quite hopeful - the occasional star was visible, and it wasn't currently raining. Taking the earliest bus out of Vancouver (5:15) allowed us to reach the Chief (the
bus driver kindly let us off there) 15 minutes before a hint of dawn,
and almost an hour before sunrise. Initially this seemed like a good
idea. However, arriving in the dark later turned out to be a detriment
to the amount of time we spent climbing.
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Lesson #2: If attempting to follow an unknown "climber's trail", do
not do so in the dark.
Kevin McLane's guidebook suggested we take the Angel's Crest
trail, which starts 550m down Mamquam Forest Service Road. After
overshooting it on the first pass due to darkness, we did successfully
locate the start while backtracking in the light of early dawn. When
we had traveled a short distance into the forest (dim light of dawn
now obscured by the trees) our headlamps indicated that the trail
took a sharp turn to the right. Total distance traveled before leaving
the trail and commencing what would eventually become a 5-hour
bushwhack: 10 meters.
The 'trail' eventually degenerated into forest, which then degenerated into forest strewn with boulders, which then degenerated into a
healthy mix of fallen trees, vines, boulders and slipperiness. We decided that we should just press on, rather than turn back. After all, we
couldn't miss The Chief. The plan was to bushwhack to The Chief
and then traverse along the base until we found our route.

Lesson #3: When bushwhacking through damp forest up to your
chest, either bring gaiters or wear something other than approach
hikers. While they may be nice and light to carry clipped to your harness while climbing they are not for bushwhacking and will permit
every rock, plant, thorn and ounce of slime to penetrate your socks.
After some time we did eventually reach a random location on the
Sheriffs Badge where we discovered water pouring down the rock
face. Figuring (well, hoping anyway) that things might be different a
little closer to our climb, we commenced our traverse. After some
time we came to a 'trail', which we happily followed until it abruptly
ended in the middle of a cliff face after about an hour. Backtracking
a ways, we discovered that we had actually been traversing up and
also discovered the start of an unknown route, marked by an anchor
and a line of bolts up and across the face.

Lesson #4: When you don't know where you are and a random route
presents itself, do not climb it assuming it will take you where you
want to go. This is especially true if (a) the climb is well above your
ability and (b) the rock is wet because it's currently raining.
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Jeff decided he might be able to climb the random bolted route,
despite the fact that it was clearly a high-angle slab and it was clearly
raining. After impressing me thoroughly by reaching the second bolt
he had just begun climbing "French Free", pulling hard on a tiny cam
that was barely penetrating a tiny flake, when his cam popped out and
left him horizontal and six feet closer to me. He eventually opted to
down climb. After some further backtracking, more bushwhacking,
further backtracking, a little more bushwhacking and a little luck we
eventually made it to the start of our intended climb.

Lesson #5: Belaying in the cold and wet is cold and wet. If it's raining, wear a rain jacket.

With the rain increasing steadily now, Jeff was in the middle of a
face climb and attempting to find a foothold described in Kevin's
guidebook ("a step around to the left between the bolts onto an inobvious hidden foothold reduces the difficulty to 10a") with much difficulty. After a short fall or two we were again contemplating aid.
Back on the belay ledge, consulting with the guidebook revealed that
it was another 4 pitches beyond this one until a possible escape.
Consulting our watches and the weather revealed that this was not a
likely possibility. It also revealed that we should have had two ropes
in order to rap down from our current location, hence lesson #7.

After spending so much time hiking in the woods, where sweat was
the primary source of moisture (the rain had actually slowed a lot at
this point), Jeff started up the climb. I was happy, warm, and only
mildly wet. After Jeff disappeared around the fist ledge I discovered
that my lack of motion and the increasing rain were seriously threatening the last two points. Eventually "Off Belay!" drifted down to me
from above and I started up the climb after donning all of the extra
clothes I had brought.

Lesson #6: Removing protection can make a climb moderately harder. Cold and rain can make a climb substantially harder.
Having only really climbed outdoors on limestone and gneiss
(which both offer many small features, essentially everywhere) I was
unprepared for the increase in difficulty rain would add to a climb on
granite (which usually offers one feature, if you're lucky, and most
'footholds' are places where you can smear). Nevertheless, I managed
to eventually haul myself up to the first belay (5.8). After we sorted
things out, Jeff again managed to somehow climb the next pitch
(5.10b), despite the increasing rain. I manage to get up too, but only
after slipping and weighting the rope far too many times.

Lesson #7: Especially when climbing a 13-pitch climb in the rain,
with limited time due to being lost for the first 5 hours of the day,
have a back off plan.
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Christian Veenstra during a rare calm moment on the Chief.

Lesson #8: When rapping, always tie off your tails and use a
backup prussik.
Fortunately this was a lesson not truly learned the hard way (i.e. it
was not fatal), as both myself and Jeff were quite keen on tying stoppers and Jeff was good at grabbing back down with his brake hand
after having had both knocked off by a spar. Its importance, however, was exemplified by this particular rappel.
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Deciding that rapping down with a single rope could probably be
worked; Jeff bravely looped the rope around a nearby tree and headed down. A string of obscenities could be heard carrying up through
the damp air as he ended up at the end of the rope in the middle of
a rock face. Fortunately, he did manage to traverse to a point close
enough to our last belay ledge that he could get safely onto it. I
rapped down to join him.

Lesson #9: Just when you need it most, you rope will get wedged in
a crack somewhere and become stuck.
After pulling the rope we where amazed by our luck as we watched
it wedge itself just above the crux of the last pitch. Fortunately, the
crux was early on this particular pitch. Jeff extricated his rack from
his pack and prepared to lead back up the other end to get it and,
after a large effort with minimal colourful language, succeeded. We
rapped down to the bottom with relative ease and marveled that,
although now soaked, we had everything we went up with. No apparent loss of gear or testicles, and there was still enough daylight to
reach the road.

Lesson #10: Even if you think you didn't, on later inspection you'll
probably find you've lost some gear.
For me, my lost gear has a 50/50 chance of reappearing just outside my front (back) door, as I have no source of lighting and am
always leaving in the dark (e.g. a much needed neoprene glove in
'Escape from Wrottesley'), or some piece of a Tele. For Jeff, lost gear
never reappears, as there is a nexus that follows him around, absorbing things (e.g. Scott's altimeter, my screwdriver, his tech pants, etc).

Lesson #11 (perhaps the most important lesson of all): To quote
Roland (who was quoting somebody else at the time...), "It doesn't
have to be fun, to be fun".
After hiking back up the highway to Squamish, we returned to the
bus station and awaited the Greyhound. When it arrived the bus driver looked at our soaking wet, dirty, pine tar covered selves and put it
simply: "Isn't it a bit wet for climbing?" Jeff and I looked at each other
and smiled, "We had fun". We sure did.
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Escape from the Sea Cliffs
Scott Webster

At some point, while driving between Vancouver and Squamish,
Jeff had noticed a series of cliffs on the west side of Howe Sound,
across from Britannia Beach. For some reason, he decided he wanted
to climb these cliffs. There are, of course, many far more accessible
cliffs available in Squamish, but for some reason the fact that these
cliffs were basically impossible to get to was attractive to Jeff. Jeff and
Christian Veenstra had previously kayaked past the cliffs while on
route to Mt. Wrottesley (See Escape from Mt. Wrottesley, this issue)
so Jeff had seen them up close and told me of the many amazing lines
available. Somehow I was convinced to actually go to this place in the
middle of winter.
We hadn't really figured out when we were going to attempt the
cliffs and were waiting for the weather forecast to look good. It was
Wednesday, Feb. 1st and we were in my lab in the AMPEL building
checking the weather sites for the zillionth time. The forecast was for
sun and around 15C highs for the next two days. We decided to skip
work/school and head there first thing the next morning. Now, unfortunately my car had been in an accident recently while returning from
the VOC tele school trip and was still damaged at this point. I had
purchased replacement headlights, but they had yet to be installed.
This meant that after going to MEC to rent a tandem kayak (there
was no problem getting one without a reservation because no one else
was crazy enough to be kayaking this time of year) we returned to
UBC in order to fix my car (something we do often, see Appendix A:
Scott's Car, pg. 138). We were able to get the frame straightened,
headlights replaced and even aimed in record time that Wednesday
evening. Then we went home to pack, getting to bed at sometime
around midnight.
We got up around 7am the following morning to get a reasonable
start at the expedition. We didn't really want to start too early,
because we thought it would be easier to climb after things had
warmed up a bit. We attached the kayak to the roof rack on my car
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Deciding that rapping down with a single rope could probably be
worked; Jeff bravely looped the rope around a nearby tree and headed down. A string of obscenities could be heard carrying up through
the damp air as he ended up at the end of the rope in the middle of
a rock face. Fortunately, he did manage to traverse to a point close
enough to our last belay ledge that he could get safely onto it. I
rapped down to join him.

Lesson #9: Just when you need it most, you rope will get wedged in
a crack somewhere and become stuck.
After pulling the rope we where amazed by our luck as we watched
it wedge itself just above the crux of the last pitch. Fortunately, the
crux was early on this particular pitch. Jeff extricated his rack from
his pack and prepared to lead back up the other end to get it and,
after a large effort with minimal colourful language, succeeded. We
rapped down to the bottom with relative ease and marveled that,
although now soaked, we had everything we went up with. No apparent loss of gear or testicles, and there was still enough daylight to
reach the road.

Lesson #10: Even if you think you didn't, on later inspection you'll
probably find you've lost some gear.
For me, my lost gear has a 50/50 chance of reappearing just outside my front (back) door, as I have no source of lighting and am
always leaving in the dark (e.g. a much needed neoprene glove in
'Escape from Wrottesley'), or some piece of a Tele. For Jeff, lost gear
never reappears, as there is a nexus that follows him around, absorbing things (e.g. Scott's altimeter, my screwdriver, his tech pants, etc).

Lesson #11 (perhaps the most important lesson of all): To quote
Roland (who was quoting somebody else at the time...), "It doesn't
have to be fun, to be fun".
After hiking back up the highway to Squamish, we returned to the
bus station and awaited the Greyhound. When it arrived the bus driver looked at our soaking wet, dirty, pine tar covered selves and put it
simply: "Isn't it a bit wet for climbing?" Jeff and I looked at each other
and smiled, "We had fun". We sure did.
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UBC in order to fix my car (something we do often, see Appendix A:
Scott's Car, pg. 138). We were able to get the frame straightened,
headlights replaced and even aimed in record time that Wednesday
evening. Then we went home to pack, getting to bed at sometime
around midnight.
We got up around 7am the following morning to get a reasonable
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because we thought it would be easier to climb after things had
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(see Escape from Mt. Wrottesley, pg. 176, for roof rack manufacturing details) and drove to Britannia Beach. The forecast was for 15C
and Jeff claimed that there was supposed to be only 7km/h winds.
When I got out of the car in Britannia Beach I was standing on a
frozen puddle and the winds were something like 35 km/h.
Undaunted, we got into our bathing suits and carried the gear and
kayak across the train tracks and down to the water. We pushed off
and had a reasonable kayak across the sound, probably taking only
about 45 minutes. My fingers were a bit cold, but everything quickly
warmed up in the sun as we ate an early lunch on some rocks near the
north end of the cliff band. In case it wasn't entirely clear, the cliffs
continue all the way into the ocean. There is basically no platform for
starting your climb, you just need to get to the bottom some how and
start up.
The plan at this point was to pack all of the kayak safety gear away
inside (not recommended), get ready to climb and sit in the kayak
without spray skirts. Then we would quickly kayak over to the base
of the line we wanted and Jeff would solo up a bit, set up an anchor,
and then haul the kayak up the cliff and attach it to the anchor. I'm
not sure exactly where I was supposed to be during this process, but
that turned out to be irrelevant. We paddled over to the base of something that looked reasonable, but the waves from the higher than
expected wind made getting out of the kayak without dumping somewhat difficult. After paddling around for a while we eventually landed on some rocks that weren't at the bottom of anything decent for
climbing, but let us get out of the water. Jeff climbed up a short way
and set up an anchor on a tree. He proceeded to haul the kayak up,
just barely getting it off the rocks at the base before he ran out of
room at the anchor. Jeff named the short route he had climbed here
"Steve Smith." I guess you'll understand the reference if you are an
Oilers fan.
It was getting a bit late at this point, probably close to noon. We
were able to scramble south along the base of the cliffs a little until
we got to a place it looked like we could climb up. Along the way we
passed a terribly dirty crack that we named "Ass Crack." In retrospect
this probably isn't the most original of names. Anyway, we were actually able to climb without having to swim to the bottom of the route
after all, a true bonus. I belayed Jeff from this point, standing on some
decaying plant matter which was peeling away from the base of the
cliff. This dirt we were on was incredibly gooey, and totally eliminat44

ed the grip of climbing shoes. The only solution was to wipe the bottoms of your shoes off on your pants, which didn't really help so
much with grip, but did make your pants very dirty.
Jeff thrashed up the cliff, frequently slipping on moss, and taking
at least one good fall down a relatively low angle section, basically
landing on some bushes if I remember correctly. After being gone
from my view for a while, Jeff eventually managed to set up an
anchor above. He started to haul our bags, but they got stuck in bushes and debris pretty much immediately. I followed, helping the bags
along most of the way while cleaning the pitch, spending about three
hours on this tiny little tricam. Ok, so it wasn't really three hours, but
it was a really long time, and I almost threw it in the ocean in frustration when I finally got it out. I hate those things.
I arrived at the anchor,
and I gave Jeff his pro
back; there was no way I
was leading up this crap. It
was around 3 pm at this
point, getting a bit late, but
we wouldn't be staying
here. So Jeff started up
again, traversed a bit to the
right and disappeared
from my view. Around this
time Jeff started to continually call for slack, despite
the fact that there was tons
of slack at my end. This
was a pretty much constant condition, caused by
huge rope drag through all
the junk on the cliff. At
some point there was this The Seacliffs. By Jeff Mottershead
huge noise, and an enormous boulder crashed by me, landing on some rocks a couple of
metres away from me and creating dust from the impact that smelled
like burning. The boulder continued to plummet down the cliff, eventually landing in the ocean with a huge sploosh. In fact, one cool part
of the trip was that anything that was sent down the cliffs always
ended in a sploosh. Needless to say, the boulder incident was a bit
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huge noise, and an enormous boulder crashed by me, landing on some rocks a couple of
metres away from me and creating dust from the impact that smelled
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unnerving, despite Jeff's assurances that he had sent it down on purpose, and knew it would not hit me. I had the "what the hell am I
doing here" thought at this time and more or less decided never to go
climbing again. It was a pretty view though, sitting up on the side of
a cliff, looking out over Howe Sound, with Garibaldi as a backdrop.
After much more thrashing, and a couple of good falls, Jeff eventually called to be let off belay. I repeated the haul bag push just like
for the last pitch and made it up to the next anchor after a little while.
The rock was probably around 5.6 or 5.7 if dry, and something like
5.12 with the moss. By the time I made it up to Jeff it was after 5 pm,
and starting to get a bit dark. This stance consisted of a few trees coming out of the rock and Jeff was talking about how we could string up
the hammock between a few of them, and the other person could
sleep in the crux between the trees and the cliff. Jeff was "nicely"
offering me the hammock, saying that it would be far more comfortable, which is probably true, but you'd be hanging out over open
space. Not cool. I was much more in favour of rapping down to the
bottom and sleeping on the terribly uneven rocks where we left the
kayak.
Eventually the debate ended when Jeff put his eyes on "Paradise,"
a nice looking spot about 30 m below us and a bit to the right. From
up here it looked like this reasonably large ledge covered in foliage. I
quickly rapped down and confirmed that it was indeed Paradise, and
had this nice little depression between the cliff edge and some rocks
that I could nest in overnight. Jeff came down and set up his hammock next to me, over an angled section of bushes that would have
made me pretty nervous. Jeff ended up sleeping with a rope around
his waist in order to avoid making a big sploosh.
I was pretty happy to be in Paradise at this point, and was calmed
down from earlier. I was starting to dread tomorrow's continued
climb up the yucky face though, and was trying to figure out how far
up we were. At this point Jeff totally shocked me by suggesting that
maybe we should just leave tomorrow morning and go to the Smoke
Bluffs, since the climbing here was too mossy. I couldn't believe my
ears as Jeff is always suggesting the most ridiculous option, and this
sounded totally reasonable. I was quick to agree, and probably got a
much better night's sleep as a result of this revelation.
I woke up just before dawn, having gotten something like 12 hours
of sleep since there wasn't much to do on Paradise. The sunrise was
beautiful, and there was a stiff breeze from the north. Jeff stayed in
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his hammock until the sun made its way down the cliff to our perch.
The breeze continued to stiffen. I was feeling pretty good, except for
my ankles, which had been shredded the previous day, especially during the rap to Paradise. I must remember to tape my ankles, wear
socks, or find hi-top climbing shoes next time I do something like
this.While we were packing up, the sea cliffs launched a fairly large
branch at me from above. It broke in half over my back causing a
bit of pain. I was insulted.
We tried to figure out where we were in relation to the kayak,
because rapping down in the wrong place would just leave you dangling above the water, and you'd have to prussik back up the rope. Jeff
gave me the choice of going down first, taking the risk of possibly
having to climb the rope, or going second, and having the definite
pain of dealing with the haul bags. I went first, and thankfully ended
up very close to the first belay. It was a simple walk around the corner from this point to the kayak, and thankfully it was still there.
We took quite a while lowering the kayak and packing it up, and
by this point the winds had increased greatly and were by my estimate
around 75 km/h. We didn't have much choice but to start paddling
though, and headed eastward back toward Britannia Beach. The
kayak wasn't really that bad, except for the fear of dumping, because
the water was only a couple of degrees and neither of us were wearing wetsuits or much to keep warm. Also, if we dumped, the ludicrous
wind would have made getting back in the kayak extremely difficult.
After paddling for way too long, we finally managed to get to the
other side of the sound, landing a couple hundred metres south of
where we launched. We started paddling north, close to the shore, to
find a good place to get out. Eventually I convinced Jeff that we
should stop in some guy's backyard (or so it appeared) rather than
kayak around another point, where the wind looked particularly bad.
We dragged the kayak out, and I went to get my car. I noticed that it
was actually some kind of public dock type area, so the chances of
some guy getting pissed off were lower, but it did seem to be a public dock area in some guy's backyard so it was kind of weird.
We loaded up the car and started driving, anxious to get out of
there. It was a bit exposed for public changing, so we were still in our
kayaking gear and were somewhat salty. I pulled over in the Murrin
parking lot and we proceeded to get naked there, in pretty much full
view of the highway. I guess we didn't care at this point. We went to
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the A&W in Squamish, looking pretty terrible, but I thought we fit in
pretty well with the other guys in there, except we were stinkier.
We drove over to the Smoke Bluffs lot, assembled some kind of
reduced rack and walked up the trail to the start of Smoke Bluffs
Connection, a 4 pitch route with 5.10a being the hardest section. Jeff
thought we might as well start with this, so we wouldn't be doing anything multipitch too close to dark. I think it was early afternoon at
this point. It was actually pretty nice outside, probably 15 degrees and
sunny. There were lots of climbers around. Jeff started up the crack
slowly, and made it up about 5 metres before taking a fall, tossing me
through the air and smacking my shin on a rock. This was probably
my worst injury of the weekend and it was sort of ridiculous that I
incurred it at the smoke bluffs. Jeff weighs around twice as much as I
do, so normally I have to anchor myself to something when belaying,
but I'd neglected that now that we were in safe territory. Eventually
Jeff had to retreat off the crack, which was only 5.8, showing how
toasted we were after our sea cliff ordeal.
We walked over to the start of Corn Flakes (5.6) and I decided to
lead up this easy route to get our confidence back. I did make it up
without falling, but took an eternity placing all the pro. After Jeff followed and we rapped down, it was getting close to dark, and we
decided that we should probably call it quits at that point since we
could barely climb 5.6. We drove back to Vancouver and returned the
kayak to MEC (it was open late since this was Friday). We went out
to dinner to finish off our expedition.
Now that some time has passed, the whole thing doesn't seem so
bad, and well, actually seems kind of fun in retrospect. Some day we'll
have to return when the cliffs have had some time to dry out and the
water is a bit warmer and make it to the top. Analyzing some pictures
has shown us that we were probably only a bit more than 1/3 of the
way up, but things would really be much better if there wasn't so
much moss. I should also mention that Jeff has very VERY stinky feet.

Participants: Scott Webster, Jeff Mottershead, Scott's Car
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Alexandra Fiord:
Bouldering at a High Arctic Oasis
Geoff Hill

If you are looking for a new place to boulder, are not into Camp
4 line ups, enjoy sleeping at night in a sunny tent, know how to practice proper gun safety, and don't mind using the glacial erratics you
are climbing for refuge from predators, Alex Fiord's boulders are definitely for you. This place is a gem, and given the unique features of
the rocks and serenity of surrounding landscape, it may soon become
the next Hueco.
Access:
The best tenting sites at Alexandra Fiord, Ellesmere Island, Nunavut
(78° 52'N, 75° 47'W) are upon beach ridges 10-100m south of the
Arctic Ocean. The boulders are all very close to camp; most
approaches range from 10 minutes to 6 hours and require skis in June
and gumboots for July through September. If you are there during
any other season, you probably missed the last flight out and will
need to learn how to hunt seal and burn blubber, preferably not your
mates. Flights can be arranged from Ken Borek Air in Resolute,
Cornwallis Island, Nunavut, (867) 252 3845. Attempts to coordinate
flight bookings with polar scientists may drop your flight fee below
$10,000CDN. The flight cost has been rumored to keep visitation
low, but the local government is ready to institute a guide service as
employed in other bouldering mecca's like Hueco, if popularity
increases.
Logistics and Gear:
You will need to bring everything you need into this somewhat
remote oasis. The north pole is closer than the nearest store, the
CO-OP, which is in Resolute, and is the only store in thousands of
square kilometers. Rubber boots, shotgun (semi-automatic is the preferred model), bird shot, slugs, parka, food, fuel, tent, bear spray, bear
bangers, bear bells, any other available bear deterrent, Advanced
Wilderness First Aid, and bouldering gear are essential. If you run out
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kayak to MEC (it was open late since this was Friday). We went out
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of fuel and are crafty, you may be able to burn the local tree species,
Salix arctica, however, the tallest trees found in sheltered areas seldom exceed 1cm in height and width.

Boulders:
The lowland's parent material is granitic. The boulders are glacial
erratics and can be found in the lowland oasis, upon high surrounding ridges, and sporadically on nunatuks (mountains surrounded by
glacial tongues). This guide focuses upon the most accessible boulders: four of which are in the lowland, one on the west ridge and one
on the east ridge.
Routes:
Kamp Creek Boulder
should be the first and last
boulder you visit as its
quality of routes and
approach are divine. South
face traverse (V5) begins as
a sit start and moves quickly to large reaches and heel
hooks on the arête before
tackling the overhanging
face on delicate incut
crimps. If when finishing
the problem, your arms
still have juice, remarkable
in its self given the weeks
of travel preparations and
weather waits, link the
sloping hand and heel
Boulder Map by Jeff Hill.
hook rail to the east face
(V4) where you must gaston past a snow buntings nest and onto the quano encrusted summit.
Other easier routes exist on the slabby north and west faces (V0-V1).
Early explorers document muskoxen rubbing against the above mentioned 'hand and heel hook rail'; kiviat (muskox fur) is the most insulative substance on earth, so consider collecting some and asking your
mother or girl/boy friend to knit you a toque.
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The East Ridge Boulder is the mothership of all boulders. This large
square rock is only slightly smaller than a Vancouver Bungalo, and
climbable on all sides. Many routes have been set, but there is lots of
potential for link ups and harder routes on the west face. The South
Face Groove (V3) involves overhanging finger jams and laybacks up a
thin crack. A traverse (V3) starts from the same place and moves east
along a shallow series of shelves with delicate smeary feet. Ensure to
summit the boulder while working this route to scan the coastline for
activity. This is no place to get caught by a wandering Polar Bear
while snoozing 'seal like' on your pad.
The West Ridge Boulder will be left up to the adventurous boulder to
re-discover. The south face of this monster was attempted in sub-optimal footwear, but no routes have yet been established. All routes listed may or may not have been established by Geoff Hill in 2005 while
conducting his Masters of Science research on sedge meadow
response to High Arctic climate warming.
Happy Bouldering!

Geoff Hill bouldering on Ellesmere Island.
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The Skier and the Climber
Anonymous

"O Climber, come and ski with me!"
The Skier did beseech.
"A pleasant walk, a pleasant talk,
Up the powdery reach.
There are plenty climbs around
But it's touring I wish to teach."

The sun was shining on the snow,
Shining with all his might:
He did his very best to make
The billows smooth and bright-And this was odd, because it was
The middle of the night.

The skier was once in the climbers' shoes
He loves to ski and climb
He still loves the mountain tops
And the technical alpine grime
Yet a day trek among the hill tops
He does prefer to crag time

The snow was deep as deep could be,
The rock was dry as dry.
You could not see a cloud, because
No cloud was in the sky:
No birds were flying overhead There were no birds to fly.

But a sport climber he is not
And does not wish to be
There are plenty of peaks out there
All of them calling to he
And so skiing he did pursue
To help get him above the trees

The skier and the climber
Were walking close at hand;
She wept like anything to see
Such quality of rock band:
"If only I could climb this,"
she said, "it would be grand!"

The climber, she can ski quite well
She is fast and strong
She could traverse the coast by ski some day
Though it is quite long
For the skier he has become enthralled
In her confidence and song

"For turns I do not dream about
In my bed or in the class
Yet the mountains are a thing of beauty
That I cannot pass"
The skier sensed her love to climb and ski
And thought her quite the lass

But the skier prefers to ski and tour
After work and weekend
Trekking through valleys undisturbed
With trees, birds and friends
But and after teaching for the day
on the crag she would trend
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So the skier did abandon his hope
Of one day wooing she
For he knows that a climber
Must always be free
To burden a climber with simple treks
He did not foresee
The skier and the climber
Skied on a mile or so,
Then they rested on a rock
and watched the alpenglow
And all the untracked ski lines
Were lined up in a row.
"The time has come," the Skier said,
"To climb this peak together
for this is where our worlds do meet
up beyond the heather"
They did proceed to climb that peak
In the clear cold weather
They got back to the car
and on to the homeward ride
Somewhere on that long drive home
the skier did decide
To write this little ditty about
this girl he did eye
Skiers ski and climbers climb
And their worlds may meet
In the rock and snow to see the views
and to climb a peak
But below the krumholtz and timberline
They barley stop to greet

Spatsizi. By Boris Khramstov
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Meslillooet in a Day
Tim Blair and Robin McKillop

This trip was not an epic but it's a good story nonetheless. The trip
was little more than a successful attempt to climb a local peak in a
day. Meslillooet Mountain is a semi remote peak known as the closest icefield to Vancouver. Meslillooet is located in the upper reaches
of the Coquitlam watershed. The access is via the Mamquam River
Road out of Squamish; park at the end of a logging road a couple
ridges to the NW of the peak.

Ellen and Molly, Jackson Bay, New Zealand. By Ulrike Juese

Ellen, Black Tusk. By Trish Stathers

The trip itself took 12 hours but I don't remember much. We left
the truck at 7am and proceeded to hike the last few hundred meters
of the old logging road. Near the end of the clear cut we proceeded
to scramble over the logging debris up into the untouched forest. The
forest quickly grew steep before we came up against a wide cliff band
that stretched from a steep creek on the right across hillside. We
assessed the cliffs and found a narrow 3rd class gully up which we
could climb. Up Robin climbed to where the gully came out onto a
small narrow ridge covered in blueberry bushes then widened into a
field of blueberries. I went up second and upon reaching the top of
the gully realized Robin had aggravated a wasp nest. Panic sets in. I
believe I yelped and yelled "BEES!" then tried to decide where to go.
The fastest route out would have been to try a controlled fall back
down the gully. I probably would have chosen this route had I not
known that Scott was in the gully on his way up. I guess in my panic
I still had the reasoning ability to turn uphill, with shoulder high
Mountain Azalea and Blueberry bushes, and try to bolt faster than the
bees. I knew this impossible but I had to try.
Bees and wasps are practically blind and as a result their defence is
quite logical. Once disturbed the entire colony becomes ornery and
the female guards are sent out. When one of them finds the culprit
they proceed to dig their little stinger into any open flesh. My work
with bees at the UBC farm taught me that once a bee stings successfully it releases a pheromone into the air to attract all the others to
that location. I started to remember this as I ran and knew they would
57

Varsity Outdoors Club 2005-2006

Meslillooet in a Day
Tim Blair and Robin McKillop

This trip was not an epic but it's a good story nonetheless. The trip
was little more than a successful attempt to climb a local peak in a
day. Meslillooet Mountain is a semi remote peak known as the closest icefield to Vancouver. Meslillooet is located in the upper reaches
of the Coquitlam watershed. The access is via the Mamquam River
Road out of Squamish; park at the end of a logging road a couple
ridges to the NW of the peak.

Ellen and Molly, Jackson Bay, New Zealand. By Ulrike Juese

Ellen, Black Tusk. By Trish Stathers

The trip itself took 12 hours but I don't remember much. We left
the truck at 7am and proceeded to hike the last few hundred meters
of the old logging road. Near the end of the clear cut we proceeded
to scramble over the logging debris up into the untouched forest. The
forest quickly grew steep before we came up against a wide cliff band
that stretched from a steep creek on the right across hillside. We
assessed the cliffs and found a narrow 3rd class gully up which we
could climb. Up Robin climbed to where the gully came out onto a
small narrow ridge covered in blueberry bushes then widened into a
field of blueberries. I went up second and upon reaching the top of
the gully realized Robin had aggravated a wasp nest. Panic sets in. I
believe I yelped and yelled "BEES!" then tried to decide where to go.
The fastest route out would have been to try a controlled fall back
down the gully. I probably would have chosen this route had I not
known that Scott was in the gully on his way up. I guess in my panic
I still had the reasoning ability to turn uphill, with shoulder high
Mountain Azalea and Blueberry bushes, and try to bolt faster than the
bees. I knew this impossible but I had to try.
Bees and wasps are practically blind and as a result their defence is
quite logical. Once disturbed the entire colony becomes ornery and
the female guards are sent out. When one of them finds the culprit
they proceed to dig their little stinger into any open flesh. My work
with bees at the UBC farm taught me that once a bee stings successfully it releases a pheromone into the air to attract all the others to
that location. I started to remember this as I ran and knew they would
57

Hiking

Varsity Outdoors Club 2005-2006

follow just because the first few had 'marked' me with bee scent. I
reached a clearing and proceeded to drop my pack and check myself
over. I am somewhat 'old school'. On a hike like this I wear short
loose shorts (typically used for running) and gaitors. Yes it looks
funny but it works. Trips this past summer, however, have prompted
me to consider pants (see the report on Melvin Creek by Sandra
Nicol). It is far too easy for bees to fly UP loose running shorts. It felt
like I had just run through a rose bush and I knew the pain would get
worse pretty soon. The slow rate of escape from the nest helped
ensure I had been stung on much of my exposed flesh. I think Scott
has something to say.

I spotted for Tim as he scrambled up past the cliff. Just after he
cleared the top, the swearing started. I wasn't sure what was going on,
but it soon became clear. Tim had hit a wasp nest in steep terrain and
he couldn't get away. The swearing continued, getting only slightly
fainter as Tim was no doubt pulling himself up the steep blueberry
buttress while desperately trying to fight off the wasps. Soon, his cries
of pain faded and I began to realize the unfortunate nature of my situation. This could very well be the only route through the cliff band,
and both Tim and Robin were on the other side.
I opened up my pack and pulled out all the clothing I had. Wasp
proof Gore-tex jacket - check. Stinger resistant rain pants - check.
Protective hood - check. Gloves - check. I was ready. So were the
wasps circling above. Fortunately the nest was just above the top of
the bluff. I pulled myself up to just below the edge, where the wasps
were just overhead, paused for a moment and then launched myself
up into the swarm and the blueberries. I ran as fast I could up the
incline of damp blueberries, but the wasps were faster. They buzzed
around me as I ran, and then one of them found a weakness - the gap
between my jacket and pants. I kept running, and just when I thought
I was clear another one stung me on the neck. I wasn't sure whether
to battle the wasps or run, so I ended up doing a little of both but neither seemed very effective. The terrain mellowed out and by the time
I finished off the last wasp I was about 200m from the nest. Now to
find Robin and Tim.
Scott soon came up behind (yes he continued up the gully knowing the bees awaited him at the top). He was wearing all the Gore-tex
and clothes he had in his pack. Once stopped we proceeded to kill
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any remaining bees (who had likely pumped their juice into me) and
Scott pulled out antihistamines. I have never carried antihistamines
on a day trip. Scott knew he had been stung on his neck and I just
knew I had been stung, so we both popped a couple pills. We were
now about 45 minutes into our trip. After telling this story to friends
the following week I was asked why we hadn't turned around. I don't
quite remember. The idea probably came up but wasn't seriously considered. The incident wasn't life threatening and being in the mountains is a bit of a passion for me, so the best cure would have to been
to reach the peak. This is where the trip grows fuzzy. There seemed
to be a minimum hiking speed at which my pain would subside but
Robin and Scott both led the trip from here on.
After some Benadryl we continued up to a low point in the ridge
above, climbing more blueberry meadows. I kept an eye on the stings
on my neck, in case they started to swell up. They didn't. At the col
we contoured around the west side of a minor peak, which was beautiful hiking, to a small lake at the base of the long ridge that snakes
north from Meslillooet. I think Tim got a few stings on his head as he

Scott Nelson scrambling up Meslillooet. By Robin McKillop
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spoke up and announced that his head felt like it had been run over
by the wheels of my truck.

dration was making the pain worse or diverting my attention away
from it.

A couple times I would look back and not see them. I didn't want
to stop. When I did my head would pound with all the swollen pressure and I worried that I would puke.

The water was only a tiny trickle running out from a snow patch
and I didn't know how we were going to get any. I tried building a little dam in one spot, but that didn't work. Robin figured out how to
use his rain jacket to funnel the water into his bottle, but that was
tedious. We decided to look around for a better spot, and eventually
found one where it was easy to fill the bottles up.

The ridge soon turned to beautiful granite slabs and we worked
our way over a couple minor peaks with no real difficulty. Robin, as
always, was on the lookout for moraine dam lakes (his masters thesis). We followed the rocky ridge all the way up to the east ridge of
Meslillooet without having to cross any sections of snow or ice. From
below, we could see two steps in the ridge, one lower down and one
just below the summit. There was a notch right before the final step,
which worried me.
We stopped to contemplate the first of the obstacles. On the right
side of the step were a couple of dihedrals with cracks that went
through the step. These didn't look very difficult, but they were quite
exposed - 20 or 30m off the ground at the top. On the left were some
ledges, but they looked dirty and vegetated. Then we saw it - a neat
little ramp trending right up the centre of the cliff that gave access to
a ledge heading back left. This route turned out to be a beautiful line
with nice clean white granite - the kind you find on all the best climbs
around Squamish, and featured holds. At the top of the step, things
were easy again and we hiked along to reach the notch, which turned
out not to be a notch at all. The final step in the ridge featured a few
dihedrals going right up along the ridge crest. They looked good pretty easy and with clean solid rock and nice hand cracks. I set off
up one of them, which turned out to be harder than it looked. At a
ledge, I traverse over to the left most dihedral and continued up, making a few stemming moves and pulling on a couple solid hand jams. I
just focussed on the climbing and did my best to ignore the exposure.
Soon I reached easy ground and the summit, where I caught up with
Tim and Robin. Tim turned and said that the pain in his head felt like
he had been run over by a dirt bike. I wasn't sure how the pain would
differ between a dirt bike and my truck but I took this announcement
to mean that the pain was diminishing.
I remember coming to some water trickling off the snow. This
would help with my dehydration but I didn't know whether the dehy60

Somewhere on the hike down we started into a conversion about
spending habits. Robin had just gotten married and Scott has a long
time partner so we discussed the importance of finding someone with
similar spending habits as you. This conversation sticks out in my
mind as it was likely the only time I had a good laugh that day. It's
good to laugh. We all knew that I was the cheapest person there, followed by Robin then Scott. Sandra (Scott's better half) has very similar spending habits to Scott and they prefer going out to dinner on the
way back from a trip where I would normally keep eating my leftover
crackers and PB until I got home. Then Robin told us about a recent
conversation with Danielle (his wife). She was back in med school in
Toronto (Robin was soon to follow) and had to decide which cable
package to order. As we know all channels you want are only available in the most expensive package. Robin hasn't had cable for several years and doesn't need it. Don't forget that Robin is cheap and
Danielle has a med student sized debt. He indicated this to Danielle
but she likes some channels, and they would be in Toronto for the
winter. So the conversation continued and in the end Robin had
agreed that they would get the most expensive package. Apparently
he sometimes has to resign himself (and his small income) for the
greater good of their marriage.

On the way down we tried a different route. We would avoid the
wasps by crossing the ridge at a col further east. This route looked
more direct on paper, so I though it might be faster. It wasn't. We
hiked past the lake (a beautiful camping spot) and found the most
amazing blueberry patches in the south slopes on the other side. The
first challenge of the new route was developing the willpower to leave
the blueberries behind.
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I remember the blueberries. We devised a method of hiking in
which you would continually be picking and eating them as you went.
Kind of like tree planters how they plant and hike all in one stride.

We hit the ridge and started down the other side. It was good
going at first, until we hit the slide alder and cliffs. It was so steep that
the slide alder actually helped us, since we could use it to lower ourselves down the slope. After several such lowers, we made the bottom
of the slide area which was filled up with devils club. The only reasonable route through it had piles of bear scat every 20 meters. There
were several slide paths, and at each one I thought it would be the
last. Then we reached the big slide path which was about 300m
across. In addition to devils club, this one had thick patches of alder
as well. The sun was started to set.
I remember getting fed up with all the slide paths and devils club
(don't forget I had shorts). So I decided to try the creek. With a walking stick the creek proved a great route. Since we were close to the
logging road the wet feet weren't a problem.

I bushwacked down through the devils club to find Tim at the
creek. He kindly offered me a walking stick, as all the rocks were very
slippery. There was no bank to speak of, just 8 foot high walls of alder
sitcking up from the edge of the water. We rock hopped along, and
Tim soon decided that speed was more important than dry feet so he
plunged in. I continued to persist with my misguided rock hopping
and fell behind. When we reached the forest on the far side of the big
slide the sky was turning orange with the sunset. We pressed on
through the forest, and popped out into a clearcut just as it was getting dark enough to need a headlamp. Blinky was just down the road
a little ways, but it was a hard road and my feet were very sore.
Once back in the truck heading back down the road my stomach
began to ache. I thought I was hungry. Once in Squamish we pulled
into Wendy's and I ate baked potatoes and chilli. It wasn't until the
drive back to Vancouver that the ache turned into severe heart burn
and it took a whole packet of Rolaids before the pain began to subside. Once back home the individual welts became apparent. I counted 17 stings.
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It's 5am in Kitsilano, and I barely have my wits about me to drive.
The date is Friday September 2, 2005, and the air is cool as the summer exhales its dying breaths. My friend Justyna Pietraszek and I had
flown into Vancouver the previous afternoon from Toronto, and were
ready to sink our teeth into a BC adventure. I just wish it could have
been a little later in the day. Justyna is an army buddy of mine who
had just days before come off 2 months of army training. In her head,
she wasn't quite back in the civilian world yet. Ha! I love her though.
The third member of our expedition was Andrea Basler, hailing from
Switzerland.
Groggily we loaded up the car. Andrea was a little slower off the
mark owing to more than a dram of the amber tipple the night before
at some random grad student excuse to drink. The last member of the
cabal was Ellen Morgan, whose residence we managed to find in the
dark of the morning with surprisingly little difficulty. Ellen was true
to her word and was wearing striped thermal underwear from New
Zealand (Polypropylene thermal underwear, garish striped colours,
worn usually under shorts and common in New Zealand tramping
circles. I myself have a pair and believe those who wear them take
hiking seriously and have little fashion cares). Ellen and I had discussed coordinating our antipodean garments before the trip, and so,
she wore her bottoms and well, no shorts. "Thermals with shorts
never did it for me." She said in all seriousness. I considered this a
good omen.
Next stop Horseshoe Bay ferry terminal. Woe to those who must
catch the 07:30 ferry to Langdale before a long week-end and do not
make a reservation with BC Ferries. I did however, and getting on
board was no problem; except for the fact that we had wandered
around the town too long getting coffee. To my horror we came atop
the loading area and it was entirely empty save for our car. A hurried
shuffle led to sloshing coffees and slamming car doors and looks from
the ferry loaders that said "Idiots". Phew, that was close. The ferry
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gate preventing more traffic from boarding literally lifted up behind
us.
The ferry ride was decidedly grey and un-summer like. The weather forecast for the Sunshine Coast was the normal mixed bag of everything. I could only hope for the best of outcomes on our trip. Once
on the Sunshine coast the distance from metropolitan Vancouver
became noticeable. The Sunshine Coast is a place where hippies came
to chase the dreams of the 1960's, and they never left. Now they
share this enviable perch with loggers, fishers, urban refugees and a
new generation comfortable with beads and granola. We stopped
briefly in Sechelt to pick up butter that I had forgotten in Kitsilano,
and I annoyed my three compatriots with cheesy music and singing.
A two and a half hour drive up from the ferry terminal is the small
village of Egmont. From here we would get on a tour boat to Princess
Louisa Inlet. A company called Sunshine Coast Tours runs an all day
tour virtually year round to this spectacular little spot. They will also
let you take the boat in one day, and come out another for a little
extra money. They call this a (split-end ticket) . The tickets are not
cheap, but I believe the experience is worth it. And so Ellen, Andrea,
Justyna and I distributed the weight of the food as best we could. The
boat ride to the Princess Louisa marine park takes about 2 hours and
it winds with the channel of Jervis Inlet.
It was sunny, almost warm, and I was happy things were going
according to plan. Justyna was happy to be out in BC and Andrea was
happy to be on the water coming as she did from a land-locked country. The scenery was again, spectacular (where's my thesaurus…).
Only swaths of clear-cut broke the spell of this beautiful BC coast.
The really breathtaking bit comes at the entrance to Princess Louisa
Inlet. Rock faces hundreds of meters high cascade down from snowfields to the inky still water of the sheltered inlet. Everywhere the
cliffs are interlaced with waterfalls. The smell of the sea and the forest combined in the narrow fjord. If you had to pick a place on this
earth to rule as a kingdom of one, this would surely be it. The boat
slowed at the head of the inlet and we could see the 50m high
Chatterbox falls pouring furiously into the ocean. Words fail to
describe the awesome scale and powerful beauty of the place.
Everyone was suitably impressed, and we spent a little time exploring
the surroundings of the park.
Many American yachters come up to Princess Louisa and there is
a dock, park warden cabin, sheltered pavilion, water taps and out64

houses to support visitors. There are also a few tenting spots right
near the shore. The park proper actually ends just 100m or so from
the water and from there a rough trail can be had up to the alpine and
Loquilts Lake. This was our destination. We sat on the bit of grass
about the beach and ate our lunch savouring the unwritten slate of a
hiking trip and the feeble warmth of the sun.
Then it was time to strip off a layer, put our packs on, cinch'em
tight and follow me. The trail is quite like the Grouse Grind except
much longer and pristine. It goes from sea level to about 1600m over
a distance of 8km or so. A
steep track to be sure.
There's a little trick turn to
the left very shortly after
the outhouses too that can
be hard to catch. The trail
is obvious, if it isn't, you
are on the wrong tack; go
back and check again. Up,
over
slippery
roots,
washed out rock faces, and
up, up and up. After about
two hours we reached the
first slight levelling of the
trail, we were all sweaty,
and red-faced. This was an
old trappers cabin site that
can be plainly seen as the
trail comes up to an
impressive waterfall over- The Docks. By Michael Creighton
looking the inlet. It was a
good campsite but I wanted to press on to another site about 2/3 the
way up. We stopped for a little break and Justyna opened up with the
first bit of complaining. Not serious stuff (geez… she had just finished
army training and should have been fit) but she had never really hiked
in true mountains before. The second trick to the trail is that it continues across the waterfall. The rocks were slippery and care was
taken in getting to the other side. After more quad-burning elevation
gain there was a scramble up a crevasse in a rock formation aided
only by an interposed tree root lattice. The best I could suggest was
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to have people take off their packs at the top, after which we could
complete a little leg up manoeuvre to gain the top of the formation.
Beware of the excess flagging tape in the area. One might think
there are malicious little blazing gnomes cavorting up the verdant
slopes of the inlet but most of it is old logging tape that should be
ignored. The trail continued to switchback up, up and up. It crosses
the creek feeding the waterfall after a series of cascades resembling a
natural waterslide, then it resumes its vertical tack. The forest had
noticeably changed by this point with the higher elevation. The
weather had also closed in around our little group and a fine rainy
mist began to wear on our spirits. Fortunately before it got dark we
arrived at the next good camp site. It was at a smaller creek crossing
where a delightful little pool had formed. The spot was perfect for a
hot summer's day dip but not while we were there. The temperature
had dropped noticeably too. We had left the base at around 1pm and
it had taken us about 6 hours to get this far. Everyone was tired
(except maybe Ellen) and now a little damp as well. I was happy
everyone still seemed in relatively good spirits. We got the camp up
and started cooking with no problems. Red Thai curry aplenty! So
much so that a portion went into my container as Ellen said she
would eat it for breakfast. She made a good show of using her new
Jet-Boil stove to make hot drinks. We past away some time after dark
playing quiz games in the tent until we fell asleep. When the next
morning came and I looked at my watch it read 07:37. The occasional pitter-patter of droplets on the tent told me it was still wet and grey
out there. No hurry to get up to the alpine. Roll over and back to
sleep. I continued this cycle almost hourly until after 10am at which
point hunger drove me to get up. All the girls were still asleep.
Eventually Andrea followed me outside followed by Justyna and Ellen
by 11:40. Mmmm, blueberry pancakes. Ellen did not eat the leftover
curry but said she might for lunch. We did pack up and decide to try
and continue to the alpine even though the weather did not seem to
be improving. So we drudged off again.
Eventually the trail leads to a point down a steep slope to a creek
flowing out of the alpine area. At first glance there appears to be an
impasse here. There the enigma reveals itself with the rope hanging
over the boulder immediately right upstream. You can either use the
rope and haul up over the boulder, or crawl in the short tunnel underneath the boulder, and do a couple climbing moves up the other side.
Both can be a little treacherous, especially when the rock is wet, and
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care should be taken. Have the most agile person help the others up
and take packs off! Perhaps discouragingly the stair master-like trail
continues on the other side for a while. Several places had ropes
affixed to aid us up over the slippery rocks. Finally we broke out into
the heather. It was a much easier walk of about a kilometer through
the shrubbery and alpine plants to a what would have been a stunning
expansive bowl backed by rock cliffs and cradling Loquilts lake; a
classic dizzying azure blue. My worst fears were realized however…
We were up in the clouds and what was an occasional pitter patter of
rain at lower elevations was a constant drenching drizzle up here. The
temperature had also dropped to what I would guess was single digits; we could see our breath and when not moving we quickly became
chilled. The scenery (hence the whole reason for huffing our packs up
here to camp) had been sacrificed to the capricious weather gods. So
after a bit of standing around, talking in circles and an uncomfortable
lunch under the tarp, we decided to head back down to the campsite
we had just left. Ellen did not eat the leftover curry. Thankfully everyone stayed in reasonably good spirits. We reasoned if the weather was
somehow miraculously good the next day we could take a run back
up to the alpine without packs; if it was the same we could hike back
to the dock and catch the boat back a day early. The others had some
concerns about not knowing if the boat was scheduled to come a day
early but I was pretty confident that on Labour Day week-end it
would come no matter what the weather. So we arrived back where
we had started out just hours before but now considerably wetter.
We made another early night of it. Ellen did not eat the leftover
curry. We were up and had eaten a quick breakfast by 8am-ish. We
estimated we had to be down to the dock by 1pm to make sure we
caught the boat. I was pretty sure we would have plenty of time but
things were steep and wet and there was always the unexpected to
factor in. Yup, it could be tight for time. For some reason I uncharacteristically did not put on my shorts over the striped thermal underwear this day. It might have been a very misguided effort to impress
the girls. We headed off again as fast as we dared down the sodden
slopes. It was raining now. No denying it. Everything was wet. I swear
my pack was carrying 5 extra pounds of water at least. Andrea and
Justyna had a few minor slips but overall we cleared the hazards of
down climbing the tree root ladder and the coniferous lined switchbacks. The hours did tick by, and the others decided to send me ahead
past the waterfall at the trappers cabin to flag the boat to wait. Ellen
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may be faster uphill, but I am faster downhill! So I left the girls behind
and began the leg pistoning challenge. I reached the bottom around
12:25 and man was I a bit of sorry shape. I had slid on my ass several times with the wet slippery conditions. The striped thermal underwear had brown smears on the butt. Worse, they were wet and
droopy. I was soaked to the core and virtually everything I carried was
wet too. I was tired, and my legs were feeling decidedly jelly-like. As
far as my knees and leg muscles were concerned I was getting seriously close to my limit that day. As is happened, the girls rolled in and
they were not in much better shape than me. About 20 minutess later
and the boat wasn't even in yet. See? No worries.
We took some time to sort ourselves out under the lovely pavilion
in the park. We got some odd looks from the smattering of American
tourists and yachters around the park that day. I'm sure we were quite
a sight to them; mud splattered, soaked and carrying huge packs. We
ate and started to fret about the boat again so Andrea went down to
the dock to look out. She came back shortly and when Ellen asked if
the boat was on the way Andrea replied in the affirmative by doing
ye ole' Swiss ankle slapping dance with such youthful exuberance and
energy she drew from I know not where. Needless to say Justyna,
Ellen and I were crippled with laughter. Before I went down, my eyes
blurred with tears, I saw Ellen fall to one side, clutching for the
stonework benches for support in the process. It was unbelievably
funny. Poor Andrea, she'll never do it again; but I guess she was really happy to get out of there that day. Yes, we were tired and dirty.
So the boat pulled up
and we packed up for the
umpteenth time. Ellen and
I got a poser shot (as accurately pronounced by a
native New Zealander
later) of us in striped thermals doing the Haka.
Justyna got more shots of
the glistening green BC
rainforest so vibrant here
(Nootka Sound - eat your Ellen and Michael pretending to be Kiwis.
heart out). Somewhat
viciously, the sun came out just as we boarded the boat for the ride
back. (Talking frankly again dear readers, I must say I was very happy
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despite the uncooperative weather and lack of alpine play. Everyone
had done admirable on this difficult hike, especially Justyna as a BC
newbie. If I had been with different people this trip, while still awe
inspiring, it may not have been enjoyable).
So, then it was back to Vancouver. The Sunshine Coast tour boat
does stop at a very upscale American Christian youth camp for a visit
on the way back. While I might appreciate some of the aims of the
camp… I will still call it an aberration. Oh, and I made the girls wait
for me while I took a cold water shower and shave at the Egmont
dock. Ha! They were annoyed at me. Overall it was a good trip, and
I highly recommend people give Princess Louisa a visit -even if they
don't hike up the trail all the way. It's truly one of the gems of the BC
coast and deserves to be better known.
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Tent Bound Games
Boris Khramstov

The wind outside the tent is howling, the economy of food is hurting your stomach and you already know all there is to know about
your partner, his life and his philosophical views. As the words: "So...
about those... iron ore prices on the stock market 7 days ago..." leave
your mouth, you realize that unless you relieve some stress through
games, there will only be one person coming back. And so, without
further ado, here are the Tent Bound Games.
Guess the time:
The game for cold bivouacs where space is limited. The person with
a watch asks "What time is it?" The other person answers. The number of minutes he is off by is the number of punches/kicks/licks he
gets. Swap positions.
Rock-Rock:
An ageless classic, this game in its original form requires only the
presence of 2 small rocks in the vicinity of the tent. In a pinch, 2
coins, biners, knots made from shoelaces, balls made of toilet paper
or any other throwable objects will do. The game goes like this: person "A" throws the rock and person "B" tries to hit that rock with their
rock. Simple, as everything of true genius tends to be.
Welfare Checkers:
This game requires a bit more preparation - a checker board drawn
on the thermarest using a non-water-based marker. If you have forgotten your special checkered thermarest, have no fear! Borrow a few
pages from a book or, better yet, take out that topo map! It has very
nice convenient squares. For extra posh, lightly shade alternate
squares with a pencil, some grime or some grease spots. For checkers
one can use different rocks (smear them with toothpaste for "white"),
bits of toilet paper or pieces of a powerbar.
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Welfare Chess:
This game requires a drawn board (see "welfare checkers"), a pencil
and toilet paper. If you decide to use snowballs/rocks/leaves for TP on
the trip, you are in trouble. Use the pencil to draw figures, or letters
designating figures, on the bits of toilet paper and start playing! If you
are losing, "accidentally" sigh and all the figures will flutter away with
your breath.
Cards:
A) If you have cards, play them. I hope you know some games....
B) If you have no cards, but you want to play cards all the same, you
need time, imagination, lots of paper (can be acquired from a novel
or diary, TP won't work here) and a pen. Bread and a sharp knife, if
you have them, will also help.
First, make the blanks.
This can be done by tearing paper along lines or
cutting it - a knife or those
scissors from the first aid
kit can come in handy if
you want to be extra neat.
If you have an excess of
blanks (say, if you can
make over 100 of them),
you can reinforce your
cards with home-made Stuck in a tent like this? For several days? Well
here is what to do... By Jay Piggot
glue. Chew the bread and
spit it out on an old shirt. Strain. Voila, you have crappy but serviceable glue! Glue blanks together and let them dry (this can be quite a
challenge in a tent - you can "fry" the blanks in a pot over a stove if
you have extra fuel). Now you can draw suits and values on the cards.
For extra sexy style, use that sharp knife/scissors of yours to create
stencils of the suits - this will make the work quicker and neater. Real
pros in Russian GULAG work camps created stencils for face cards as
well, but that is really above and beyond the call of duty.
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I Spy: "I spy..." "Snow!" "Wow, you are good."
Don't be reduced to this people. If you are sitting in a bivy sack on a
ledge with nothing but snow, rock and ice around you, this is what
will happen to your I Spy game within 30 minutes. Play something
more fun.
Books:
Bringing books on a trip can occupy valuable space, but if on a trip
with 4 people everyone brings a book, that's 4 books for everybody
to read. As well, people won't mind as much when one of the books
goes to the good cause of making cards or chess board/pieces.
Knitting:
Originally thought to be the realm of stodgy old grandmothers, this
field has finally seen applications in the outdoor community! Bring
knitting needles and a couple of balls of yarn (and learn basic knitting
before the trip) and you will be able to make yourself a pair of dry,
warm socks in utterly miserable weather. Or a scarf. Or a toque. Or
a finger puppet. Or an extra snazzy multi-purpose open cylinder - it's
a sock, a glove, a nalgene cover, a harmless partner-smacker and many
more all in one convenient shape!
Finger or toe?
This game is meant as an interlude between other games - a space
filler if you will - not a game in and of itself. At random intervals during the tent-bound day, ask your partner to close his/her eyes. Put
your finger or toe under you partner's nose and ask "finger or toe?" If
they guess wrong, you win - you get to be the initiator of the next
round at some other random time. If they guess right, they initiate
next time. Advice to the wary - only play with well-aerated feet! The
point of the game is to amuse, not to kill.
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Nootka Trail
Rueben Schulz and Philipp Winter

At the end of August we hiked the Nootka Trail, a five day, 35 km
hike off the west coast of Vancouver Island. The Trail is located on
the west coast of Nootka Island, pretty much straight across
Vancouver Island from Campbell River. The trailhead is only accessible by float plane or water taxi, float plane being the preferred choice.
For the way back to Gold River (the float plane launch) the MV
Uchuck III (a tourist ferry/supply boat) is the preferred choice. After
a period of message board postings and e-mails going back and forth,
we were left as the only two willing and able to go on the hike.
Originally we had no way of getting to Gold River. We researched
taking the bus to Campbell River or Tofino and taking a float plane
from there, but those options always came out very expensive. In the
end Philipp was able to borrow his parent's car. The total cost from
Vancouver to the trailhead, and back home totalled $350 per person.
This included gas, BC ferries to/from Nanaimo, the float plane to the
trailhead (Louie Lagoon), the MV Uchuck III back to Gold River, and
the trail user fee charged by the First Nations to cross their land at the
end of the trail.
A few tidbits about coastal hiking:

Floats on trees: A good thing to watch out for along the beaches is
floats hanging from trees, as these will usually be used to mark where
the trail re-enters the forest. However, just because there are floats in
the trees doesn't mean you have to take the trail. Often these just
mark a trail going over a headland. It is sometimes possible to go
around the headlands, depending on the tides. The trick is figuring
out which ones you can go around and which ones you can’t.
Stream crossings: It can often be difficult to figure out the best way
across a stream or creek. Always be sure to look a bit inland as it can
sometimes be easier up there. Some streams can be crossed with hiking boots on (if they are waterproof) and some are just too deep for
that. A hiking pole can be useful to help maintain your balance.
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Tides: All coastal activities require watching the tides; this definitely
also applies to coastal hiking. Tides can determine whether a beach is
passable, whether a stream is crossable, or whether you can go around
a headland or have to climb over. Having tide-tables with you and
planning your days accordingly is advisable. The tides forced us to
wake up earlier as the trip progressed.
Marine radio: The Nootka Trail is remote, and you have to be selfsufficient. The only contact possible with the outside world is with a
marine band VHF radio. We rented one at Ecomarine Kayak in
Vancouver. Luckily we never had to use it for anything more than
checking the weather forecast.
Changing features: The coastal environment has a nasty habit of
never staying the same. Philipp hiked the Nootka Trail a few years
ago with his family and hiking it again he noticed quite a few differences along the trail. For starters there were many more streams, all
of which had more water (Philipp had beautiful weather the first
time). When Philipp hiked the Trail for the first time, Beano Creek
was completely dammed up by a sand/pebble dam built by the wave
action, so they didn't have to get their feet wet. This time there was
no dam and the water was up past our knees.
Day 1 (Monday)
We left Vancouver on Sunday morning and drove to Strathcona Park
Lodge where we met up with Philipp's parents who were camping in
the area at the time. We camped with them on Sunday night not too
far from the Gold River float plane launch and took the plane in on
Monday morning. Philipp's parents decided to join us for the flight in
which not only made it cheaper for us, but also allowed us to fly in
the de Havilland Canada Beaver: a wonderful Canadian bush plane
which is over 50 years old (the particular plane we flew in had just
celebrated its 50th birthday the previous May). We had beautiful
weather on our flight in and got a nice preview of the trail as we flew
over it. After landing in Louie Lagoon and getting set, we started out
on our 5-day hike. It only took us about 30 min to get out to the coast
and our first campsite (Third Beach). The trail was easy to follow
(~700 people hike the Nootka Trail every year), but due to wet
weather it was rather muddy. We set up our camp, had lunch, and set
out for a day-hike north along the coast. We planned to visit an old
shipwreck and tried to make it to a more northern point of Nootka
Island (Ferrer Point). Unfortunately we didn't make it all the way to
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Ferrer Point as the "trail" became a very heavy bushwhack once we
passed the old shipwreck.
Two more groups arrived on Monday. A family of 5 (Jim and
Martha Russell and their three daughters) arrived in the Beaver after
us and stayed at Third Beach. Another couple arrived a bit later and
continued further along the trail. These were the only other people
we encountered on the trail that were heading the same direction as
us. We ended up stopping at the same sites as the Russell family did
for the entire trip, but did not see the couple (until the ferry trip out)
after leaving Calvin Falls (Day 3).

Day 2 (Tuesday)
On our second day, Tuesday, we traveled from Third Beach to Calvin
Falls. After getting up rather late, we
broke camp and set out sometime
around 11am. The first business of
the day was to climb up a steep, wet,
and rocky slope (which had a rope) to
get into the forest. This would not be
the last time we encountered something like this. The first half of this
day was spent climbing through bits
of forest and beach, and the second
half consisted of mostly walking
Rueben Schulz by Phillip Winter
along beaches and nice flat sections
(almost like pavement). The weather,
although mixed, was mostly decent. Early in the day we encountered
the first, and only, bear that we saw on the trip. We heard a loud
rustling in the shrubs beside the beach and stopped. Philipp got out
the bear spray and we both climbed up onto a nearby rock outcrop.
The bear poked its head out through the bushes once and then headed off into the forest rather slowly. Once it had gone far enough, we
continued on our way and talked to it as we went by.
Around lunch, we stopped at a small stream and filtered some
more water. The water filter did not work very well, and it was not
until it built up enough pressure to blow off a hose that we realized
that the filter was completely plugged up from filtering water the previous day. Some of the streams had a brown colour to them that
plugged up the filter rather quickly. Once it was cleaned, it worked
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fine. We didn't get into Calvin Falls until about 6pm. The south side
of the creek was covered by a huge amount of driftwood in a pile
about 2m high. After a bit of searching, we set up our camp in a clear
spot behind the drift wood. Near the end of the day the weather had
improved and become nice and sunny. However, our late arrival
meant that we didn't have time to take a swim and instead had to get
straight to making dinner. The other family got in earlier, and had lots
of manpower, so the girls got to go swimming while the parents
cooked. In the evening, we wandered over to the other campsite and
shared the fire with them.

Day 3 (Wednesday)
Our third day on the trail took us from Calvin Falls to Beano Creek.
This day consisted solely of beach walking with quite a number of
stream crossings. Beach walking gets rather monotonous after a
while, but fortunately there was variety on the beach. Along one section of the beach we had to step from boulder to boulder. Since it was
raining all day, this was rather difficult as the rocks were very slippery.
Once we got to Beano Creek, we had to cross it as we didn't want to
start our next morning with a stream crossing. Luckily we didn't have
to time our crossing with the tides as Beano Creek isn't affected by
the. It was a bit more than knee-deep at the point where we crossed.
Rueben nearly fell in after losing his balance while trying to get a rock
out of his shoes (mental note: don't worry about rocks in your shoes
while you're crossing a creek). Once we got up the other side of
Beano Creek, we realized we might have a bit of trouble finding a
good place to set up camp, as it was rather windy and rainy and the
entire beach was exposed. We found ourselves a nice spot behind a
very big log, where we set up camp, using the log as a back wall for
our tarp. Once our camp was set up we began to hunt for decently
dry firewood to make a fire. Luckily we managed to find enough dry
wood to get the fire started. The fire provided some heat, but we had
to sit in the rain to stay beside it. The beach here is the only place
along the Nootka Trail which has privately owned land. There are
quite a number of cabins just tucked into the woods and even a bed
and breakfast on the far end of the beach.
Day 4 (Thursday)
Thursday was our longest and most tiring day, traveling from Beano
Creek to Maquinna Point. After the previous day's rain, it was nice to
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wake up to a tiny bit of sun coming through the clouds. Of course it
was not very pleasant to put on cold, wet boots and pants. In the
morning we saw some whales swimming offshore. Jim mentioned
that he had seen a bear crossing the creek further upstream earlier
that morning. The rain held off while we packed up, but it started
sprinkling once we were underway. We had to leave rather early to
pass a cliff that had no overland route during high tide. This cliff was
not very far from Beano, and a short while later we passed by a whale
carcass. No pictures were taken of it, since by this time the rain had
started again. Then the fun began. The beach walking ended and we
started the overland route. The only route up from the beach to the
forest went straight up a very wet and slippery rock face that was
about 10m high. Fortunately there was a rope attached to help us. We
then spent the rest of the day climbing in and out of coves and walking through the forest. Later in the day the sun started to come out
and our spirits picked up a bit. We encountered a crazy couple that
was hiking the trail in the other direction. They intended to complete
the trail in both directions and were carrying very heavy packs.
Eventually we caught up with the Russells (they passed us earlier
in the day). They had set up camp at a pretty pocket beach that was
surrounded by cliffs and had a large rock "island" in the middle. The
surrounding cliffs had many small caves where we could find dry
wood. They suggested we stay with them, but Philipp wanted to continue on to the same place where he had stopped previously, so off we
went. However, the route off the beach went up a 10m wall, and we
were so tired by this time that we took one look at it and turned
around. After setting up camp, we gathered some wood and shared a
campfire with the Russells. We used the fire to dry out our socks and
boots, though some sparks melted a small hole in the tongue of
Rueben's boot. The weather cleared off by the night, and we watched
the stars from beside the fire.

Day 5 (Friday)
Friday was one of our shorter days. We got up rather early, since we
needed to cross the Tidal Lagoon outflow before high tide. The
description of the lagoon was "wade at low tide, swim at high tide."
During his previous trip, Philipp observed some impatient hikers rig
up a rope to pull their gear across at high tide, with disastrous, wet
results when the slack in the rope submerged their packs. We left first
in the morning, but the Russells eventually passed us as usual. Since
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the weather was good, we all stopped to look at some sea caves on
the way. Part of the trail went through a bog; it had a partial board
walk built out of sticks that other hikers had thrown in the mud to
keep from sinking in too deep. We caught up to the Russell family at
the Tidal Lagoon outflow. The water was a bit higher than our knees,
but did not prove too much trouble to cross once we took off our
shoes and pant legs. However, the tide was coming in quickly and
even ten minutes later would have made it more difficult. It started to
rain again just as we were crossing, but the rain didn't last long and
the day turned out to be the hottest of our trip.
After hiking for another twenty minutes, we eventually found a
nice campsite by the only stream and water source. The site had a
very nice driftwood table and windbreak already built for us. We
couldn't see Friendly Cove from the site, but could view it from the
beach. During the afternoon, Rueben did some laundry in the creek
and took a bath in the ocean. We took advantage of the hot weather
to dry out some of our wet gear, though Rueben's boots did not dry
out completely for another week. Dinner consisted of a very elaborate couscous dish with dried chick peas that had soaked overnight.

Day 6 (Saturday)
Our last day on the trail was rather lazy and didn't begin until quite
late. It rained again during the night, but soon turned sunny and nice.
Breakfast consisted of fresh bannock (fried bread) with some jam that
we had bought on the BC Ferries trip to Nanaimo. A little while later
we completed the trail with a leisurely, 30-minute hike to Friendly
Cove. Friendly Cove currently consists of a few houses, a few cabins
on the lake, one small church (turned museum), a dock, a very cool
lighthouse, and some composting toilets. The permanent population
is only around 5 to 8 people. It was formerly a large village with a fish
canning plant. Pictures in the church show houses lining the entire
cove: an area now covered by blackberry bushes. The lighthouse has
a large tower for the light, a large house, a few other buildings, and a
helicopter pad. The helicopter pad is separated from the lighthouse
by a deep ravine and so the two are connected by an impressive 30m
long bridge. We got to visit Friendly Cove in peace, before the flocks
of tourists arrived from the ferry. Once they arrived, we relaxed and
ate our last lunch on the beach.
This village has a lot of historical importance. It was the site where
Captain James Cook became the first European to set foot on British
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Columbian soil in 1778. The Spanish also established their only fort
in Canada here and maintained it from 1789 to 1795 when they gave
it up to the British. The first Spanish missionary to the BC coast also
landed here. Nookta Island therefore became an important focal
point for English, Spanish, and American traders and explorers. This
history (and more that we have forgotten) is written up in the
entrance to the empty church. Because of the importance of this site
there are plans to build a larger museum there.
Once we finally boarded the MV Uchuck III our hike was over. We
sat on the outer deck of the ship and enjoyed the sun as well as the
views. The Nootka Sound resident orca, Luna, decided to join us and
swim in the ship's wake. He managed to keep up with the ship while
swimming upside down. Luna got separated from his southern resident pod in 2001, turned up in Nootka Sound, and has stayed there
ever since. Once we arrived back at Gold River we drove the few
hours to Campbell River, took a short break at Tim Hortons, and
headed out again for Nanaimo. Overall the drive took us about 5-6
hours to the Duke Point ferry terminal where we had to wait for quite
a while for the much delayed ferry. We finally arrived back in
Vancouver around 1 or 2 am, exhausted but glad to be home.

Nootka Island. By Phillip Winter.
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Mountain Lake Hut
December 29-30, 2005
Chris Petrus

A previous VOC attempt (which I was not a part of) earlier this
winter to reach the BCMC's elusive Mountain Lake Hut was unsuccessful. My companions on this attempt were two BCMC members,
Julia and Jason. Intrepid folk. We had this bizarre notion of reaching
the hut and completing a winter ascent of Skypilot. And I'm not even
a climber.
We made an early departure from Vancouver, to the FSR past the
Furry Creek Golf Course, and up the logging road, which was very
rough and steep in parts. Snow began falling heavy and fast just past
the warming hut where we parked my 2WD getaway car. Our beta
was that this alternate route should take about 3 hours to get to the
MLH. Well, it took us 7 hellish hours on this new route, hauling our
climbing and overnight gear. Lots of veggie belays. One step up, slide
two back. Repeat. Curse. Repeat. And so on. We ended up bushwhacking parallel to the under-flagged, alder-choked route; unpleasant and lots of work! Jason stepped into a seemingly innocuous puddle and went up to his knee in boggy-goodness, sending me and Julia
into hysterics. Jason did not share our laughter.
Once in the alpine, we encountered rapidly deteriorating conditions. High winds and heavy snow, several feet in places, and with visibility poor at times. GPS helped a lot in locating the hut although we
took a circuitous route to avoid any serious avi slopes. We made it to
the MLH shortly before sunset. Less than 30 minutes later a real nasty
storm front rocked the area, lasting for the rest of the night and early
morning. We were sure happy we were in a hut and not a tent. The
original plan called for two nights at MLH. With a grim forecast and
another storm front en route, sanity prevailed and we bailed the next
day when the weather cleared. None of us wanted to become hutbound.
From the amount of slide alder on this alternate route, I surmised
that this route has not been used for a couple seasons. Then again,
with the astounding growth rate of slide alder, maybe it's just been
one season. I renewed my hatred for slide alder after fighting my way
through it like a medieval knight through pikemen on the ascent, and
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being slapped in the face and ears on the descent. I wished more than
once on this trip that the mountain pine beetle could be bred to selectively chow down on alder. Oh, but that would give way to the Law
of Unintended Consequences…
Jason and Julia were great company. We didn't get to bag anything
(surprise, surprise) and the weather was nasty but their unique personalities more than made up for it. Jason and I discovered we shared
a similar taste in satire and comedy and traded numerous lines from
various movies. And the scatological humour just never got old. I also
was introduced to the power of tea lights, with which the Julia
impressively dried out much of the soggy gear, notably Jason's tired
Gore-Tex jacket.
I'm not a hard man after sitting on my @$$ for the past 4 months
chained to my desk with schoolwork. But this trip was worth the
effort and I'm glad I got to spend quality outdoor time with quality
outdoor people. Of course, I may have been singing a different tune
if we had become hut-bound…

The Alpine Club of Canada is
Celebrating Its 100th Anniversary

Though its fundamental values
have not changed since 1906, the
Club has grown over the last 100
years to more than 5000 members.
The A.C.C. now operates the
largest public backcountry hut system in North America and offers
mountain adventure opportunities
around the world.

The A.C.C. has a number of regional sections across the country. In
Vancouver, check out the
Vancouver Section at
www.accvancouver.ca.

www.alpineclubofcanada.ca
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Melvin and Lost Valley Creeks
Sandra Nicol

On June 30, 2005 a group of friends and I left Vancouver and
headed north in two trucks supplied with lasagna, doughnuts and
two-way radios. Our destination: the Hurley Silver Mine Road. We
spent the next four days walking through valleys and over ridges,
exploring Melvin and Lost Valley Creeks, finishing our trip in Seton
Portage. These areas are still wild, and display the most amazing
alpine flowers that I have yet seen. We went because they are threatened by development: logging, a ski resort, and an independent
power project. We returned convinced that they are worth more
whole than the money that could be made from them.
We slept that evening at the base of the logging road, after talking
with the inhabitants of a St’at’imc (Stat-lee-um) protest camp at the
base of the road. People have occupied the camp continuously since
2000 to protest the Cayoosh-Melvin Creek Ski Resort proposal (proponents: Nancy Green and husband Al Raine). The proposal received
approval from the Environmental Assessment Office in 2000. The ski
resort proposal has been rejected by the St'at'imc for 15 years, but is
still in the tenure process. The man we talked with looked straight at
us and asked “When will they learn that ‘no’ means ‘no’?”
On July 1st we drove to 6500ft and started walking. Nearly every
slope that we encountered was steep enough that footing was important, and slipping could mean a long roll. The rest of the day was
spent traversing and scrambling a ridge around the headwaters of
Haylmore Creek and dropping down to a hanging valley draining to
Melvin Creek. On July 2nd we continued down into Melvin Creek,
following a rough trail (which eventually led us to someone’s cabin).
We continued on to the headwaters, crossing the largest alpine grassland slopes near Vancouver, reaching upper Twin Lake in the late
afternoon. Upper Twin Lake can also be reached by following an ATV
trail up Barkley Valley. The most technical section of our traverse
came next: a short scramble to a col overlooking Lost Valley Creek,
then a steep snow slope into the headwaters. This route is not begin82

ner friendly (our beginner may or may not have forgiven us). We had
a beautiful camp near a small headwater lake.
We spent the next two days following the creek, first on a bench
system to the west, then along an intermittent foot path on the east
side. There were a few alpine lakes on the bench system; some of us
swam in the cold water and enjoyed feeling fresh and clean for a few
minutes, before descending into mosquito territory and getting overheated in our bug-proof layers. There were two patches of gnarly
bush. We walked on the slide alder branches, balanced several feet
above the ground, trying to avoid the stinging nettle and devil's club.
Eventually we met the trail that was being constructed by the Western
Canada Wilderness Committee and the St’at’imc First Nation from
Seton Portage to the headwaters. Our last evening involved a long car
shuttle and some exciting car-towing adventures. Fortunately the
food at the bar-b-que restaurant in Mt Currie is good, and the staff
tolerant. Car adventures do not really qualify for an outdoor journal,
so you will have to track one of us down to get the details.
Lost Valley is being threatened by an independent power project
and logging by BC Timber Sales. Because these activities require road
access the valley would be changed dramatically. Access from
Vancouver is currently difficult; either drive to Seton Portage and
hike for about 15km to get to the alpine, pass through non-beginner
terrain from Twin Lake, or scramble over the ridge from Haylmore
Creek (some technical ability probably required). A road would
change that, and open the valley up to further exploitation such as
logging (if BC Timber sales does not put the road in first). Lost Valley
is also included in a heli-skiing tenure application from Coast Range
Heli-Skiing Ltd. (operator: Tyler Freed).
These valleys are home to mountain goats, grizzly bears and spotted owls. They are also on the border between two climate types:
coastal rainforest and interior rain shadow. In four days of hiking I
identified 91 species of plants without even trying to do the mosses
or grasses. A more experienced naturalist, who does not need to look
most things up, would have found far more. We saw no people until
we had nearly reached Seton Portage, but did see quite a bit of flagging tape of varying age, and several old blazes. Some of the flagging
tape said 'road centreline' on it. We took these signs as an indication
that this area is being explored for exploitation. Melvin and Lost
Valley Creeks are the largest unexploited valleys in the Cayoosh area,
and need protection if they are going to stay that way.
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Why Breaking in Boots
should be done in the City...
Sarah Harrisson

Okay, picture it - August 25th. I’m white - correction pasty whitefrom not being outside. I’ve worked like a dog all bloody summer,
and the closest I’ve come to hiking is walking up the hill to work
when all the underground parking spots were taken. Basically I’ve
wasted my summer feeding people to pay for another year of reading,
and I am sick of it! You see, the last taste of fresh mountain air was
three months before this. I went spelunking with my perfectly wornin hiking boots. You know, the kind where the leather’s kind of
crunchy each time you put them on, but within fifteen minutes of
trekking they’re supple, molded, and perfect. But what I failed to do
was to properly hose them off that night. My Momma, bless her tidy
heart, had been cleaning the garage the next morning and plunked
those dirty old boots in the bin just in time to see them whisked away.
*sniff - No, it’s okay. I’ve had time to grieve...
So I trek off to MEC to see how much of my tuition I can displace.
Behold! Incredible boots with Gore-tex linings, high ankles, beautiful
supple leather exterior - and On Sale!! Well what could I do but slip
my *cough* dainty, *cough, cough* feet into these beauties and see if
luck was with me that day (I have size 9 1/2 Wide feet that flatten like
DeDutch Pannikeuk; they make for no end of fun when trying on
items such as boots). But, luck is a lady and the boots did fit perfectly. What harm those boots would cause... oh Nellie!
So two days later I’m driving with the top down along the transCanada. Off to Manning park to see such sights as Marmot City and
Nicomen Lake. There was stop and go traffic from Vancouver to
Chilliwack and Selwyn has very questionable taste in music. But my
memories of that afternoon are nothing short of perfect. Hmmmm,
do I smell burnt toast...???
Sometime later we arrive at our destination. Beautiful, serene…
and covered in construction. So we park on the sketchy side of the
street, where I’m sure that we’ll arrive days later to have a car reminiscent of that fine automobile driven by Uncle Buck, but it’s less of
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a concern than getting up and out. Who knows, maybe they’ll leave
a note :) Brand-spanking new boots done up nice and loose like how
I wore my old ones. I haul my definitely oversized pack onto my back
and we embark upon a journey of many thousand steps. That’s right,
small steps were pretty quickly the way to go! Within an hour I had
begun to break in my boots, but not without breaking in the back of
my heels too. By dinner time I’d decided to do up my boots tightly so
they wouldn’t rub as much, but the damage was done- I no longer had
skin on an egg-size portion of each of my heels. Baby penguin steps
helped, but like a trooper (the small child kind, not the State kind) we
forged on.
As I’d never been out with Selwyn before I didn’t want to be a
whiner, so I just took my time. Quietly, painfully working my way up
to our first campsite. After a full day of articulating his annoyance at
my pace, we reached
camp. It was at this point
that I took my boots off
and found that my socks
were fused to the inside of
my boots, and then to my
skin with a day’s worth of
blood. MMhumm, no
more
bitching
from
Selwyn after that! Mwahaha! Justification for my
turtle pace! I’m not nor- By Oker Chen
mally a fan of the sight of
blood but in this particular situation I want something to show for my
suffering as opposed to when you bang your shin really, really hard
and it hurts but never shows up as a bruise- what’ s all the pain for
then!? Three more days of fun (and beautiful scenery when I stopped
biting my lip long enough to look around) we arrived back at my
undamaged car with lovely (yet probably awkwardly) broken in
boots, and a whole lot of glib from family and friends for not donning my new kicks around town for a while before I went out.
A word to the wise (or not so wise as the wise would probably
have thought of this already...) As pretty as your new boots are, and
as excited as you are to use them - DO NOT break them in over 4
days of hiking, or if you do - bring lots of band-aids and Whisky. Not
as any sort of antiseptic or sedative necessarily, I’m just a fan of JD.
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Why Breaking in Boots
should be done in the City...
Sarah Harrisson
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The Aborted Alcoholic Traverse
Chris Petrus

A few of us attempted to travel from Mt Brew to Brandywine
mountain on Labour Day weekend. Due to the nomenclature of said
peaks, this route has been dubbed the Alcholic Traverse (La Traversée
Alcoolique, if you’re French). Like many trips that weekend, our
plans were foiled by the wet weather. The weather started out sunny
when we rendezvoused in Squamish, prompting one of our members
to comment that “at least the bush won’t be wet”. Famous last words.
As we left the cars, the rain moved in. “Hopefully it’s just a squall forecast said it’s just a chance of showers”. Ha!
The route we took followed a decommissioned logging road, thick
with alder and other wet bushes. As much as I avoid hiking in goretex, I was in full battle dress as we made our way up, losing the trail
at times in the foliage. And the rain came down harder. I have blocked
most of the remaining memories out and have no photographic evidence as my camera remained safe and dry in my pack. There is one
especially ugly steep section filled with slide alder - I think it almost
qualifies as Class 3 scrambling. Lots of veggie belaying, at any rate.
The most recent incarnation of the Brew Hut was completed this
past summer. As we proceeded further into the alpine, the wind
kicked up and it got quite cool. We took much comfort in the hut and
hung everything up to dry. The new hut is very cozy. As we dried and
made dents in our foodbags, we debated as to whether we would have
the chance to complete the Alcoholic Traverse. The weather definitely did not seem to want to cooperate, with very poor visibility at
times. The Brew Hut can be difficult to locate and GPS-less parties
have apparently searched for it unsuccessfully and have had to abort
trips. We decided to sleep on it. Throughout the night, the rain turned
to sleet and then snow. Although it didn’t stick and accumulate, the
decision was made. The next night would have been spent in our
tents, huddled somewhere near Mt Fee. With much regret we abandoned our original plans. After lingering in the hut until midmorning,
we descended back to the car. And it rained the entire way out, right
up until we got to the car. Curses!
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Spatsizi - Land of the Red Goat.
Boris Khramstov

The idea to go hiking in northern BC came to us a while ago - as
far back as late winter, I’d say. Jordan, Stu and I were immediately in
with the plan. We posted on the message board, but everyone else
was working, traveling or busy. By the middle of July we were exactly where we had started - 3 enthusiastic blokes with a car and a grand
plan of adventure. Our main problem ended up being the sheer number of choices open to us - we had 2 weeks and we wanted to visit 2
parks (although we wanted to go to so many more) - Spatsizi and
Edziza. Both are sizable, both are beautiful and in retrospect we could
have easily spent 2 weeks in each one. We should have. Well, lesson
learned for the future. Anyway, here is the diary we kept on our trip.
I edited out incomprehensible inside jokes and added some details
where I thought they might have been necessary
Day 1 (August 1st):
Boris: We left the clubroom with the mooched ski poles at 8:30AM
and were on the road. Over the day (800-ish km of driving) we
stopped way too many times for junk food. We spent the night with
Gail - Stu’s friend who is also the Parks coordinator for this region.
After a nice dinner we went to sleep in the awesome solarium.
Day 2:
Boris: We got out of Gail’s at 7am and now (at 11-ish) we have just
finished dinner. 1880km so far…. This day was full of randomness.
In Smithers we dropped by Valhalla to get pack covers for J and S.
There we bumped into a US snowboarding coach and found out
about climbs in the area. In Telkwa we visited Aubrey and Roxanne
to look at the simply awesome straw bale house (about half done).
Near Kinaskan Lake we thought we lost our maps for 5-10 minutes,
until we found them in a food bag. Right at the turn-off from the
highway we met a local resistance group. Turned out that the guy in
charge was Oscar Dennis - his picture was in the article in National
Geographic that got Jordan (and then us) interested in the park.
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These people are trying to prevent companies from developing minerals and wood in the parks. I hope they succeed. Otherwise the day
was normal-ish. Stu professed love for J again. Turns out Jordan is
protective about: His gray hairs. Body hair. His lonely wishing hair
on the nipple. Pull it out to get a wish - the hunt is on!
Stu: Two days of driving, 1800kms, one twinkie, one slurpee, one
lasagna and multiberry pie, lots of apple and cheese and bagels, a
dozen Timmy Ho’s donuts and hours and hours of music. A few epics
- lost maps etc. soft mud, very large lumps in the road. I don’t know
when to confess my undying love to Jordan. I’m so confused. It’s the
way the light perforated his wonderboy hair, you know. True love.

Day 3:
Boris: We started out late despite multiple wake-ups. We started walking around 9:30 and took the first break within 2 hours - turns out
that J’s life of debauchery in Europe’s museums did not prep his feet
well for the hike. Currently he is a proud owner of a biiiig blister. So
we stopped at the first campsite and will take 3 days to Coldfish Lake.
The whole trip in is 60km, we hoped we could make it in 2. PS.
Beautiful nature, but SHITLOADS of mud.
Stu: Soft sobs carry across the short distance between Jordan and me.
I saw him limping today. His leg seized up apparently. The mosquitoes are gathering outside our tent like a cloud of… hungry mosquitoes. There are so many between the fly and inner that it sounds like
it’s raining. We saw at least five different types of mushrooms; wolf,
bear, horse, deer/caribou, people tracks, and a bridge which meant we
didn’t have to ford a wide creek. How nice! Another early night. It’s
raining now. Good day but heavy packs. It’ll be nice when we get to
the hut so we can drop some food. Nighty night.
Day 4:
Boris: Late wake-up after 13 (!) hours of sleep. Before we got out (at
noon), we had two German visitors: Maximilian and Gerd. They
were stereotypical German hikers - the hats, the looks, the shirts, the
accents…. Hardcore guys. Anyway, after the chat, the taping of
Jordan’s heels and 12-13ish km of muddy/swampy trail, we were at
the new campground. We burned us some couscous, had tea and I
tried to run up the nearest bump and what a spectacular failure that
was! I had to turn back because there was way more bushwhacking
than I thought. Ah meh…. Anyway, we have to get back to sexy, most88

ly naked pictures in our tent. PS. Stu chews on sticks. Is this normal
in Britain? (Stu forgot his toothbrush at the car and was experimenting with chewing on various sticks to compensate)
Stu: So much sleep. This is
great. And a super short,
relatively easy day. Repacked my pack to get
weight off my shoulders.
Good weather today, a little rain this morning but
we were still in bed! Still
haven’t had to ford any
creeks yet either. Boris:
“You two bring out the
worst in me. Jordan just Boris Khramstov: Short, warm and loving it... By
Stuart Masterman
makes me poke fun at people and Stuart just makes everything sexual. So it all comes down to
dirty sexual jokes about each other.”
Jordan: Today my heel was acting up again, I’m definitely not looking forward to tomorrow’s pain. As a side note I took a scandalous
picture of Boris and Stu.
Stu’s Side Note: Flowers we’ve seen: Purple everything!
1) Witch hat shaped flowers with small stems at 2/3 the length of
the flower. Long stems (approx 1m). Very deep, saturated
purple. Tall Larkspur.
2) Ate ‘raspberry’
3) Small light purple flowers. Mountain Forget-me-not.
4) Awesome red, yellow, green leaves as they change colour.

Day 5:
Boris: We woke up early today - we started walking at 8. The hike
was awesome - we got to halfway up the valley wall and cruised there
for half a day. After a ford and a bumpy pass we were starting on the
way down when we heard voices! Turns out there are BC Parks people in the area brushing trails and such. Also, at the snazzy cabins, we
met the volunteer hosts. Turns out there are 6 people (4 parks and 2
host) in the cabins and at least 4 more in the general area. Cool stuff!
We thought we were going to be lonely …. We are thinking of changing Edziza plans…. Stuff that Michelle (one of Parks people) said
opened up a few more options. Damn. Goodnight!
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Stu: Good day. Nice hiking, great views and I’m still enjoying Ryvita
lunches. We head the joyful tones of WOMEN! as we were descending from the pass. And two young, female (yay!!) parkies emerged
around the corner. And guess what!? JT spectacularly crashed and
burned with Sophia when he let slip just how young he is compared
to her. Ha-de-ha, even though he’s the oldest.
Jordan: Heel pain not as bad as the first two days but after fording
the creek it returned, damn. Making our way through the valley and
the pass was wonderful. It’s truly beautiful terrain. My favorite being
the Willy-wonka-esque section of forest that was dotted with all sorts
of tall quirky looking flowers. The pass itself was also breathtaking.
Getting into camp was very welcome. I’ve been reduced to gimp status. Best part of the night was watching Stu eat his noodles, and his
recitation of “All rise for ‘is royal ‘ighnesses.”
Day 6:
Boris: Today was long. Very long. Stu and I started hiking at 8am. We
arrived back at 10pm. After 50-ish km and around 9000 feet elevation gain/loss. We climbed a subsidiary summit of Nation Peak and
did the Icebox Canyon loop. Beautiful nature, but damn, the trail
sucked! Bushy, muddy, too many creek crossings, windy. And we got
(in no particular order): wind, sun, rain, snow, fog, graupel. Yay. The
best part was coming back in and Jordan having a hot meal for us. He
is my hero. We also saw 4 mountain goats. [Side note: Before the trip
I was wondering why it was called the Icebox Canyon. The answer
was simple in its genius - it has lots of ice in it and it is f**king cold]
Jordan: If there ever was a climax to my day it was seeing Stu and
Boris catching me trying to eat the entire dinner myself. In reality
Boris could barely finish his “meager” bowl of couscous. Stu and I
were stunned.
Day 7:
Stu: Today’s slow start was definitely needed. J and B had coffee and
choc cake with Joe and Sophie while I slept and ate granola. After
lunch we hiked north up onto the plateau where we had 2 caribou
sightings, and a really big bird-possibly and eagle, AND a chipmunk.
Superb views from up top across to some huge glacier covered mountains. More blister troubles from the gear swap boots. Finished the
day with chili and potatoes (mmm) care of Sophie. Just washed some
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clothes too so now my white boxers are a lighter shade of mud, and
my socks don’t smell any more (yes they do). Great.
Jordan aka Papa J: Boris and I can rap. Stu can’t. He can’t spell either.
He also farts. A lot. But I still love him and expect him at midnight,
without a torch. We had, all three of us, a deep discussion about Stu’s
need for kitty, and bacon and egg sandwiches.

Day 8:
Boris: Today was more of the plateau. I am not even going to make
monosyllabic expression of awe, the plateau is so far beyond that. It’s
amazingly beautiful and I will definitely come back. We saw mountain
goats today - first up close and then far away across the valley. We
picked up some small antlers on the way back - I think we will hang
one up in the clubroom if we can. When we got back, we saw 18 new
people in camp! It was crazy. 8 guys from the US in 5 planes (their
own) and 10 Dutch people on one leg of the 3 week adventure. Crazy.
The Americans fed us some meat (it was heavenly) and we shared
around our chocolate. The parkies and us ended up sitting at the
campfire until midnight, swapping jokes and ghost stories. After some
pictures to remember each other by, we split and headed for bed.
Jordan: This is retarded, my heels could have been fine the whole
trip. Instead on day 1 I thought to myself, now is a good time for a
sexy fungus party in my shoe, and we can invite flappy skin and oozing pus. Anyways we went to the plateau for a second day. Words fail
me (sarcastic remarks by certain company), but I will return.
Day 9:
Boris: So today was indeed long, although not as bad as we feared.
We got out at 9:20 (after a whopping 7 hours of sleep) and we got
into the camp closest to the road at 19:45. Today’s hero is Jordan he hiked 35ish km with 2 blistered heels! An outstanding effort
Day 10:
Jordan: I have acquired a new blister hurrah! But it was worth getting
to the car in 4hrs. Aggie, for a moment, was the most beautiful sight
in the world. It was fun going faster than 5km/hr for the first time in
a week. The music was also top notch. Now at the Kinaskan lake
dock, Stu poses nakedly with a sardine sandwich, and I’m about to
lose my lunch. Still, the press photos will shock and awe, or at the
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clothes too so now my white boxers are a lighter shade of mud, and
my socks don’t smell any more (yes they do). Great.
Jordan aka Papa J: Boris and I can rap. Stu can’t. He can’t spell either.
He also farts. A lot. But I still love him and expect him at midnight,
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need for kitty, and bacon and egg sandwiches.

Day 8:
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into the camp closest to the road at 19:45. Today’s hero is Jordan he hiked 35ish km with 2 blistered heels! An outstanding effort
Day 10:
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lose my lunch. Still, the press photos will shock and awe, or at the
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very least burn some retinas. It was a great trip but I’m glad to be out
too. I’m still craving onion rings, beer, and bouldering.

Boris: After lunch (that’s around 6) we went to see Margaret at the
campsite and arranged with Tom (great guy) to take us over to the
other side of the lake tomorrow. Jordan is having doubts about this
trip - he says he is all hiked out. He had a horrible night’s sleep yesterday and is the only one of us to have hiked for over 150km on blistered feet. That coupled with the fact that he served as faithful bug
bait, may explain his tiredness. But he is being a good sport and coming with us anyway. Margaret is awesome. Not only did she connect
us with Tom, she also gave us free fish (one pink salmon and one
trout), free firewood to cook the fish on and a service yard to spend
the night in and park the car while we are in the park. Time to sleep…
Stu: I found my toothbrush! Woohoo (from everyone)! So, only 8
days without brushing my teeth, having copious amounts of sugar
before bed, and now I can taste mint again. Mmmm. I’ll go to the
dentist as soon as I get back. We have to be at Tom’s at 8:30am so I
gotta sleep. Another short night before a long day.

Boris: After the sprint out of the park we started south. We ate dinner at Meziadin Lake. After dinner we had tea with flies and cultivated our knowledge: Jordan read “Eiger: The wall of death”, Stu was
all over the issue of “Rock and Ice”, while I reread “Medicine for
Mountaineering”. We must have been quite a sight, after all, Jordan
looks like a dirty bum…. Oh well.
Stu: Jordan is a dirty bum - I saw it today as he was changing. Quite
pert, it has to be said. And talking of asses, I saw Boris’s too this afternoon. And they saw mine this morning. What a naked day. I am glad
to be heading south now, hiking in these temperatures is no fun at all.
Give me cold to deal with any day! And there are none of these god
damn, mother hubbard, good for nothing, bitching, salad munching,
sock stealing, fund embezzeling mosquitos to deal with in the cold
either. Fuckers! Oh, JT tried to drive Aggie too. Turns out standard is
a bit different from automatic. Very valiant efforts but slow progress.
We’ll try again in the morning. And so to sleep, with the gentle roar
of the river, the tranquil snores from Boris, the discreet scuttle of
head lice that have gathered in Jordan’s hair, and the occasional passing of a HUUUGE truck. Ah, the peace and serenity of the north…

Day 11 - Edziza (almost):
Boris: And so it ends… not in a crash, but in the tired heat of the ATV
track on rolling hills before Edziza. The temperatures went over 30
degrees celcius and as soon as we left tree cover it became highly
unpleasant. No changing into lighter clothes either - the bugs were
ever present. When we arrived at the last ridge before Mowdade lake,
we understood that we couldn’t do 5 days of this… It’s not worth it.
So we set up the tent beside a stream and will spend tonight star-gazing. Tomorrow we will hike out and go climbing in Squisherton.
Jordan: 2am - No northern lights but that’s okay it was made up for
by a wonderful meteor shower and clear steady skies that showcased
the milky way and some other jewels. I had forgotten how much I
loved star-gazing. Talk about nostalgia. Hopefully I will find time to
re-explore this interest. The sunset was also spectacular and we have
some wicked photos to show for it too. This was definitely one of the
best nights. Perfect.
Day 12: 314963km

Boris and Stew, Eagles Nest Creek. By Jordan Tam

92

93

Hiking

Varsity Outdoors Club 2005-2006

very least burn some retinas. It was a great trip but I’m glad to be out
too. I’m still craving onion rings, beer, and bouldering.

Boris: After lunch (that’s around 6) we went to see Margaret at the
campsite and arranged with Tom (great guy) to take us over to the
other side of the lake tomorrow. Jordan is having doubts about this
trip - he says he is all hiked out. He had a horrible night’s sleep yesterday and is the only one of us to have hiked for over 150km on blistered feet. That coupled with the fact that he served as faithful bug
bait, may explain his tiredness. But he is being a good sport and coming with us anyway. Margaret is awesome. Not only did she connect
us with Tom, she also gave us free fish (one pink salmon and one
trout), free firewood to cook the fish on and a service yard to spend
the night in and park the car while we are in the park. Time to sleep…
Stu: I found my toothbrush! Woohoo (from everyone)! So, only 8
days without brushing my teeth, having copious amounts of sugar
before bed, and now I can taste mint again. Mmmm. I’ll go to the
dentist as soon as I get back. We have to be at Tom’s at 8:30am so I
gotta sleep. Another short night before a long day.

Boris: After the sprint out of the park we started south. We ate dinner at Meziadin Lake. After dinner we had tea with flies and cultivated our knowledge: Jordan read “Eiger: The wall of death”, Stu was
all over the issue of “Rock and Ice”, while I reread “Medicine for
Mountaineering”. We must have been quite a sight, after all, Jordan
looks like a dirty bum…. Oh well.
Stu: Jordan is a dirty bum - I saw it today as he was changing. Quite
pert, it has to be said. And talking of asses, I saw Boris’s too this afternoon. And they saw mine this morning. What a naked day. I am glad
to be heading south now, hiking in these temperatures is no fun at all.
Give me cold to deal with any day! And there are none of these god
damn, mother hubbard, good for nothing, bitching, salad munching,
sock stealing, fund embezzeling mosquitos to deal with in the cold
either. Fuckers! Oh, JT tried to drive Aggie too. Turns out standard is
a bit different from automatic. Very valiant efforts but slow progress.
We’ll try again in the morning. And so to sleep, with the gentle roar
of the river, the tranquil snores from Boris, the discreet scuttle of
head lice that have gathered in Jordan’s hair, and the occasional passing of a HUUUGE truck. Ah, the peace and serenity of the north…

Day 11 - Edziza (almost):
Boris: And so it ends… not in a crash, but in the tired heat of the ATV
track on rolling hills before Edziza. The temperatures went over 30
degrees celcius and as soon as we left tree cover it became highly
unpleasant. No changing into lighter clothes either - the bugs were
ever present. When we arrived at the last ridge before Mowdade lake,
we understood that we couldn’t do 5 days of this… It’s not worth it.
So we set up the tent beside a stream and will spend tonight star-gazing. Tomorrow we will hike out and go climbing in Squisherton.
Jordan: 2am - No northern lights but that’s okay it was made up for
by a wonderful meteor shower and clear steady skies that showcased
the milky way and some other jewels. I had forgotten how much I
loved star-gazing. Talk about nostalgia. Hopefully I will find time to
re-explore this interest. The sunset was also spectacular and we have
some wicked photos to show for it too. This was definitely one of the
best nights. Perfect.
Day 12: 314963km

Boris and Stew, Eagles Nest Creek. By Jordan Tam

92

93

Hiking

Varsity Outdoors Club 2005-2006

Day 13:
Stu: Driving, driving, more driving. Gas and washroom. Change CD.
Repeat with optional coffee, donuts, bagels and slurpees. I’m tired but
the rock climbing mags are rekindling a fire which got put out temporarily buy the bubbly, white stuff I learned to glide through this
winter and which hasn’t had a chance to be relit until now. Watch out
Squamish, the Brit wants one last playtime! And a Horstings lunch
tomorrow, followed by lots of beer, Robin Hood Men in Tights,
DDR, and the making of a calendar.
Jordan: It was a driving day... Stu drove us insane. No just kidding,
Stu was brilliant at the wheel... of the gay banana boat. No really just
kidding, he did do a great job banging the bear (banger). Boris ate a
lot, surprisingly (insert sarcasm). He ate “The Burger” before I finished half of mine. At the time Stu was greedily consuming Boris’
purty mouth with his eyes, which brings us back to the current disturbing display before me of two men patting each other’s stomachs
while watching their reflection on the ceiling. Oh God help us all
when we return.
So that’s the story.... I really wish we could have made it into Edziza,
by all accounts it is a magical landscape that is completely worth the
visit. Well, I guess sometimes you can’t have everything. Or can you?
I will try to pull Jordan and Stu in there this summer; maybe another 2 (or... 3?) week trip is in order. The whole area is a great break
from the Coastal Mountains and it looked like there was some potential for mountaineering in the area as well.

Trip participants: Stuart “JC Wannabe” Masterman, Jordan “Papa J”
Tam, Boris “Mr. Boris” Khramtsov
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Hiking in the Tatra Mountains
Kasia Celler

This past summer, I had the opportunity to go to Germany for a
4-month coop work term. My major is Chemical and Biological
Engineering, and though there aren’t many international coop jobs
available, there are a few, and I managed to snag one working for
Bosch in Stuttgart. In the end, there were five of us from UBC who
were working at the same location, and we quickly became friends
and started off a summer of weekend traveling. We made it our goal
to see everything within ‘weekend-distance’ of Stuttgart, and made
trips to Munich, Salzburg, Cologne, the Bodensee, the Blackforest…
and even ventured out to Prague.
A trip I undertook on my own, however, was a week-long escape
to the Tatra mountains in southern Poland. I was to meet my aunt and
cousins there, and join them during their summer hiking trip. My
family comes from Poland, so I had already been to the Tatras three
times previously, and was eager to go back to a favourite vacation
spot from my childhood. The funny bit, though, was telling people at
work (in Germany) that I was going to go hiking in the mountains in
Poland during my week off.
‘Mountains? What mountains in Poland?’For those of you who are
asking yourselves the same thing, southern Poland, where it meets the
Czech Republic and Slovakia, is where the Sudetan (or Sudetic) and
Carpatian mountain ranges meet. The Tatras are a short chain of
mountains belonging to the Carpatian range. The tallest mountain in
Poland is part of the Rysy cirque, and has a peak elevation of 2499m.
The Rysy actually have a higher peak over the Slovakian border which
is 2503m high. At an elevation of 2655m, however, the Gerlach, in
Slovakia, is the highest peak of the Tatras, as well as the Carpatian
mountains. …So these mountains may not be the Himalayas, but they
are mountains!
My trip from Stuttgart to Zakopane, a town in the centre of the
Tatras and the starting base of all hiking trips, was to be a long and
troublesome one… I guess when you don’t want to pay a lot of
money, you pay the price in other ways! I started out from Stuttgart
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by train, and headed north to Hannover, where I was to take a plane
to Warsaw. It was not the most direct route, to be sure, and considering I had to make three transfers on the way to Hannover, I should
have known that I wouldn’t arrive on time! My plane from the
Hannover airport was leaving for Warsaw at 6:45pm, or something
like that (hard to remember now…) and I arrived at the train station
just before 6pm.
Rushing out to a taxi and gasping for breath, I asked the lady how
much it would cost to go to the airport. I only had 20 Euros with me,
so I was a bit strapped for cash. She replied that 14 Euros would
probably get me there, and then proceeded to calmly take my backpack from me, slowly get into the car, and pull into traffic at a snail’s
pace. Despite my desperate plea – ‘Schnell, bitte!’ – she took her
sweet time getting to the airport, while I thought I would have a heart
attack and nervously jittered on my seat, looking at my watch as we
slowed down to catch every red light.
She managed to take me to the wrong terminal, and by the time
she stopped, the metre had reached the 20 Euros I had (luckily not
more!). Pretty angry by this point, I gave the car door a slam as I ran
out and into the airport, yelling out to the first employee ‘Where is
Centralwings???’ Pointed in the right direction, I got to the gate at
6:30, got my boarding pass, and managed to get on the plane. As soon
as I sat down, they closed the airplane door, and started backing out
for take-off. It was a close call.
The flight over to Poland was uneventful, and my cousin met me
at the airport. We spent a nice evening together, and got to bed at a
reasonable after-midnight hour, ready to wake up about 6-ish to catch
our train to Zakopane. The train left Warsaw at 8am, and by 3pm
that afternoon we were in Zakopane. So, although I did have a night’s
sleep in between, it took me over 24 hours to get from Stuttgart to
Zakopane, roughly a distance of 1000km.
Zakopane with its Tatras is beautiful. The mountains are not rough
and majestic like the Alps or Rockies, but they have a quiet beauty of
their own. There is something so moving about seeing the Tatras rising over their anchoring hills of farmland. When they came into view
after our train passed through the city of Nowy Targ, a thrill passed
through my spine. I was finally there! We met my other cousins and
my aunt in town, went to dinner – it happened to be my 20th birthday, so we celebrated with pizza – and then took a taxi-van to the
entrance of the Chocholowska valley in the western Tatras. The val96

ley is surrounded by some of the smaller mountains less frequented
by visitors, and as a result is wonderfully still and peaceful. It was
quite magical to be walking in to the mountain lodge at dusk
The Tatras have no campgrounds on the Polish-side of the border,
and so those who go to the mountains have to either stay in
Zakopane, the surrounding countryside, or a room
in one of the national park
lodges. Since we had been
planning the trip in
advance, we had made
reservations, and had
rooms with beds and bedding waiting for us at each
park lodge. And though
the lodges are considered
quite rustic, in my opinion, By Kaja Sadowski
the conditions were quite
luxurious… imagine coming back from a sweaty hike, showering with
warm water, eating a delicious dinner from the kitchen, and sliding
into a bed with wonderful clean sheets! A one-night stay averaged
about $12 CAD, and you could get dinner for $5… it was amazing.
After spending two nights in the Chocholowska valley, we moved
on to the Murowaniec lodge. Here we were closer to the High Tatras,
and as a result, the lodge was full, with the tight hallways sleeping
large groups of German rock-climbers, who were nestled along the
walls in their sleeping bags because of the lack of beds. And though I
had thought the food at the first lodge was great (mmm… fresh blueberries and cream!), I was told that at the Murowaniec it would be
even better – and it was. The first night we enjoyed fried fish… which
was delicious, though I wondered how smart it was to be eating saltwater-fish in southern Poland, far from the ocean shore.
The highlight of our stay at the Murowaniec, though, was definitely the extreme hike we completed on the second day. We traveled
from the lodge up to Krzyzne pass, then followed along a ridge to
Buczynowa Turnia, then the Granaty, then up to Kozi Wierch (at
2291m, the tallest peak lying in it’s entirety in Poland), then down
and along a ridge to the Swinica and then back to the lodge. This
route is considered the most difficult in the Tatras, with much of the
ridgeline very exposed and dangerous with large drops on either side.
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For several hours we hiked along rocky cliffs, up and down, holding onto chains, and sometimes using shaky ladders bolted to the rock
over large drops into the abyss. (!!) It was strenuous, especially since
I had to keep my knees from shaking (from fear) for much of the hike.
I had never seen anything similar in Canada – and it was quite amazing to see whole families (with little children) hiking parts of the route
in little more than running shoes. If a similar route existed in a
national park here in Canada, I believe it would have long since been
closed off to the public because of the risk. - That said, I enjoyed the
hike immensely, and would do it again in a second!
The third and last part
of our trip was a stay in the
lodge in the valley of Piecu
Stawow Polskich. This
lodge is probably the most
remote and difficult to get
to, and as a result was
occupied by more ‘hardcore’ mountain types – and
the lodge was pretty ‘hardcore’ too, if I may say so.
Where before we had Pieciu Stawow Hut. By Kaja Sadowski
plumbing and hot water,
here the toilets were the Turkish kind, where you pee standing up
over a hole in the ground, and the shower had only freezing glacial
water. The kitchen didn’t have as large a menu, either, though the
apple pie was the best I’d had in a long while.
I’m describing our living conditions with such detail because it was
such a joy for me to be staying in these old Polish mountain huts…
but our hiking was wonderful too. We had some bad luck near the
end of our trip though, and the weather didn’t hold out for us – by
the end of the week, the oppressive heat we had started out with
turned into clouds, thunder, and then solid rain. We decided to cut
our stay in the valley of Piecu Stawow short by a day, and escape out
of the mountains and back to the countryside.
And so the last two days of my vacation were spent in an old góral
hut with a window looking back out to the Tatras. My trip may not
have been a crazy adventure climbing rock faces in Pakistan, but it
had a magic of its own, and I hope you enjoyed my story about hiking in the Tatras.
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Not a walk in the park
Kim Hunnam

The VOC has enabled me to explore so much of the nearby
wilderness surrounding Vancouver. Brew hut and blueberries, climbing in Squamish on rock (and tables!), Lions peak, Needle peak. Trips
and landscapes I never thought I would experience: snowshoeing and
digging giant snow-caves (I didn’t realize people went winter camping, let alone actually slept in caves beneath the snow!); skiing across
the Neve (tough, challenging, rewarding and an incredible landscape). Many stories and great people. Sun, rain, snow and some with
perhaps more rain than others, such as this day hike from Lynn
Canyon to Grouse Mountain via Hanes Valley (~18km). Definitely
Vancouver’s north shore in its (watery) element.
The trip didn’t begin particularly well. I met up with Andrew at
the bus stop and we had both somehow completely missed any discussion of the daylight savings time change for winter, only realising
downtown (in disbelief) when we discovered the seabus station hadn’t yet opened. Plus it was raining, quite heavily in fact. We called the
couple of others who were meant to join us and they (wisely?) chose
to give the trip a miss. Being stubborn we public transited our way to
Lynn Headwaters Regional Park.
We started the hike at the Park Headquarters. On the first part of
the trail, we were accompanied by the last stages of a marathon race.
So we cheered on the groups of wet, exhausted, mud-covered runners
as they passed us, especially the ones wearing amusing Halloween
costumes. We followed a good trail for 9km alongside Lynn Creek
and through the forest. The mountains were obscured by cloud and
it was still raining, but the forest felt fresh and green. We crossed over
the suspension bridge at Norvan Creek and made a quick stop for
lunch - standing in a puddle, eating soggy sandwiches while huddled
under a dripping tree didn’t exactly encourage a longer break. At
Lynn Creek we were faced with a decision – to go on, or head back.
The ‘creek’ was a raging river, the only way across being along a series
of wet, mossy tree trunks. We crawled across the first ones trying not
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to look down into the angry swirling rapids below, only to find ourselves on an island in the middle of the river. After much deliberation
we decided to keep going and wade through the water to the other
side. Any momentary visions of draining the swimming pools out of
our boots were shattered by the succession of knee deep, icy cold
creeks that followed. When we weren’t crossing creeks on logs and
boulders, we were navigating through a stream that was (usually) the
path. The ground on either side was flowing with torrents of water,
between trees, down rocks, everywhere. The sky was still pouring. I
had never seen so much water in a landscape that wasn’t the ocean.
Attempts at photography to document our ordeal were inhibited by
the wetness, obscured by rain droplets, cloud, and later on snow and
frozen fingers!

We crossed the final river (Hanes Creek itself) and started up the
steep rock scree slope towards Crown Pass. The rain momentarily
ceased and we were able to see a small part of the valley we had just
waded through. Waterfalls streamed off the mountain faces; snow
had fallen on the trees. Clouds streaked away from the tall trees in
shrouds. The trail followed a series of pink tapes across and up a
slope of huge boulders. As we got higher, they became icy and slippery. The rain turned into sleet, then snow. The rest of the hike
merged into a blur of more boulders, scrambling up rocks in streams
of icy water, and hiking through ankle deep snow past mountains.
Goat Mountain, Little Goat Mountain, Dam Mountain, were all hidden in cloud and by the water drops permanently suspended from my
eyelashes. After several kilometers of frozen feet we came across a
gravel road which took us towards Grouse Mountain. In the last
moments of daylight and in an increasingly thick swirl of cloud, we
aimed towards the insane brightness of the Grouse gondola skyride
lights. We squelched into the dry warmness of the restaurant area
with relief. Everything - many layers underneath waterproof jacket
and trousers - was completely drenched. I stood barefoot in a pool of
water and we waited for the gondola skyride to arrive. The hike had
taken us around 7 hours. It was wet and cold, but had been enjoyable,
rewarding and definitely worth it. Wet and exhausted, we made puddles (and public entertainment) on the bus back to UBC.
Boulder Field, Castle Hill, New Zealand. By Ellen Morgan
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From Russia With Love
Miranda Huron

Bram and Martin, Mountain Lake Hut. By Jay Piggott

Taken at the first pull out, Red Rocks. By Mike Simons

“A woman? Alone? You’ll die.” She says this as she ladles out
another steaming scoop of borscht, the ingredients all fresh from her
garden. Except for the meat. Jenia picked that up from the market
earlier after spending the whole day out picking mushrooms, fighting
off the black flies so thick you cough them up for weeks after the season is over. I know. I tried it.
“Not all Russians are like us! Most are mean. A lot of people are
too poor to be honest.” That is what every Russian has said to me so
far. Everyone but them is dishonest. Trust no one. “Be careful, and
have some more of these succulent chanterelles! You’re too thin! I
have a wonderful grandson you should meet. Stop this cycling and
stay here. You can learn all you need to know about Russia if you just
stay here. We will show you!” She tries to harden her soft eyes. It’s
very effective, except that she keeps looking at me as a mother would,
more afraid than angry. “You are stupid. You should be in Canada
having babies! Taking care of your husband! Why come to Russia? We
are all poor, and it is dangerous. Tomorrow you will take the train.”
I tell her I’ll think about it, and for the moment she is at ease. It
was always like this: different variations on the same thing. In everyone’s eyes, my doom was imminent. I have since tried to write them
all, explaining in my broken Russian and my terrible Cyrillic script
that the worst thing that happened to me was getting deported, and
that the only thing stolen was a bit of my soul. At least I can reclaim
that upon my next re-entry.
The trip was half the length that I had expected. Six months
turned into three due to a horrible bureaucratic error and my own
oversight. I can’t express how many times I have kicked myself for
not having checked my visa over more closely. But it is my own weakness that I should find some form of guilt and discouragement in what
was the best three months of my life.
I traveled from Vladivostok to Novosibirsk. I went from the lair of
the Siberian Tiger (saw none) to the dense taiga (saw nothing but - a
whole month of being surrounded by birch trees. After a while I start103
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ed to dream in stripes). I went over the area with no roads. 2000 kilometers. I rode some of it, lost two tires in one day, and then threw my
bike on a truck. Passing through the land where Genghis Khan once
roamed and ruled, I saw North America a hundred years ago.
Cowboys on open plains, bringing in the herd. A law created by the
people. The police knew that this was not their territory, and restricted themselves to sitting by the checkpoints all day, accepting the
bribes hidden away for them in people’s ID books. I made it to Baikal.
A swim in that freezing water is said to grant immortality. Sit with
your palms facing it, arms lifted straight out in front of you, and she’ll
give you energy. “Do you feel the warmth in your hands? That’s the
energy.” Albina says to me. “Well, maybe it is just the blood running...” She winks and smiles.
There are a lot of different beliefs
in Russia. This area in particular is
rich with Shaman, and has been for
time immemorial. When the Soviets
were in charge they hid in the woods.
People would still bring them milk,
meat, vodka or bread in exchange for
curses to be lifted, spells to be cast, illnesses to be healed, and wishes to be
granted. Now they have returned
from the woods. The wilderness is
becoming unlivable. To the north of
Baikal a small area of Russia has been
clear cut. You would barely notice it.
Russian Living. By Miranda Huron
It is almost the size of Europe. The
winds have shifted because of it,
changing the weather patterns around the lake that contains 25% of
the world’s freshwater. But capitalism has come to Russia, and that is
good. Otherwise they would see no wealth. Like the woman I stayed
with who kept apologizing for only having soup with no meat in it.
Her apartment building had no indoor plumbing. I showered in an
outhouse-like construct with an oil barrel over top that caught all the
fresh rainwater. Her wealth was immeasurable. Capitalism surely
must have had something to do with that.
Through the marshland I went, my body covered in insects whenever I dropped below 12km/hr. Gasping for air as I went up hills, my
mouth would fill up with no-see-ums. At times I would stop by the
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side of the road, jump off my bike and start swinging madly - blindly
- screaming until I plopped down amidst my tears, my energy wasted.
For hundreds of kilometers no one was around to hear. Every day I
was greeted with “Otkuda” and “Adna?” Sometimes I would stop to
answer questions, sign autographs, share my lunch or theirs, and
sometimes I would pass through, my mind so far away I could not be
sure I had even passed anyone.
And that was what it was: a journey of the mind. Three months of
being inside and alone with myself, a
time to clarify my viewpoint, and
moreover, be influenced by something so unknown. I came back with a
new standpoint, and more time to listen to myself and others. I came back
with the stories of hundreds of people. People as lost as I am. People who
derive their living from their garden.
People who find themselves lucky to
have a home. Occasionally I met
someone who had a job. I realized
that we humans are a tough lot. We Siberian Yurt. By Miranda Huron
can survive, and will, and time is
much better spent focusing on all the positive going on out there—
spent shaping our own world into the positive that we want it to be—
rather than thinking about how negatively it is headed.
I think back on the woman with no meat in her soup. In a rich
broth were radishes, chives, and a melee of other summer vegetables.
Everything was so rich. Everything was from her garden. At the end,
she held out a wrinkled, calloused hand filled with raspberries. We ate
while juice trickled down our fingers. Rich explosions of taste. I felt
selfish that I should ever need anything more than that.
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The Great White North
Andrew Pare

Last summer I was lucky enough to land a job that paid me to hike
and camp all summer in the northern territories. I was working as a
geological field assistant and I spent my time in camps looking for
mineral deposits. Although I had too many adventures to recount
them all in this article, I will tell a few. I thought I would focus on
some of the great people I met, whom I probably would never meet
down by the 49th parallel.
There is a type of radio that is used in the backcountry called SBX
and a couple of times after dinner in camp we’d turn them on to talk
or listen. It was during one of these nights that I heard a pretty scary
story. These two trappers were talking about how the summer was
going and how they spend a lot of time fishing, farming, and picking
berries for the winter. One trapper then told a fishing tale from the
week before. He was fly-fishing and came across a log extending into
the river so he set down his rifle at the bank and walked out to cast
into this certain spot. After a while he heard some rustling in the
bushes and felt a little uneasy so he reeled in, gathered his gun, and
went down river a little ways. About 5 minutes later he looks up and
sees a grizzly bear walking right out to the log, sniffing the air. If he
hadn’t moved he would have been stuck on the log with the grizzly
bear between him and his rifle. The trapper seemed a little rattled
over the air and I don’t blame him.
I worked with a geologist from the Yukon who told us one of my
favorites stories from when he worked in the NW Territories in the
winter. So he and his brother were living out of a trailer hitched to a
truck and were going to run an aerial survey using a helicopter.
Unfortunately, the equipment for the helicopter wasn’t working properly and they had to wait for new parts from Alberta. Now, they waited and waited and got colder and colder. Propane is one of the better
fuels for heat when you don’t have to carry it on your back, but when
it gets really cold the gas doesn’t flow properly to the heaters. They
ended up putting heat lamps on the tanks to warm them up enough
so that the gas could heat them up. The parts were still delayed and
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again it got colder. Unfortunately at about –40C metal loses its
strength and becomes so brittle it’ll shatter and break and helicopters
can’t fly as safely. So basically they had to spend weeks freezing their
asses off and then by the time they got the parts it was too cold to do
anything and they just had to leave.
As most VOC’ers have probably found, it’s pretty hard not to run
across Kiwi’s on your travels and last summer was no exception for
myself. In the month of June the camp I was working in had a dedicated helicopter pilot to fly us around to look at the rocks who happened to be from New Zealand. Now, as you may or may not know,
all helicopter pilots are basically thrill seekers who have found a way
to get paid getting their danger fix. Then, imagine a guy like this from
down under and who is still pretty young. When this happens you get
a really fun ride.
Keep in mind that throughout the
following stories we were never in
any danger as our Kiwi was an excellent pilot and had great control over
everything. I think the first fun flight
I had was when were flying at ~5000
feet and needed to land just downvalley. The next thing me and the
other geology students hear is, “Okay
you hear that sound, the engine getting quieter, I just disengaged the
engine from the rotor. We’re going to
do a rapid descent as it saves fuel. So
we’re basically a freefalling projectile
right now.” At about 1000 feet he Andrew panning for minerals.
starts giving us some lift and puts us
down gently right where we needed
to go.
Rapid descents turned into a bit of a theme for our helicopter
trips. Once we were coming back to camp he proceeded to drop us
down in altitude, picking up speed and then banking hard to one side,
cranking up the g’s as we overshoot camp and then swing back. My
personal favorite descent was when I was riding shotgun and he
pitched the helicopter forward and then corkscrewed down to the
ground for a couple of thousand feet. I’ve actually got a picture from
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this one, where I took the picture looking straight out the cockpit at
what should be the horizontal and seeing nothing but ground.
Another of my favourite rides was, when we
found a hanging glacier. So
there was this receding glacier that was overhanging
a thousand-foot cliff
between two mountain
peaks and we wanted a
closer look (I think we
made up some bullshit
geological reason to justify
the detour, no one Another crazy Kiwi. By Andrew Pare
argued). Our pilot took us
right towards the cliff and then about 50 feet from the face stopped
and rose vertically until we reached the horizon and a great view of
glacier and mountains opened up. Then we buzzed the glacier really
low before heading down the other side.
So if one day any of you find yourself needing a helicopter ride to
go heli-skiing or backcountry hiking, request a pilot from down
under, it’ll totally be the best flight.

The Art of Bling
K-Dawg

First things first, if you are going to make it through this article you
are going to have to become familiarized with “da’ Bling Rating
System”. It’s really not that complicated, but like many things that
seem so simple to me, the simplicity is often lost when I try and
explain it to others. Really it’s just like the “star system” that is used
to rate climbs in many climbing guide books; however it can be
applied to any aspect of life. For example:
“How was your trip?”
“Oh… I’d say, ummm… 2 bling ($$), yup, 2 bling ($$) fo’ sure.”
Or, “Was it a good climb?”
Or, “Hey, how was your day?”
Or, “How’s school going?”
Or, “Is he hot?”
Really, I’d highly recommend it, as it helps concisely communicate
any event that you are reporting on:

1 bling ($):
Assuming that anything outside is “worth doing”, 1 bling ($) would
mean that it was a trip that was worth doing; i.e. the benefits clearly
outweighed the cost of that particular trip. For example, any day
where there was more climbing than driving and no death or major
injury would get at least 1 bling. And even then, I’ve had days where
there has been major injury and they still got 1 bling ($). Like this one
time… with the voc… Martin and Ellen and I went for a casual day
of climbing at the Smoke Bluffs, and Martin took a major fall about
2m off the ground and landed with his torso wedged between a rock
and a hard place (another rock). We’re pretty sure he cracked two of
his ribs, and he told us not to make him laugh because it hurt, but
then we kept climbing (props to my home boy Mart-o who climbed
the rest of the day like a hard man even though there was no real
necessity to do so). Right, so, I’m pretty sure we did spend more time
climbing than driving, even through it was a short day, and yeah, I’d
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still give that day 1 bling ($) even though there was a reasonably substantial injury involved.

2 bling ($$):
Ok, so a trip that earns 2 bling ($$) means it was a pretty good trip.
People often seem confused when a trip that is quite good only gets
two bling. But it’s like when you are rating a climb, you wouldn’t give
every climb 3 stars, because then what would you leave for those
totally awesome climbs? Plus, any climb with two stars is still totally
worth climbing.
Like this one time… with the
VOC… Trish and Al and Lucy and
Buddy Duddy and I went up to the
Stanley Mitchell Hut in the Rockies
for some skiing over new years. Now
the snow wasn’t that good, ok, actually, there really wasn’t enough snow
to say if it was good or not… But it
was still totally worth going because it
was a nice area and we had some really good times and I mean hey we got
some good exercise and some fresh
air. And we did manage to find totally sweet turns. (See it’s really not that K-Dawg showing off her bling. By
Oker Chen
hard for a trip to earn bling ($), I
mean if you’re on a trip how bad can
it be? Just like it’s really not that hard for a climb to earn stars, I mean
if you’re climbing how bad can it be?...) There was this other time…
with the voc… that Jer said it’d be a good idea to jump into a crevasse
to practice all that glacier rescue business. And so I did. I mean hey,
everybody was doing it. And that was pretty fun. I didn’t die, or get
injured. So yeah, two bling ($$). Would I recommend it? Not in writing, you could get sued fo’ that shit.
$$$ (3 bling):
This is the rating that is given to trips that were exceptional experiences. Which brings me to the “subjective factor” of the bling rating
system. It has been argued that the system is no good since it is impossible to objectively rate a trip. To those foo’s I have two responses:
First, the bling system has been designed to communicate not just the
110

abiotic (non-living) factors of a trip but also the biotic (living) factors
of a trip. Because when a person asks you “How was your trip?” they
are interested in how “your” experience was, otherwise they would
ask you; “Is the trip worth doing?” Besides, when you want to talk
about something you just did, it’s more your experience you are trying to tell people about. OK moving on, the second response is this;
fuck off. It is completely impossible to ever have a totally objective
opinion about anythingJ.
There was this one time… with the voc… Nick and Tyler and I
went and climbed Outer Space in Leavenworth. And that climb would
definitely be awarded three bling ($$$). The day went awesome, the
climb was fantastic, and we had a ton of fun. I would highly recommend that climb for experienced climbers. There was one piece of
beta handed down to me about that climb by a wise man; on the 5.6
pitch (I think it’s about the fourth pitch); go straight up and RUN IT
OUT, otherwise you’ll end up having to deal with a shit load of rope
drag… Don’t just RUN IT OUT, take what you think would be “running it out” and multiply that by two to four orders of magnitude.

A Galaxy:
Now this is the crux of the system. Most people have trouble with
this next part, because it’s not related to bling ($). A galaxy is awarded to a trip or event where you wouldn’t change a SINGLE thing.
That doesn’t mean that it was necessarily fun or easy, because often
the events that we value most were the ones that challenged us and
that help us grow as people. So, clearly it was “out of this world”. An
example of something that has earned a galaxy you ask? Well two
things come to mind. The first is the quality of Jay Piggott’s whistling.
I happen to notice when a good whistler crosses my path. And I’d say
it’s almost worth putting up with Jay just to have good whistling on
trip ;) The second is the hot tub at Rogers Pass. It is a little known
secret that the Best Western at Rogers Pass has the sweetest hot tub in
the world, and it lies 100m west of their main building, so you can
just hop on in when you are in the area. Check it out, but don’t tell
too many of your friends, because like all good things, this one is best
kept mostly secret.
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Recreation and Conservation Update
Sandra Nicol

Hello, I’m your external representative, which means that I go to
a lot of meetings about recreation and conservation issues in British
Columbia (with a focus on SW BC). When I’m there my job is to protect the interests of club members by trying to improve access, reduce
the impact of motorized recreationists, and keep track of relevant
government projects. I attend the Federation of Mountain Clubs of
British Columbia (FMC) Recreations and Conservation (Rec&Con; I
moved into the co-chair position on this committee this year) and
board of directors meetings (no, I’m not on the board, I just pipe up
and remind them that the VOC exists). I used to go to the Sea to Sky
Winter Backcountry Recreation Sharing Forum meetings, and may go
again if they restart. A couple of times a year representatives from
other clubs and I meet with tenure applicants/holders to discuss their
boundaries and their policies toward backcountry (aka non-paying)
skiers. I think that I am supposed to be dealing with the AMS as well,
but I avoid them. I’ve been going to these meetings for a few years
now, both as a club representative and independently, so the list of
issues that I could update you on is very long. Instead I have chosen
a few of the issues that I think are most interesting and directly relevant to club members. If you want more detail then feel free to buy
me coffee and I’ll fill you in.

Tenure Proposals
A tenure does not imply ownership. It is more like a land lease granting the holder exclusive commercial use for their season and their
product (eg. Heliski tenures do not overlap).
Juliet Creek
Westscapes Development Inc. has submitted an Expression of Interest
and for an all season resort development in Juliet Creek and the
Upper Coldwater River. The resort would include real estate development (lots of condos), lifts, ski runs, a golf course, and guided hiking
trails. Juliet Creek is just past the tollbooth on the Coquihalla high112

way. That area has very little development and is a prime location for
non-mechanized backcountry recreation for the inhabitants living
along the corridor from Chilliwack to Merritt. The application is currently at the Environmental Assessment Office, contact me if you
would like contact information.
The FMC and the VOC have each written letters about the proposal to the provincial government. However, this proposal brought
an important issue to our attention at the Rec&Con: we cannot continue to battle tenures on a one-by-one, piecemeal basis. There is little wrong with any single application for any single valley, but when
you look at map with all of the commercial tenures on it, it becomes
clear that there is almost no untenured land left in some areas, for
instance the Sea to Sky. I monitor the new tenures applications coming in (more on that later), and many of them are simply land-grabs:
vague applications for huge areas of land. These land-grad type applications are coming in faster and faster, so we in the non-motorized
community need to organize just as fast.
With that purpose the Rec&Con has started a land planning,
recreation mapping project for the Chilliwack Forest District and the
Coquihalla summit area. All of the clubs in this area, from the North
Shore to the Fraser Valley and hopefully to Merritt, are rating the
recreational value of all the land in this district. As I write this article
the map is on its way to the VOC for our input. Once the clubs have
given their input it will be analysed and the land in the district will be
given an overall rating in terms of its recreational value. Then, the
map can be brought to government and other recreational users for
discussion. The Sea-to-Sky forum started out in a similar way, and
that map is now part of the LRMP (Land and Resource Management
Plan) for the Squamish Forest district. These projects are long term
but necessary because they consider landscapes rather than valleys,
and because they can actually make a legal difference concerning
future land use.
A similar project has been initiated by forestry for the Hurley area.
Pete Hudson has been representing the VOC at those meetings, and
Scott Nelson and I have drawn lines on the maps around the Phelix
hut and the Bridge-Lillooet divide. Due to a very short deadline (less
than a week between the meeting and the deadline, and the map had
to go to several groups) there was no time to bring the map to the
club.
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Coast Range Heliskiing
Coast Range Heliskiing has heli-skiing and heli-hiking tenures around
the Duffey Lake area, and have applied to extend their tenure area
considerably. Tyler Freed, the owner of CRH, has had discussions in
the past with the Sea-to-Sky Forum, and some agreements were made
about his applications. Specifically, he would drop the area around
the Phelix and Lizzie Lake huts from his application, and in return the
Forum would support his application. The map that was included in
his new application did not quite match our agreement, but after a
meeting with Forum representatives the boundary lines have been
adjusted to match our agreement. CRH helicopters will not land on
the summit or Mt Rohr, or anywhere where backcountry skiers would
be able to see them, or anywhere that is line of sight from the Phelix
cabin (only on the eastern side of Mt Taillefer).
New Tenures, Monarch Icefield
There are a few investigative tenure applications that have been submitted very recently. At the moment the Rec&Con is trying to assess
non-motorized use of the areas to determine what action to take. One
that may interest club members is from Bella Coola Helisports,
requesting permission to build a lodge near Ape Lake near the
Monarch Icefield. They already have a heliski tenure covering a huge
area including the icefield, but now wish to build a base to bring people to for week long trips. I am still trying to get details about their
plans. At the moment the major problem that could arise is that the
location they have requested is right on the usual ski traverse route
exiting the Monarch icefield to the north. I am not going to say any
more due to the very new nature of this tenure, but if you have been
on a trip across the Monarch or have spent any time near Ape Lake
please get in touch with me.

not receive much or any money for the exchange, this is more like a
donation. However, municipal governments can and do change their
minds, and park management plan that is agreed on now might be
thrown out by the next council, or the one after that. So, the FMC
has been investigating conservation covenants, to determine whether
a covenant could protect the land from development and ensure
access for climbers in the future. A package with a map will be going
to the member clubs shortly.

Provincial Government Restructuring
As usual the government was restructured following the last provincial election. Land and Water BC (LWBC) no longer exists. They were
the agency that dealt with commercial tenures. The new Ministries
that govern recreation are Forestry and Tourism, Sport, and the Arts.
This could be a good thing, as Forestry has already started talking
about fixing some of the broken roads (eg. putting a footbridge over
Meager Creek) and fixing up some of the trails that they used to be
responsible for. We shall see what happens. At the moment MTSA
does not have a website listing tenure applications, but the LWBC
website is still active.

Smoke Bluffs Sale
In the 1980s, with funds raised by the local climbing community, the
FMC purchased some of the land at the Squamish Smoke Bluffs to
prevent it from being developed. If you are surprised, don’t worry,
hardly anyone knows about it. At the time the Squamish government
was not very supportive of climbing activity in the town. Times have
changed, and the new government wants to make the area into a
municipal park. The FMC is considering ‘selling’ the land to the district for that purpose. I put ‘selling’ in quotes because the FMC will
114

115

Smörgåsbord

Varsity Outdoors Club 2005-2006

Coast Range Heliskiing
Coast Range Heliskiing has heli-skiing and heli-hiking tenures around
the Duffey Lake area, and have applied to extend their tenure area
considerably. Tyler Freed, the owner of CRH, has had discussions in
the past with the Sea-to-Sky Forum, and some agreements were made
about his applications. Specifically, he would drop the area around
the Phelix and Lizzie Lake huts from his application, and in return the
Forum would support his application. The map that was included in
his new application did not quite match our agreement, but after a
meeting with Forum representatives the boundary lines have been
adjusted to match our agreement. CRH helicopters will not land on
the summit or Mt Rohr, or anywhere where backcountry skiers would
be able to see them, or anywhere that is line of sight from the Phelix
cabin (only on the eastern side of Mt Taillefer).
New Tenures, Monarch Icefield
There are a few investigative tenure applications that have been submitted very recently. At the moment the Rec&Con is trying to assess
non-motorized use of the areas to determine what action to take. One
that may interest club members is from Bella Coola Helisports,
requesting permission to build a lodge near Ape Lake near the
Monarch Icefield. They already have a heliski tenure covering a huge
area including the icefield, but now wish to build a base to bring people to for week long trips. I am still trying to get details about their
plans. At the moment the major problem that could arise is that the
location they have requested is right on the usual ski traverse route
exiting the Monarch icefield to the north. I am not going to say any
more due to the very new nature of this tenure, but if you have been
on a trip across the Monarch or have spent any time near Ape Lake
please get in touch with me.

not receive much or any money for the exchange, this is more like a
donation. However, municipal governments can and do change their
minds, and park management plan that is agreed on now might be
thrown out by the next council, or the one after that. So, the FMC
has been investigating conservation covenants, to determine whether
a covenant could protect the land from development and ensure
access for climbers in the future. A package with a map will be going
to the member clubs shortly.

Provincial Government Restructuring
As usual the government was restructured following the last provincial election. Land and Water BC (LWBC) no longer exists. They were
the agency that dealt with commercial tenures. The new Ministries
that govern recreation are Forestry and Tourism, Sport, and the Arts.
This could be a good thing, as Forestry has already started talking
about fixing some of the broken roads (eg. putting a footbridge over
Meager Creek) and fixing up some of the trails that they used to be
responsible for. We shall see what happens. At the moment MTSA
does not have a website listing tenure applications, but the LWBC
website is still active.

Smoke Bluffs Sale
In the 1980s, with funds raised by the local climbing community, the
FMC purchased some of the land at the Squamish Smoke Bluffs to
prevent it from being developed. If you are surprised, don’t worry,
hardly anyone knows about it. At the time the Squamish government
was not very supportive of climbing activity in the town. Times have
changed, and the new government wants to make the area into a
municipal park. The FMC is considering ‘selling’ the land to the district for that purpose. I put ‘selling’ in quotes because the FMC will
114

115

Smörgåsbord

Varsity Outdoors Club 2005-2006

Essential Ingredients for a Backcountry Trip
Martin Le-Huu and Bram van Straaten

Ok, so you are a member of the Varsity Outdoor Club, which
probably means that you are quite stoked to get into the backcountry.
VOC trips are all about fun and to help you ensure yours is too, here
are some interesting ingredients that made our trips a memorable
experience, one way or another:
A German: They are usually not so hard to find, as there are plenty of them around, but somehow these guys don’t tend to stay too
long in the same spot, so make sure they don’t leave before you know
them. If you find one with Asian features (you know slanted eyes and
the works), you are set for a hot and spicy trip.
A Dutchman: This might be a bit harder, as their country is small
and insignificant and therefore there are not many around. However,
they tend to stay put for longer, so once you know one, you are sweet.
In case you are not sure whether you have encountered the Dutchman
or not, try giving him some beer. If he likes it and starts doing the
monkey dance within two beers, it’s him!
A Canadian: Yes, we know that sounds simple, but it isn’t. Despite
heavy abuse by the Jewish conspiracy, it sometimes seems the VOC is
mainly made up of exchange students. To help you find the right one:
Watch out for her patriotic underwear.
A Kiwi: Hmmmhhh. Well, there are quite a few prejudices against
Kiwis: Apparently they enjoy killing wildlife with ice tools and the
only thing they care about, is their ever growing collection of outdoor
gear. Despite the above, just take one (again slanted eyes proves to be
advantageous), and you will soon realize a Kiwi male is just the thing
you need. Plus all it takes to keep them happy are some f***ing eggs.
A car: Despite environmental concerns this is an essential ingredient for a successful trip. If you run into trouble finding one, here is a
secret: Instead of resorting to a ride on the greyhound try a snow
plough. Yes that’s right, a snow plough. The advantages? They don’t
care about bad weather, run all night and have a regular stop between
Cerise and Cayoosh Creek.
And most importantly: lalalaLAALAALAAAAA!
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Dehydrating
Scott Nelson and Sandra Nicol

If you want to carry light-weight foods when backpacking there
are several options: freeze-dried meals, grocery store packaged meals
(eg. macaroni and cheese), and home-assembled meals. The first two
are easy and usually require little or no preparation at home or in
camp. However, they have disadvantages. Freeze-dried foods tend to
be expensive, and the portions are often too small. Quick grocery
store meals tend to be cheaper, but are usually not as nutritious as the
other options. Home-assembled meals take more preparation time at
home, but have huge advantages compared to the other two. We have
found that the big advantage of putting meals together ourselves is
that we have better control of the portions size, taste, and nutritional value of the food we eat in the backcountry. We have also been able
to increase the variety of our meals. Imagine going for a four day trip
without eating any pasta... We have been dehydrating our own fruits,
vegetables, and meats for backcountry meals for several years now,
and have some tips on what dehydrates and rehydrates well, and how
to make your dried foods tastier. We have a dehydrator, but you can
use an oven set on warm and propped open. If you use an oven
spread your foods on racks over cookie sheets.

Fruit
Of course, fruits are best dehydrated when they are ripe, but overripe
fruits usually turn out fine as well. Soft apples, strawberries, peaches
etc. can be saved by dehydrating them before they rot. Save money by
buying the discounted, overripe fruit from the store and dehydrating
it immediately. Most fruits dry in 6-8 hours, depending on how thick
they are cut. Fruit will have a dry, leathery texture when done, and
can be stored in closed containers at room temperature for many
months. Dried fruits can be eaten as snacks or reconstituted and
incorporated into larger dishes.
Apples: best to dip in diluted lemon juice before dehydrating. This
prevents them from going brown. Cut slices about 5mm thick and
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Essential Ingredients for a Backcountry Trip
Martin Le-Huu and Bram van Straaten
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leave the peel on. Poke holes with a knife in any large patches of peel
to help the flesh underneath dry.
Bananas can go straight in, but lemon juice adds some flavour. They
will end up chewy, unlike store bought banana chips. Cut slices about
5-7mm thick.
Blueberries aren’t worth dehydrating as they shrivel up into little hard
blue spheres.
Mango: peel and cut slices 7-10mm thick.
Bell Peppers: dry out well and are good for soups, stews, etc.
Peaches: peel and cut slices 5-7mm thick
Nectarines: and Apricots same as peaches, but no need to peel
Strawberries: cut slices 4-7mm thick, no treatment
Tomatoes: cut slices about 6-9mm thick. You can also dehydrate
tomato paste or tomato sauce (see fruit leather).
Zucchini: cut slices 7mm thick. Zucchini rehydrates nicely in soups,
stews and curries.

Fruit Leather
You can make fruit leather by running fruit through a blender and
dehydrating the resulting liquid. This is a lot of work, but the leather
is delicious. Berries with lots of seeds are better as leather than simply dried (you can also strain the seeds out). To make expensive fruits
like berries go farther, add a couple of apples to the mix when it is
being blended; the apples increase the volume without much impact
on flavour. The fruit leather tray that comes with the dehydrator
needs to be covered with plastic wrap or something else that is nonstick to be effective. Peel the plastic wrap off the back of the leather
once it’s mostly dry. Tomato based pasta sauce can be dehydrated in
the same manner as for fruit leather.
Vegetables
Dried vegetables are excellent ingredients for camping food where
weight and bulk is important. The vegetables suggested here all rehydrate quickly in boiling water with good flavour and texture. Most
take 6-8 hours to dry.
Broccoli needs to be steamed before drying. Cut into small florets.
Carrots need to be sliced then steam blanched for a minute or two.
Without the steaming, they are slow to rehydrate.
Corn can be dried from a frozen pack. It should be steamed for a
minute or two like carrots to aid in rehydration.
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Onions can just be sliced up raw, but are very slow to dry (expect 1520hours). As slow as they are to dry, they reconstitute well.
Peas can be dehydrated from bags of frozen peas. Like carrots, they
are best if steamed for a few minutes first.
Potatoes need to be cooked (boiled) before dehydrating. We usually
peel them as the skins are tough, with the exception of new potatoes.
Cut them about 7mm thick once they are cooked all the way through,
but not yet soft. If they are not cooked well enough, the center will
turn black in the dehydrator. Sweet potatoes and yams can be prepared in the same way, but
need to be peeled.
Spinach can be dehydrated
from fresh bunches or
frozen. If fresh they can be
dehydrated as they are or
blanched to wilting first.
The dried spinach will
crush to flakes when
packed, but tastes great as
an addition to grains or
Can you dehydrate sausages? By Tim Blair
soups.
Meat
Beef Jerky is the best dehydrated meat product we’ve been able to
make. Start with any lean steak; it doesn’t matter how tough it is, as
long as it’s lean (fat does not dehydrate away, since it is not water
based, and if there is too much it can go rancid and spoil your jerky).
It’s going to end up tough no matter what you do. Cut it fairly thin
and marinate it in you’re favourite sauce overnight in the fridge.
Dehydrate it on the highest temperature to cook the meat as it dries.
Beef Jerky is usually quite quick to dry - 4-5 hours perhaps. Eat it as
a snack because it won’t reconstitute quickly enough for soups, and
it’s too damn good.
Salmon Jerky, is possible too, but the end product tastes fishy. It is
good added to soups for protein.
Tofu will dehydrate, but it doesn’t rehydrate. Don’t go there.
Ground Beef can also be dehydrated for later use in stews and sauces.
Cook it first and then drain the fat away before dehydrating. Unlike
beef jerky, it reconstitutes well. Keep refrigerated until use, lasts at
least 6 months in the fridge if enough fat is removed first.
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Dirt Bag Climbers: A Cross-Cultural Scientific
Case Study
Sigmund Freumer

The nuances of our own culture play themselves out so commonly that it is easy to remain unaware of what they are. But indeed, they
are plenty. They are the rules, the norms, and the goals by which we
interact and pursue our happiness. In order to learn about these
nuances, it is valuable to investigate cross-cultural differences. In this
case study, I will examine two particular individuals (whom I take as
cultural icons) and make gross overgeneralizations about the two cultures from which these individuals arise. The specimens are both of
the outdoor dirt bag variety, upper middle class males with approximately four years of education (spread out over a dozen years). In
that they are demographically matched on these and other variables
(e.g. preferred variety of sushi), it is safe to assume that their only differences arise from their divergent cultural heritages - namely
Canadian and New Zealand. The exact identities of the two individuals will remain confidential. But for the sake of reference, they will
henceforth be referred to as the Kiwi and the Canadian.
First, I will draw conclusions on
their preferred medium of climbing,
and gather evidence in an ad hoc way
to support said dogma. While the
Canadian first enjoyed rock, then
turned to ice, and finally returned to
rock and plastic, the Kiwi started with
rock, and has gradually migrated to a
preference for ice. In that the
Canadian vacillated more so than the
Kiwi, I conclude that Canadians are
more fickle, and have more profoundly diffused Oedipus complexes
than Kiwis. On the other hand, in

that the Kiwi has migrated to ice, we can conclude that all Kiwis are
masochists and misguided in general.
Second, I would like to investigate food preference. It would seem
that when hunger befalls the Kiwi specimen, he scratches his armpits
and yells “Woman, cook me some fucking eggs!” (even if no woman
is present). This is clear evidence of counter-evolution and does undeniable violence to Darwin’s Theory - the Kiwi’s ancestors show
advancement from Englishmen, to becoming convicts, but then
regress back towards Cro-Magnon Man as Kiwis. Meanwhile, the
Canadian’s eating habits are far less savage but boggle the mind in
their own way. While such
toxicants as beans and
alcohol are permitted in
the Canadian’s diet, wheat
and soy are not. Without a
doubt, this is evidence of
neo-liberalism
going
beyond its own ideals in
that the counter-juxtaposition of the principle is
surely to lose the reader
nearly as much as the pres- The Canadian bouldering yet again on somewhere in the Candian Arctic.
ent sentence.
The third comparison made here is the means by which each specimen chooses to woo potential mates. Here, we see some striking similarities in that both the Kiwi and the Canadian engage in the amassment of material goods to achieve this end. However, we do see significant differences in the mode of purchase. The Kiwi was found to
spend 816 hours (SD=71) per month online, in search of iPod features and accessories, new software worthy of his cracking craftsmanship, wider, lighter skis, and a new set of cams that he will undoubtedly never place. On the other hand, we see that the Canadian chooses to invest in larger, one-time purchases such as automobiles with the
steering wheel on the wrong side and property in remote corners of
wilderness. We can conclude - once again conclusively - that this
demonstrates that (1) Kiwis have longer attention spans, (2) but also
conform more so to misguided materialistic social norms than
Canadians.

The misguided Kiwi in his element. By Will Wetzel
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Fourth and last, we note differences in modes of relieving themselves as an inroad to maternal attachment. Here we see bizarre
behaviours, both of which defy the norms of decorum so much that
both must be considered disordered and worthy of submission to an
insane asylum or UBC Food Services. We note that the Kiwi prefers
to urinate with the door open, whilst still sipping from a cup of
English Breakfast tea. In doing so, so long as his tea cup is refilled, he
is able to pee continuously and indefinitely. This conclusively demonstrates that all Kiwis are addicted to Twinings brand of English
Breakfast tea. Meanwhile, the Canadian demonstrates even more
peculiar behaviour in that he keeps a rotating stash of vessels lying
around the home into which he urinates from time to time. He has
also been known to pee while walking, and while driving. We see a
mean difference in the volume of urine that each produces daily, with
the Canadian peeing more (pee < .05). Therefore, we conclude that
Canadians are better hydrated and healthier in general.
To conclude, it is clear from this case-study that there are vast cultural differences between Kiwi and Canadian dirt bag climbers. It is
abundantly clear that Canadians are simply better than Kiwis in all
regards and that New Zealand is in fact but a colony of Australia.

Living the High Life
K’dawg Koethler

This last year I have been lucky enough to live with 4 to 2 dozen other
members of the VOC. Mainly Jord-o, Smelly Elson, Gasopollas, and
T-unit. I just have to say that it has been a three bling ($$$) plus
galaxy experience fo’ shizzle.
Pro’s of living with a bunch of
climbers:
- They know what you’re talking
about with all of your mountain
references/metaphors.
- They have sweet gear you can usually borrow, or if you can’t borrow
it you just have to wait until
they’re gone…
- They always drag your sorry ass
out of bed to get into the hills.
- There is always something going
on, making life way more fun than
it would otherwise be.
- They are always willing to support K-dawg and Smelly Elson chillin’
at Squamish. By Trish Stathers
you with your crazy ideas; like
sticking a coat hanger down an air vent into another person’s
room when they’re trying to study (sorry Nick), making plans to
steal a bunch of pumpkins from Safeway like ninjas but then just
buying them because you get too scared of having to call your parents to bail you out of jail for stealing pumpkins, making plans to
dress up like mac daddy’s/mommy’s for the final banquet…
- Yup that’s it!
Con’s:
- If they could just find the dishwasher… maybe I’ll make a topo
map for it…
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Pink Ladies

So you want to go to New Zealand…

Roland Burton

If you often go skiing up to Diamond Head, about half the times
you will encounter sticky snow part way up. Your skis and skins suddenly weigh three times as much and they don’t slide at all well. The
huge balls of snow under your skis resemble walking in high heels,
only worse. Of course if your friend is along, and s/he’s brought the
bar of special pink Glop-Stopper wax (available from MEC for $8.00)
you quickly rub some of this wonder chemical onto the bottom of
your skins and pretty soon they’re sliding again as good as new. Of
course we all know this, we aren’t stupid, we weren’t born yesterday
after all.
But what you may not know, is that MEC also sells a candle, called
“Pink Lady”, imported from China, and they used to sell them for
$0.20 (twenty cents) each. Recently, perhaps due to the upsurge in the
Chinese economy, they have had to raise the price to twenty-five
cents each, and in addition, people were complaining that Pink Lady
sounded sexist, so I believe that they are now called Pink Persons, or
maybe they’ve dropped the name and only use the MEC Part
Number. What else you might not know is that the candles work pretty well for alleviating the problem described above. I have suspected
this for some time, but this year I got to do The Test. On one ski I
applied Scott Nelson’s Glop-Stopper (thanks, Scott), and to the other
I applied the Pink Lady. We steamed up the trail for another twenty
minutes or so, and then one of the skis started balling up again. Much
to my satisfaction, it was the Pink Lady that was still sliding. The
Glop Stopper flunked!
There are several advantages to using Pink Ladies instead of Glop
Stopper. First and most obvious, is the cost. You can equip an entire
expedition with Pink Ladies for the cost of a single bar of Glop
Stopper. Second, a Pink Lady weighs much less than a Glop Stopper.
(Of course you could cut your Glop Stopper into teeny pieces, but
then everybody would know that you are a wimp.) And finally, if all
else fails, your Pink Lady can be used as a candle. Don’t knock candles. They’re great for dining, along with wine in fancy glasses.
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Ellen Morgan

The explorative nature of many VOCers makes us eager to travel to new and far off places
in pursuit of excitement,
adventure and often discomfort. Geographically
speaking New Zealand is
pretty much as far away as
you can get and due to the
level of interest in the
Antipodes amongst club
members, I thought I
would offer a few words of
advice for those who seek West Coast near Hokitika, New Zealand. By Bill
Morgan
out the Land of the Long
White Cloud.
Before you go:
1. Learn how to cook eggs.
This will ensure you avoid embarrassing moments of domestic
violence (for reference please view: Once Were Warriors)
2. Harbour animosity for small, furry creatures.
Prior to human inhabitation the only mammals living on the
islands were two species of bats. Since then the island has become
over run with rabbits, possums and domestic cats. These are an
ecological disaster as they eat endangered birds and vegetation.
To assist the Conservation Minister (aka Minister of Death and
Destruction) in the monumental task of keeping the islands safe
from these savage beasts, do as all good kiwis do and start learning to swerve TOWARDS potential roadkill. To earn brownie
points with locals, keep a bag in your boot with possum skins
from your victims. While other methods such as 1080 poison and
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Pink Ladies

So you want to go to New Zealand…

Roland Burton

If you often go skiing up to Diamond Head, about half the times
you will encounter sticky snow part way up. Your skis and skins suddenly weigh three times as much and they don’t slide at all well. The
huge balls of snow under your skis resemble walking in high heels,
only worse. Of course if your friend is along, and s/he’s brought the
bar of special pink Glop-Stopper wax (available from MEC for $8.00)
you quickly rub some of this wonder chemical onto the bottom of
your skins and pretty soon they’re sliding again as good as new. Of
course we all know this, we aren’t stupid, we weren’t born yesterday
after all.
But what you may not know, is that MEC also sells a candle, called
“Pink Lady”, imported from China, and they used to sell them for
$0.20 (twenty cents) each. Recently, perhaps due to the upsurge in the
Chinese economy, they have had to raise the price to twenty-five
cents each, and in addition, people were complaining that Pink Lady
sounded sexist, so I believe that they are now called Pink Persons, or
maybe they’ve dropped the name and only use the MEC Part
Number. What else you might not know is that the candles work pretty well for alleviating the problem described above. I have suspected
this for some time, but this year I got to do The Test. On one ski I
applied Scott Nelson’s Glop-Stopper (thanks, Scott), and to the other
I applied the Pink Lady. We steamed up the trail for another twenty
minutes or so, and then one of the skis started balling up again. Much
to my satisfaction, it was the Pink Lady that was still sliding. The
Glop Stopper flunked!
There are several advantages to using Pink Ladies instead of Glop
Stopper. First and most obvious, is the cost. You can equip an entire
expedition with Pink Ladies for the cost of a single bar of Glop
Stopper. Second, a Pink Lady weighs much less than a Glop Stopper.
(Of course you could cut your Glop Stopper into teeny pieces, but
then everybody would know that you are a wimp.) And finally, if all
else fails, your Pink Lady can be used as a candle. Don’t knock candles. They’re great for dining, along with wine in fancy glasses.
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ice axes are also a sound way of promoting ecological restoration,
they are slightly more complicated than the good old hit and run
method.

3. Develop a taste for vegiemate.
Now before you vomit and cancel your plane ticket, remember
that traveling is about keeping an open mind and trying new
things…including yeast products. Tips for the virgin consumer: a
little goes a long way. Vegiemate is a delicacy to be consumed in
small amounts on Arnott’s Vita Wheats, not devoured in spoonfuls like Peanut Butter. Some of my favourite vegiemate combinations include….crackers, cheddar and vegiemate as a mid-day
snack, or the nice cross cultural combination of PB, honey and
vegiemate on toast.
4. Learn to distinguish between these two flags.
Yes there is a difference.

While there:
7. Wear Stubbies.
“Stubbies” are excruciatingly small rugby shorts favoured by kiwi
males since time immemorial. They are worn throughout the year
in sun, rain, wind and hail. The more leg the better.
8. Embrace the values of the Southern Man.
Namely; chauvinism, loyalty, monosyllabic forms of expression
and Speights beer (reference www.speights.co.nz).
9. Speak your mind.
Kiwis are lovely people, blunt, honest and with a quirky sense of
humour but they do not tolerate with meekness. Say what you

5. Learn to love deep fried food.
In many ways, Kiwi culture remains true to its Scottish roots and
this is especially true when it comes to cuisine. While there are
many diverse eating options in the cities, once you get on the
road everything goes back to the basics. Instead of stopping at
Timmy Ho’s for a sandwich on the drive out to the crag, you will
undoubtedly be paying a visit to the local fish and chip shop.
Here you will be enticed with delicacies such as; blue cod, elephant fish or sole, kumara fries, onion rings, vegie patties,
crumbed mushrooms, crumbed mussels, pineapple, chocolate
bars or my favourite paua, all deep fried to perfection.
6. Practice altering your living conditions.
This involves turning off your heat, opening all the windows,
spraying the room with moisture to acquire an adequate level of
dampness. The room should be cold enough so that dairy products do not have to be refrigerated. For added authenticity, practice peeing in the backyard. This should give you a good idea of
what living in student housing is like.

Mount Cook and Müller Hut, New Zealand. By Ellen Morgan

mean, be prepare to have the piss taken out of you and don’t get
offended.
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10. Leave your fruit, flowers and rabies behind please!
As previously mentioned, NZ is an ecologically sensitive area,
highly vulnerable to invasive species. Before stepping off the
plane be sure to wash your boots, tent and any other outdoor
gear and declare all food. They are ruthless with this. An acquaintance was fined $200 on the spot when the customs officers
found him in possession of an undeclared MacIntosh apple.
11. Refer to Australia as the third island.
12. Ensure you are not taken for an American.
There is even less tolerance for bush supporting yanks in NZ than
there is in Canada. Consequently, the initial reaction of most kiwi
males to an American girl is distain, followed by an attempt to get
them into bed. You have been warned.
13. Purchase striped polypro.
If you plan to do any type of outdoor pursuit in New Zealand this
is a necessity. It can be found in most outdoor clothing stores and
I have noticed that even places like MEC are carrying a version
of it now.
You are now ready to explore the wonderous land of Aotearoa. All
the rest (getting there, exploring the mountains, purchasing wool souvenirs) will be as easy as pie. A roasted lamb and mint pie that is.

128

Some Recipes
Sandra Nicol

Some years ago I got sick of eating Lipton Side Dishes. They are
good, and come in many flavours, but I started to feel the need for
real, nutritious food. Keeping in mind that backcountry cooks have
limited access to water and fuel, have to carry food and equipment,
and generally do not want to sit around waiting for their dinners for
very long, I started experimenting with grains and dehydrated vegetables. I’ve included a section with a list of stuff that I try to keep in the
pantry because I generally do not really follow a recipe. Instead I put
together meals with protein, fat, carbohydrates, vegetables, and lots
of flavour. I know about how much dry weight of food my partner
Scott and I need to eat for dinner; experiment to determine how
much food you need.
I adapt a lot of my
favourite city recipes to
the backcountry. I substitute fast cooking/instant
ingredients for slower
ingredients (eg instant rice
for regular rice), and use
powdered milk and eggs,
dried fruits and vegetables,
and pre-made sauce mixes
instead of fresh ingredients. I mix ingredients at Dining in style at Winter Longhike. By Tim Blair
home and package them
separately so that putting the dish together in camp is straightforward. For example, for curry dishes I package the rice separately from
the vegetables that need to be rehydrated, separately from the
coconut milk, curry paste, and spices. I write brief instructions for
myself to make it even easier (e.g. prepare instant rice with X mL
water, set aside. Rehydrate vegatables in X mL water for X minutes,
then add paste/coconut milk/spices. Serve over rice).
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The following are recipes for some of my favourite meals. I own
two books on backcountry cooking (Trailside’s Trail Foods edited by
John Viehman, and The Well-Fed Backpacker by June Fleming), and
get much inspiration from them. Many are multi-pot meals, but you
can always increase portion size and make a one-course meal instead.
Most take longer than Sidedishes or other pre-made pasta sauces, and
I do eat those at the end of long days, but these recipes generally taste
better. All of these recipes assume that you have access to dehydrated
food (see the accompanying article on dehydrating food with a storebought dehydrator or your oven). Some recipes require a backcountry oven.
Pantry
Grains
quinoa
instant oatmeal, real oatmeal
instant rice
black sticky rice
couscous
pasta
cornmeal
Store-b
bought
instant mashed potato flakes
sauce mixes (eg sweet and sour sauce powder, pesto, herb pasta
sauce etc.)
10 minute soups (eg Knorr)
curry paste (can also be homemade)
powdered eggs
powdered whole (skim does not taste as good) milk
bacon bits
refried bean flakes
black bean flakes
coffee, tea, hot chocolate, energy drink mix
quick tapioca pudding
quick custard powder
bouillon cubes
textured vegetable protein (sometimes there is nothing else)
cake/brownie mix
dried mushrooms
130

dried shrimp
nuts
raisins
apricots
spices
graham cracker and chocolate cookie crumbs
Dried Foods
salmon
beef jerky
ground beef
yams
potatoes
sweet potatoes
tomatoes
tomato paste leather
bell peppers
broccoli
zucchini
corn
peas
onions
carrots
spinach (turns into flakes but still tastes like spinach)
pineapple
mango
apples
strawberries
fruit leather and other fruits for snacking
Breakfast
Mashed Potatoes with Cheese and Bacon
Bacon bits, though made of chemicals, taste good, and they are strong
enough that you do not need many to make mashed potatoes taste
yummy. Cheese is nice in the morning because it prevents you from
being hungry again two hours later. Add a couple of tablespoons of
bacon bits, a handful of cheese cubes, and 3-4 tablespoons of butter
(in winter, less in summer) to about two cups of prepared instant
mashed potatoes. Different mashed potato brands require different
amounts of water, but the great thing about all of them is that they
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reconstitute right away when you add boiling water. If you do not
know the ratio of water to potato flakes, measure out about 2 cups of
water and add potatoes until they are a nice consistency. Stir well, as
lumps of flakes do not taste very good.

Trail Mix Cereal
Adapted from The Well-Fed Backpacker. About 125g of cereal is good
for me for breakfast. My friend Tim likes a big breakfast, about 300g.
Combine: 3 parts quick oats; 1 part toasted wheat germ; 1 part oat
bran; 1 part chopped nuts; 1 part each assorted dried fruits (apples,
strawberries, apricots); 1 part seeds (sunflower, flax); 1 part shredded
coconut; ½ part brown sugar; 2 parts milk powder. I sometimes substitute hot chocolate powder for milk powder. This recipe is very
flexible (like trail mix), but the key thing is that in addition to the
complex carbohydrates there are fruits, nuts, and seeds. In camp add
boiling water until the cereal reaches a good consistency.
Soups
Packaged Soup With Stuff Added To It
Broccoli in Cheddar
Salmon in Tomato/Leek
Mushrooms in Mushroom
Sea Vegetable, Shrimp, and Mushrooms in Spicy Thai Soup
You get the idea. In winter especially it is important to drink lots of
hot liquids. With that in mind I like to plan meals with multiple courses (more work, but hey) to make sure that I get enough water.
Dinners
Stew with Dumplings: A big dinner for two.
Stew: At home combine 1 part dried potatoes and 1 part other dried
vegetables (onions, tomatoes, carrots, sweet potatoes/yams, whatever
you have) to make about 200g of dried veggies. Add a couple of
bouillon cubes and spices. Add about ½ c bulgur wheat for texture.
In camp bring 2L water to a boil. Remove the amount of water that
you need for the dumplings and add to the dumpling mixture (in a
separate container); add the vegetable mix to the boiling water and
simmer for about 3 minutes.Add the dumpling dough in dollops and
cover. Simmer another ~6 minutes to cook the dumplings.
Dumplings: I have adapted a dumpling recipe from the Joy of
Cooking, but you could also use bisquick or some other instant bis132

cuit mix. I use powdered milk and cut the butter in at home. Add
enough boiling water to make a stiff, dry dough. If the dough is too
moist then the dumplings will not be fluffy.

Sweet and Sour Quinoa Pilaf
At home combine quinoa, dried pineapple, peas, bell peppers, carrots,
and onions. Add a package of sweet and sour sauce powder and any
other spices you want. In camp add enough water to cover the
quinoa mixture, with some extra. Bring to a boil and simmer about
12 minutes, adding water as needed to prevent the mixture from
going dry.
Root Vegetables in Coconut Milk Thai Curry
This is a two pot meal, one pot for rice and the other for curry. Cook
the rice following the package directions. I find that I need at least 1c
of the uncooked rice, since it does not expand much. At home pack
curry paste, dried coconut milk, chilli peppers, palm sugar, salt, and
shredded kaffir lime leaves (optional). Package together dried
yams/sweet potatoes/potatoes, zucchini, and bell peppers. In camp
cover the vegetables with water, bring to a boil and simmer until the
vegetables are soft. There should be enough water in the pot to make
a sauce. Add the curry paste and the coconut milk powder, stir, and
serve over rice.
Toasted Cheese and Bean Burritos
This one is super easy. If you are going on a short trip and can afford
the weight, bring some fresh peppers to fry. Bring grated cheese or cut
cheese into small pieces in camp. Reconstitute dried bean flakes with
boiling water, or according to package instructions. Spread bean paste
on a tortilla, add cheese (and fried peppers if you have them), and roll
up. Toast in a non-stick pan (eg. a backcountry oven pan) or if in a
normal pan keep the burrito moving.
Pasta with Meat Tomato Sauce
Bring enough pasta for your group and cook in one pot. At home
package together dried ground beef, tomato paste leather, bulgur
wheat, dried tomatoes and onions, basil, oregano, salt, and pepper.
The mixture should be mostly beef and tomato paste. In camp cover
these ingredients with water and bring to a boil. Simmer until recon133
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stituted, adding more water if necessary to prevent burning. Serve
over pasta, with parmesan cheese if possible.
Desserts
Tapioca Pudding
This pudding has to cool, so cook it first and then make dinner.
Follow the instructions on the pudding package to determine how
much tapioca, egg powder, and milk powder you will need. I usually
use 2x the amount of tapioca that the recipe calls for. In camp, mix
with water and cook according to the package instructions. Put the
mix in a water bottle or spare bowl/pot and allow to cool until it is
time for dessert. If the pudding does not set then it probably did not
cool for long enough

Cake/Brownies
Purchase a package of brownie mix. If it calls for eggs or milk, add
the powdered eggs/milk to the mix and note how much extra water
you will need. In camp mix the mixture with water until smooth,
bake in backcountry oven about 25 minutes.
Fruit Pie
Adapted from “The Well-Fed Backpacker”. This recipe uses a backcountry oven. At home: mix 3/4c graham crumbs with 1/4c sugar, cut
in 3tbsp butter until fine and package. Mix 1c oatmeal with 1/4c flour
and 1/4c sugar, cut in 1/4c butter until fine and package. Package
about 3c dried fruit. In camp pat the graham mixture onto the bottom of the oven pan. Put the fruit in a pot and add water until it just
covers the fruit. Boil until most of the water is absorbed and the fruit
is tender. Pour the fruit over the graham crust and sprinkle with the
oatmeal topping. Bake for about 10 minutes, until it smells good. This
recipe can also be made without an oven by sprinkling the mixed topping on top of the boiling fruit mixture, covering the pot, and letting
it stand for about 7 minutes (until the topping is cooked), as described
in “The Well-Fed Backpacker”.
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The Phenomenon of the Sea to Sky Highway
Krystil Koethler

The Sea to Sky Highway definitely
gets no bling whatsoever. Ok, maybe
on a sunny drive home I’d give it
three ($$$), because then it can be
awesome; but only when there’s no
death or major injury involved. For
the rest of the time: ZERO BLING.
Having recently driven the Sea to Sky
Highway a substantial number of
times; I’ve noticed that it is indeed a
phenomenal highway. In fact it’s
almost magical. Here are a few of the
things that happen on the Sea to Sky
Highway that can only explained by a
greater force such as magic:

The Sea to Sky Highway. By Boris
Khramstov

- Other drivers will inevitably find their gas pedals as soon as you
get the opportunity to pass them. Suddenly they’ll find the desire
to go much faster than the speed limit. However, as soon as the
opportunity to pass them is gone, they will inevitably loose their
gas pedals, find their break pedals, and loose their desire to drive
anywhere near the speed limit.
- You will inevitably get stuck behind a big, slow, truck as soon as
the most recent stretch of construction starts and you’ve got no
hope to pass it for at least the next 20 minutes.
- There are magical areas where the speed limit is drastically
decreased. The magic about these areas is that they look no different than the other areas where the speed limit isn’t decreased.
I think they have these areas so that you don’t hit the cops when
they pull you over for speeding.
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stituted, adding more water if necessary to prevent burning. Serve
over pasta, with parmesan cheese if possible.
Desserts
Tapioca Pudding
This pudding has to cool, so cook it first and then make dinner.
Follow the instructions on the pudding package to determine how
much tapioca, egg powder, and milk powder you will need. I usually
use 2x the amount of tapioca that the recipe calls for. In camp, mix
with water and cook according to the package instructions. Put the
mix in a water bottle or spare bowl/pot and allow to cool until it is
time for dessert. If the pudding does not set then it probably did not
cool for long enough

Cake/Brownies
Purchase a package of brownie mix. If it calls for eggs or milk, add
the powdered eggs/milk to the mix and note how much extra water
you will need. In camp mix the mixture with water until smooth,
bake in backcountry oven about 25 minutes.
Fruit Pie
Adapted from “The Well-Fed Backpacker”. This recipe uses a backcountry oven. At home: mix 3/4c graham crumbs with 1/4c sugar, cut
in 3tbsp butter until fine and package. Mix 1c oatmeal with 1/4c flour
and 1/4c sugar, cut in 1/4c butter until fine and package. Package
about 3c dried fruit. In camp pat the graham mixture onto the bottom of the oven pan. Put the fruit in a pot and add water until it just
covers the fruit. Boil until most of the water is absorbed and the fruit
is tender. Pour the fruit over the graham crust and sprinkle with the
oatmeal topping. Bake for about 10 minutes, until it smells good. This
recipe can also be made without an oven by sprinkling the mixed topping on top of the boiling fruit mixture, covering the pot, and letting
it stand for about 7 minutes (until the topping is cooked), as described
in “The Well-Fed Backpacker”.
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The Phenomenon of the Sea to Sky Highway
Krystil Koethler

The Sea to Sky Highway definitely
gets no bling whatsoever. Ok, maybe
on a sunny drive home I’d give it
three ($$$), because then it can be
awesome; but only when there’s no
death or major injury involved. For
the rest of the time: ZERO BLING.
Having recently driven the Sea to Sky
Highway a substantial number of
times; I’ve noticed that it is indeed a
phenomenal highway. In fact it’s
almost magical. Here are a few of the
things that happen on the Sea to Sky
Highway that can only explained by a
greater force such as magic:

The Sea to Sky Highway. By Boris
Khramstov

- Other drivers will inevitably find their gas pedals as soon as you
get the opportunity to pass them. Suddenly they’ll find the desire
to go much faster than the speed limit. However, as soon as the
opportunity to pass them is gone, they will inevitably loose their
gas pedals, find their break pedals, and loose their desire to drive
anywhere near the speed limit.
- You will inevitably get stuck behind a big, slow, truck as soon as
the most recent stretch of construction starts and you’ve got no
hope to pass it for at least the next 20 minutes.
- There are magical areas where the speed limit is drastically
decreased. The magic about these areas is that they look no different than the other areas where the speed limit isn’t decreased.
I think they have these areas so that you don’t hit the cops when
they pull you over for speeding.

135

Smörgåsbord

Varsity Outdoors Club 2005-2006

Quotes of the Year
Compiled by Trish Stathers

1. “lalala LAAAA LAAAAAA LAAAAAAAA”
Bram and Martin, Glacier School
2. “Is your hard on set for Red Rocks?” Bill

12. “OK….I’m ready to take off one of my down jackets now” Tyler,
several meters up a climb while Krystil looks around at the base
of the crag for her jacket, Skaha 2005
13. Rule #1: Never bail
Rule #2: Never bail
Rule #3: Never bail.
Janez

3. “Make me some fuckin’ eggs!” Kiwi Jay

14. “Climbing in threes is so fun. One person gets to belay…one person gets to coil the rope…and the climber…ya the climber gets to
have fun too.” Tyler

4. “Chris Sharma? I’d tap that” Routinely said by multiple girls in
the club, or at least in the West side house.

15. “I didn’t get to be the best rope-coiler this side of the Rockies by
crossing my fingers” Krystil

5. “Can I get a whuut whuuuuuut!” Krystil at the Stanley Mitchell
hut, seconds before her skis slipped out beneath her and made
her do a face plant in flat ground).

16. “It’s so satisfying when you mount them yourself for the first
time” Kiwi Jay (and no, he wasn’t referring to sheep).

6. An attractive and tough young lady with good intrapersonal skills
is needed for the 5th seat in my car, going to Sphinx this weekend. Must be capable of skiing at least at the Australian level (i.e.
somewhat). Otherwise it’ll be an all-male carload and that’s bad
luck. Reply here, or contact Roland directly.
7. “And what are the negative effects?” Stefan
8. “Chiropractic school is physical…you need legs” Tyler
9. Krystil: “Smile, Nick!”
Nick: “Hard men don’t smile.”
Krystil: “Then look like a hard man.” (Nick smiles)
10. “Always dance with your game face on” Tyler
11. “Wicked, I’ll smear canned cheese over my body and you can
take pictures of me, and then, we can look at those pictures on
the projector, and then…” Jessie
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17. “Hi Guys and Gals. So I’m sooooo stoked for the ice climbing season that I can’t wait; so I’m going to start “Club Tool”. Here’s the
idea; we practice our ice-climbing skills by dry-”tool”ing (hence
“Club Tool”) up trees. I’ve already scooped out some monsters,
and I heard that you can even put ice screws in them just like ice!
Who’s with me?” Tyler Linn

Tyler: Whoever wrote
this is the biggest Tool
in the world! I’m
going to drive over to
your place right now
and give you the people’s elbow!
Tyler: I pity the fool.
Club Tool member Nick Elson in action. By
Krystil Koethler
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Appendix A: Scott’s car.
Jeff Mottershead

Scott Webster’s car is a 1993 two door Plymouth Colt, 1.5 liter
automatic, formerly with AC. It has been involved in disrupting
numerous VOC trips, and VOC trips have contributed to its continuing degradation.
Scott’s car’s first adventure with an outdoor excursion was in 2003
when we used it to transport two tandem kayaks to False creek. Scott
was leant a roof rack by this guy Richard. When we got the rack to
Scott’s car, it became apparent that the roof rack was designed to fit
only orthorhombic cars, and the only way we could attach it to the
car was to roll down the windows and clip it into the window slot.
This would force all four of us to enter the car through the windows,
but we felt up to it. Unfortunately Richard showed up and told us that
this was impossible, and that he could attach the rack to the top of
the car properly. He ultimately failed to do this, but was still determined to demonstrate that it was impossible to enter the car through
the windows, and did so by kicking the crap out of the turn signal.
When Scott drove home, he discovered that he was perpetually turning left, and had to remove the fuse and resort to hand signals. As a
result, we ended up showing up at MEC to rent two tandem kayaks,
with all of us exiting and entering via the windows, and using hand
signals for the turning. The guy at MEC thought it was pretty “Jenga”
or “Ghangis” (either way not good), but let us go against his better
judgment.
Shortly after that, Scott was returning from the mountains and the
radiator exploded. Next up, Scott’s roommate drove the car without
insurance, and it was towed to an impound lot, where Scott could
have left it, but decided to retrieve it against his better judgment. The
next time Scott’s roommate drove the car, the rear main seal popped
out, ejecting all the oil everywhere, allowing the crank-shaft to self
destruct. We got the car working again, after a year of sporadic fixing. During this year, the trunk filled up with water and earwigs
becoming totally disgusting, and a hole developed in the gas tank.
The gas tank was also replaced, and the old gas tank was thrown in a
dumpster. Scott worried about that for a long, long time. The air conditioner was broken while I was lifting the engine, but aside from the
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air conditioner, general filthiness and wetness, things were looking
up.
The next thing to develop a giant hole was the power steering fluid
reservoir, which was brazed over and covered in sticky Apexior. The
tires sidewalls blew out, and the batteries died next, and the alternator fell off, destroying the alternator belt. The new belt has squeaked
like crazy ever since.
The trunk-filling-with-water problem has been solved by drilling
holes in it, moving the next-largest water problem to being the bucket seats in the back being buckets for water. One consequence of the
trunk-ocean problem was that the board with trunk-carpet glued to it
that used to cover the spare tire became totally rotten and grew more
fungus than wood. We eventually chucked it and replaced it with a
torch-cut steel cool green outdoor carpet. Aside from the repairs, the
other thing of note with the car is the propensity for attracting
Vancouver zombie drivers. If you live in Vancouver, you’ve probably
have seen zombies driving around quite a few times before. You see
zombies drive slowly, shakily, and totally obliviously through intersections where they don’t have right of way, turning in any random

Scott’s Car by Jeff Mottershead

139

Smörgåsbord

Varsity Outdoors Club 2005-2006

Appendix A: Scott’s car.
Jeff Mottershead

Scott Webster’s car is a 1993 two door Plymouth Colt, 1.5 liter
automatic, formerly with AC. It has been involved in disrupting
numerous VOC trips, and VOC trips have contributed to its continuing degradation.
Scott’s car’s first adventure with an outdoor excursion was in 2003
when we used it to transport two tandem kayaks to False creek. Scott
was leant a roof rack by this guy Richard. When we got the rack to
Scott’s car, it became apparent that the roof rack was designed to fit
only orthorhombic cars, and the only way we could attach it to the
car was to roll down the windows and clip it into the window slot.
This would force all four of us to enter the car through the windows,
but we felt up to it. Unfortunately Richard showed up and told us that
this was impossible, and that he could attach the rack to the top of
the car properly. He ultimately failed to do this, but was still determined to demonstrate that it was impossible to enter the car through
the windows, and did so by kicking the crap out of the turn signal.
When Scott drove home, he discovered that he was perpetually turning left, and had to remove the fuse and resort to hand signals. As a
result, we ended up showing up at MEC to rent two tandem kayaks,
with all of us exiting and entering via the windows, and using hand
signals for the turning. The guy at MEC thought it was pretty “Jenga”
or “Ghangis” (either way not good), but let us go against his better
judgment.
Shortly after that, Scott was returning from the mountains and the
radiator exploded. Next up, Scott’s roommate drove the car without
insurance, and it was towed to an impound lot, where Scott could
have left it, but decided to retrieve it against his better judgment. The
next time Scott’s roommate drove the car, the rear main seal popped
out, ejecting all the oil everywhere, allowing the crank-shaft to self
destruct. We got the car working again, after a year of sporadic fixing. During this year, the trunk filled up with water and earwigs
becoming totally disgusting, and a hole developed in the gas tank.
The gas tank was also replaced, and the old gas tank was thrown in a
dumpster. Scott worried about that for a long, long time. The air conditioner was broken while I was lifting the engine, but aside from the
138

air conditioner, general filthiness and wetness, things were looking
up.
The next thing to develop a giant hole was the power steering fluid
reservoir, which was brazed over and covered in sticky Apexior. The
tires sidewalls blew out, and the batteries died next, and the alternator fell off, destroying the alternator belt. The new belt has squeaked
like crazy ever since.
The trunk-filling-with-water problem has been solved by drilling
holes in it, moving the next-largest water problem to being the bucket seats in the back being buckets for water. One consequence of the
trunk-ocean problem was that the board with trunk-carpet glued to it
that used to cover the spare tire became totally rotten and grew more
fungus than wood. We eventually chucked it and replaced it with a
torch-cut steel cool green outdoor carpet. Aside from the repairs, the
other thing of note with the car is the propensity for attracting
Vancouver zombie drivers. If you live in Vancouver, you’ve probably
have seen zombies driving around quite a few times before. You see
zombies drive slowly, shakily, and totally obliviously through intersections where they don’t have right of way, turning in any random

Scott’s Car by Jeff Mottershead

139

Smörgåsbord

direction regardless of whether they see oncoming cars, and driving
half-way between lanes. If you imagine the classic zombie arm position and movements, and put them on a steering wheel, you’ve got
the picture.
It seems that the zombies have started to specifically target Scott’s
car. Scott drives like an old granny, and that probably tells the zombies that they’re getting to him. After a number of progressively more
narrow escapes with both Scott and I driving, a zombie-car attacked
when Scott was returning people from the VOC introduction to backcountry skiing. Some zombie in a civic drove randomly out onto 4th
from Cypress, and was struck by the SUV in front of Scott, before ricocheting into Scott’s car, and finally crushing some dude on a recumbent bike into a post. He got his leg all messed up, but he probably
got a boatload of money too. The insurance company wanted to write
off Scott’s car and give him $1300, but they have this cool option
where they give you most of the payout ($1100) and your car if you
want to fix it yourself, which we did with $200 of parts ($900 profit, for once) in 2 hours. This has allowed Scott’s car to drive again,
until the next time it spontaneously combusts or gets attacked by
zombies.
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Escape from Read Island
Jeff Mottershead

Mount Katadhin, Maine. By Jay Piggott.
Previous Page: The Garibaldi Neve Traverse. By Kim Hunnam

After a successful kayak trip in the Discovery Islands last summer
that went altogether too well to make a decent journal article and
where the only real problem was that the myriad of oysters that we
had to climb were not in season, we decided we should return when
the oysters were in season. This seemed like a fantastical idea at the
time. By the time the oysters got good again, it was more or less
Thanksgiving. While only one member of the original trip was available for this trip aside from myself, we went ahead with it on October
7th buoyed with three new crew members. Despite a nasty forecast,
there was always a ray of sunshine a few miles north as we drove up
Vancouver Island.
We arrived Friday night in Heriot Bay and stayed at their campground, intending to get an early start on Saturday. That night, after
the tents were set up, we went out to Rebecca Spit to dig some clams
and score some oysters. This part of the trip went shockingly well, in
that the police officers who came to talk to us didn’t even try to make
life difficult, and we successfully obtained our limit of varnish clams,
and a fairly large number of oysters. It wasn’t at all windy, and the
bioluminescent plankton was pretty cool. Things were definitely
looking up.
On Saturday morning, we rented two Lightspeed kayaks from
Heriot Bay Marina, a single for Kay, and a tandem for Scott and
Anne. Iva and I borrowed a double from friends Ruth and Chris,
which involved attaching the kayak to the top of Scott’s car, which at
that time had no roof rack. Even without the kayak, Scott’s car had a
significant amount of difficulty navigating my friend’s driveway. The
kayak did not in fact fall off on the road from Ruth and Chris’s,
which was a small miracle.
We got on the water by about 10:00 am, and everything seemed
great. There was some light rain, it was a bit windy, and the kayak
dude at Heriot Bay told us that we’d never make it, pointing out the
breakers he could see on the Breton Islands. But all in all, things
looked pretty good. We moved quickly to the Breton Islands, and
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spent some time looking at the fifty or so seals hanging out on the seal
rocks. We arrived on the lee (north) side of the largest of the Bretons,
and had lunch.
After we had lunch (which involved a lot of oysters) we set out to
go around Read Island and find hordes more oysters. Over lunch, the
wind picked up significantly, and as we left the shelter of the Bretons,
we began to feel ourselves buffeted. Winds were about 35 km/h, and
waves were about four feet high. Conditions remained non-ideal as
we went around the south of Read Island, and as we got to the West
side, Iva became sea-sick. We had nothing but cliffs with waves continuously buffeting them, so I took off from Scott, Anne and Kay to
try to find some sheltered place to get Iva out of the water.
Unfortunately, the first available place that wasn’t occupied by a
commercial fishing operation was in fact the second last inlet of
Burdwood Bay. I was unable to get Iva there quickly enough to stop
her from getting a second taste of her oysters, but I was sufficiently
quick to leave Kay, Scott and Anne back in the boonies.
I dropped off Iva, and gave her the tent. I was worried that Scott
et al. would not be able to find Iva, with light failing, and Iva at the
back of a small inlet, shielded by a large number of small islands, and
went out in a tandem kayak by myself to intercept the rest of our
party. Scott succeeded in leading his faction directly to Iva while staying inside of all the little islands. I on the other hand, went outside of
the little islands, to get a better view the entire bay. This allowed Scott
et al. to get to Iva without me being able to see it. The longer I went
without seeing Scott, Anne and Kay, who are all not that resistant to
cold, the more worried I became, and the more determined I was to
find them. As it got dark, I got to where I last saw the others, and realized that if they had not got past me without me seeing them, then
they had either got themselves off the water and set up camp, or were
at the bottom of the ocean. Either way, it was clear that it was time
to get back to Iva.
Fortunately, the wind was on my side on the way back, which
helped me get back before it became pitch black. As I pulled in to the
bay, I could hear Scott, Kay, Iva and Anne all yelling to tell me where
they were, which I was pretty stoked about. I was told that I had
selected the worst place in the world to stop the kayaking, because it
smelled bad, the water “appeared to be 90% poo”, my tent had selfdestructed and Scott had pitched his on the remains of an exploded
bird. This attitude forced me back out onto the water to drop a crab
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trap, so that the bay would at least result in something tasty, instead
of just pure suffering. After I got back, I fixed the tent, and went to
bed.
In the morning, I got up and took a look around. To start the day
off, I went for a swim, which woke me up, and things seemed a fair
bit better after I got out of the water. The swim also revealed that the
poo water was in fact just this brackish stuff coming from a stream,
and if you were at the right side of the inlet, things were clear and
nice, and if you got just a bit below the surface, the water was also
clear. This made me a lot more hopeful that I would be able to get
shellfish other than crabs from the bay. After I got back to shore, I
dried off, and got in the boat to get the crab trap, and somehow the
line unclipped itself, and forever condemned my trap to the briny
deep. Yargh!
Fortunately, the bay redeemed itself via oysters. There were more
oysters than rocks in the inter-tidal zone, and they were huge and
delicious. Most were growing on top of each other, so that if you
picked up one, you got two or three. Each of these bad boys was a
good pound and a half. A bacon breakfast was already under construction, and the oysters were fried up in the bacon drippings. While
this was possibly the least healthy food in the world, it was definitely
the tastiest. Kay declared that taste of those oysters justified the entire
trip, and I would have to agree.
After we were stuffed and satisfied, we left the little bay, and
attempted to proceed back to the Bretons. The wind had turned over
night, though, and was now determined to make things as difficult as
possible for us to make progress, and was maybe up to 45 km/h by
then. Iva began to get sea sick again, and Scott’s bladder reached maximum capacity rapidly. There was nowhere to stop before the Breton
Islands, as the rocks were steep and getting pounded by progressively larger waves. As we rounded the Southern extent of Read Island,
the wind and waves redoubled their effort. The waves began to get to
about eight feet, and consistently crash over the boats, and eventually over our heads. The first time this happened to Iva, she learned that
she did not have her collar tight enough, and the water moved
through the neck of her jacket, over her entire body, and into her neoprene booties. She was now officially soaked. I began to leave the
group again, to get her to the Bretons, although this time I made sure
that everyone else knew exactly where they were going. I arrived first,
and deposited the shivering Iva to the shore, and waited for the rest
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trap, so that the bay would at least result in something tasty, instead
of just pure suffering. After I got back, I fixed the tent, and went to
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of the party. Scott and Anne had abandoned Kay right after I left, as
Scott’s bladder was about to explode, leaving Kay alone. She did in
fact make it, and wasn’t even pissed off, despite being abandoned in
eight foot waves in the middle of the ocean. After it became clear that
Kay was in fact going to make it, my attention turned to the fact that
Scott was peeing forever. He just kept going and going. It baffles the
mind that Scott was able to urinate twice his body weight.
On the Bretons, I started a fire because Anne claimed that it would
be impossible for me to start a fire. Given past experiences, I think
Anne tells me that fires are impossible when she really wants a fire,
because she knows that I will not be able to admit that I can’t generate a fire, and thus will have to keep trying until I get it. This allowed
Iva to dry off and cook all the clams, and couscous, which we were
all pretty stoked about. Kay slipped off a log and busted her ass. I
guess she felt that it wasn’t fair that nothing bad had happened to her
yet.
After our night at the Bretons, we left in the morning for Heriot
Bay. While the winds and waves were pretty nasty, the trip back to
Heriot Bay was fairly anti-climactic. After we had some very needed
showers and food, we attempted to drive the borrowed kayak to Ruth
and Chris’s. Scott’s car finally did something, albeit behind schedule,
and ejected the kayak from its roof. We managed to stop gradually
enough to not destroy the boat, and returned it without a real disaster.

Epilogue: We were able to bring a lot of oysters home from the trip,
and left a lot of oyster residue in Scott’s car. While they were quite
tasty, I managed to let the oysters strike back, and stab an oyster knife
into the thumb-closing muscle. When I was washing my hands, and
trying to squeeze all the oyster juice out of it, some white membrane
began to extrude itself. I thought this was probably oyster, and got a
good grip on it, and gave it a yank. I then discovered that it was in
fact part of me, and I felt pretty bad. The oysters were very tasty,
though.
Participants: Jeff Mottershead, Iva Cheung, Anne Webster, Scott
Webster, Kay Ngyuen, Scott’s car.
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Bigger is Better: Winter Longhike 2006
Andrew Pare

I’ve always believed in the saying, ‘the more the merrier’, so when
this year’s Winter Longhike came around, as a scientist in training I
saw it as an opportunity to obtain data to support this hypothesis. I
was able to borrow a large van from family and set off for the pre-trip
meeting, hoping to get some passengers to keep me company on the
drive up. I walked out of the meeting with 7 passengers, two sets of
skis, and numerous shovels signed up. I was pretty sure there’d be
room in the van for some oxygen as well.
Unbeknownst to me,
“BIG” would soon become
a theme for our team of
snow
cave
builders.
Saturday morning arrived
and we all piled into the
van
with
snowshoes
stacked to the roof.
Keeping with the international tradition of the
VOC we had a group of
two Aussies (Kim and Kim Hunnam playing in snow. Is this what
Roland calls “Australian skiing”? By Tim Blair
Greta) two Canadians
(Evan and myself) a Chilean (Simon) a German (Max) and a Dutch
(Julie). We were greeted by Sandra and Scott on the way up to the
lower parking lot with Greg running shuttle up and down for people
and packs. After parking and heading up to the upper parking lot we
had the opportunity to help push a few vehicles out of the muck. I
even had the extremely uncomfortable fortune to push a truck uphill
as it approached sliding sideways into another parked truck with
myself in between. After being thanked by the grateful drivers we finished our walk up to the upper parking lot and once our group of 28
assembled we headed up to the huts.
As we began trekking up, we soon shed numerous layers, finding
coats and toques to be unnecessary even as it snowed. After a couple
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of hours of “shoeing”, a few breaks, and a few pictures later, we
reached the huts, and had a snack which was shared with some birds
at their insistence.
A short scouting walk away from the huts led us to our site for the
snow caves and we began digging. And by ‘we’ I mean everyone but
me, the one supposed to be giving advice on the construction. During
the pre-trip meeting our group found we had access only to my own
small stove and Max’s European made one, which needed special, yet
to be found, fuel. I offered to bring up a Coleman stove as a contingency plan since our big group would need a big fire. Now, Coleman
stoves are great; they burn well, they’ve got two burners, and they’re
pretty stylish too, but, they are heavy. So when I finally reached the
camp I was completely exhausted and needed frequent breaks to keep
walking. After a few sandwiches and carrots my strength returned and
I was anxious to get digging.
We split up and began
building two snow caves
and soon enough the snow
was flying through the air.
When the first cavity was
created we set up an
assembly line with the
inside diggers shoveling
snow towards the door
and blocking themselves in
as those outside hurried to
Digging a snow cave, our cozy home to be for
clear it away again. The
the night. By Kim Hunnam
walls and ceilings of our
caves rose and smoothed out and began to let light through the top
as we progressed. We finished our 3 and 4 man caves at about 5pm
and feeling quite proud of our craftsmanship headed up to the
‘kitchen.’
The kitchen was a series of trenches, shelves, and benches built
into the snow so we could cook, eat, and socialize in comfort. With
every group finishing their snow caves, all 28 of us settled in to share
some stories over dinner. We ate a great meal of chili, pasta, soup,
with brownies and cookies for desert. It was a real treat, especially for
our Chilean— Simon, who asked at the pre-trip meeting, “what’s
chili?” I can’t wait to meet a person from Turkey now, I wonder if
they know?
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As the night wore on we kept close as we talked in the kitchen. At
bedtime we kept even closer, deciding our snow cave would be even
warmer if all 7 of us squeezed into the 4 man cave. We had a good
laugh when we realized we were all crammed together while our
packs were comfortably residing in our second empty snow cave. The
party started soon after, as the cave became Simon’s Chilean disco,
with headlamp strobe lights, and a German stripper (gotta remember
to install a ski pole next time).
With morning came a series of visitors; all impressed to see our
snow cave. None of us was willing to be the first to leave the warmth
of our sleeping bags but eventually we settled on a way to decide. July
gave us a round of Eeny Meeny Miny Moe in Dutch and our volunteer was chosen. I still think she paused pretty long on herself before
continuing on, probably just making up verses (but maybe I’m just a
bitter loser ;).
With the light of new morning the Coleman was shining brightly
and promptly boiling water for oatmeal and hot chocolate. After
breakfast Sandra and Scott ran a quick introduction to Avalanche beacons course. Bags were buried and successfully located by the many
new rescue workers. We had an enjoyable hike down to the van in
clear weather and after clearing the snow off and a few pushes to get
it pointed in the right, direction we were on our way. With one final
stop before campus and our respective homes we pulled into the
MEC parking lot with armfuls of rented snowshoes. Heading to the
rental desk, myself still in gaitors, we ran into our very own
Quartermaster Jessie Hannigan and enjoyed a welcome break on the
comfy black couches. Making a loop from Fairview, to Totem, and
Gage the van soon emptied and our trip came to an end. Overall it
was a very successful trip, especially for those of us who had previously said ‘I didn’t even know people could go camping in the snow.’
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Around Moresby
Tim Blair

There are various reasons for documenting a trip like this.
Sometime when I’m old I will faintly remember my Twenties. I’ll
remember the great summers I spent around Moresby Island and this
trip that capped it all off. Like most of the trips in this book, there
were reasons we went. Richard Gage had spent a couple of summers
(during the impressionable years after high school) fishing off the
west side of Moresby. I once lived a summer north of Moresby and
spent much of the following 3 summers (same impressionable years)
around the east side. We would both look at the charts and notice the
secluded inlets and landforms of the west coast still untouched by
human interests. Eventually each of us decided separately that this
area needed exploring.
During a typical trip planning exercise a single person usually
pushes for the planned destination and proceeds to convince others
to go with them. Sometimes the choices for ‘others’ are quite limited
as the trip in question may require special skills (climbing around
Vancouver), an abundance of time (cycling across Russia), some disposable income (visiting Bhutan) or all three. This trip was unique, as
I needed to find someone with similar experience to myself, someone
who also wanted to explore the west side of Moresby. This may
sound easy but it underlines the point of this story.
I needed to find someone who was comfortable with the sea,
someone who had been sick in it, who had lost sight of land in it and
who understood the need to respect it. Yet seasoned sailors would
never attempt a trip like this, as the more time you spend at sea, the
more you fear it. For most of the west side we would be faced with a
dangerous lee shore if the wind ever turned against us and for seasoned sailors a lee shore is avoided like the Perfect Storm. For a few
years I kept this trip in the back of my mind until one day when I was
talking with Rich at school. We had both returned to school after taking a few years off. Through the discussion of summer plans I brought
up the Moresby idea as a partial joke and he lit up. He figured he
would never find someone else who would want to do it. We didn’t
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attempt it that summer, as the trip required planning, but Rich was an
opportunity I didn’t want to let disappear. I didn’t know where he
would be the following year. The moral of the story is: when you find
someone who also wants to do some quirky trip, make it happen. For
me, life will be full of trips and I won’t have time to do this one later
as my ‘later’ is full of other trips.
So at last we get to the details. I have broken down the logistical
information below, as I’m sure there are many people who want to
visit the Queen Charlotte Islands. The route consisted of paddling
away from the ferry terminal with 18 days worth of food. We had just

Kootney Inlet, Queen Charlotte Islands. By Tim Blair

spent 3 days travelling to get there (including 24.5 hours of ferries
and a 24 hour layover in Rupert). This made for just over 3 weeks and
took me into the first week of my final semester. From the ferry we
headed for the west side via Skidegate Channel (pronounced Ske-degat). It was raining, at times heavy. Now that I think of it, it rained
almost every day, but when people ask how was the weather I always
say it was good. The wind was relatively calm, for this area, and we
didn’t really care about the rain.
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We hauled up at a local cabin in Chaatl Narrows that the owners
keep open. We lit a fire and dried out our stuff then replenished the
kindling box for the next visitors. The following day we worked our
way westward away from the protection of the channels. A strong
northwesterly (wind blowing from the northwest) was wrapping
around Chaatl Island and made the paddling tough. We visited the
old village of Chaatl and photographed the poles that are still standing, then faced the westerly again. As we slowly made our way out
beyond Buck Pt. the wind shifted to the northwest. Once we were a
couple miles offshore we turned our noses to the SE and let the wind
and waves carry us to Kaisun, another old village. There are a lot of
rocky headlands on the west side of Moresby. Actually, most of the
west side is cliffs which descend into the ocean with surrounding
shoals. It’s impossible to land a boat so we tried to keep a mile offshore. That way, if a westerly ever blew up we would have some
breathing room before it pushed us against the rocks.All the places
visited on this trip are beautiful including Kaisun. There were deer
grazing in the estuary of a salmon creek, rock cod between the islets,
tiny pocket sand beaches and forests to explore, not to mention the
old village. This area is
considered the moss capital of the world, and for
good reason. Every night it
was “Rich, we’re sleeping
on moss again tonight”. A
thick carpet of moss covered everything.
From Kaisun we headed
SE along the coast stopping at Bottle Inlet,
Kootenay Inlet, Tasu
Head, Blue Heron Bay,
Barry Inlet, Puffin Cove,
Wells Cove, Anvil Cove,
Flamingo Inlet, Gordon
Islands and finally the
world
heritage
site
Skang’wai (pronounced
Tim paddling in Kootney Inlet. By Richard Gage
Skung-Gwaii), where there
are still a number of poles
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standing. We were holed up in Kootney Inlet for three nights during
a storm and the inlet was marvelous to explore while we waited for
the waves to subside. We tried to fish most nights and were often successful. We brought along spices for such an occurrence and usually
lit a beach fire over which to cook the fish. A special note should be
made about Puffin Cove. I have seen many places in and around
Moresby and this cove is the most amazing. There is a true lagoon
(i.e. it dries at low tide) with a soft sandy bottom. A large creek drains
an adjacent lake through the lagoon and out through a narrow passage to the cove proper. At low tide I spent ages walking barefoot in
the sand exploring all the corners and resolved that I must come here
again.
Along the entire west side of Graham and Moresby Islands there
stands only one building that faces the ocean. In the 1960’s Betty and
Neal Carey had just raised two boys in Anacortes WA. Betty had previously paddled a small dugout canoe from Anacortes to Juneau AK
(and paddled it back again when she became a grandmother). Neal
was about to retire from 20 years in the Navy so they leased the land
in Puffin Cove and built a little cabin. They lived much of the following 30 years in that cabin. They are strong spirited people who are
now in their 90s living in Sandspit. If you ever go to Sandspit, they
would love to see you and hear your story. Just ask anyone on the
street where they live ,as everyone there knows that the Careys enjoy
visitors. You will be rewarded with tales of Moresby Island along with
cookies and tea ;-). The cabin is still in Puffin Cove and we once again
had a chance to dry out our stuff.
From Gordon Islands we snuck through Houston Stewart
Channel, north around the headlands on the southeast corner of
Moresby, up through Burnaby Narrows, across Juan Perez Sound to
Ramsey Island, then up the west and around the north sides of Lyell
Island to the village of Tanu. We visited the old mining town of
Jedway, the hot spring at (you guessed it) Hot Springs Island, Echo
Harbor, Hoya Passage, and spent hours identifying old house and
pole remains at Tanu. As you can imagine, the hot springs were a
treat. Being a group of two we were able lounge in the springs for as
long as we wished. There were no tour guides wanting to keep a
schedule. At Hot Springs, Tanu and Skang’wai there are Haida
Watchmen. These Haida are paid by Parks Canada and are always
wonderful to chat with. They never tire of telling you their story and
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was “Rich, we’re sleeping
on moss again tonight”. A
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From Kaisun we headed
SE along the coast stopping at Bottle Inlet,
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Head, Blue Heron Bay,
Barry Inlet, Puffin Cove,
Wells Cove, Anvil Cove,
Flamingo Inlet, Gordon
Islands and finally the
world
heritage
site
Skang’wai (pronounced
Tim paddling in Kootney Inlet. By Richard Gage
Skung-Gwaii), where there
are still a number of poles
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standing. We were holed up in Kootney Inlet for three nights during
a storm and the inlet was marvelous to explore while we waited for
the waves to subside. We tried to fish most nights and were often successful. We brought along spices for such an occurrence and usually
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wonderful to chat with. They never tire of telling you their story and
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their own Haida lineage. Again, if you stick around long enough the
cake and tea come out.
The places we visited on the east side are only a few of the beautiful spots. From my previous time up there I also highly recommend
De la Bech Inlet, Burnaby Narrows at low tide, Louscoone Inlet, all
four of the bays on the SE corner of Kunghit Island, and a night at the
Rose Harbor Guest House. We also had to pass by several inlets on
the west side that were recommended to us. As a natural history buff
I must mention that amazing amount of flowers, plants, sealife and
birds that are part of these islands. As usual the best time for viewing
much of this is during the spring (usually May), so bring your field
guides. From Tanu we were picked up by a local Zodiac outfit and got
a ride (with our kayaks) back to Sandspit. Rich promptly hit the pub
and I visited some old friends. We stopped in on Neal and Betty to
tell them all about our trip and camped on a nearby island. The ferry
left the following afternoon giving us time for a feed, laundry and a
visit to the Haida museum (also recommended).

Logistics: The hardest part is getting a kayak. There is no point in
going to Moresby Island without knowing ahead of time how you
plan to get on the water. Gwaii Hannas Park is only accessible from
the water. You could join a guided group (either kayaking or sailing),
bring your own boats or rent kayaks. We strapped our two boats onto
my truck in Vancouver, drove to Port Hardy, parked the car and
rolled the kayaks on and off the ferries using kayak wheels. Since we
started and ended our trip at the Skidegate ferry dock we did not
need a car and the two ferries from Skidegate to Port Hardy share the
same dock in Rupert. As mentioned, there is a Zodiac outfit that
transports kayakers in and out of the park. They also run their own
Zodiac tours in the park and rent kayaks. After living and working up
there, they are the only local company I would deal with. They are
organized, punctual and cheap; considering that they will pick you up
and drop you off at the Sandspit ferry terminal or airport. Visit
www.moresbyexplorers.com
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‘Rippin’ it up’ on RED
by Kasia Celler

While most of my friends are busy attending lectures, submitting
assignments, and writing midterms back at UBC, at the moment I’m
living out life here in Trail, BC. I’m here on my final chem. eng. coop
work term, working for Teck Cominco at their zinc and lead smelter.
Those who have been to Trail will surely recall the huge confusion
of furnaces, smokestacks, bright lights and heavy machinery that is
Teck Cominco. Up on a bluff, the smelter presides over the small city
and gives it a distinctly industrial feel. Yup, and there in the midst of
it all is where I work.
Yet, nestled in the beautiful Kootenays and on the
magnificent
Columbia
river, Trail is not only a
place of smelting and pollution – it is also the starting-off point for endless
adventures in the Selkirk
and Purcell mountain
ranges – and some kick-ass
skiing on Red Mountain in
Flying High. By Tim Blair
the winter months.
Now if there’s one
thing I have to explain, it’s that though I’ve been a VOC member for
a few years now, I’ve yet to experience backcountry skiing. Born and
raised on downhill skis, however, I do love the more tame sport of
paying for a lift-ticket and riding up a chairlift. And, of course, following that up by rushing madly down powder-covered slopes, practicing freestyle on the moguls, or riding through the trees. Yup, I love
it. So as it happens, over the past two months I’ve been ‘rippin’ it up’
on Red.
Red Mountain is, in my opinion, the best ski hill in the world. And
though I don’t want to advertise the hill, I do want to detail the last
two months of supreme skiing I’ve had. A short 15 minute car trip up
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from Trail, the resort actually consists of a smaller mountain off to the
side – Red Mountain itself – lying next to the larger Granite
Mountain, both of which are serviced by slow-going old-style chairlifts. There’s a certain charm to it all, really. Add to that the charm of
minimal development, no crowds or lift-lines, a bunch of really
friendly people, and some really, really good runs – and you’ve got it
made!
Where Nancy Greene used to ski in the past, now the mountain is
home to a league of hard-core locals who thrive off of the challenging terrain and off-piste skiing offered. Some, but very few, of the
runs are groomed overnight; most of what is out there is classified at
least as single black-diamond if not double. And the folks love it.
When you ride up the chairlift, you are hard-pressed to find anyone who is having a hard time of it out on the hill. What you will see
is some good form and fancy turns, but mostly joy – the pure joy that
is evoked when you do what you love. Whether it’s a pre-schooler, a
senior, or anyone in between, you can tell that the people out there
live to ski. It’s a passion.
And so I’m making the most of my time out here, taking in the skiing, the small-town atmosphere – and trying to learn something onthe-job as well. But I realize that before I know it, it’ll be over and the
time will come to return to UBC, Vancouver, and reality. Which, however, is just the starting-off point to other adventures and other realities… I just hope they involve skiing.
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Organizing Winter Longhike
Sandra Nicol

Varsity Outdoor Club members are better at following instructions
than third year biology students, and less whiny. So this trip was automatically fun. Everyone successfully built a snow shelter, all the shelters lasted the night, no one got too cold or went hungry, and everyone got back down the road whole and undamaged. As a compulsive
organizer and control freak the thing that was most important to me
was simply that the same number of people came down the mountain
as went up. But the trip went well because of more than its high survival rate; most people seemed to have a good time (lots said so,
which I appreciated), so I think Winter Longhike was successful.
Thanks go to several people who made it so: Craig for shuttling
people up the road and for doing the sweep; Craig and Tim for building a very swank backcountry kitchen; Tim for
checking all the caves and
standing gear up in the
snow before bed; Roland
for bringing extra foamies
and Charles for bringing
extra garbage bags; Danny
for photocopying and
helping keep track of
beginners; Scott for organizing an avalanche beacon practice on Sunday morning, helping carry
packs, and generally keeping me sane; everyone who loaned their
gear to beginners; and special thanks to Val, Jason, Andrew, Craig,
and Scott for driving, because the trip just would not have happened
without them.
Ensuring that 23 people with little winter experience get rides and
spend a warm, comfortable night in the snow involves a lot of planning and monitoring, but if even two of the people who came on this
trip are leading their own winter camping trips next year or the year
after then I will consider the effort worthwhile.
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Mt. Vancouver Survey Expedition 2005
St. Elias Range Traverse, Fast and Heavy
Peter Hudson

The Mt. Vancouver survey expedition was conceived in the spirit
of adventure, discovery, and good mountaineering ethics. We initially set forth to do a GPS survey of the heights of the three summits of
Mt. Vancouver. A significant discrepancy exists between the height
marked on Canadian and US maps. If the US survey proved to be correct it could alter the hierarchy of Canada’s highest peaks, Atlantic
peak (16,007 ft), currently Canada’s sixth highest, may be usurped by
Mt. Vancouver’s north summit (16,084 ft, extrapolated). The expedition sought to travel self-propelled from Kluane Lake in the Yukon to
Yakutat, Alaska crossing the entire St. Elias Mountain Range, while
enroute climbing the North Buttress of Mt. Vancouver.
The expedition was off to a rough start, when even before we left
the lower mainland one of the members, Martin Berka (himself a
replacement of Dave Campbell) had to resign his spot due to a family health emergency. With scarcely a week before we were due to
begin skiing up the Slims finding a suitable replacement was impossible. It was resolved to make suitable gear re-arrangements to accommodate a three-person team.
The expedition itself began well. We set off up the Slims river valley around midday on April 17th. Despite recent heavy snowfall in
Whitehorse the Slims valley had remarkably little snowpack. We
made our best progress by skiing on the ice-covered river itself. In the
early afternoon windstorms picked up and by early evening the heavy
wind and lack of snow cover up valley had created a sand storm.
That evening we took refuge on a mud bar on the western shore
of the river and made our first bivouac. The following morning the
wind had not let up, and we awoke to find a thin layer of dust coating everything inside the tent. We also discovered our ice axes, which
we had used as surrogate tent stakes, had frozen solid into the mud.
If we had known how well they were planted we would have slept
more soundly. We spent April 18th double and single carrying loads
up valley. The sand storm of the previous day covered the wet ice sur160

face with a thick layer of mud making it near impossible to drag a
sled. As the day wore on we were able to ski on the cracking ice of
the upper Slims river braids. But more often found ourselves knee or
thigh deep in icy water as the precarious ice gave way. By evening we
reached the first of the terminal moraines near the toe of the
Kaskawulsh Glacier. The wind that had howled for the previous two
days abated slightly and we were able to build a comfortable camp in
the shelter of the terminal gravel mounds.
We rose early on the morning of the 19th to take advantage of
overnight cold temperatures. Our route took us across the many small
lakes that were held in place by the maze of terminal moraines.
Despite our precautions these lakes were often not very solidly frozen
and our weight sent bubbles and cracks shooting away from our skis.
Nonetheless we traversed without incident to the bottom ice of the
glacier proper and navigated with surprising ease the bottom icefall.
We had only to climb through one crevasse to gain the snow covered
lower Kaskawulsh Glacier. The weather was warm, and we were glad
to have made an early start to cross the lower lakes. From our higher
vantage on the Kaskawulsh Glacier we noted it would have been
extremely hard to follow our route directly through the moraines via
the frozen lakes later in the season. An alternate route across the
mouth of Canada Cr would have required back tracking, but maybe
a better route when the lakes are not frozen. That night we made out
camp about 5km SSW of Observation Mt.
The next several days
involved skiing up the
Kaskawulsh Glacier in
what must be described as
unseasonably warm weather. Although we would
occasionally get afternoon
winds, the sky was continuously azure and we
would ski in as little clothing as we could and still
protect ourselves from the We skiied in as little clothing as possible.
sun. We also found the
lower Kaskawulsh to be a misconceiving glacier. Although on the map
it is occasionally 7 km wide, we found it had a very small glacier feel
since the longitudinal moraines made for the feeling that one was
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really skiing on a glacier only several hundred metres wide. Each of
these bathtub type sections itself had a different character: some
crevassed, some wind-packed, and some slushy.
On the night of the 20th we made camp just to the north of where
the Stairway Glacier flows into the Kaskawulsh. That evening we
spotted lenticular clouds hanging over peaks to the north, and sure
enough overnight the weather turned and we received our first precipitation. About 5cm of snow covered our tents the morning of the
21st. On the morning of the 21st Stefan had gone out ahead, setting
a cracking pace. It had been a frustrating ski for everyone that day as
our skins were caking the freshly fallen snow quite badly and a headwind was blowing with renewed vigour. At one point that afternoon
I stopped to adjust and re-wax my caked up skins when Roberta who
was skiing just ahead of me disappeared into a crevasse. We were not
in obvious crevasse territory and were not travelling roped up. The
new snow and high wind had built a new snow bridge over an erratic crack in the middle of a flat 6 km wide glacier. Roberta fell in and
just wedged herself at the shoulders - legs dangling in free air. Stefan
was far beyond earshot. I was able to pull Roberta out of the crevasse
without much trouble, but the incident left her quite shaken.
The night of the 21st
we camped on the moraine
made famous by the
Yukon’s millennium quarter - the central longitudinal moraine. The wind
blew throughout the night,
howling at times. The next
morning the wind had not
abated, and we resolved to
have a rest day since we
Roberta after the crevasse fall. By Pete Hudson
had already built a wind
wall and little forward
progress could be expected with the fierce wind. Despite the clear
skies, outside the tent any exposed flesh would be lashed by spindrift.
The morning of the 23rd dawned clear and with less wind. We broke
camp early and skied a long day along the south fork of the
Kaskawulsh to a camp just south of peak 2911. The wind let up
around midday and by afternoon we it was very hot. We found that
a successful way of melting snow for water during the day is to attach
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a 1-litre bottle full of watery slush to one’s sled during the warm
afternoons. Experimentally we also discovered that adding a tablespoon or two of sports drink powder accelerated melting. A result
likely caused by the salt in the sports drink lowering the freezing
point of water. We found this to be a useful trick since we were always
mindful of conserving fuel for unforeseen ill weather delays.
That evening we were about one day’s ski from the base of Mt.
Queen Mary - a peak we had set as a potential warm up peak if the
approach had gone well and the weather looked good. Stefan began
excitedly speculating about routes other than the standard route from
the north Both the east and southeast ridges looked promising. At
this point Roberta weighed in asking about climbing style for the
main objective of the North Buttress of Mt. Vancouver. It had been
generally agreed upon that we would climb in alpine style, trying to
complete the route in three days up and two down. But of more concern to Roberta was when we would travel roped and when unroped;
an issue clearly arising from her misadventure in the erratic crevasse
two days previous. After heated debate between Stefan and Roberta,
it was agreed that Roberta would fly out with our air support drop.
The following day (April 14th) we called Andy Williams to bring
in our air re-supply early. Feeling that two climbers lacked a sufficient
safety margin, Stefan and I would replenish ourselves with enough
food and fuel to complete the traverse to the coast at Yukatat, and
Roberta would fly out. We used the satellite phone to call the airstrip
at Silver City and arranged for Andy to fly in the following day. With
a day of good weather and no reason for moving on, Stefan and I
elected to do some peak bagging. Peak 2911 lay just to our north and
we spent the day climbing the South East Ridge. Apart from difficulties with a bergschrund on the final summit snow cone the climb was
straightforward. We avoided rocky gendarmes by staying to the left
and climbing on the snow. The rock was of poor quality but was
never very technical.
The panorama from the summit is something any St. Elias climber
should behold. We had 360-degree views of the entire range encompassing Mt. Steele, and Lucania to the north, Queen Mary, and King
George to the West, Mt. Vancouver to the South East, Mt Seattle, Mt.
Hubbard, and Mt. Alverstone to the South. Looking back to the East
we could make out Mt. Kaskawulsh and the smaller peaks we had
come through. That evening Stefan and I calculated our food and fuel
requirements for completing the traverse based on progress to date.
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We estimated we would need 28 days worth of food and fuel to complete our traverse with allowances for poor weather.
At 10 am on the 25th of April, Andy’s Heilo Courier appeared in
the sky above us. He made two low passes assessing the snow pack
for crevasses and wind lips before touching down several hundred
metres from our camp. Andy shut down the engine and enjoyed a cigarette while we scrambled through the many waterproof barrels of
food we had packed weeks earlier. Half an hour or so later we bade
farewell to Andy and Roberta and watched as the Heilo Courier disappeared as quickly as it had arrived. We spent several more hours
modifying our sleds originally designed to carry 14 days worth of
supplies to carrying double that. By mid afternoon we were sufficiently packed and ready to start moving. As we crossed the junction of the
Kaskawulsh and the Hubbard Glacier we truly saw why these mountains are called the Icefield Ranges. The Hubbard Glacier stretched
away from us nearly 100km to the north ridge of Mt. Seattle. The
clarity of the atmosphere and the scale of the terrain threw off our
own sense of scale. Stefan had felt this before and called it St. Elias
Syndrome - everything is quite simply very big. Looking down the
Hubbard Glacier, Mt. Seattle felt a mere day’s ski away at most. It
would be four days of fast moving in perfect weather before we
passed the toe of this peak.
The next four days were crystal clear weather with no wind.
Despite our heavy load we
made excellent distance,
each day moving 20~25
km. The going was easier
in the morning when the
snow pack was more
frozen. Towards the afternoons our sleds would
begin to sink into the snow
and they were more of a
burden. During those long
Camp on the Kaskawulsh longitudinal morraine.
days of never changing
By Pete Hudson
scenery I began to notice
the little things about how I skied. My left binding would make a predictable squeak every time I took a step. For hours I would try to
change the pitch of the squeak by lengthening and shortening my
stride. I also found that when I don’t look up for long periods of time
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I ski a slow arc to the left. Good to know in case of a whiteout, and
funny to look behind you and see: arc-correct-arc-correct…
On the night of April 29th we camped just to the East of the North
ridge of Mt. Seattle. Here the Hubbard Glacier veered left and flowed
off into Disenchantment Bay. Here too we saw the first signs of plant
life since we left the Slims Valley. The occasional Alder leaf had been
blown up from the coast and lay on the open expanses of snow. The
morning of the 30th dawned again with perfect weather. After four
days of pulling our sleds hard we were nearly cursing the good weather that kept us moving at full tilt for fear that it should change. We
examined that map and resolved that we had made better than
expected speed down the Hubbard and were several days ahead of
schedule. To this end we dumped several kilos of biodegradable food
before starting that morning.
After several hours of skiing up from the low point where the
Hubbard turns southwest towards the sea, we came to a highpoint the junction of the Tweedsmuir, Hubbard and Art Louis Glaciers. We
had been warned by a party that had crossed this range from the
Alsek River in 2002 that the Art Louis Glacier was crevassed in it’s
lower sections and would be impassable. Indeed the Art Louis Glacier
drops to a scant 300m above sea level before it joins the Battle Glacier
and flows into the East Nunatak Fjord. Apparently the safest route
would be to head some 50km inland along Tweedsmuir Glacier to a
1400m pass to the Vern Richie Glacier, from which it would be possible to ski over the Novatak Glacier to Harlequin Lake. But as we
stood at the head of the Art Louis Glacier looking down its full length
to where it met the Battle Glacier we could see no reason why it
would not offer a substantial shortcut. It appeared to be snow covered over its full length. After a quick foray up a side hill without
packs to get a better view, and being both somewhat adventurous by
nature we elected to give the Art Louis a try. It would either be a 5day shortcut or a 4-day longcut.
We made a precarious descent into to Art Louis Glacier Valley.
Telemarking with a 60lbs sled in heavy snow is not easy at the best of
times. Travel on the upper Art Louis Glacier was a pleasure; the angle
of the glacier was such that one could get an excellent glide when skiing without skins. The excitement over whether or not the route
would connect made both of us push on late into the evening in the
hopes of glimpsing a connecting snow line or an impassable crevasse
field. When we at last made camp the bottom section of the Art Louis
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was still hidden from view, but the conditions thus far made us hopeful for what we’d see the next day. Just before settling down that
night we saw an impressive lenticular cloud growing over the peaks
just to the north. With the wind rising we held our breath for one
more day of good weather to make our way through to the Battle
Glacier.
We woke May 1st to another clear sky. The lenticular of the night
before had been a false harbinger. We quickly struck camp and set off
over the bumpy but nonetheless snow covered lower sections of the
Art Louis Glacier. We had travelled scarcely 5km when at the top of
a rise we could see the route connected. The worst of our difficulties
would be moving over a few hundred metres of partially exposed
moraines. We had a short day moving only 10km and setting up camp
in the shelter of the southern most moraines. We spent the afternoon
sleeping on the warm rocks and chalking up some St. Elias boulder
problems. That evening we were quite surprised to discover that
given our current rate of progress we were two days ski distance form
Harlequin Lake. I never thought good weather and fast progress
would be a burden, but we still had 16 days of supplies and were two
days from civilization. With this in mind the next day we chose to
have a “rest day” and to explore the bottom section of the Art Louis
Glacier and the head of the East Nunatak Fjord - We’d had enough of
glaciers and we wanted to hit the beach.
Starting on skis we moved down carefully over the icefall. Snow
bridges were generally sound but occasionally the world would quite
literally disappear from beneath your feet. Leaving our skis we
walked down over the terminal moraines and came out on the glacial
outwash plain. A flat area large enough to camp the entire “People’s
Red Army” led to the waters of the East Nunatak Fjord. We were able
to make the return trip unburdened in about three hours. The East
Nunatak Fjord is ideally suited as a sea level entrance to the St. Elias
range. From the beach a single day of double carrying loads would
put an expedition on a skiable glacier within a week’s ski of most of
the major peaks in the Icefield Ranges. The difficulties with this
entrance would involve getting to the head of the East Nunatak Fjord
by boat. The East Nunatak Fjord is itself a branch from Russell Fjord,
which in turn is a branch of Disenchantment Bay. Depending on the
surge cycle of the Hubbard Glacier, Russell Fjord occasionally
becomes Russell Lake. That is, the Hubbard Glacier can push out so
far into the waters of Disenchantment Bay that it connects with
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Gilbert Point, sealing off the mouth of Russell Fjord. This last
occurred in 2002.
Alternatively Russell Fjord could be accessed by portaging kayaks
from a road near Yakutat that comes to within 10 km the head of
Russell Fjord. From the head of Russell Fjord it would be about two
days kayaking to the outwash plain of the below the Art Louis
Galcier. The morning of May 3rd we rose to yet another clear sky. We
leisurely packed our camp and set out for Harlequin Lake. A full day
of skiing took us over a 1000m pass to the junction of the Novatak
and Yakutat Glaciers. The next morning we reached the bare ice sections of the Yakutat Glacier and gave up our skis in favour of walking
and dragging our sleds. To our surprise what looked like dirt or rubble covering large sections of the Yakutat Glacier turned out to be
black moss. What was even
more incredible was that
the moss seemed to insulate the ice. Usually when
snow is polluted with dust
or dirt the change in
colour reduces the albedo
effect thereby melting the
snow
more
quickly.
Strangely the moss seemed
to have an opposite effect.
There were great ice
Hank had to push the boat through an ice jam.
mounds were the moss was Harlequin Lake. By Pete Hudson
most dense. It would seem
the ice under the moss melted more slowly than the bare glacial ice.
That evening we made camp in the moraines several hundred
metres south east of where the Yakutat Glacier calves off into
Harlequin Lake. After making camp we briefly explored the possibility of travelling around the south side of the Lake to reach the bridge
over the Dangerous River. This idea was quickly put to rest for two
very good reasons: One, the immediate route around the lake was
blocked by an impenetrable buttress of cliff bands, and two while
exploring these cliff bands we discovered very fresh and very large
grizzly bear tracks. Resolving that a boat was the most practical and
safest method to overcome the lake we used the satellite phone to call
the Ken Fanning, a Yakutat resident who operates a summer hunting
camp on Harlequin Lake. After the usual incredulities that he was
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speaking to someone standing on a glacier across 16 miles of frigid
lake water he agreed to have a boat pick us up the next day at noon.
That night we made many rounds of tea and did our best to mark our
territory à la Farley Mowat. Hoping that bears would read territory
boundaries similarly to wolves we slept with our ice axes inside the
tent. The next day at noon a small aluminium boat piloted by a
friendly Alaskan named Hank pushed its way through an ice jam into
the eastern potion of the lake and plucked up two soaking wet but
nonetheless happy mountaineers from the grounded icebergs at the
base of the Yakutat Glacier. The expedition came to a close at the
bridge over the Dangerous River at the outflow of Harlequin Lake.
We had travelled over 300km self propelled through the Yukon,
Alaska, and BC over the course of 19 perfect weather days.

The Garibaldi Neve Traverse and other Tales
from a Novice Skier
Richard So

Jan 29, 2005
I started skiing last winter, when snowfall was the lowest in many
years. Nevertheless, Jordan Tam and I went up to ski the lifts at
Grouse Mountain, where I started to realize that skiing is frustrating.
A week later, I went with Roland Burton to Red Heather meadows,
where I spent more time in the snow that on top of it. The worst type
of falling seems to be when you fall forward between your skis, and
then they get buried behind you. I was getting pretty tired of this nonsense, and to top things off, we didn’t see any pretty views, which
seems to be the norm at Paul Ridge.
Feb 14-17, 2005
My attitude towards skiing changed after visiting the Cerise Creek
area during Reading Break. Four days of glorious sunshine and powder more than made up for the lack of snow on the trail. The highway was barren, and the trail in was barely worth skiing. After this
trip, I realized that big mountain views are pretty, but my skiing isn’t.

We made our fastest progress skiing on the frozen river itself. By Pete Hudson
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April 9, 2005
Things started to warm up and we started to think that winter would
never arrive. Fortunately, there was some more snowfall near the end
of March and I decided to try the skiing thing again. This time, I went
with Chris Barrington-Leigh, Martin Berka, Matthew Brown, and
Zosia Bornik. We decided to go to Needle Peak. When I was picked
up, Martin saw my club setup and exclaimed that I must be super
hardcore with my leather boots. I explained to him that I was simply
cheap. We were hoping for lots of snow, but instead, we found a few
inches on top of a rock hard crust. The descent through the trees was
far more difficult than I was willing to ski, so I took off my skis.
Jumping and turning from one snow patch to another wasn’t my idea
of fun anyways. Matt and Martin had a bet going on who could ski
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all the way down to the parking lot without dying from hitting a tree.
After this trip, I was getting the hang of survival skiing.

April 28 - May 2, 2005
At the end of April, there was a joint VOC/ACC trip to cross the
Garibaldi Neve. Originally, we were Doris Leong, Joel Podgorski,
Martin Berka, Natasha Tam, Roland Burton, and Matt Church
(ACC). Our plan was to start from the Elfin Lakes end and exit via
Brohm Ridge, since Garibaldi Lake wasn’t frozen. I remember Roland
suggesting that we wrap our inflated thermarests around our bodies
if the ice was sketchy, but recent pictures showed that we would need
a boat to cross.
We left Vancouver Thursday night and skinned up the icy road to
the Red Heather shelter. On Friday morning, Natasha decided that
her boots were uncomfortable, so she reluctantly turned around.
Roland wasn’t feeling well either and turned back too. Just seconds
after putting on my skis, my club skins broke. Luckily for me, Natasha
loaned me hers and I was able to continue. When we got to Ring
Creek, things started to get very interesting. Skiing down the avalanche debris was challenging, and Martin also experienced a skin
failure here. There wasn’t enough debris this year to bridge the creek,
so we had to take off our skis and fly across. We could have taken the
high traverse, but we saw signs of recent avalanches up there too.
After crossing to the east bank, we continued northwards, with continuous uphill skiing. We kept going towards fantastic views, and
soon started skiing on the Bishop Glacier, where we decided to set up
our first camp. Crossing Ring Creek had taken longer than expected,
so we hadn’t made it to the high point of the Neve yet. The views
were stunning though, and things were looking good for an attempt
on Garibaldi.
There were sunny skies the next morning, but with clouds coming
from the south, so we hurried with breakfast and the breaking of
camp. We continued skiing up towards the high point of the Neve.
Once we reached the east flanks of Mount Garibaldi, the weather
conditions were beginning to deteriorate. We dropped a steep slope
near the Sharkfin, and nobody fell into the crevasses. Originally, we
had wanted to climb Garibaldi from this side, but the weather conditions were unfavourable. We turned left at the Warren Glacier started to traverse around the peak, and then set up our next camp facing
the North face of Mt Garibaldi. Since we still had daylight, we decid170

ed to do some yo-yo skiing. After a few runs, we returned to the
campsite and thought about the plan for the next day. If the weather
was good, we could climb Mt Garibaldi. However, if the summit was
cloudy, we would instead ski across the Warren Glacier and climb the
Glacier Pikes.
We woke up to cloudy skies with sunny breaks and decided to ski
to the top of the Glacier Pikes. Warren Glacier and the view of the
Garibaldi massif were stunning from behind. The sun glistened on the
lower slopes, exposing the bergshund and heavily crevassed area to
the east of the Sharkfin. We skied up the col west of the Glacier Pikes
and stopped for a break at the northwest ridge. From this point, we
could see Garibaldi Lake, the Black Tusk, the Table, the Sphinx, and
numerous other peaks in the volcanic landscape. Next, we skinned up
to the lower Pike. After the obligatory summit photo, we began
descending. The slope was a bit too steep for my skiing ability, so I
took off my skis and began to posthole down. At the bottom, we
decided to ski to the Sentinel Glacier and see if we could make it to
the Sphinx. While on the glacier, the skies became cloudier, and there
was a bit of snowfall. We decided to turn south and ski up the col
between the two pikes, and then scramble to the top of the higher
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Pike. Most of the rock was chossy but we were rewarded with a 360
panorama, and even the skies were clearing up to give us a view of
Mt Garibaldi and the two ski tracks from the top of the peak, which
we were very jealous of. A slushy descent to the Warren Glacier followed, and Matt almost skied off a cliff. We reached the campsite at
4pm, and were greeted by glorious sunshine. I took the opportunity
to dry out my socks and leather boots. We started to hear snowmobile engines, since we were just beyond Brohm Ridge.

By Benjamin Singleton-Polster

The next morning, the weather had deteriorated to cloudy skies
with snow/rain. We decided to exit as soon as possible. To access
Brohm Ridge from our location, we had to drop a significant amount
of elevation, and then climb back up to the ridge. On the climb up,
my skins became too wet and did not stick to my skis anymore. This
resulted in a very frustrating uphill climb. After winning the ridge, we
took off our skins and skied down to the snowmobiler’s hut at the
other end. I quickly realized that being tired does not help to ski,
especially with a heavy pack on. We made it to the hut by 11am, and
finished off most of our food to make the last part the trip easier. This
would consist of skiing down a logging road, and hoping that there
would be enough snow. Apparently, our car was parked somewhere
172

down on the logging road, but we knew there was at least 8-9km of
road to cover. We continued skiing down until we encountered a
large uphill section where we had to posthole up. At the top, we put
the skis back on, but soon enough, rocks were showing on the road
and we had to hike down it. We took a wrong turn, which led us a
large distance down the wrong road. Luckily, the right road eventually met up with ours. A snowmobile truck passed by at the junction
and took Doris up to the car, which was another 3km away. By late
afternoon, we were back in Squamish, exhausted, soaked in rain, but
glad that we had completed the Garibaldi Neve Traverse.

What I learnt after a season of skiing:
- When slopes are too steep, take off your skis and post-hole
- Listen to Roland’s advice, and try to ski around steep slopes if
you don’t feel like post-holing
- If you feel inclined to ski downhill, wear as many layers as possible to minimize the pain of falling
- Always fall towards the slope (Very important)
- Eat as much food as possible, since you ski inefficiently
- When Martin and the rest ski down a steep slope for fun, only ski
down halfway and wait for them, you’ll save some energy
- Try to dry your socks as often as possible
- Duct tape your feet
- Constantly wiggle your toes to make sure that they are not frozen
- Pretend that everybody else is wearing leather boots and feeling
the same discomforts
- Dig deep and wide latrines because they will fill up quickly
- Try ski-luging on snowmobile tracks, which is far easier than
actually turning
- When the skins stop sticking, tell yourself that the skins are still
sticking and pretend you can go up steep slopes without sliding
backwards
- Don’t take off your boots unless you know there is an abundance
of fresh air around
- Bring a digital camera, and capture as many pictures are possible
to cheer you up
- Always remember that Martin will be around the next ridge to
ask if you are still alive
- Be keen, be very keen
- Remember that you haven’t lived long enough yet
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Icy Rockies
Krystil Koethler

On December 15th to 21st Nick Elson and I went ice climbing in
the Rockies. We climbed Cascade Falls (near Banff), Guinness Gully
(near Field), the beginning of the Left Side of the Weeping Wall then
finished up Sniveling Gully (up the Ice Fields Parkway), in Grotto
Canyon (near Canmore), Professor Falls (near Banff), and a route
called Coire Dubh Integrale (East of Canmore). The climbing was
totally sweet, at the time the ice was good, and the weather was amazing. All in all 3 bling ($$$) fo’ shizzle. I learnt quite a bit. Here are
three thoughts:
-

-

-

There is nothing easy about ice climbing; props and respect to all
of you hard-men and hard-women out there who endure the elements, and psychological aspects of ice climbing on a regular
basis. (Props also to Nick for leading like a hard-core homie).
The REAL reason that Chris O’Donald is swinging his arms
around when he jumps the “gap” in Vertical Limit is because he’s
probably trying to get some f***ing feeling back in his f***ing
hands, because they’re probably nearly f***ing frozen! In fact
he’d probably swing his legs around too if he could in which case
he’d be trying to get some f***ing feeling back in his f***ing toes,
because they’d probably be nearly f***ing frozen too!
The reason that you rarely see hard-men/women smile is because
they’re probably f***ing tired, or f***ing stressed out about
whatever they’ve just climbed… or whatever they’re going to
climb next… and if you do catch them smiling it’s probably
because they’ve forgotten about whatever they’re doing or going
to do.
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Avalanche School
Ben Singleton-Polster

We assembled at the Canada West Mountain School office for an
evening of movies and presentations/discussion. The movie was dated
and showed us techniques that were no longer valid or performed
incorrectly, however we did see some cool avalanches, learnt about
snow and saw snow crystals in super huge detail. The most important
part was that we sorted out rides for the following days at Seymour
and Whistler.

Day 1: Mount Seymour:
We assembled 6 skiers, 1 boarder and 2 instructors for caffeine and to
discuss the avalanche bulletin. It turned out that the only layer to be
concerned about was the top 7 to 10cm and the rest of the snow pack
was described as concrete. Fit for curling or bobsledding. We dug a
snow pit and practiced hiding and finding our transceivers. Route
finding skills were also taught and it was explained that the most
important part about avalanche safety is finding a good route.
Hmmm, interesting: safe route = safe backcountry experience.
Day 2: Little Australia:
25 cm in 12 hours! Does this mean there is an avalanche hazard? Yes.
After much confusion we all managed to assemble at the top of the
same mountain 6 skiers, 2 boarders and 2 instructors. We talked
about the snow conditions and then proceeded to ski into the backcountry though mad amounts of powder that even the instructor had
trouble managing. We skied past the Whistler ski patrol digging out
their snowmobile and explained to them that yes we were here to ski
into the backcountry but that we would not be anywhere near the
explosive avalanche control taking place. We practiced our route
finding and snow testing skills then looked at avalanches that had
occurred. After deciding that it would be ok to ski very low angle terrain and we skied a run and went back to the great indoors to recap.
We were all given very fancy certificates and then went to the pub for
burgers and beer.
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Escape from Mt Wrottesly
Jeff Mottershead

For some reason, Christian and I decided to Climb Mt Wrottesly
on Jan. 29, 2006. It was my idea in the first place, but I did qualify it
as being about as dumb a thing as I could think of, which for some
reason made Christian gung-ho. The approach was to be by kayak,
with the game plan to get a real alpine start, arrive at the foot of the
mountain sometime around dawn, and hack up the mountain fast and
light. The weather forecast got steadily worse as the week went on,
but for some reason, we decided to go anyway. It was also the night
of the new moon. The day before our intended start, we decided to
make the money deposit boxes that had been requested for the VOC
huts, which precluded spending any time for packing, or dealing with
contingencies. Scott’s car was with Scott, skiing somewhere, forcing
us to pick up the kayak and allegedly the roof-rack, manually.
Perhaps if Scott’s car was available on Saturday, we’d have made it a
two-day trip, but that may be making us sound smarter than we actually are.
Preamble: At about 5:00 PM, we began to make our way to Rack
Attack and MEC. We got to the trailhead (B-line stop) at about
5:30pm With time ticking away, (both MEC and Rack Attack close
at 6:00pm) I ran down to Rack Attack, while Christian went to a
number of random places shopping, before he would allegedly get to
MEC in time to rent the boat. When I arrived at Rack Attack, I discovered they won’t rent you a rack unless you have a car there, and
even if Scott’s car had returned from skiing, there was absolutely no
way that I could make it to Scott’s house, retrieve the car, bring it
back to Rack Attack, get the rack installed and make it to MEC in
time. I left disgusted, and tried to find Christian to advise him that
there would be a change in plans. The last thing I wanted was to show
up at MEC and have both of us tell the people at the rental counter
different stories as to whether or not we had a rack, or even a car,
because they don’t let you drive away with a boat but no roof rack.
They probably don’t like to give you a boat if they think you’re just
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going to carry it out of the store and tie it to a rack-less car waiting
around the corner, so I had to wait for Christian to get our story
straight. Christian was determined to wait till the last possible second
in order to make me sweat it out for as long as possible. He achieved
this goal excellently.
After Christian arrived, and we got our story together, we told the
guy at the rental counter that the car was currently out in the mountains skiing, which was probably true at that point, and that it had a
roof rack, which was definitely false, and that the roof rack was about
five feet long, which was yet more false. We rented a pair of wheels
for the kayak, and took all the straps for affixing it to the non-existent roof rack, on the missing car, and piled that into the kayak, and
began the walk from MEC to Scott’s house, which is at 19th and Oak.
On the way there, we received only one asinine comment, and some
guy gave me a business card. Aside from that people more or less
ignored us, which made my day, although disappointed Christian,
who more or less wanted his trombone to attract more attention to
our little abortion of a parade. The only major event that happened
on the way to Scott’s was the consumption of some food at Thai
Away Home, and a resulting couple of minutes of gridlock with a
recumbent bike coming out of Cambie Cycles next door. The food
was tasty.
When we got to Scott’s it was about 8:00 PM, and we fortuitously discovered that he, and more surprisingly, his car, had made it
home from wherever they were skiing. We abandoned the kayak in
Scott’s backyard, and drove to the University where we began to fabricate a roof-rack from some construction and shipping materials as
well as Scott’s sleeping pad. While Christian completed the roof rack
more or less independently, I finished welding up the VOC lock
boxes. This efficient scheduling allowed us to leave the university by
about 1:00 AM. We returned to Scott’s place, mounted the kayak on
the car, drove the kayak to my garage, dropped Christian off, and
went to get gas. This was first attempted at a Shell station that still
had its lights on, and had the pumps powered up, so that you could
swipe your card and your air miles, select your grade, and then discover that the hose was locked to the pump. When I located a gas station that was in fact open, I discovered that my credit card had been
zapped, which caused the pump to refuse to give me gas until I talked
to the attendant, who, as it turned out, was taking a crap. Gah! I
arrived home at about 2:30 AM, packed and ate, and at least sat in
177

Water...in all its forms

Varsity Outdoors Club 2005-2006

Escape from Mt Wrottesly
Jeff Mottershead

For some reason, Christian and I decided to Climb Mt Wrottesly
on Jan. 29, 2006. It was my idea in the first place, but I did qualify it
as being about as dumb a thing as I could think of, which for some
reason made Christian gung-ho. The approach was to be by kayak,
with the game plan to get a real alpine start, arrive at the foot of the
mountain sometime around dawn, and hack up the mountain fast and
light. The weather forecast got steadily worse as the week went on,
but for some reason, we decided to go anyway. It was also the night
of the new moon. The day before our intended start, we decided to
make the money deposit boxes that had been requested for the VOC
huts, which precluded spending any time for packing, or dealing with
contingencies. Scott’s car was with Scott, skiing somewhere, forcing
us to pick up the kayak and allegedly the roof-rack, manually.
Perhaps if Scott’s car was available on Saturday, we’d have made it a
two-day trip, but that may be making us sound smarter than we actually are.
Preamble: At about 5:00 PM, we began to make our way to Rack
Attack and MEC. We got to the trailhead (B-line stop) at about
5:30pm With time ticking away, (both MEC and Rack Attack close
at 6:00pm) I ran down to Rack Attack, while Christian went to a
number of random places shopping, before he would allegedly get to
MEC in time to rent the boat. When I arrived at Rack Attack, I discovered they won’t rent you a rack unless you have a car there, and
even if Scott’s car had returned from skiing, there was absolutely no
way that I could make it to Scott’s house, retrieve the car, bring it
back to Rack Attack, get the rack installed and make it to MEC in
time. I left disgusted, and tried to find Christian to advise him that
there would be a change in plans. The last thing I wanted was to show
up at MEC and have both of us tell the people at the rental counter
different stories as to whether or not we had a rack, or even a car,
because they don’t let you drive away with a boat but no roof rack.
They probably don’t like to give you a boat if they think you’re just
176

going to carry it out of the store and tie it to a rack-less car waiting
around the corner, so I had to wait for Christian to get our story
straight. Christian was determined to wait till the last possible second
in order to make me sweat it out for as long as possible. He achieved
this goal excellently.
After Christian arrived, and we got our story together, we told the
guy at the rental counter that the car was currently out in the mountains skiing, which was probably true at that point, and that it had a
roof rack, which was definitely false, and that the roof rack was about
five feet long, which was yet more false. We rented a pair of wheels
for the kayak, and took all the straps for affixing it to the non-existent roof rack, on the missing car, and piled that into the kayak, and
began the walk from MEC to Scott’s house, which is at 19th and Oak.
On the way there, we received only one asinine comment, and some
guy gave me a business card. Aside from that people more or less
ignored us, which made my day, although disappointed Christian,
who more or less wanted his trombone to attract more attention to
our little abortion of a parade. The only major event that happened
on the way to Scott’s was the consumption of some food at Thai
Away Home, and a resulting couple of minutes of gridlock with a
recumbent bike coming out of Cambie Cycles next door. The food
was tasty.
When we got to Scott’s it was about 8:00 PM, and we fortuitously discovered that he, and more surprisingly, his car, had made it
home from wherever they were skiing. We abandoned the kayak in
Scott’s backyard, and drove to the University where we began to fabricate a roof-rack from some construction and shipping materials as
well as Scott’s sleeping pad. While Christian completed the roof rack
more or less independently, I finished welding up the VOC lock
boxes. This efficient scheduling allowed us to leave the university by
about 1:00 AM. We returned to Scott’s place, mounted the kayak on
the car, drove the kayak to my garage, dropped Christian off, and
went to get gas. This was first attempted at a Shell station that still
had its lights on, and had the pumps powered up, so that you could
swipe your card and your air miles, select your grade, and then discover that the hose was locked to the pump. When I located a gas station that was in fact open, I discovered that my credit card had been
zapped, which caused the pump to refuse to give me gas until I talked
to the attendant, who, as it turned out, was taking a crap. Gah! I
arrived home at about 2:30 AM, packed and ate, and at least sat in
177

Water...in all its forms

Varsity Outdoors Club 2005-2006

my bed for a brief period before returning to Christian’s to collect
him and finally get driving to highway 99, at about 6:00 AM.
After an uneventful drive to highway 99, we began to try to find a
place to launch the boat that was more or less across the sound from
Mt Wrottesly. The ideal place would have been Porteau Cove, but it
had a gate that closed at 11:00 PM, and if we failed to be back by
11:00 PM, that would condemn us to a bivy either in the kayak, in
Scott’s car, in the soaking forest, the ocean or the highway, all of
which would be about equally lamentable. After failing to find our
way to Oliver’s landing, despite some aimless driving around, we
ended up at Britannia Beach. Day had broken by this time, and we
were able to run the kayak across the highway and train tracks with
relative ease. We spent some time hunting around the car looking for
one of Christian’s neoprene gloves, which we never found despite
emptying the car and having the interior lights on and all the doors
and the trunk open. With only one neoprene glove, Christian decided to not take the other one, and given that I had no neoprene gloves
at all, we started out with no neoprene hand coverings of any sort.

Meat and Potatoes: From the little boat launch of the Britannia Beach
public docks, we began the kayak phase of the journey to Mt
Wrottesly. Along the way, we investigated the sea cliffs (see Escape
from the Sea Cliffs, pg. 43) and vowed to return to climb them, and
spent about half an hour rubbernecking and making cat-calls. At this
point, the day seemed more or less ideal. The sun was not visible
through the clouds, but you could tell where it was supposed to be,
and the wind was no more than 30 km/h. After leaving the sea cliff
area, we proceeded to follow the shore south to our starting point on
Mt Wrottesly, which was supposed to be Potlatch Creek. Along the
way, we observed that there were some genuinely sketchy houses at
Zorro Bay.
The mouth of Potlatch Creek and the associated beach are apparently home to the Boys and Girls Club of Greater Vancouver. While
the Boys and Girls Club may in fact like boys and girls, they really
don’t seem to like trespassers, according to the numerous signs on
trees, posts in the water, on their dock, on their buildings, etc. They
claim that the year-round caretaker will report anyone who so much
as looks at the place to the RCMP. This resulted in a bit of a disagreement between Christian and me. Christian thought that we should
just ask the caretaker if we could pull up on their beach anyway, while
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I thought that it would be way better if the caretaker never knew we
existed, and thereby would not get the idea into his head that he
should comb the coast for abandoned kayaks and float them out to
sea. I eventually proved to be more obstinate than Christian, and we
landed in a pile of rocks and wet logs, which provided the only nearby break in the cliffs, aside from the beautiful, gun-tower-guarded
beach at Camp Potlatch.
After getting the kayak
secured, and our poorly
packed supplies together,
our alpine start commenced shortly after
11:00 AM. I had forgotten
my rain pants, and approximately 1L of my water
skin had leaked through a
crack in the cap directly
into one of Christian’s About 1pm, probably should have turned right
here but it didn’t look too bad. By Jeff
boots.
There is allegedly a trail somewhere, but we didn’t see any sign of
it. While it wasn’t raining at this time, the moss and logs were soaked,
and that was more or less all we had to step on, so progress was slow,
and falls were regular. We periodically wasted significant amounts of
time trying to get Scott’s altimeter to tell us an altitude that we
weren’t totally sure was incorrect, and failed. Throughout our trip up
the mountain, we came into contact with three noteworthy plants.
One type, which still had dark, thick, although small, leaves provided a fantastic handhold, and for lack of having a better (correct) name
for it, I’ll refer to it as 5.6bush, as its presence made any preposterous moss-slimed slip-and-slide off a rock face 5.6 or less so long as the
5.6 bush did not uproot, which it managed not to consistently when
it could be reasonably expected to, and even sometimes when expecting it to was not reasonable. At the other end of the spectrum was
what I’ll call (for lack of knowing their real names),tripbush and mustardfudgebush. Tripbush was a vine that was more or less infinitely
long, had some thorns, and resembled camouflaged piano wire suspended about 6 inches above the ground. Much more ubiquitous and
annoying was the mustardfudgebush. Whenever I was about to loose
my balance and needed to grab something, a mustardfudgebush
would invariably spring up seductively in front of my grasping hand,
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which would promptly be perforated by the 3/16” spines radiating
from the mustardfudgebush. When this happened, I would yell something that you could tell the kids was “mustardfudge.” Once a mustardfudgebush spine was imbedded in your hand, its microscopic
barbs would guarantee that it would burrow far enough to be iretractable if not extricated immediately.
Although it proceeded for a considerable period of time, and covered a considerable distance, our trip up the mountain was relatively
uneventful, aside from the constant attacks by mustardfudgebushes,
and periodic struggles with what should have been relatively easy
scrambles had they not been covered by slimy, slimy moss, algae and
slime. We reached the snow by about 3:00 PM, and by 4:30 PM, the
trees were getting quite thin. Unfortunately we never made it to the
mustardfudgebush line, though, and were never spared from our tormenters. I’m not sure what altitude this was, because Scott’s altimeter
hates me. My headlamp, a cursed and spiteful Petzl Tikka Plus, turned
on autonomously at this point, and inspection revealed that it had
become engorged with an enormous volume of water.
Where the trees were thin, it became apparent that it was getting
really windy, and it was also snowing quite heavily. I could now see
the ocean through the trees, and was disturbed. We were at the tree
line, and could still clearly see whitecaps breaking everywhere and big
waves relentlessly hammering Anvil Island. I abandoned the hope of
making it to the top of Wrottesly on this outing, and Christian agreed,
although I don’t think he’d been in the ocean when it didn’t want him
there before, and therefore wasn’t as motivated in his retreat as I was.
Aside from two short rappels over what would have been an easy
down-climb in dryer weather, I was descending at a run, and jumping
everything I could reasonably expect to land without injury. Christian
managed not to take any falls because he would take a different route
and slow down whenever I took a big slide. I put several rips in my
jacket, as large as 4”. Christian claims that I am a “crazy, reckless bastard who will happily plunge step down a granite slab covered in wet
moss in the dark.” I should point out, though, that upon further
examination, Christian admits that if he had any idea what the ocean
was about to do to us that he would have descended in a similar manner.
We arrived at the kayak at about 6:00 pm , and all evidence that
the sun had ever existed had been erased by the time we got on the
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water. It was in fact a new moon that night, and the tides were about
as big as they get. We started our journey in mild wind, shielded from
what lay ahead by the merciful Mt Ellesmere. During this phase, I
dropped my paddle while adjusting my life jacket, but succeeded in
finding it by headlamp despite Christian’s dire predictions. Once we
emerged from the windshadow of Mt Ellesmere,
things began to degrade.
The rain changed to snow,
and the winds picked up to
about 100 km/h. I should
say a little bit about the
realism of this figure,
before it is determined to
be totally ludicrous. First,
Scott has done enough
sailing to be fairly reliable In the shelter of Mount Ellesmere before things
got really bad. By Jeff Mottershead
at estimating wind speed,
and I’ve been in a kayak with him in wind that was pretty bad, but
not in the same league (see Escape from the Sea Cliffs, pg 43) that he
estimated to be about 40 knots. (74 km/h) His estimates are based on
the way water blows off the top of the waves, as opposed to how it
feels to be in the boat, so personal suffering wasn’t really a factor.
Perhaps what is more convincing is that the wind continued until
Monday, when all BC Ferries sailings were canceled due to high
winds, and the news reported it as the worst storm in 30 years.
We were pretty tired before the wind started, and there was a 1.5
knot tidal current trying to sweep us down to Point Grey according
to the tide tables. The wind and the tide were more or less in the same
direction, so I’m pretty sure that the surface of the water was going a
fair bit faster than that. (Note: In my original draft, I glossed over
what happened to Christian, because he’s a pretty tough kid, and it
wouldn’t be fair to him if I made people think anything else. Christian
read the draft, and told me to tell it as it happened, and that if people thought he didn’t have balls of steel, then he would gladly show
them and clear things up). I’m pretty sure what happened to Christian
would have happened to anyone else, probably a lot sooner.
Somewhere along the way, about three hours into the crossing,
Christian alerted me to the fact that he was dying, couldn’t feel his
fingers, and couldn’t hold onto the paddle any more. He truly could181
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n’t and his speech was pretty slurred. He kept on trying, but could
only do this for a little bit before he couldn’t lift the paddle any more.
After the demise of Christian, I couldn’t really hold the boat towards
our intended target of what we thought was Britannia Bay, which was
actually Oliver’s landing. After Christian kept insisting that we were
not moving forwards at all, and that he was dying, I steered us to the
nearest available shore, and in about an hour, arrived at a thankfully
sheltered beach. Christian and I disagree about the timing of our failure to reach our target. I contend that we were progressing slowly,
Christian died, and then I had to give up our intended landing point.
Christian claims that we were not making progress for an extended
period, which lasted until he died, and then I eventually changed
course after rigor mortis set in.
When we go to the shore, I climbed out of the boat and, and tried
to make sense of where we were as the corpse of Christian shivered
by the boat, and tried to eat some food without vomiting, which he
had apparently been coming pretty close to for the past couple hours.
In the very dim light of my dying headlamp, I could see what
appeared to be a cul-de-sac surrounded by grass. I clomped over to it
and immediately sunk about four inches into what I previously
thought was the pavement. After stumbling into the centre of the suspected cul-de-sac, I noticed that it had no exit, and was just a circle.
It then dawned on me that I had just completely violated a golf green.
The good part of this was that it was now clear where we were: the
Furry Creek Golf Course.
After it became clear that we would not be able to drag the kayak
to a decent place to get the car to from the golf course, we stayed
close to shore, and struggled up to Oliver’s Landing. Here only 100m
of inter-tidal zone that was quite rocky, and alternately slippery or
barnacle-covered, separated us from somewhere that we could get a
car to. Christian began unloading the kayak and taking the stuff to the
road while I ran, totally soaked, in the snow, with a failing headlamp,
up highway 99 to Britannia Beach. During this process I warmed up
again but my wet clothes chafed away most of my skin. When I
arrived, I was alarmed to see that we had left the interior lights of
Scott’s car on, but, shockingly, it actually started. I was attempting to
keep the inside of the car from being soaked by my wet clothes, until
I noticed that there was in fact standing water in the bucket seats. I
reset the trip odometer, and verified that I had in fact run 5.9km.
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When I got back to Christian, he was almost done carrying something
like six bags 100 m from the kayak to the car. He commented that I
was quick, but I wasn’t. I’m pretty sure, based on this statement, and
the fact he failed to completely unload the kayak that he lay comatose
for something like half an hour. After we finished unloading the boat,
Christian and I carried the kayak back to the car, which was sort of
like pushing a tandem kayak with a dead guy tied to the front over a
bunch of barnacle covered rocks.
Christian had a lot of trouble stopping himself from flowing into
a puddle at the bottom of Scott’s car on the way back, and seemed
like he should get medical attention. Despite what happened to him,
the only coherent thing he said on the way back was that he wanted
to re-attempt Wrottesley. It was about 12:30 am when we returned to
Vancouver.

Postamble: I returned the kayak Monday morning. On the way to
MEC, some zombie (see Appendix Scott’s Car, this issue) driving a
taxi made a totally random left hand turn, forcing Scott’s car into a
four-wheel skid. This, while alarming, demonstrated that the roof
rack Christian made was in fact pretty solid. After dropping off the
kayak, I shop-vacuumed out Scott’s car. The two things of note in this
process was that where there was standing water in the seats, the fabric vacuumed off notably lighter (cleaner) than everywhere else. This
was also the final demise of the plywood spare tire cover, mould factory and earwig nest. A significant portion of the board was vacuumed up, and the rest of it was bendy like wet cardboard, and it
smelled gross. I also decided that I had all that I could take of the
ocean that consistently formed in Scott’s trunk, and drilled a bunch
of holes in it. The trunk-ocean has yet to reappear since that action
was taken. Scott was pretty happy with the state of the car, as
although it was returned to him the wettest it has ever been, it also
was the cleanest it ever has been, and it finally got rid of the oyster
residue(see Escape from Read Island, pg. 145).Inspection of the
kayak revealed that a bolt coming out of the seat was responsible for
a hole in Christian’s leg. Christian’s wet suit ate a significant portion
of the skin of his upper body, and he tells me that he woke up with
what felt exactly like a hangover, except “twenty times worse than
anything (he’d) ever experienced before.” I believe I met a better fate
because I had an emergency container of chocolate milk floating in
Scott’s trunk.
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I took Scott’s altimeter out of my jacket at my house, so it would
not be sitting in a soaking jacket, and put it on the stairs. I never saw
it again, and eventually had to give Scott $100. He lost the cheque.
The cheque was eventually found, but it was never cashed, as the
financial situation was complicated by the zombies finally getting
Scott’s car. My Petzl Tikka Plus headlamp was found to contain a lot
of water, some rust, and some pickled batteries. Its failure to be even
vaguely water resistant should be noted. I was picking mustardfudgebush thorns out of my hands for the next two weeks.

Participants: Jeff Mottershead, Christian Veenstra, Scott’s car
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Brew Foundation Workhike: how to get work
done without leading
Rueben Schulz

I was one of the people that regularly worked on building Brew 3
from Christmas 2004 until October 2005. During most of this time I
was content to let others organize workhikes and to just show up and
work. I lack most leadership skills and the project had plenty of other
people who were better qualified to run it. My tactic worked well
until one week, at the end of June when, no one else was available to
lead a trip up to Brew. I finally had to organize a trip myself.
It was probably fitting
that I lead the trip, since I
was the person responsible
for the foundation part of
the project. I was not highly qualified, but no one
else wanted to do it.
Originally, it was proposed
to build the foundations
out of rock and mortar.
While this is very pretty,
and materials were near at The revised plan for the Foundation of the new
Brew Hut. By Rueben Schulz
hand, it is a difficult technique to learn. The revised plan was to use 6 concrete piers sitting on
top of large footing rocks (and one piece of bedrock). Using rocks for
footings decreased the cement required by about 1600 pounds: one
full, expensive, helicopter load. There were other possible foundation
designs, but this one closely followed a standard all concrete design.
Building materials were flown to the site at the end of May, including about 600 lbs of ready mix cement and some sonotubes (cardboard tubes used for forms). The site was covered with snow at that
time, but it had been cleared or melted during the next few trips. Five
holes had been dug, five large rocks were moved into the holes for
footings and 18 holes were drilled into the rocks. Sonotubes had been
The demise of the old Brew Hut. By Oker Chen
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The demise of the old Brew Hut. By Oker Chen
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cut to fit onto the rock footings and a nice box had also been constructed from scrap plywood to mix cement in. The only tasks for this
trip were to glue rebar into the holes and to pour the concrete. After
this, the above ground construction of the hut could start.
After sending lots of messages to people during the previous week,
we were ready to go. Seven people, plus one dog, went up to the hut
Saturday including: Richard, Graham, Robin, Kristin, Mike,
Christine, Antje and me. We went up in three vehicles, and Richard
ferried us the last few km in his 4x4. Antje, Christine and Grub (the
dog) hiked out again Saturday, as planned. We took the new Roe
Creek winter route, which I had travelled once or twice before. While
it was the shortest route, it was a bushwhack and occasionally hard to
find. I added to our bushwhacking and route finding difficulties by
leading us into the forest a bit to0 soon (though in my defence, this
mistake shortened our travel through the wet blueberries in the
clearcut). The weather was
good with a mix of clouds
and sun, and we had a nice
hike through the forest
and the alpine. However, I
recall that the bugs were
rather annoying and prevented us from taking any
extended breaks: the winter route passes through
some swampy areas. Snow
The construction crew. By Rueben Schulz
was found at higher elevations, just past Brew Lake.
From the building site, good views were seen of the Garibaldi Barrier
to the southeast and Mount Fee to the northwest.
After we arrived on site, we prepared the foundations for pouring.
The holes were cleaned, dried and the rebar was glued into them.
Next some metal collars were wired to the rebar to hold three more
pieces of rebar for each pier. After this, some fiddling with a hack saw
was needed to remove rebar that was in the way of the saddles that
sat at the top of the piers. Preparation work finished around 5pm,
and we started to mix cement for the first three piers. I got to place
saddles on the piers, but forgot to level them in one direction, since I
was so concerned about levelling the saddles in the direction of the
main hut beam. Fortunately Scott latter fixed this mistake with some
188

shims. The weather turned on us and it started to pour rain, just as
we started to pour concrete. We got absolutely soaked! Of course the
rain stopped once we finished and there was sun shining in the next
valley over during this event. That night we dried out as best as we
could in the old hut.
The old hut (Brew 2) was home to many mice, which were not as
nocturnal as they should have been. During the first spring trips to
Brew, the mice ran around everywhere (including over our feet) during daylight and nighttime hours. They had absolutely no fear of
humans. Someone on this trip (I forget who) made the mistake of not
hanging their food up during the day and the mice went into his pack
and helped themselves to a bagel. The mice slowly got more nocturnal as the year progressed, and were mostly seen at night by the fall.
Brew 3 should be more mouse proof, since it does not have large
holes and cracks in the floor and walls.
Sunday morning we finished pouring concrete for the remaining
three piers, cleaned up the site and left at 12:30pm. Reviewing Mike’s
photos that are still online, a photo of us trudging up the hill from the
old hut to the new building site shows that the morning was a bit
foggy. The trip out was uneventful as far as I remember. Apart from
taking a steeper than necessary route to Brew Lake, which was fine
during the previous trip when it was well covered by snow, I do not
recall any issues.
Many thanks to everyone who helped on this trip and who helped
during this large, multi-year project known as Brew. While most people may not have considered a weekend of help to be very worthwhile, without them the core project members would not have
accomplished anything. Many people with a tiny bit of experience
can equal enough experience to accomplish great things (providing at
least someone is around to direct them to where the work needs to be
done). In this case, Richard and Graham knew more about pouring
concrete than I did. I have previously spent time working on open
source software projects, where I saw similar effects with people
working together. The only difference for the Brew project was that
we had weather and seasonal deadlines to deal with, so it was more
important to get things done on time.
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Assembly Week at the Brew
Roland Burton

When the foundations were ready, and the time finally came to
build the Hut, we looked around for Crew for the week, and we
found only Rueben, JP, and myself. A fourth would be good, so I
asked my 14-year old son Jeff if he’d like to learn to build huts. He
said “sure”, but he wondered just how useful he’d be, as he hadn’t any
experience with framing or construction (most kids in this part of the
world don’t). We hiked up with some food and some tools. Sharing
the weekend work with Scott’s party went well, but soon the weekend crew went home, leaving Jeff and myself all
alone, as Rueben and JP
hadn’t come up yet. We
made supper with some
rice and an old can of fish,
a rather disgustingly greasy
meal that I could not recommend. Jeff was starving
and ate lots. We concluded
that the food we had
brought was minimal and By Jean-Phillipe Mercier
we’d have to eat the
strange things that had been flown in a month before, such as tinned
sauerkraut, Klik (a cheap form of Spam), and tinned artichoke hearts.
Fortunately when Rueben arrived, he had some good ideas for meals,
and we ate well after that.
Construction went well, despite the weather, which was bad. Jeff
found that there is no inherited skill for driving nails, and it is very
difficult to make a nail go where you want it to, but after driving nails
for about three days, he became pretty good at it, that is, about as
good as anybody else. The other time I really appreciated him being
there was when we had to carry sheets of plywood or corrugated steel
roofing. With the wind blowing across the site, if one person carried
a sheet, he risked becoming airborne, but having two people was
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much better. When we got the second floor on, Jeff was able to
demonstrate his fear of heights, creeping around well away from the
edges for the first hour until he realized he wasn’t going to fall off,
then it all became natural.
At about this time the weather became exceptionally wet and bad,
and we only got a couple of hours of work done one morning, before
we were soaked and retreated to the old hut to dry off. There we built
fashionable “Mt Seymour ski jackets” out of extra-large plastic
garbage bags, and I waterproofed my hat with candle wax, and after
a couple of hours we were somewhat dry and went back to do more.
The homemade rain gear supplemented our own stuff nicely. Days
were long, but we didn’t generally go back for more after supper,
being pretty tired by then.
We had a cell phone along, because we expected to have to call
Scott’s weekend party and get them to bring up something heavy and
important, which we had forgotten, and cell phone coverage at the
hut is good. But it seemed that nothing important was missing except
that Jeff and I had run out of lunch ingredients. Rather than surviving on more rice and greasy canned fish, we called Scott and Sandra
and they brought up some really delicious bagels and cream cheese
for Saturday and Sunday.
Finally construction week drew to a close, with Jeff and myself
leaving a little ahead of the others as we were trashed. Scott and
Sandra stopped for a swim on the way down and still caught up with
us. The Hut was substantially complete; only some sheet metal on the
end walls was yet to be applied.
The next weekend I went up again, and I asked Jeff if he was keen
to come and he said “sure”. So I guess it wasn’t that nasty an experience for him. I appreciated having the opportunity to share the experience with Jeff, and to once again participate in a team experience
that, unlike soccer, actually produces something to show for the
effort.
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How we Brewed a Hut
or an Epic Construction Story
Jean-Phillipe Mercier et Karine Doucet

Most of the VOC’s future members will know Brew hut as a
colourful and cozy cabin sitting on a ridge line that trails down from
mount Brew with a breathtaking view of most of the major peaks in
the area. However, only few of them will ever hear about its epic history. This article has been written for both Brew afficionados and
those interested in learning about the construction of a mountain hut.
It relates as accurately as
possible a sequence of
events that occurred over
the last two decades, leading to the demolition of
the old Gothic arches
structure and its replacement by the current building.
The original Brew hut
was built in 1982 on the
shore of a small lake situat- Laying the Foundation. By Mike Simons
ed more or less east of the
present location. Sadly, less than a year after its inauguration, people
realized that the huge two-story building was getting damaged by
snow creeps that were occurring throughout the winter.
Consequently, in 1984 the hut was dismantled, its size slightly
reduced, and was relocated higher up on a ridge, where it was
thought to be protected from the perverse effects of snow.
Nevertheless, the new site became quickly famous for its phenomenal snow accumulations. At the end of the winter of 1998-1999, the
snow depth exceeded by two meters the top of the roof creating
unusual stress on the structure, cracking all the supporting arches.
Even though the hut was still useable, it needed serious repairs. The
possibility of fixing the damage was considered, but the club finally
decided to relocate the hut elsewhere and replace the structure.
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During the summer of 1999, a new location was identified. So as
to avoid the errors of the past, the snow accumulation was monitored
over several years, confirming that the new site was not subject to the
same shortcomings. Strong winds were often observed, blowing the
snow away and leaving the ground relatively bare. In fall 2002, pushing the investigation further, Micro Brew, a small rectangular-shaped
building, was erected in order to evaluate the effect of a structure on
wind transport. It finally resulted that its effect on the accumulation
pattern was marginal.
With the conditions prevailing at the site in mind, an architecture
student was commissioned to design the new hut. He proposed a couple of original and innovative drawings, amongst these a diamondshaped one. This was retained as one of the few that suited the experience level of the work force. The plans were adopted and submitted
shortly thereafter for governmental approval.
In fall 2004 when we joined the VOC, the project had been idle
for more than a year. The permit had recently been received but
nobody was eager to take the lead. Lacking valuable building experience we nonetheless decided to assume management responsibilities.
Today still, we don’t fully understand why we decided to get involved
in this attractive but time consuming enterprise.
We held our first meeting at Calhoun’s in October 2004. This
inaugural assembly was the occasion to summarize the previous
efforts and to approve a schedule to which we surprisingly stuck.
Thereafter, everything kept moving. By Christmas, a new design for
the hut was adopted. A simple garage like-structure, mainly drawn by
Roland Burton, was preferred over the previous design due to inherent complexity in its fabrication.
The preconstruction phase began in early March 2005 when several thousand dollars were spent in building supplies at Curtis
Lumbers Yard. Everything was subsequently shipped to Roland’s back
yard, which hosted for three months the prefabrication process.
During this period, crews of often inexperienced builders came to
help cut wood and paint boards using a spectrum of psychedelic mistint colors. This phase extended from March through early May
when most of the off-site work was done, freeing enough people to
get other aspects of the project moving forward.
On May 7, a reconnaissance trip was organized to prepare the
ground to receive the helicopter loads and to layout the foundations.
The mission was successful in getting the pier positions preliminarily
193

Brew Hut

Varsity Outdoors Club 2005-2006

How we Brewed a Hut
or an Epic Construction Story
Jean-Phillipe Mercier et Karine Doucet

Most of the VOC’s future members will know Brew hut as a
colourful and cozy cabin sitting on a ridge line that trails down from
mount Brew with a breathtaking view of most of the major peaks in
the area. However, only few of them will ever hear about its epic history. This article has been written for both Brew afficionados and
those interested in learning about the construction of a mountain hut.
It relates as accurately as
possible a sequence of
events that occurred over
the last two decades, leading to the demolition of
the old Gothic arches
structure and its replacement by the current building.
The original Brew hut
was built in 1982 on the
shore of a small lake situat- Laying the Foundation. By Mike Simons
ed more or less east of the
present location. Sadly, less than a year after its inauguration, people
realized that the huge two-story building was getting damaged by
snow creeps that were occurring throughout the winter.
Consequently, in 1984 the hut was dismantled, its size slightly
reduced, and was relocated higher up on a ridge, where it was
thought to be protected from the perverse effects of snow.
Nevertheless, the new site became quickly famous for its phenomenal snow accumulations. At the end of the winter of 1998-1999, the
snow depth exceeded by two meters the top of the roof creating
unusual stress on the structure, cracking all the supporting arches.
Even though the hut was still useable, it needed serious repairs. The
possibility of fixing the damage was considered, but the club finally
decided to relocate the hut elsewhere and replace the structure.
192

During the summer of 1999, a new location was identified. So as
to avoid the errors of the past, the snow accumulation was monitored
over several years, confirming that the new site was not subject to the
same shortcomings. Strong winds were often observed, blowing the
snow away and leaving the ground relatively bare. In fall 2002, pushing the investigation further, Micro Brew, a small rectangular-shaped
building, was erected in order to evaluate the effect of a structure on
wind transport. It finally resulted that its effect on the accumulation
pattern was marginal.
With the conditions prevailing at the site in mind, an architecture
student was commissioned to design the new hut. He proposed a couple of original and innovative drawings, amongst these a diamondshaped one. This was retained as one of the few that suited the experience level of the work force. The plans were adopted and submitted
shortly thereafter for governmental approval.
In fall 2004 when we joined the VOC, the project had been idle
for more than a year. The permit had recently been received but
nobody was eager to take the lead. Lacking valuable building experience we nonetheless decided to assume management responsibilities.
Today still, we don’t fully understand why we decided to get involved
in this attractive but time consuming enterprise.
We held our first meeting at Calhoun’s in October 2004. This
inaugural assembly was the occasion to summarize the previous
efforts and to approve a schedule to which we surprisingly stuck.
Thereafter, everything kept moving. By Christmas, a new design for
the hut was adopted. A simple garage like-structure, mainly drawn by
Roland Burton, was preferred over the previous design due to inherent complexity in its fabrication.
The preconstruction phase began in early March 2005 when several thousand dollars were spent in building supplies at Curtis
Lumbers Yard. Everything was subsequently shipped to Roland’s back
yard, which hosted for three months the prefabrication process.
During this period, crews of often inexperienced builders came to
help cut wood and paint boards using a spectrum of psychedelic mistint colors. This phase extended from March through early May
when most of the off-site work was done, freeing enough people to
get other aspects of the project moving forward.
On May 7, a reconnaissance trip was organized to prepare the
ground to receive the helicopter loads and to layout the foundations.
The mission was successful in getting the pier positions preliminarily
193

Brew Hut

Varsity Outdoors Club 2005-2006

defined, leaving the site ready to challenge muscles by digging holes,
moving boulders and drilling 2 rebar sockets by hand (at least until
battery powered tools would be discovered useful). However, due to
a bad relationship with Mother Nature, three more trips were needed to complete the foundations which were finished at the end of
June, two weeks before the on-site construction began.
Shortly after, the hut shipment was carefully organized. The plan
was to first deliver the material from Vancouver to an unknown staging area around Whistler, and then to helicopter everything to Brew.
We picked the long Victoria day week-end, and on Friday May the
20th, despite the not-so-optimistic weather forecast, we began to
move the material from Roland’s back yard to his front yard and then
into the trucks. On Saturday morning, we succeeded in locating a nice
gravel pit particularly suited to serve as staging area. Then, we desperately waited for a hole in the weather allowing the helicopter to
come and fly the material to the hut. It was a stressful morning for
everybody since the not-so-nice-weather was constantly threatening,
potentially complicating the logistics and cutting holes in our budget.
It was thus a glorious and relieving moment when around noon the
last load was confirmed shipped.
Taking advantage of the collective exhilaration, 8 VOCers were
granted a helicopter ride to the hut in the anticipation of their accomplishment. Unfortunately, as soon as everybody landed, the wind
picked up and a huge storm reached the Brew region dumping around
40-50 cm of snow Saturday and Sunday, rendering vain the effort to
complete much work. The weather improved on Monday when the
snow and the wind died out resulting in a fairly productive day during which five holes were dug and most of the boulders were found
and moved skillfully by the rock team.
Brew III was officially raised from the ground on the 9th of July
2005. After eight days of hard work, the hut was mostly done and
somewhat weatherproof. Two weeks after, we were back to finish the
installation of the metal sheets and perform some other important
tasks. It was not before the end of October 2005, when the porch was
assembled and the remaining interior details completed that the hut
itself was at last declared finished.
Despite the completion of the hut, the effort is likely to continue
during summer 2006 with the construction of useful structures providing amongst other things, decent sanitary installation (read an outhouse) to the cabin. The demolition of Micro-Brew is also planned,
194

symbolizing the end of the project, concluding several years of hard
work.
Finally, we would like to acknowledge the efforts of many VOCers
who carried on their back, all the way to the hut, tons of materials
including several gallons of paint, cement, drill batteries, drills, hilty,
pick axes, nails, hammers, water level etc. Nonetheless, the palm goes
to Gregg Rekken who in 2002 carried an impressive roll of chicken
wire which still remains unused standing as an artifact of great accomplishment. We would also like to thank every person who spent without counting, time and effort for the construction of the most colourful mountain cabin on the West Coast and possibly in the whole country. Finally, very special thanks to Roland Burton, Rueben Schulz,
Scott Nelson and Sandra Nicol who, by their exceptional contribution, have rendered the completion of this fabulous project possible.

By Mike Simons
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Beta for the Blanca
Tyler Linn

What is beta? Well, after a quick google search and a review of
mountain zones climbing glossary I found a textbook definition as
“Any advance information (weather, rock or snow conditions, terrain
features, local lore) which helps in planning or negotiating a climb”
and I realized that this would work nicely as a journal article about
Peru. Rather than writing another boring “chest beating” article
about the climbing, let’s give people something that will help them on
their next trip! And then you can come back and tell me about how
hardcore you were! But will my article fit the definition of beta as
described above? Well, I hope to give you some pertinent information
on the weather to be expected, how to get around, where to eat, with
a bit of local lore to keep things interesting, so it sort of fits. Either
way, I hope you will find it valuable in planning your next trip to
Peru.
First of all, to make things easier I will consider that as a reader of
this article you are probably planning or hoping to plan a trekking or
climbing trip to Peru so I will write the article in the order of how I
planned things before my trip. Don’t let your financial situation stop
you. A trip to Peru can be done on a very tight budget and with all
expenses and flights will probably end up being cheaper than spending the same time paying rent and living in Vancouver for the summer. The scenery is spectacular and it is one of the few areas in the
world where you can experience high altitude mountaineering without expensive fees and permit headaches.

Flights: You’ve probably heard it all before but make sure you book
early to avoid the highest prices. By avoiding the peak times you can
also save a lot of money. The best time to book seems to be right after
exams in early May (Warning: you will likely procrastinate while trying to study if you book at this time). If you look hard enough you
might be able to get something for as cheap as $800 dollars return
from Vancouver to Lima. If you book something for early July (as I
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did) you can count on paying an extra $300 dollars for a good fare.
Most connections go through Miami, Houston, or Los Angeles. LAN
Peru usually goes through L.A., American usually connects in Dallas,
and Continental connects in Houston or Newark. Air Canada also has
reasonable flights and is recommended if you want to avoid the horrors of American customs by connecting in Toronto. Al had an interesting time explaining to the customs officers what to do with an ice
screw in Dallas, Texas!

Vaccinations: Vaccinations are a little bit expensive but I recommend
getting them because it will give you peace of mind and it will avoid
serious problems when you get down there or when you return. If
you go to a Travel Medicine and Vaccination Centre they will give
you all the information you will need. Some of the vaccines are
optional but can help a lot. If you want to avoid extended trips to the
washroom due to traveler’s diarrhea you can take something called
Dukoral which will guard against cholera and help increase your
immunity in case you eat something a little questionable. Hepatitis B
is something many people already have but update it if you need to.
You will likely need a hepatitis A shot, a tetanus shot, and a typhoid
vaccination. Go at least a
month before or some of
them won’t kick in until
half way through your
trip. Be aware that you
probably won’t need a yellow fever vaccine but if
you travel to another
South American country
such as Brazil, you may
need to get one or they
won’t let you into the Tyler and Al from the top of Pisco. By Tyler Linn
country!
Habla espanol? Learn a few phrases before you go. You’ll need them
when you get down there and it will make your whole experience
way more enjoyable. The locals are very easy to speak with so don’t
be shy and speak up. You might even surprise yourself by how quickly you can pick it up!
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Insurance: Get some insurance from the student union building or
with your plane ticket. You can also get some from the BCAA which
is good value and excellent service. I have been getting this coverage
for years and have never had a problem.
Gear: Some gear can be acquired in Huaraz including pickets, biners,
screws, slings, and rental crampons/axes. The quality is sometimes
questionable though so I would recommend bringing everything you
need with you. Gas canisters are difficult to find so make sure you
bring a white gas stove along for the trip. White gas can be found at
a few of the hardware stores in town at a good price. Don’t count on
buying any footwear in Peru. First of all, it is of very low quality and
secondly they don’t carry the bigger sizes ANYWHERE so you will be
out of luck if you have big feet! There is a mountain guide shop in
town but you won’t find much information on any of the less traveled
peaks.
Once you get there: Get out of Lima and head somewhere nice. There
are areas of Lima that are nice such as Miraflores but the traffic, pollution, and slums will get you down. If however, you want to do a
case study on third world poverty and social inequality then you will
be in luck! You will want to start acclimatizing so head somewhere at
high altitude. Cuzco is an excellent city to start doing some acclimatization treks, enjoy the historical aspects of Peru, and go see Machu
Pichu. LAN Peru has flights daily from Lima for about 100 dollars. If
however, you are keen to head to the Cordillera Blanca and
Huayhuash you will need to board a bus to Huaraz. All of the buses
leave from one area of town so jump in a taxi and go buy a ticket.
Make sure you barter with the taxi drivers. For the best deals leave
the gates of the airport and get an unlicensed taxi waiting outside.
However if it’s late at night just take one of the licensed taxis out in
front. 30 soles should get you just about anywhere in the city. When
I was there I took a licensed taxi to Miraflores which is about 45 minutes away and it cost me 26 soles (about 10 dollars).
Huaraz: Huaraz is probably the most convenient city to base yourself
out of for most trekking and climbing in the Blanca and makes a good
resting place for longer trips into the Huayhuash. The city is centrally located at 3100 meters which is quite good for acclimatization purposes. Expect to spend at least 5 days in Huaraz if coming directly
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from sea level with no prior acclimatization. The city has everything
you need. There is a grocery store on the main street which sells many
of the packaged items you would find in a North American grocery
store. There is also an open air market in which you can buy bread,
meat, and all of your produce. Vegetarians beware! If you have a
queasy stomach you may not enjoy seeing the open air meat market.
In terms of transportation you only need to walk down the main
street to find a collectivo to take you to most cities and villages along
the sides of the Blanca. The access may be more complicated for the
Huayhuash but usually most transportation problems can be solved if
you are willing to fork out a bit of extra cash for the luxury of a taxi.
If you walk down the street you can hear the collectivo drivers shouting out the names of their destinations. The vans usually have only 8
or 9 legal seats but they can cram upwards of 16 people into these
things. The upside is that they`re cheap and are always entertaining.
There is also a bus service into the main part of the Huascaran
National Park and can be used to access peaks such as Pisco,
Chopicalqui and Huascaran. A note about taxis: taxi drivers can often
drive terrifyingly fast through towns and people. Make sure that if
you feel uncomfortable ask the driver to slow down; “mas despacio
por favor.” One final note: if you need a taxi driver to pick you up
after a multi-day trek or climb he will usually ask for a deposit to
make sure you don’t go down with another driver. This is normal, but
don’t give him so much he has no reason to come back for you.
Food is hit or miss in Huaraz. Most of the pizza places target
tourists and are overpriced and are low quality. There is a small family run place that serves a nice trout, rice, and soup lunch for almost
nothing. It is located on the south side of the bridge on the main
street. There are also tones of fried chicken places which are all pretty much the same. If you want to treat yourself to an excellent dinner
go to Siam de Los Andes on the corner of Morales and Gamarra
where they serve excellent Thai curries. The owner is also a climber
and has been know to give good beta on first ascent routes! When not
in the mountains, head to the Café Andino for the best bacon and
eggs and cappuccino in the city. The California Café is of equal quality and also features a library with climbing mags and guidebooks.
I highly recommend staying at Jo`s Place. Jo is very friendly and
was willing to bend over backwards to help in any way possible. The
accommodation is also cheap and the rooms are clean and feature a
nice view of the surrounding mountains from the top floor. There is
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also an outdoor barbeque and kitchen area where you can kick back
in a hammock and take in the views of Huascaran. There are a lot of
trekkers here and you will have no problems leaving your stuff in
their storage area while you are out bagging peaks.
For a big night out I recommend starting at the Garden Club so
you can take advantage of the bouldering wall before the liquor kicks
in. Afterwards, The Extreme Bar is a good choice for a casual atmosphere with lots of outdoor folks to pass the time with. To finish off
the night don’t miss out on the Tambo. This is where those Latin
ladies are out shaking it on the dance floor. Watch yourself! Altitude
and alcohol can lead to just about anything.

Laguna Paron Lake, with Piramide and Chacrajau in the background. By Tyler Linn.

Weather: The weather is usually excellent from June until the end of
August. We had sunny weather for almost the entire month of July
when we were there. Keep in mind that the Blanca can sometimes be
draped in clouds when Huaraz is nice and sunny and there is a big
temperature difference between valley bottom and the peaks. If you
are camping above 5000 meters you are going to want plastic insulated boots and a minus 20 down bag. There is a huge daily temperature
difference. We experienced mornings as cold as -30 at 5500 meters in
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camp with temperatures as high as plus 15 in the afternoon. The
locals believe that the new moon brings bad weather from the
Amazon. We were skeptical until the clouds started rolling in, so
maybe there is some truth to this one!
I hope this article has given an interesting perspective and helpful
hints on how to get the most out of your experience in Peru.
Although I was there only one summer it was an amazing experience
with many great memories I hope to return to. I highly recommend
Jeremy Frimer`s guidebook “Climbs and Treks in the Cordillera
Huayhuash of Peru” and Brad Johnson’s guidebook “Classic Climbs
of the Cordillera Blanca.” Although I haven’t been to the Huayhuash
I would recommend climbing there, especially if you are seeking more
solitude and a greater wilderness experience with the same spectacular mountain scenery as in the Blanca.

Artesonraju, Cordillera Blanca, Peru. By Tyler Linn
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Glacier School 2005
Richard So

The lack of snowfall during the previous winter sent about 30
intrepid VOC’ers down to the Easton Glacier on Mt. Baker in
Washington. The hike in to the Easton glacier is longer than that of
the Coleman glacier, but the scenery and berries here are incredible.
Running on the usual VOC time we had a late start from the trailhead. I’ve never hiked in an American national park and was quite
impressed by the amount of effort placed into constructing the path.
The most impressive sight was the long staircase, made out of rocks.
September is a fantastic
time to hike this trail, as
the blueberries are plentiful. At the end of Railroad
Grade (a moraine), we
found a large spot at
around 6000 feet. The
only visible sources of
water were some stagnant
ponds, and the ice on the
glacier beyond. Fred went
looking for water, and This is what we do to foreign students in the
VOC. by Jeremy Frimer
after not returning for a
while, we suspected that he had run off to summit Baker. This year,
the group was divided into the G1 and G2 students, while the ice
climbers went with Janez. After lunch, we separated and started walking on the glacier. Most of the glacier was icy, and we had trouble
finding good patches of snow to practice self-arresting on. Later that
evening, the clouds lifted, and the full moon came out, exposing the
enormous number of crevasses on Baker.
Due to the condition of the glacier, only three of the nine VOC’ers
in the G2 group elected to summit the next morning. Jay, Martin, and
Bram left camp at 4:30am after a brief discussion with the park
ranger, and reached the summit at around 10am. The weather was
perfect for them and the view from the top spectacular. The rest of
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the G2 students met them on the descent. We found a very large crevasse, which we used to practice crevasse falls and self arrests. Krystil
fell far down into the crevasse, and the video that Jeremy filmed was
quite impressive. Unfortunately, none of us were able to repeat the
moves shown in Vertical Limit, such as the desperate ice tool self
arrest on a vertical face around the chasm. We also found plenty of
snow to self-arrest on, and I was introduced to the German method
of self-arrest practice, courtesy of Bram and Martin.
Descending from the lower half of the glacier in poor visibility, the
group left the campsite in late afternoon. We took our time descending, stopping at every patch of blueberries. This is definitely one place
that I would come back to again and it was a great place for Glacier
School. The drive and border crossing isn’t too bad, and there is plenty of room to camp. There are lots of crevasses to practice rescue
techniques and snow slopes to practice self-arrests on.

VOC on K2
Compiled by Jeremy Frimer

Jer:
I’m so psyched after watching Vertical Limit last night that I reckon
it’s time for a VOC trip to K2. I think the Hockey Stick Gully route
makes good sense, being a Canadian club and all. So, we need people
(cuz lots of us are gonna die and we still want to reach the summit of
course) and we need nitro. Who’s in?
Tyler:
Where can I learn to use
nitro? I would love to
come but I don’t have this
requirement yet. I think
most of my other skills are
up to the task although I
haven’t quite been able to
stick that desperate two ice
tool self arrest while jumping over the 200 foot
chasm of doom. Would
that be a problem?

Our Mission specialists Jer and Tyler handling
the “rescue nitro”.

Jordan:
Remember for your elite crew you’d also need a token hot girl and a
token foreigner. No camera crew will follow you otherwise.
Trish:
Is this trip beginner friendly? How ‘bout next weekend? I have a car.
I’ll pick some nitro up from MEC sometime this week.
Jennifer:
Hmmm… my skills aren’t quite up to par, but my arrogance is more
than sufficient so I guess I could join you. I could be the whiney girl
that everyone is glad gets knocked off. That way the stats would be
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better for the rest of you to survive. (You know, I’ll be the ‘one down’
in the ‘one down, four more left to go’). Any joiners in my altruistic
group?

Pascal:
2K? Shouldn’t be a problem. I’ve run 10K before. (Man did a lot of
dyslexic people respond to this thread!)

Krystil:
OK folks. So I’d really really, really, like to join you on this trip. But
I have no gear, no car, no money (can we take the bus there?), or
experience. But I’m really, really, really, keen. (Plus I can coil a rope
really, really, really, well). P.S. I’ve got the puffy jacket down, and I’ve
got the nitro hook ups if we need extra (some homies from back
East).

Janet:
I sat with a ‘Miami-vice’ type on the plane this summer that said he’d
be willing to show me the ropes (so to speak) and I could tell he had
some “bling bling money in da thing”...so I reckon he could be our
sponsor for the permit. And I reckon 30 quick draws should suffice,
seeing as the whole route is bolted. Or should I bring a few more just
to be safe?

Matthew:
If your rope is longer than 7 coils around your neck (~5m), and you
can hip belay while wearing a harness with gear on it, you’re set. You
don’t need any other gear because apparently people who climb K2
don’t like to use it (its like using oxygen, the good climber don’t need
it).

Richard:
Why use quickdraws Janet? Dynamic cam placements are way cooler! Count me in! Who’s going to provide the plasma TV and gigantic
tent for the highest party in the world?

Trish:
I think you had better fix that rip in your puff-puff bling jacket before
the next trip...another one of those darn helicopter blades again eh?
Martin:
Token foreigner? I can do that. Wouldn’t be the first time Jer pushes
me in a crevasse and laughs at me. If one semi-slanty eyed person
dieing isn’t enough, we can take Kiwi Jay along as well. As for K2:
Shouldn’t be a big deal. We just get ourselves the Cliffhanger Bolt gun
and just nail our way up. I reckon Sunday 11:41 would be a good
time to summit (got to coordinate those surrounding fund raisers for
the club).
Jer:
I got us a permit for this weekend. Turns out we’ll be the only ones
(winter and all). Ok, the approach up the Baltoro takes 7 days normally. But we’re a fit crew. Let’s do it by headlamp on Friday night.
Oh yeah, the permit was $60,000. So, does anyone know a rich
American? It’s ok if he’s an asshole and has killed people on K2
before so long as he’s a rich asshole and will pay the $60k.
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Scott:
I’d say bring a few more, my “buddy” Sylvester walks in those circles,
and he says we can borrow his bolt gun, just in case we get off route.
It should make leading those crux pitches a little easier and it only has
a fifty pound battery pack. I can’t wait! Oh, except I have to be back
for work Saturday morning so I am going to leave early. I think I’ll
just base jump from the summit and let the winds carry me back to
Vancouver, my prof says that there is 70,4567 % chance that I’ll make
it based on atmospheric circulation models!
Jer:
Some might be wondering how hard it is to climb K2. The answer is
“very hard, even extremely hard”. Here’s a very true story about back
in the olden days when most of you were hardly born. An old timer
in the VOC known as “Johnny U” said (in all seriousness) “I hear that
K2’s only 5.9” So there you have it folks. 5.9, 1 point of aid (dynamic cam placement). Should be a piece of piss.
Miranda:
Um, HELLO! Did everyone forget about the alien of doom that has
to hide in the shadows, only to come out and one by one devour
every VOCer out there, leaving only Jer and some neophyte VOC
chicky in a half-ripped Lululemon tank-top?
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Krystil:
Ok, so we have about 14 people interested... If we split the permit (is
it good for 14 people?) that’ll be: $60 000/14= $4285.71 each...
That might be a bit tight, I’ll just have to sell a piece of bling... Unless
it’s $60 000 each, hmmmm, then I’d have to sell a few more pieces
of bling... I’m not sure if I could make it up without some bling
though... It’s all in the bling bling.
Kaja:
Since nobody’s jumped on it yet, I volunteer for the cam dyno. Who’s
got the 20m leap with ice axes a-flailin’? Also, have we got ourselves
a token old-guy-who-is-the-only-person-who-can-really-get-us-upthere-but-has-given-up-climbing-because-of-the-tragic-death-of-hiswife-some-years-back yet, or is that only for rescue missions?
Jordan:
That’s only for emergencies; token-old-guy-who-has-given-up-climbing comes with a hefty retainer fee. So, no one get in trouble okay?
Because we don’t have this dude on standby
Richard:
Are we going to use club ropes? How’s the condition on that not-sosketchy-but-has-core-shot pink rope?
Jer:
Hard to type... In Islamabad General. Frostbite on my fingers. Climb
went well. Jenn did end up getting knocked off in the end. Quite the
gust of wind, picked her off her feet, flew clear to base camp, landing
on Martin. T’was a bloody mess. But one less German is a good thing.
Did anyone get a picture of Kaja doing the backward flip as she pulled
the gap-jump? T’was quite the shame that... that we were so stoked
about the gap-jump that the climb was soon forgotten and stupid
human tricks took centre stage. And who the &@%! replaced the
Nitro canisters with Coffee? So, ever since I tried to crawl into Janet’s
tent to “stay warm” and then she knocked me out cold with an ice
tool, I can’t remember what happened next. How did I get this frostbite?
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Jordan:
You got frostbite by holding an icepack too long to your head wound
inflicted by Janet...I TOLD you to switch hands...
Mike:
I’ve stayed silent about the ordeal up until now because I’m publishing my account in a book. I maintain that I was fully prepared for the
climb. Having done two peaks over 14k I was clearly in shape to do
K2 as it’s barely over 28k. Before you all ask, no, I won’t be sharing
any of the book’s profits with the surviving members of the expedition.
Jennifer:
What about setting up a fund for us dead ones?
Kaja:
Jenn, you seem a bit too chatty for a corpse.
Stephen:
...missing nitro canisters...
...buried in a serac high on K2...
...Global warming is causing huge lightning storms that are striking
the mountain peak...
...The potential for an unprecedented class 13 avalanche threatens
Pakistan’s newest nuclear facility...
...only one team dares to save the world...do I smell a sequel?
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Scriptless
Jeremy Frimer

It had become our ritual to see one another off for encounters with
big mountains with the same eight words: “When it gets hard out
there… just giv’er.” Hugging John in my front yard, I mumbled into
his ear, meaning the words of our adage as if I had never uttered them
before. I wished for him and Guy to find the means within to thief
their way up the untouchable northwest face of the Devil’s Thumb.
And I willed for them to come home alive. Neither would come to
pass. When the search was called off, I took on the duty of breaking
news. With each silenced voice, I re-experienced the confusion along
with the crushing pain in my throat. And as months passed, I
remained stuck. The lingering sadness wasn’t for John and Guy; they
had lived well and probably died quickly. The remorse was for me. I
was the one who had to live in this now empty world.
Just months earlier, I had narrowly escaped disaster on a mountain
in Peru after getting caught by a terrible storm while high and committed. As spindrift poured over me on each threatened rappel, I
vowed that I would not get into such a mess again. Knowing of time’s
tendency to heal raw wounds, I doubted my own sincerity. I suspected that it would take more than one day best forgotten to convince
me to clear my future of Alpine pursuits. It was the loss of two friends
that now solidified my fearful aversion. Alpine climbing had taken
from me close friends of the past. As far as I was concerned, it would
need to be absent from my future in order for me to have a good
chance of having a long one.
Guy had once asked me if I ever felt overwhelmed by ambition. I
think that we were both uneasy about what would become of us if
climbing became an addiction. As I searched in the ‘real’ world for a
new life, I wondered if I had survived the obsession that had consumed Guy. So in accepting an offer for a seven-year Ph.D. program
in Wyoming, I began searching for alternative meaning in my life.
Intellectual challenge felt good. Learning was self-expanding and I
was working towards becoming a psychologist. Professionally assisted introspection seemed to be just my style. In making new friends
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and becoming involved with an inspiring woman, I thought that all
the pieces were falling in place for a life worth living. But the itch
returned. With a well conditioned distaste for it, I reflexively tried to
quench it with long runs or by bouldering hard in the gym. Then I
noticed that I was instigating emotionally-heated debates in grad seminars. The plan wasn’t working. But if I were to try to make the normal life work, I felt that I needed to dedicate myself to it fully. And
so I sat with the itch, trying to suppress it. Finally, it started to make
me crazy. I caved in and began to assess it with an open mind. In this
way, I realized that my current life lacked an important type of meaning that I used to derive from the Alpine experience. Pound-forpound, nothing matched its vivid authenticity. The new life that I had
crafted came to represent a form of self-denial; I began to relish the
itch.

To be scripted at all is to be prepackaged, programmed ...
Only the unwritten can truly live a life.
David James Duncan

Jeremy at base camp, Masherbun in the background. By Jay Piggott
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One November afternoon, I was ten pages into a psychology reading when I realized that I hadn’t the faintest notion of what it was that
I was reading. I stepped outside into the chilling Wyoming wind, and
scuttled across campus to the library. If I were to bother with all the
trouble of reconstructing my life, I figured that I may as well do it
with the biggest tools on the planet. While I felt some ambivalence
about threatening my
future by going big in the
Alpine, two things that I
valued were in conflict.
Something had to give.
The pages of “Himalaya:
Alpine Style” lay open
before, and once again, so
did my future.
I stand in the middle of
this glacier below the
biggest rocks on earth.
With me are two friends:
Sam Johnson, an Alaskan
mixed master with a giddy
laugh; and Jonathon
Clearwater (JC), a compact yet powerful Kiwi
Uli Biaho. By Jay Piggott
with a mild manner. JC’s
story sounds somewhat
like mine: he has been following mountain winds for some time, most
recently freeing old aid lines in the Darran Mountains of New
Zealand, until he committed to a Ph.D. program in Australia. He was
the last to join the team, and did so somewhat on a whim. I wonder
if he was waiting for something exciting to come his way. Sam and I
met while he was rampaging around the Canadian Rockies in search
of the steepest, thinnest ice he could find. After years on the road, he
is finally ready to settle down by beginning a Masters in Social Work
in just two weeks’ time. I sense that we each struggle with the decision to commit to a professional life, and worry about how that may
interfere with living life richly and in the present. Our lives converge
here, in the Karakoram Mountains of Pakistan.
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We arrive with intentions for the proudest feature in the valley: a
6200-foot line of rock and ice on Uli Biaho Tower’s east face. “Old
Chicken,” however, is proffering no invitations; it repeatedly sheds
parts of its summit mushroom down our line. Despite the voiced concerns from the others, I still yearn to go. In preparing for the expedition, punching it hard on Uli came to represent the culmination of the
process of redefining myself. But in striving to reinvent myself as a
present-tense being, ironically, I scripted my own evolution towards
that very goal. And I may have pulled it off were it not for being
yanked back to reality. The others vote unanimously against attempting the line. My future will be as open as I am ready to let it be. I
resolve to feel no self-pity for being denied a crack at my dream.
Scriptless, we search the valley. Our binoculars are soon pointed at
a neglected snow-capped peak rising out of Trango Glacier just north
of Nameless Tower. We know neither its name nor history. We love
the look of it: splitter orange granite comprises its southwest ridge,
which curves back and forth four times as it rises steeply for a vertical mile to a blank shield headwall and a final narrow ridge crest. We
take turns chucking things out of our packs so as to lighten the load.
With just five pins, no bolts, a small rack, bivy gear, and food for
three days, we shoulder our packs and commit.
After three days and some 40 pitches of varied climbing through
the four curves of ridge crest, our jaws drop at first sight of the perfect handcrack splitting the shield headwall. Sammy leads through
sublime jams to where the crack narrows, then slams shut, halting
even aid climbing. From a hanging belay, we can barely watch as he
misses two pendulum attempts, taking big falls on the way back
down. Finally, he sticks it; the little Kiwi and I cheer like body-painted football fans. JC takes the lead. After poking his head around an
arête, he turns back towards us with a look of despair. Sam and I follow the pitch to a hanging belay atop a wall the size of El Cap.
We have a single option for advancing: a flaring offwidth, the back
of which is crammed with vegetation. It looks nasty and hard to protect; aiding would require substantial excavation. As we each search
within for will, a storm rages over us. Our situation is now fully desperate: hips ache from hanging belays; feet and hands begin to freeze;
and headspace is evaporating quickly. Retreat is likewise limited to
one option: dozens of unpredictable rappels, then an unavoidable
serac-threatened avalanche gully. We know virtually nothing of the
ridge above the offwidth; there is no guarantee that we are up for
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what lies ahead. Neither the Kiwi nor the Alaskan wants any part of
the flaring slot. Food bags hold nothing but wrappers.
I squeeze my eyes shut, hug my torso, and whine to my inner
mommy. But the response comes in a different voice. In my mind’s
ear, John mumbles our parting adage: “…just giv’er!” My eyes pop
open. Adrenaline surges. I feel light, even feisty. I’m shaking like a
Hulkamaniac, ready to tear open my goretex jacket, and land a massive flying leg drop. Noticing JC and Sam (giving me a rather puzzled
look), I return to reality, grab the rack, and high-step the belay. Armed
with a nut tool, I begin digging into the garden like a dog in search of
a ground squirrel …
It’s morning. I moan. Every part of me aches, including my empty
stomach. Snow blankets me in this tight bivy. But below lies all 200
feet of the freshly excavated offwidth. We have cut ties with the world
below; we no longer see retreat as an option. Clouds swirl all around,
putting us in a silent world all our own. The final segment of the ridge
remains—a narrow crest, stacked with towers. We begin it by moving
together along the top of a fin of sublime granite, until now
untouched by human hands. Being fully committed, we optimistically scan each ridge feature for weaknesses… until finally our optimism
becomes unfounded. The crest turns jagged, narrow, and unprotectable, forcing us onto the face below.
JC and I find ourselves at another hanging belay. The red-blooded
Alaskan leads into a traverse along rotten, flaring cracks. Run-out and
in trouble, he begins twitching, screaming at the uncaring mountain
for a good hold. A foot slips and flags in the air. With almost nothing
left in his arms, he begins a desperate retreat by convulsively lunging
backwards along the fault. The three of us are again at the hanging
belay, aching with hunger and cold. And after all we’ve been through,
just 150 feet from the end of it all, the ridge finally has our number.
Night falls again.
Open to ideas less orthodox, we resolve to endure the night on a
perched snow slope 250 feet below us, and adjacent to a mixed gully.
Too wrecked to tie myself in for the night, I pass time shivering in a
dreamy trance. As I lie there, a perverse vision invades my mind: it’s
me, and I’m rolling off my sleeping pad, tumbling a few times, then
pitching off the edge. I can’t shake the image of my own limp body
plummeting through the air. The strange thing is that all this doesn’t
bother me. Vivid emotions seem to have become dull; I feel a sort of
numbed acceptance of our predicament.
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I sit on a snowy shoulder with a heady buzz of satisfaction. The
ridge in its entirety lies below. Having scoped the descent well, we
know that we will be eating like kings in basecamp by midnight. But
before we go, I stare back at the towers that comprise the final crest
of what is now Severance Ridge and retreat into thought. I notice
pride welling within and flinch. Guy, is this just another fix in the
story of a torturous addiction? I wonder if the question misses a key
point. Ambition is merely the manifestation of my passion for experiencing life at full blast. And that passion lies at the core of who I am,
to the point that we have become indistinguishable. The process of
redefining myself was essentially about coming to terms with this; and
cutting ties on Severance Ridge marked the beginning of this new life.

Summary: Trango II (6327m), Severance Ridge (VI: 5.11, A2, AI3,
M5, 1600m). F.A.: Jonathan Clearwater (NZ), Jeremy Frimer (CDN),
Samuel Johnson (USA). August 15-19, 2005.
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what lies ahead. Neither the Kiwi nor the Alaskan wants any part of
the flaring slot. Food bags hold nothing but wrappers.
I squeeze my eyes shut, hug my torso, and whine to my inner
mommy. But the response comes in a different voice. In my mind’s
ear, John mumbles our parting adage: “…just giv’er!” My eyes pop
open. Adrenaline surges. I feel light, even feisty. I’m shaking like a
Hulkamaniac, ready to tear open my goretex jacket, and land a massive flying leg drop. Noticing JC and Sam (giving me a rather puzzled
look), I return to reality, grab the rack, and high-step the belay. Armed
with a nut tool, I begin digging into the garden like a dog in search of
a ground squirrel …
It’s morning. I moan. Every part of me aches, including my empty
stomach. Snow blankets me in this tight bivy. But below lies all 200
feet of the freshly excavated offwidth. We have cut ties with the world
below; we no longer see retreat as an option. Clouds swirl all around,
putting us in a silent world all our own. The final segment of the ridge
remains—a narrow crest, stacked with towers. We begin it by moving
together along the top of a fin of sublime granite, until now
untouched by human hands. Being fully committed, we optimistically scan each ridge feature for weaknesses… until finally our optimism
becomes unfounded. The crest turns jagged, narrow, and unprotectable, forcing us onto the face below.
JC and I find ourselves at another hanging belay. The red-blooded
Alaskan leads into a traverse along rotten, flaring cracks. Run-out and
in trouble, he begins twitching, screaming at the uncaring mountain
for a good hold. A foot slips and flags in the air. With almost nothing
left in his arms, he begins a desperate retreat by convulsively lunging
backwards along the fault. The three of us are again at the hanging
belay, aching with hunger and cold. And after all we’ve been through,
just 150 feet from the end of it all, the ridge finally has our number.
Night falls again.
Open to ideas less orthodox, we resolve to endure the night on a
perched snow slope 250 feet below us, and adjacent to a mixed gully.
Too wrecked to tie myself in for the night, I pass time shivering in a
dreamy trance. As I lie there, a perverse vision invades my mind: it’s
me, and I’m rolling off my sleeping pad, tumbling a few times, then
pitching off the edge. I can’t shake the image of my own limp body
plummeting through the air. The strange thing is that all this doesn’t
bother me. Vivid emotions seem to have become dull; I feel a sort of
numbed acceptance of our predicament.
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Believe it or not, choosing winners for these awards was actually quite
difficult. There isn’t really any set criteria by which to select a winner
and knowing the amount of work people put into their submissions
makes it even more difficult to single individuals. In the end I have
simply chosen what I like best.

Best Photograph:
My personal favourite is the one on the back page. To me it captures
the simple, unbounded sense of joy and freedom that comes with
being outside. Thanks Boris, Steve and Jordan.
Clown Award:
This has got to be Jeremy Frimer’s “Dirtbag Climbers”. I almost
choked the first time I read it. Probably because I know the dirtbags
and their habits a little too well.
Perseverance in the Face of Adversity:
This award goes to Christian Veenstra for his article “My First Lead
Fall”. Well written, honest and entertaining from start to finish it is
quite simply, great. This is not a traditional VOC award but after
reading the numerous accounts of his ability to endure mechanical
failure, bodily punishment and even death at the hands of Jeff, I think
it is more than appropriate. Plus, maybe now he will forgive me for
correcting his oral “grammarical” errors. Honourable mentions goes
to Jeff Mottershead for providing the inspiration.
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