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P RESIDENT ’ S M ESSAGE
Christian Veenstra

So, what does it mean to be in the VOC anyway... what
is it all about? It's an outdoors club after all, so it must
have something to do with that. But in a university club
over ninety years old, yet with a four year turnover rate,
what gives continuity? Sometimes it amazes me that we
can keep everything together and survive as a club at all and yet here we are, looking back at another great year in
the mountains and forward to the next.
It seems that the VOC survives based on a fundamental
lust for life, personal challenge, camaraderie, exploration
and love for each other, which permeates people who are
drawn to the outdoors. The spirit is evident when gathered
around, cold and wet, singing silly songs in a driving storm
on a trip which didn't quite make it as far as advertised - or
when a small group bands together and plans a remote
expedition. Somehow, quality people are drawn to the club
and this spirit drives us forward. Watching the beginners
H[SHULHQFHLWIRUWKHÀUVWWLPHWKHH[SHULHQFHGFDQUHOLYH
that realization and sense of wonder, and things continue.
But if it's all about the people, then why do we need
the mountains at all? Why not become the Varsity Hanging
Around In The City-Club? This year especially, with all the
media hype regarding slackcountry skiers as the new menace to society, why not hang out at the resort? Why not just
go to the bars? It would certainly save on effort - no need
for advocacy trying to keep some portion of the mountains
wild, or trying to quantify how we're different from people
ducking the boundary ropes without a clue.
Somehow, it seems that this spirit which binds us together just doesn't get fueled in the city. As a species we've
spared no effort inventing rules and building places that folX
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low them - places where somebody else has carefully calculated what to do in every situation. Just follow the signs,
regulations and subsection 2.56a and everything will work
RXW ÀQH 1R QHHG WR WKLQN ,I \RX IROORZ WKHVH UXOHV DQG
something bad happens to you the system will bail you out.
(Or, at least, we like to think so and are outraged when it
doesn't.) Some love these places, and can't imagine leaving them, or why anyone would want to. Yet, for some of
us, getting out into the backcountry - the wilderness - away
from the strict pre-calculated well-mapped city, making our
own decisions, and suffering our own consequences, is
what life is really about. The reality and freedom of thinking
for yourself and truly living is immense, indescribable, and
not for everybody.
That true sense of living - that challenge, freedom and
exploration - can be found in different ways, but for us it
is found in the wilderness. And so, I propose, this is what
binds the club together year after year - discovering and
sharing this spirit together. And I hope this year's journal
helps you relive it if you're in the city, or reminds you why
you're here if you're reading it up in a hut or while trapped
in your tent on a storm day, stuck halfway between “no”
and “where”.
Thanks to this year's executive who, by stepping forward
DQGVHOÁHVVO\GRQDWLQJWKHLUWLPHKDYHKHOSHGHQVXUHWKDW
the club survives another year - giving us a means to share
these experiences and grow together, and to learn to do
it safely. Also, thanks to those who came before us - who
took us out on that life-changing introductory trip, all the
while advocating to ensure there would be places kept wild
for us to enjoy. We can only pay it forward by doing the
same.

E DITOR ’ S M ESSAGE
Karolina Hanula
Varsity Outdoors Club? I haven’t seen the outdoors all week!
Perhaps it is because I had scoffed at the warnings of previous editors and procrastinated a hell of a lot while the deadline
approached rapidly.
I won’t keep you long, as those who contributed to this edition have said everything I had wished to say, but with more
colour and enthusiasm than I could muster up within me. I
must confess one thing, however: Over the past six months,
, KDYH VWDONHG \RXU SKRWR JDOOHULHV DQG SURÀOHV , KDYH UHDG
your trip reports, and followed all of your precious moments
on your online blogs. I feel like I know each and every one of
you personally now, a feeling I am uncertain if I should resent
or embrace, as staring at my computer screen for such lengths
of time has left a rather painful crick in my neck.
Thanks to the Editing Blitz team, who spent hours in Calhoun’s reading over proofs, while Conrad Koziol and I deVSDLUHGRYHUWKHÀQHOLQHWKDWGLIIHUHQWLDWHVKLNLQJIURPVFUDPbling, scrambling from mountaineering, and mountaineering
from climbing. We plotted elevation graphs, and interviewed
those around us, but to no avail! We eventually decided to forgo that semantic nightmare, by compiling all of those articles
under one heading, letting you—the reader—ponder it now.
Thanks to Erik Frebold, who proofed the vast majority of
WKHVH DUWLFOHV EHIRUH , FRXOG HYHQ JHW D ÀQJHU RQ WKHP \RX
saved me many precious hours and reduced the redundancy
of having to read the same thing over and over again. During
the process, commas were removed, added, ignored, and forgotten. Semicolons were turned upside down and over, only
to be left in their original context in the end. I’ve tried to keep
the layout and cover as simple as possible, as such monotony
appeals to my aesthetic. Thanks to all of those who submitted
articles, and patiently replied to dozens of my emails throughout the editing process!
These stories have passed through many hands, and are
now with you. This is a journal, and if some moments read
tense or obscure, it is because the author intended it so.
Now – indulge.
X
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Hiking back to the cars. From left to right: Evan Morris, Greta
Raymant, Phillipp Zielke, and Christina Duff.
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SCOTT WEBSTER
RAN ZHANG

Ran Zhang takes in the view of Garibaldi Lake from near
Gentian Peak.

Hiking up Tricouni. From left to right: Colin Vincent, Anne
Vialettes, Ran Zhang.
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EVAN MORRIS
SCOTT WEBSTER

Greta Raymant crossing the icy Borealis Glacier creek in front of
Fyles Glacier.

0DWWKHZ&DUUROOUHÀOOVKLVZDWHUDPRQJVWEHDXWLIXOÁRZHUVLQ
Taylor Meadows.
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T HE C OAST M OUNTAIN E XPERIENCE
A PE L AKE
Evan Morris
You’re a quarter century old, and your friends are all out
RIVFKRRODQGZRUNLQJ*XHVVLWҋVWLPHIRU\RXUÀUVWҊGHVtination wedding’! My good friends Pete and Jodi tied the
knot this past August in Jodi’s home town of Bella Coola,
BC. It’s about a twelve-hour drive 500km North and then
500km West from Vancouver. I had never been there before and heard rumours of a little jewel of a town tucked
deep into the Coast Mountains visited by few tourists and
even fewer British Columbians. To get there you drive six
hours West of Williams Lake passing nothing but the odd
ten- house town or lone ranch along the way. The road
takes you from the high Chilcotin plateau and drops 1500
metres down “the hill” to the beautiful valley of Bella Coola.
Much of the highway is gravel and was built by residents of
Bella Coola themselves. Impressive.
Greta Raymant and I had a two-day break from the
ZHGGLQJ DFWLYLWLHV ZKDW WR GR" 0RVW RI RXU IULHQGV ZHUH
KDYLQJ ERQÀUHV RQ WKH EHDFK DQG WXELQJ GRZQ WKH ULYHU
Very tempting, but we are VOCers after all. We heard of
an elusive place called Ape Lake on the northern edge of
WKH0RQDUFK,FHÀHOGVXUURXQGHGE\SRLQW\SHDNVDQGUXPEOLQJJODFLHUV:KLOHPRVWSHRSOHÁ\LQDQGXVHWKHODNHDV
a mountaineering base camp we heard of a trail that would
take us there on our own steam. Some quick research on
bivouac.com, a stop at the grocery store, and we were off.
The Nusatsum logging road takes you 30km deep in to the
Coast Mountains south of Bella Coola, where there is a
trail leading up into the alpine. The trail ends after only
D FRXSOH RI KRXUV KLNLQJ DQG WKHQ LWҋV SXUH URXWH ÀQGLQJ
through the alpine and river valleys beyond.
The route is a true alpine experience. After the short
X
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trail section at the beginning there are no signs of human
presence whatsoever. There is one sort of nasty section,
where you have to traverse some steep meadowed slopes
below Polar Bear Mtn. If you slipped here you would slide
all the way down to the Noeick River, 900 metres below!
Hiking in is a little easier, as you traverse uphill. But coming back out we had to sidestep down through the plants,
which was pretty scary. I almost lost my footing a couple of
times. People have been known to cross this section using
crampons and an ice axe when the plants are wet!

Greta at the toe of Fyles Glacier.

    7KH UHVW RI WKH URXWH UHTXLUHV FDUHIXO URXWH ÀQGLQJ WR
avoid steep areas and nasty bushwacking. It is quite challenging, taking you through alpine meadows, snow gulleys,
river crossings, swamps, steep forests, endless moraines
and lots of talus. Pretty much every type of terrain packed
into one day! Some highlights include: views of the PurgaWRU\*ODFLHUDOSLQHÁRZHUV)\OHV*ODFLHUURXJKWUDYHOLQJ
through glaciated terrain, a beautiful camp below Mount
Jacobsen, the largest moraine I’ve ever seen, and a couple
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of very tricky river crossings best left for the early hours of
the day. And of course a trip in the Coast Range wouldn’t
be complete without alder so thick you are bushwacking 4
feet above the ground! The only element missing was the
beloved Devils Club, thank goodness.
7KH DUHD DURXQG$SH /DNH LV H[FHSWLRQDOO\ EHDXWLIXO WRR
amazing to describe here with an Engineer’s words. There
are loads of mountaineering and skiing opportunities. And
there are lots of bear and cougar tracks so wildlife-watching is also pretty fruitful here as well.
Ape Lake is a neat geological phenomenon too. The lake
was formerly blocked at its west end by the toe of the Fyles
Glacier and it drained East down Ape Creek. But over time
WKH ODNH OHYHO ZRXOG SHULRGLFDOO\ ULVH HQRXJK WR ÁRDW WKH
entire glacier since ice is less dense than water. The lake
would then suddenly and catastrophically drain West down
WKH1RLHFN5LYHULQDJODFLHURXWEXUVWÁRRGFDOOHGDMRNXOhlaup, wiping out the whole valley of forests and the forest
service roads further down, all the way to the ocean. The
last event of this type happened here in only 1984.
While we only had two days in this area, and it was a very
rushed twelve hours of travel a day in and out, this is a rare
place that calls you back with an allure like no other. Go
see it for yourself.

Meadows in bloom above the Noeick River valley.

C HILKOOT T RAIL
Agathe Lemaire

Teammates: Jannu Casanova, Anne Vialettes and Emma
Vardy-Bragg
$ÀIW\WKUHHNLORPHWUHTXHVWWKURXJKKLVWRU\DQGRQHRI
North America’s most fabled treks.
7KHJROGUXVKHK",KHDUGDERXWLWEHIRUHPD\EHLQP\
Canadian history class a long, long time ago. When Emma
asked me if I’d like to “walk” in the trace of the Stampeders
with her, I couldn’t say no to a good challenge, great trip and
good company even if at the time I didn’t remember half of
ZKDWP\ÀIWKJUDGHWHDFKHUWROGPH7KHSUHSDUDWLRQVZHUH
done here and there, as Emma left on a trip around Canada
for six weeks, last minute partners joined, and I headed to
Ontario for my sister’s wedding. We were all back two days
SULRUWRRXUGHSDUWXUH1RVWUHVVHYHU\RQHGLGOLWWOHWKLQJV
to help out, wherever we were in the country.
    (YHU\WKLQJ ZHQW VR IDVW VRRQ WKH IRXU RI XV (PPD
Anne, Jannu & I) were on our way, in the 05h30 bus to
Bellingham, USA, where we were taking the ferry. My unGHUVWDQGLQJRIWKHWULSUHSRUWV,UHDGZDVWKDWEHLQJÀUVWLQ
line was ideal. This in mind, I manage to convince my teammate that 7am for a PM ferry was not too early. There were
already two persons in line when we showed up and they
offered to watch our gear while we visited the city.
Ferry Ride
Four days on the ferry, sleeping in a tent set up on the
back deck. We were lucky to have the tent protected from
wind and rain. Once again, Duct-tape proved its worth to
us, and held down our tents. Unfortunately those on the
X
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upper deck had to keep a closer eye on their tents, given
that they were more exposed to the wind. A few tents nearly
blew away!
The only thing we couldn’t escape was the water accuPXODWLRQRQWKHÁRRU$VWKHÁRRUZDVPHWDOOLFDQGWKHUDLQ
FRXOGQҋWEHDEVRUEHGWKHWHQWÁRRUJRWGUHQFKHG
The life on the boat did prepare us for the challenge coming. Soon we connected with other people on board and
crewmembers, most of them going to Alaska to realize a
dream or to return home. Playing lots of card games, reading and talking. I kept myself busy, inventing a new sport
: boatering. Most routes where not explored since I didn’t
want to be left behind climbing the side of the boat.
The Hike
:HÀQDOO\DUULYHGLQ6NDJZD\DWRZQWKDWLVNHSWDOLYHE\
cruise ships dropping their tourist cargo in town. It could be
compared to Disneyland. After doing the essentials (getting
our trail permit, listening to the “be safe in bear country”
movie and getting fresh food), we headed to Lower Dewey
Lake to ninja camp. We made a group decision to skip that
day in Skagway and start the trail one day early. Turned
RXWWREH DZLVHGHFLVLRQZHKDGDOPRVWHYHU\FDPSVLWH
to ourselves (forty hikers were one day ahead and twenty
behind).
Day 1: Dyea-Canyon City
Day 2: Sheep Camp (Anne’s birthday)
Day 3: Crossing the Canadian border-Happy Camp
Day 4: Bare Loon Lake
Day 5: Log Cabin (trail end)-Whitehorse, Yukon
On Day Three, we had to start early due to “risk of avalanche” on the other side of the Chilkoot Pass. After climbing to the scale and then the “Golden Stairs”, we stopped
to eat something on the border of Canada. The wind was
particularly strong on the top. The rest of the group had the
fever of climbing some summits before heading to camp. I
was not really excited about the proposition and suggested
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I go slowly to camp. I had no problem walking to camp solo,
but a consensus was made that I shouldn’t be left by myself as they would feel responsible if something happened
(VOCers look after each other). Luckily for me, at that time
we met with René Rivard, a long time Québecois now half
living in Yukon and half living on the trail as a Ranger. As a
result, I had a guided hike all the way to the Happy Camp.
On day four, we stopped to explore the remains of Linderman City Camp. With two main shelters for the public,
some tents used as a museum and the rangers’ tents (we
got to see the inside of the main lock shelter because the
ranger gave us a pair of binoculars and left the lock open to
drop them back), the camp was only missing people.
At Bare Loon Lake, Emma and I were woken up by a
loud sound that was clearly coming from the open shelter
where we ate supper. Emma was concerned about our hikLQJVKRHVXSRQWKHURRI,ZDVFRQFHUQHGWKDWLWFRXOGEHD
bear (it was really loud).
Emma: We should investigate. If it’s not a bear, we could
save our shoes.
aG: No. If it’s a bear, there’s nothing we can do.
7KLUW\PLQXWHVODWHU(PPDWU\LQJWRVOHHSD*VWLOOOLVWHQLQJ
to the loud noise...
aG: Emma... ...Emma, maybe we should investigate.
Emma: Ok, we should go and look from distance.
aG: Ok, lets go. I’ll get my bear spray and Anne.
It turned out to be a porcupine eating the chair, drama over!
We brought our shoes into the tent and went back to sleep.
The following morning, we walked the last steps in the
trail and took the Cut-Off Trail to walk on the railroad. A
long monotonous walk... It took us around an hour and a
half to get to the highway. On the last kilometres, we got
bored and stop playing games. We were silently lost in our
thoughts and got good distance between us. Just after Log
Cabin, I spotted a Grizzly on the side of the railroad, less
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than 10m from Emma. Using a calm voice to call her back,
we regrouped and tried to decide on what to do (the bear
was chilling out beside where we had to pass). The tension
was getting slowly noticeable and since the bear was really calm, we didn’t want to make it nervous. Emma went
slowly, talking to it. I followed her from a distance. The bear
ate his berries and didn’t mind us at all. Anne and Jannu
came shortly after.

EMMA VARDY-BRAGG

Hichhiking road trip
At the highway, we decided to split into two groups to be
DEOHWRÀQGULGHV-DQQXDQG,VWDUWHGZDONLQJWR)UDVHUZLWK
RXUWKXPEVRXW ÀUVWWLPH,HYHUKLWFKKLNHG )LYHPLQXWHV
later, a car stopped. Emma & Anne were in the back. Our
IRXUEDJVDQGXVÀWLQWKHOLWWOHFDU,WZDVDVKRUWULGHWR)UDser. There, my trip partners had to report to the immigration

Anne Vialettes and Agathe Lemaire : Crossing the border and
playing with the wind.

RIÀFH DQG VKRZ WKHLU YLVDV VLQFH -DQQX LV IURP 0H[LFR
Anne is from France, and Emma from Australia... I was the
only Canadian). Afterward, we split up again to get rides to
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Whitehorse. Four cars later, we were lucky again. An old
lady agreed to carry us four with her. Not only did we get to
stay together, but we had a guided tour of Northern BC and
Yukon. She stopped for us to enjoy the view and take pictures (Bove Island, Carcross, Carcross desert, Miles Canyon). We got to eat a delicious cinnamon bun in Carcross.
We stayed in Whitehorse for four days, where we walked
along the Yukon River and enjoyed the midnight sun.

ANNE VIALETTES

I would say that there is no better way to learn your counWU\ҋVKLVWRU\WKDQDJRRGROGÀHOGWULS

Agathe Lemaire and Emma Vardy-Bragg : Tent city on the ferry
to Alaska.

A SHLU M OUNTIAN
23rd – 24th August 2008
Chris Petrus
Participants: Chris Petrus, Evan Morris, Greta Raymant,
Colin Vincent, Phillipp Zielke, Anne Vialettes, Christina
Duff, Joanna Kolakowska, Ran Zhang
The weather was debatable. Pickup after work Friday,
up to Squamish, dinner at the Brew Pub. Darkness was
descending rapidly as we made our wap up the Squamish
main. We registered with the hydro construction working on
the road partway up. About 2/3 up the road, the two 4Runners pulled off to the side and we broke out the tents. It was
a mostly cloudy night. Up at 0500 to light rain, off by 0600
to drive as far as we could to the end of the road.
It was still drizzling as we started up the trail. I debated
the value of getting a bit wet from the outside versus sweating it out inside a hardshell. There were a lot of blueberries
just past the trailhead and we made a mental note to graze
on the way back.
7KHWUDLOZDVPDUNHGE\IDGHGSLQNDQG\HOORZÁDJJLQJ
tape. Uneventful through the forest, soon into the alpine
where the clouds lifted enough to give a view of the lower
part of the route.
The drizzle had let up for the most part and those who
had donned rain gear quickly shed it as they were overheating. Up the scree and talus to the plateau below the
glacier, where the weather began to clear and tantalize us
with small sucker holes and glimpses of sunlight. Up further
DORQJWKHEDVLQVOHDGLQJWRWKHÀQDOULGJHOLQHWRDPL[RIth
and mostly 3rd class scrambling, punctuated by some snow
slogging.
The weather was capricious and deteriorated as we ascended into the cloudcover, obscuring our view of the route
X
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higher up. The cloud line was starkly visible over the valley,
a perfectly horizontal line cutting across the horizon.

Are the clouds clearing? From left to right: Ran Zhang,
Colin Vincent, Christina Duff, Anne Vialettes

Our group seemed to be put together by the UN: a Swiss,
a German and a French, couple of Aussies, one Chinese
national, and a trio of Canadians. We began to separate
into two smaller groups as we ascended, some of us beJLQQLQJ WR IHHO WKH ÀUVW SDQJV RI PXWLQ\ GXH WR WKH FUDS
ZHDWKHUDQGSRRUURXWHÀQGLQJ$WWKLVSRLQWLWZDVJHWWLQJ
quite cool and windy and half the group decided to wait
lower while some went higher to see if the col was in striking distance. I was in the lower group and we hunkered
down behind a small buttress to wait for the higher group,
as well as have a bite to eat. I was enjoying a pepperoni
stick when a microwave-sized rock was dislodged higher
up and came spinning down a bit too close for comfort. A
hale of various fruit-sized rock artillery followed, falling on
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our position. Getting intimate with the rock buttress, there
were a few expletives as we shouted up that we were under
IULHQGO\ÀUH7KHUHPDLQGHURIWKHJURXSDERUWHGKLJKHUXS
GXHWRSRRUYLVLELOLW\DQGGLIÀFXOW\VWD\LQJRQURXWHWKHUHVW
of us retreated far away from the fall line to the neighbouring glacier to await the rest of the group. Given the conditions and weather, the consensus was to abort and return
another day.
There was still plenty of daylight as we descended out
of the clouds, so half the group napped in the occasional
sunbeam while the rest poked around and explored the toe
of the glacier to the north. After a couple hours of slacking,
we made way back to the cars, stripping a few blueberry
bushes of their bounty. Then it was back to the rough road
out. Colin's 4Runner rocked out to the tender strains of
Rammstein and "so-bad-it's-good" German rap on the drive
out. A protracted dinner at the Watershed Grill in Squamish
and then home.
This was Evan's third attempt on Ashlu. We were all a bit
disappointed we did not slay the dragon this time, but were
unanimous that the decision to abort was the correct one.
Next time.

M OTOCROSS W HEEL ON U NNECESSARY
M OUNTAIN
Marcin Mirski
My mom used to be pretty outdoorsy before I was born,
but that was over twenty years ago. Lately, she has picked
up climbing and gotten herself a telemark setup, but she
hadn't been on an overnight trip in a very long time. So, for
Thanksgiving weekend I suggested trying to hike from the
Cypress parking lot to Porteau Cove over two days.
After grand plans of getting an alpine start in order to
make it half-way on Saturday, we ended up setting off well
after noon. We passed by a bear in the ski area and made
it up over St. Mark's summit. Since it was getting dark we
set up camp just before Unnecessary Mountain.
The next morning, we were ready bright and early, at eleven o’clock. As we meandered along the trail, some birds
FDPH WR IUROLF ÁXWWHULQJ WKURXJK WKH WUHHV DURXQG XV DQG
asking for food. We inspected large mushrooms and took
in some views. Slowly, we made our way to the summit of
Unnecessary Mountain where we ate a late lunch.
It looked like we would have to camp another night, but
we had food and no urgent plans for the next day so we
were not concerned. We went back a couple of hundred
metres and started down the trail to Lions Bay. I should
mention that I didn't know at the time that Unnecessary
Mountain had two peaks. I had assumed that we had already passed it when we had descended onto the ridge
in between the peaks, and that we had lunched on some
minor bump leading to the West Lion. Thus, I thought we
were going down the Binkert Trail. It didn't matter much at
the time, as both trails in the area lead to Lions Bay. The
fact that we'd made it less than a third of the way wasn't
a bummer at all, as the relaxing weekend had been really
enjoyable so far.
X
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Then, after we had descended 200m, there was a slight
FRPSOLFDWLRQLQRXUSODQVDV,ÀGGOHGZLWKP\FDPHUDRQD
ÁDWVHFWLRQRIWKHWUDLOP\PRPWULHGWRVWHSDURXQGPHDQG
slipped off the side, sliding a couple of metres. I heard the
sound of a branch breaking, caught her by her backpack,
and heard her say, "Crap. My ankle's broken!"
After a couple of minutes assessing the situation, I realized we weren't going anywhere fast. If I were to try to help
her down, her backpack strapped to the back of mine would
WKURZRIIP\EDODQFHEXWPRUHVLJQLÀFDQWO\WKHUHZDVQR
reason for her to have to endure the pain. We were less
than three hours from Lions Bay, well within reach of help.
I happened to have a cell phone in my pocket for the purpose of arranging our ride back. I generally don't bring my
phone on trips, but in this case it saved a couple of hours in
response time. I called 911 at 17:30 and Martin from Lions
Bay Search and Rescue called me back shortly after.
+HWULHGWRJHWDKHOLFRSWHUWRÁ\LQEXWGXVNZDVVHWWLQJ
in too quickly and it had to be called off. Two rescue teams
started up the Binkert Trail while I kept my mom warm, set
up a tent and got her in a sleeping bag. Then we waited.
A couple of hours later, I got a call saying the teams were
KDYLQJ WURXEOH ÀQGLQJ XV )URP P\ WUDLO GHVFULSWLRQ ZH
TXLFNO\ ÀJXUHG RXW WKDW , G EHHQ PLVWDNHQ DERXW P\ ORFDWLRQ )RUWXQDWHO\ ZH ZHUH RQO\ ÀIWHHQ PLQXWHV EHORZ WKH
summit area. With the help of Martin's co-ordination, I went
up there and soon made contact with one of the teams. By
the time we got back, it was around 23:00.
7KUHHRIWKHYROXQWHHUVNLQGOHGDÀUHWRZDUPHYHU\RQH
up - by now it had started raining and everyone was wet to
varying degrees. The fourth volunteer checked up on my
mom. A couple of hours later the second team arrived, was
HODWHGWRVHHDÀUHJRLQJDQGSURFHHGHGWRGUDLQZDWHURXW
of their boots. Food was cooked, drinks were shared, and
then gradually some people tried to catch a little bit of sleep.
I felt bad getting into my cozy tent and sleeping bag while
they were stuck under a tarp with emergency blankets and
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sleeping pads, but my mom needed some company.
In the morning more people showed up, including paraPHGLF7LP-RQHVZKRJDYHP\PRPVRPHPRUSKLQHWKH
T3s she had taken earlier were wearing off. By now, there
were ten or so people with us. Then, the action began.
They loaded my mom into a stretcher and attached a motocross wheel to the bottom. The thing was bloody heavy,
and it took six to eight people to guide it down. The trail
was quite a bit rougher than I remember the Binkert trail
being, and there was a lot of mud due to the rain. People
were slipping all over the place. I took a turn trying to help
for a while, but it seemed my net contribution was negative.
These guys were good at what they were doing, and it was
hard work!
I couldn't believe how many people it took to get her
down the mountain. There were more than twenty-four
volunteers from Lions Bay, North Shore, Coquitlam, Squamish, and Ridge Meadows SARs. Despite the hard work
and wet weather, everybody was full of smiles, or at least
not complaining. They were all awesome. By the halfway
point some of the Lions Bay and North Shore volunteers
were completely bagged, and a new contingent from furWKHUDÀHOGUHSODFHGWKHP
It ended up taking over six hours to get my mom down
to the trailhead, down muddy 60º slopes and over logs and
boulders. She was then loaded into the waiting ambulance,
and then enjoyed another six hours of hospital action before being released. She had surgery on Wednesday and
now has six weeks of healing and another six of physiotherapy in front of her. After that, she can start working on
her rusty tele skills.
Everything was a lot easier because we had camping
gear. My mom's injuries didn’t need urgent attention, but if
we were cold and wet it might have led to a different situation. Had it been a daytrip, I wouldn’t even have had a tarp,
RUVRPHWKLQJVLPLODUWRNHHSWKHUDLQRIIIRUWKHÀYHKRXUV
EHIRUHWKHÀUVWWHDPDUULYHG7KDWLVFHUWDLQO\VRPHWKLQJ,

X

25

MARCIN MIRSKI

Hiking

SAR on Unnecessary Mountain.

now consider when heading out for a hike. I'll be looking
PRUHFORVHO\DWWKHFRQWHQWVRIP\ÀUVWDLGNLWLQWKHIXWXUH
and I have a renewed appreciation for packing additional
warm clothing. Knowing where you are is good, as well.
What stands out most to me though, is just how great the
SAR volunteers are.
Thanks to everyone who responded!

W EST C OAST T RAIL
Agathe Lemaire

Teammates : Colin Vincent, Anne Vialettes, Emma VardyBragg, Greg Dennis, Griffen Barlow, Laura Morrison, Ralph
Bragg & Ran Zhang.
How lucky we were! Ever since I started reading and
talking about our trip to the West Coast Trail, I was ready
IRUVRPHKHDY\UDLQDQGORQJGLIÀFXOWGD\V,ҋPVXUHHYHU\
one in my crew would say the word of the trip was “LUX85<µ ZH KDG VXQVKLQH ÀYH GD\V RXW RI VHYHQ 7KH WUDLO
was relatively dry and the walks on the beach were amazing! Because there was no rain to slow us down, we had
time to relax (nap, eat, look around…) and arrived at camp
each day with enough daylight to have time to cook. By the
end of the trip we had only one working stove left, Greg’s
ROG VW\OH VWRYH DQG KDG WR PDNH D ÀUH WR FRRN :H DOVR
had only one spondanicle to share between three cooking
teams.
6XQGD\ZDVP\ÀVWWLPHJRLQJWR´7KH,VODQGµ:HJRW
a nice welcome by a native who didn’t seem to be happy
seeing “white boys” because they bring “foreign diseases”.
This event marked our stay in Victoria. We had to buy some
last minute stuff at the Victoria MEC. All afternoon was
spent preparing our packs and chilling at Colin’s parents’
place in Esquimalt.
Monday morning, we got up early and headed up to
the trail. At 9 am we were holding our required information
session. By 11h15, we were on the boat to the trailhead.
:H DUULYHG DW WKH ÀUVW FDPS ZD\ HDUO\ 2XU ÀUVW UHDO ELJ
group decision was to keep on hiking to Camper Bay for
WKHÀUVWQLJKW7KLVZDVDIXOONPRQGD\RQH$UULYLQJDW
WKHFDPSZHIRXQGDQXQDWWHQGHGÀUHPIURPDWHQW7KH
X
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UNKNOWN

SHRSOHLQWKHWHQWUHTXHVWHGWKDWZHQRWPDNHDQ\QRLVH
they were trying to sleep.
Tuesday we had a lazy wake up with a francophone
game of “je te tiens par la barbichette” (“I’m holding you

7HDP:HVW&RDVW7UDLOҊR

by the chin”), and started hiking at around 10h30. Walbran
Creek was our second camp. There, a group of high school
students and three guys that were working on the trail were
already set up on the beach with a full sized BBQ that had
been brought in by helicopter. The nice weather called for a
swim in the Ocean. This is where we discovered that one of
us was immune to cold water. Anne held the group record
for the most and the longest swims during the trip.
Wednesday we started the hike with a river crossing. We
took off our pants and got our feet in the cold water. After
WZRELJGD\VRIKDUGWUDLOZHÀQDOO\KDGDQHDV\VWUROORQ
the beach and we arrived really early at Carmanah. We
napped and tanned and decided to make a shelter out of
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the logs. Then we headed, without our backpacks, to the
“restaurant” on the beach, ate hamburgers and drank a
beer before hiking up to the Light House. We had a bouldering session on our way back to camp.
Thursday we packed up and six of us ate a good egg,
bacon, toast, potatoes breakfast at the “restaurant”. The
hike during the days was again pretty nice and easy. We
had lots of fun that night. Played some football with some
buoys that we found on the beach.
Friday we had to be on the trail early to make sure to
catch the ferry. At our camp, we all jumped into the falls
to wash ourselves. That night we played cards and talked
DURXQG WKH ÀUH -XVW DV , ZHQW WR OLH GRZQ LQ WKH WHQW LW
started raining.

0LVHU\UDLQDIWHUÀYHGD\VRIVXQRQWKH:HW&RDVW7UDLO

Saturday, we had a short hike. With the rain, walking on
the rocks on the beach was now really sketchy. We arrived
DW0LFKLJDQVHWXSRXUWHQWVDQGJRWDQLFHELJÀUHJRLQJ
Despite the smiles and joy in our camp, we decided as a
JURXSWKDWLWZDVÀQDOO\RXU´PLVHU\µPRPHQWRIWKHWULS:H
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soon changed our minds when we saw two groups on the
other side of the river having trouble. They seem to be in
“survival mode”.
Sunday was an early start. We had 12km to do before noon, which we did strolling and enjoying our last
moments on the trail. Every km mark reminded us that it
was coming to an end. At the last km, we met a group
of elementary kids wearing Personal Floatation Devices.
??!?!! We learned later that the school rules require that
NLGVZHDUD3)'RQÀHOGWULSVZKHUHD7VXQDPLFRXOGKDSpen. We chilled at the trail’s end waiting for our shuttle and
got home under the bright summer sun!
—Luxury!—

W HEN W EDGE B ECOMES T RICOUNI
Anne Vialettes

Last summer in Vancouver was spent working during
WKH ZHHN DQG EDJJLQJ SHDNV RQ ZHHNHQGV WKH ´EDFN WR
school” in September didn’t change things much, except
that thousands of undergrads invaded the UBC campus
again. Therefore, for the weekend of Sept. 14th-15th, the
never-ending question: “what are we doing this weekend?”
was asked again amongst the Bacon Team (namely Ran
Zhang, Colin Vincent and Me).
    5DQ ZDV GHÀQLWHO\ WU\LQJ WR PRWLYDWH WKH UHVW RI XV WR
go for Wedge, showing us pictures from a trip there a few
weekends ago. We were skeptical, mainly because of the
lack of mountaineering experience in our group and the
amount of snow up there. After lots of debating about what
to do and where to go, we changed our minds last minute in
the car on Friday night after a useful phone call to Roland,
and decided to aim for Tricouni: quite a bit less epic-looking
than trying to scramble up Wedge in a day and a half.
After the usual Timmy’s stop in Squamish for dinner, we
headed up the logging road in the Vincentmobile with lots
of loud Rammstein music to cover the noise of rocks hitting
and branches scratching the car. A BIG rock fall about 8km
from the trailhead made us stop and ponder whether to go
for it or not.
There was also a group of four men who parked their
PLQLYDQ DQG FDPSHG ULJKW E\ WKH URFNVOLGH WKH\ ZHUH
KDQJLQJDURXQGE\DÀUHKDGORWVRIDOFRKRODQGZHUHREviously there to seek some privacy. We still decided to give
Tricouni a go and to camp a bit higher than the rock fall so
as not to disturb/be disturbed by the “man-van”. After a bit
RISDFNIDIÀQJLQWKHGDUNZHKLNHGIRUDERXWNPEHIRUH
deciding to pitch the tent. After setting up a bear cache off a
X
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small cliff, we admired the view and snapped some moonlight pictures, using our poles as a tripod.
:HZHQWWREHGDURXQGSPWKHWKUHHRIXVÀWWLQJXQGHU
5DQҋVWZRPDQWHQWÁ\
The wake-up call was set around 8am, and after a quick
breakfast, we were ready to go no later than 9am. We hiked
up the logging road under a quite heavy sun, and were
happy to get some fresh water at the creek. We arrived at
WKHWUDLOKHDGDURXQGDP7KHÀUVWSDUWRIWKHWUDLOZDV
nice and forest-y, full of blueberries, and MUDDY.We had a
VQDFNEUHDNDELWEHIRUHWKHÀUVWODNHDQGZHUHERWKHUHG
E\ PRVTXLWRHV DQG ÁLHV EXW KDSS\ WR HQMR\ WKH VXQ DQG
some food.
$WWKHÀUVWODNHWKHWUDLORSHQHGXSWRWKHDOSLQHDUHDDQG
we could see our pointy objective in the distance. The lake
looked very appealing especially with the idea of swimming
to the island in the middle, but we postponed that to later
if we had time on the way back. The landscapes were gorgeous, the sun hot and shiny in the blue sky!
:HGURSSHGRXUJODFLHUJHDURQWKHÀUVWVQRZSDWFK\HV
we brought glacier gear, mainly to do practice on the way
back, since there is no glacier on Tricouni! When we were
just about to start hiking again, a nice sharp rock decided
to get friendly with my knee and cut it wide open. I was glad
WKDW &ROLQ KDG D FRPSOHWH ÀUVW DLG NLW ZLWK VRPH EXWWHUÁ\
bandages and an elastic compress to patch the cut.
The next part was the actual scramble up the scree slope.
That was when our pace slowed, especially with my bleeding knee, it being hotter out, and us being MUCH more
bothered by the mosquitoes. Ok, I know I complain about
them A LOT, but damn it! Where I come from there are
MUCH fewer mosquitoes and none in the alpine!
:HNHSWJRLQJXSWKHVORSHVFUDPEOLQJXSERXOGHUÀHOGV
and hiking up on snow patches. The slope was getting
steeper and steeper and the scramble got much more exposed, especially when we tried to contour a steep section
to get on a ridge. Since we didn’t really look up the route
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description beforehand, we gathered and, after a quick look
at Matt Gunn’s guidebook, realized we were one col too far
and trying to get on the wrong ridge! We went back and traversed to access the right ridge, which took us to the summit after a much nicer and much less exposed scramble.
We had a nice long break on the summit, enjoying the
amazing 360° view especially onto the Barrier and Garibaldi Park. The fresh air from the summit chased the mosquitoes away and time was spent joking around and trying

The Bacons. From left to right: Ran Zhang, Colin Vincent, Anne
Vialettes

to get into every one of Ran’s photos.
Colin and I went down the *described* way, but Ran
decided to go down a straight line from the summit to the
third lake. Grr, the mosquitoes were back! We met up at our
glacier gear point, the guys going around the lake one way
while I went the other. We had no time for glacier practice,
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since it was already 6pm, and quickly headed back after
picking up our gear.
:HKHDGHGGRZQWRWKHÀUVWODNHDQGZKLOHWKHVXQZDV
getting low we still took the time for a quick dip in the water
(I wish I could have swam but my knee was too bloody).
    ,W ZDV ÀQDOO\ EHGWLPH IRU PRVTXLWRHV :H KLNHG EDFN
down the muddy trail, picking up blueberries on the way,
and were at the trailhead at dark.
We went down the logging road by moonlight and headODPSDQGGLGVRPHJDLWHUZDVKLQJDQGZDWHUÀOOLQJDWWKH
creek before repatching my knee.
The road seemed longer than on the way up (maybe we
were a bit tired?) so we stopped on a bench for a break
to enjoy the moonlight. We were back to camp around
10:30pm, and cooked a pot full of yummy dinner (hmmm
rice, dried veggies, smokies, bacon bites and cheese
chunks) and were off to bed around midnight.
The next day had an even earlier wake-up call at 6:30am
because Colin needed to be back in Vancouver for a family
lunch. We packed quickly and headed down to the car. We
were glad to not see anybody from the man-van on our way
out and were happy that they didn’t keep Ran’s mountaineering axe that he forgot on Friday night! We drove down
the road with loud music (was it German? I can’t recall…),
had a Timmy’s stop and were back in the city at around
11am.
It was a sweet trip with gorgeous views and nobody but
XVWRHQMR\LW1LFHWULSEDFRQWHDP

G ARIBALDI C IRCUMNAVIGATION
16 th-17 th August 2008
Scott Webster
Christian Veenstra planned another "moderate friendly"
trip, following in the footsteps of his Brohm-Price Traverse
from the previous summer. This time the idea was to walk
around Garibaldi Lake. While the lake isn't enormous (you
can ski across it in about an hour in the winter), the steep
VLGHVPDNHZDONLQJDURXQGUDWKHUPRUHGLIÀFXOW
We all seemed to arrive at the parking lot at a reasonable time, around 8am. I went to pay at the machine. My
goal was to be fully honest with the machine and pay it
as much money as it demanded. Camping or parking was
WKHÀUVWTXHVWLRQ,VHOHFWHGFDPSLQJ7KHQLWDVNHGPHIRU
the number of days. Initially, I thought I should put in two
days, since this was a Saturday/Sunday trip, but then I realized that you couldn't "camp" for one day, so the machine
must really be asking me how many nights that I was going
camping for, the usual way you specify camping stays. So
I entered one. Then the machine displayed a "Get ready
for payment!" message. Wow, good thing they warned me.
It then listed the price, $5. Interesting. Four people (in my
car) going camping was only $5. A bargain. I put in my
credit card and it spit out a ticket. Looking at the ticket, it
expired Sunday morning at 9am. What the heck? How was
I supposed to camp and get back to the car by 9am the
next day? I guess most people who camp at the lake get
up and leave early or something. Oh well, I put the ticket
on the dashboard.
There was an enormous line up at the outhouse, but
people were impatient so when I was the last one left in
OLQH HYHU\RQH HOVH VWDUWHG XS WKH WUDLO 7KLV VHHPHG ÀQH
and I was sure I could catch up. Eventually my business in
WKHRXWKRXVHZDVFRPSOHWHDQG,VWDUWHGKRRÀQJLWXSWKH
X
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trail. I was making pretty good time, but felt tired. I think
the fact that I had been out at the Kirin restaurant with Jeff
Mottershead and his family the night before and had consumed too much tea had affected my sleep. Eventually I
started seeing glimpses of our party on the switchbacks
DERYHPH,ÀQDOO\FDXJKWXSWR$QQH9LDOHWWHVDIWHUDERXW
an hour or so.
Anne wasn't doing so well. Her feet were falling asleep
as she walked. Apparently the angle of the trail was perfect
for causing her some sort of problem that cut off circulation
to her feet. She alternated walking backwards, stopping
and moving her ankles around etc. Thankfully this problem
disappeared entirely after the monotonous switchback portion of the trip.
We made it to Taylor Meadows in good time, around
two hours. Beautiful views of the Tusk and Tantalus range.
6WRSSHGWRUHÀOOZDWHUDWDVWUHDPLWZDVYHU\KRW,WZDV
GLIÀFXOW WR NHHS XS ZLWK WKH JURXS +RZ GLG WKHVH SHRSOH
JHWVRIDVW"0DGHRXUZD\RYHUWRWKH&LQGHUÁDWV,UHalized that I'd never actually been here before. Neat. We
turned right off the trail and started following the creek up
to the toe of the Helm Glacier. We crossed the creek a
few times, which was refreshing for the feet. Just before
WKH JODFLHU ZH VWRSSHG WR ÀOWHU VRPH PRUH ZDWHU IURP D
non-silty stream. I guess in retrospect that this was a little
dumb, because there was water running around on the glacier, but I wasn't sure if there would be. Maybe I wasn't
thinking straight due to exhaustion. The group continued
on without us, possibly because they didn't know that we
were going to pump water, or maybe because they wanted
to start putting on crampons etc.
After the water was acquired, we headed off to where
the rest of the group had headed. Except we couldn’t see
them. I was wondering why they didn't just head onto the
glacier, as it seemed like it would be easiest route (bare
ice, basically no crevasses). Oh well, I guess they were
hiking up the side to minimize glacier time. So we headed
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up the side too. I could see where you'd need to go on the
glacier, it was just behind a small hill. I assumed that the
group was there and just out of view. It was a little surprising that they'd managed to get all that way in the brief time
we pumped water, but it was a fast group. All the time I was
looking around to see if they'd actually gone somewhere
else. No signs of anyone.
Eventually we got to the other side of the little hill. No
one. Lame. Apparently the group was somewhere else. I
FRXOGQ W ÀJXUH RXW ZKHUH WKH\ KDG JRQH7KH RQO\ WKLQJ ,
could think of was that they had gone into the hills to try and
avoid the glacier entirely. That seemed really dumb though.
:DLWHGDIHZPLQXWHVWRWU\WRÀJXUHRXWZKDWWRGR(YHQWXally I saw some people on the glacier way back at the bottom. Ack! Where had they been hiding down there? We'd
just walked right beside the glacier all the way from the bottom. Oh well. I then stood around in view, waving around to
make sure they'd seen us. No signs of being noticed. Well,
WKH\ ZHUH FRPLQJ XS WKH JODFLHU VR , ÀJXUHG ZH G EHWWHU
get our glacier stuff in action too. We dropped over behind
the hill and put on crampons and harnesses. I then walked
out onto the glacier and waved around some more so they
could see us. I could see two people wandering around off
the glacier on the hills, presumably looking for us. They
didn't seem to see me and then disappeared off in the opposite direction.
Eventually, apparently, someone from the main group
saw us and whistled to the searchers. We waited around
on the glacier for the main group to make their way up to
us. They had apparently been waiting around for a while at
the bottom of the glacier for us, but we never showed up.
Sigh. Well, I was glad to be a part of the gong show! As it
turns out, walking up the side of the glacier was faster than
walking on the ice, since using crampons results in slowing things down and the rubble on the side was easier to
travel on.
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We got to snow and roped up using the cowboy sevenperson rope team technique. Shockingly fast. Who were
these ultra-fast, no-faff moderate VOCers? We hiked up to
the left of Gentian Peak and were rewarded with amazing
views. We zipped up to the top of one of Gentian's subsummits and had a break, and made the decision to not
climb the main peak to save time.
We headed down some grassy slopes to Gentian Pass
and over towards the lake. Saw two guys on a day trip. We
couldn't drop down from the low point, as it was too far west
(would have ended up in the lake), so we climbed up the
ridge a little. Eventually, Christian declared a "free for all"
and we started hiking down the steep, treed, slope towards
Sphinx Bay and the Burton Hut. It probably took around an
hour, and it was quite steep, but if I hadn't been totally exhausted it probably wouldn't have been so bad. If this section were the only thing you had to tackle to get to the hut
it would be easy to install a trail of some sort. The problem
is that it takes a long time to get to this point. As we arrived at the Garbage Pile (rock/dirt formation near the hut),
Laura Morrison was coming back up the hill! Apparently
her sunglasses had been lost in the forest somewhere. Uh
oh, retrieval seemed unlikely, and was indeed unsuccessIXO,IVRPHRQHÀQGVVRPHVXQJODVVHVLQWKHUHZHOOWKH\
belong to her.
Made it to the hut just as the sun was about to set.
Some people went swimming, but I ended up being too focused on getting something to eat. I had brought my usual
amount of food with me (and I usually end up having a bit
WRR PXFK  EXW LW ZDV FRPSOHWHO\ LQVXIÀFLHQW 6KRXOG KDYH
brought twice as much. Ate dinner and went to bed. The
KXWZDVDSSUR[LPDWHO\Ý&$QQHDQG,KDGEURXJKWRQO\
one sleeping bag between the two of us, but the thought of
unpacking it from the pack was comical. We were upstairs,
where it was hotter, but there was a window. Any thoughts
of not opening the window to keep the bugs out were quickO\IRUJRWWHQ$WÀUVWWKHZLQGRZZDVRSHQDOLWWOHEXWWKLVGLG
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nothing to combat the inferno that was the room. Eventually we got it open the whole way, and the hut slowly cooled
down through the night. It got to a comfortable temperature
at around 4 am or so, unfortunately that was about an hour
before we needed to wake up.
Rise and shine! We got up and left the hut at 6:20 am,
only twenty minutes past our target. We walked over to the
stream and it looked deep. Matthew Carroll was sent in as
DVDFULÀFH1XWVGHHSZDVWKHYHUGLFW,WORRNHGSUHFDULous. The rest of us decided to head upstream a little. There
wasn’t too much choice because there is a fairly large lake
a short distance up. We found a part that looked slightly
less rapid and tried it out. If you chose a good line, it was
only knee deep. Nice. It was a bit early in the day for my
creek wading preferences though.
Ah yes, route choice. We had waded the creek to go
up the Guard-Deception route. The Sphinx Glacier looked
fairly broken up, though it seemed there was a line that
would be an ideal route. The deciding factor was that the
group was at pretty low energy levels after a poor night's
sleep, and we didn't really know what was on the other side
of the Sphinx Pass. We went up towards the Guard and got
on the glacier. We stayed on the snow, but some people
donned crampons anyway since the snow was pretty hard.
I'm pretty sure the glacier could have been avoided entirely
on climber's right if desired.
Up at the col it was pretty windy, but we got a good view
of the Table. Skies were dark and ominous. Cool light on
Mt Garibaldi. Very windy. The slopes down to Sentinel Bay
were straightforward, though a little steep in places. Mostly
JUDVV\/RWVPRUHÁRZHUV&URVVLQJWKHFUHHNZDVDOLWWOH
tricky, but if you were lucky only the outside of your boots
got wet. It started to rain a little, but thankfully it was shortlived. At least it wasn't too hot. We hiked up next to a creek
towards the ridge that extends east from the Table. Along
the way we got a good view of the alternate Sphinx Pass
route. The slopes down from Sphinx Pass to the Phoenix
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glacier seemed steep and had loose rubble, mostly likely
VLJQLÀFDQWO\ZRUVHWKDQZKDWZHKDGGRQHSUHYLRXVO\ EXW
it was hard to tell if this was the actual slope that you'd have
to descend). Once on the glacier you could traverse high
above an icefall on the Sentinel Glacier, but it looked like
eventually you would have had to traverse a steep snow
slope above the cliffs. Not sure if it would have worked out
with our group. It seems that our route choice was wise, at
least for this time.
We hiked towards the Table, and eventually onto the lake
side of the ridge, right on the edge of steep sandy slopes.
It wasn't too bad, and it looked like you could have entirely
eliminated any exposure on the ridge top itself, but it would
have been bushy. There was a short Class 2 scramble over
big blocks to get up to near the Table, to an area where we
could descend. Neat place to be, probably not too many
humans have visited here. We could have climbed down
similar blocks to a large plateau north of the Table, but it
was easier to surf down scree directly to Table Meadows
(west of the plateau). At a brief stop along the way, Anne
jettisoned her sil-nylon bag of snacks without noticing. This
was unfortunate since we: littered, lost a sil-nylon stuff sac,
and most importantly, lost food.
Table Meadows was nice. Still straggling along at the end
of the group. We got to some stagnant water. Some people
ZHUHÀOOLQJQDOJHQH VIRUODWHUWUHDWPHQWMXVWLQFDVHZDWHU
was not available further on in the trip. Since everyone was
disappearing into the forest, we decided to not pump water. It didn't seem as though that many other people had
stopped to get water, so we continued on. After we caught
up to the group trying to negotiate a steep lava-related
channel/valley, we determined that there weren’t likely to
be other good water sources before the lake. I said that
we'd have to go back for water then. Luckily, we didn't have
to go back all the way, there was another stagnant pool
just back around the corner. When I went back, a bunch
of people came with me. It seems that we would all have

perished, so I'm not sure why we didn't stop for more water
earlier. Anyway, after a long time pumping (takes a while to
ÀOOPXOWLSOHOLWHUVIRUDZKROHEXQFKRISHRSOHZKHQQRRQH
HOVHEULQJVDÀOWHU ZHJRWEDFNDQGVWDUWHGURXWHÀQGLQJ
We came to the same channel/valley as on the BrohmPrice trip from last year. Again, we headed into the forest
rather than follow the easy valley bottom towards Price.
7KLQJV ZRUNHG RXW ÀQH EXW , P VWLOO QRW VXUH ZKHWKHU WKH
valley would be less bushy. We laboured up to the col. No
one had the energy to summit Price (I think we'd all done it
before). We started down the slopes to the trail back to the
Battleship Islands campground. My perspective was that
WKH WUDLO ZDV SUHWW\ JRRG DW ÀQGLQJ D GLUHFW URXWH WKURXJK
the highly complex lava terrain in the area. Seemed better
than last year's route to me. Of course it took a long, long
time because I/we were totally exhausted by the long days.
Got back to the campground and took a break on the dock.
It was nice to be done the hard part. Feasted on some nuts
from Anne V. (thanks!). Some people went swimming and it
looked nice, but would have required extra energy and the
sun was setting. Eventually we summoned the energy to
start our descent. We were very tired and sore. Eventually
started going faster because it didn't seem to cause more
pain and we would be done sooner. The soles of my feet
were killing me and my shoulders not doing so well either.
Got to the parking lot, yay! No ticket for an expired parking
permit either.
Sweet. Circumnavigation complete. Thanks to Christian
for organizing and the rest of the group for a good, if tiring,
outing. There is some really great terrain relatively close
to popular areas in the park but not many people ever go
there. You could easily do this trip in a more leisurely fashion, taking time to climb peaks along the way and stay in
some spectacular campsites.
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Erik Frebold making his way up “De Luge” Gully.
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NATALIE STAFL

Richard So jumping over a crevasse.
Co-winner in Photo Contest, Action
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PHILIPP ZIELKE
BOB LAI

Intro to Ice at Marble Canyon.

Enjoying the sun and sandstone in Red Rocks, Nevada.
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Edward Rothschild climbing Wings of Desire on a May 2008 trip
to Skaha.
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Bob Lai bagging Needle Peak.

Seth Adams climbing the upper part of the North Face ramp.
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MIKE BLICKER

Hyun-Seo climbing Robbins crack, 5.9+, Mt. Woodson

Jon Effa climbing Ruins (5.11). Indian Creek, Utah.
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R UNAWAY T RAIL
Gili Rosenberg

It was July, the forecast was for a sunny weekend, and
the alpine was calling. After some rustling around with
maps and guidebooks, Maya Goldstein and I settled on
a two day hiking trip to the Semaphore Lakes area. The
other members of our team were our friends Jan and Warrick Whitehead from Vancouver Island, avid travelers who
are old enough to be our parents, and Michelle Finzi, freed
IURPKHUWZR\RXQJNLGVIRUWKHÀUVWWLPHLQIRXU\HDUV
We left Vancouver at 5am and made good time to PemEHUWRQ ZKHUH ZH ÀOOHG XS JDV DW DQ H[RUELWDQW SULFH WKH
highest in many years. From there we drove another hour
on logging roads high up into the mountains, to Railroad
Pass. Just as I stopped the car to check if we were in the
right place, we saw some white smoke coming out of the
IURQWRIWKHFDU$TXLFNORRNXQGHUQHDWKFRQÀUPHGWKDWRLO
was spraying onto the exhaust pipe and burning. Oh well, I
thought, let's go hiking and deal with it when we get back.
The access to the alpine is amazingly short here – less
than two hours of easy hiking, and we were in an alpine
wonderland. We set up our tents, spent an inordinate
amount of time hanging our food properly, and then tried to
ÀJXUHRXWZKDWWRGRQH[W:HGHFLGHGWRVWDUWE\KLNLQJXS
the hill behind camp, Peak 6010, to have lunch. This provided us with excellent views of both the snowy Railroad
Group - Locomotive, Tender, Caboose, Faceless and Face,
the Train Glacier, and on the other side, the drier but colorful Grouty Peak. Some of us took the opportunity to nap
under the warming rays of the sun. Others discussed the
route up Face, which seemed somewhat complicated, although we had a good description from the excellent guidebook Scrambles in Southwest BC (by Matt Gunn).
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    :H ZHUH OHIW ZLWK KDOI D GD\ WR ÀOO :KDW WR GR" :H
started hiking in the direction of Locomotive to "explore",
and eventually found ourselves on the way to the summit.
There was still a lot of snow, so our ice axes were very

Maya scrambling up Face Mtn
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useful and we spent some time instructing on walking on
snow and self-arrest. We saw a solo hiker coming down a
VQRZÀHOGPDNLQJEHDXWLIXOWXUQVXVLQJMXVWKLVERRWV7KH
views from the summit were incredible and well worth the
effort. We also got a good look at the ridge connecting Locomotive and Face, which was our objective for the second day. Fellow VOC’ers Richard So and Pete Hudson had
done this traverse the previous weekend, and dubbed it
the “Entrainment”. The train theme of the area was not lost
on us, although it would be interesting to hear what started
it - there don't seem to be any train tracks close by. The descent was quick since we could glissade most of the way.
The next day we left camp at 8:30am in the direction of
Face Mtn. First we had to cross a creek and then hike up
scree slopes to bypass a cliff. From there we headed up a
mellower ridge, until we hit a cliff and had to traverse over
to the side by crossing a somewhat steep snow slope. We
scrambled up the narrow diagonal ramp we had spotted
the day before from the hill behind camp that would lead us
almost to the top. Maya heard some rocks falling and found
XVDPRXQWDLQJRDWSHUFKHGRQDOHGJHWKHÀUVW0D\DDQG
I had seen in BC. Warrick found a huge transparent crystal
which looked like it had been cut on purpose to look like a
diamond, very impressive.
Scrambling up the ramp was fun, but we had to watch out
not to drop rocks on one another, especially since we didn't
have helmets. From the end of the ramp it was a short way
to the summit, and, predictably, amazing views. We could
see Mt. Sampson, the Siding Glacier and the rest of our
route for the day. It was a bit windy, but we still stayed there
to have our lunch. While signing the summit register, we
found a note from 1965:
Build (sic) this stone man under bad weather
conditions. Came up from meadow and followed
the ridge. Would not advice (sic) anyone to do the
same.
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Gerben Land, Bralorne, BC
Tomorrow I will try to climb the big unnamed
mountain in the west. If the weather is
good. August 1965
A few months later I googled Gerben Land and discovered that he was a fairly well known climber who had died
in 1970 in a climbing accident “near Lillooet”. There is a
mountain named after him, Mount Land, which he apparently climbed solo twice (info from Bivouac).
We made our way back down to the ridge, but I was more
enthusiastic than the rest of the group to bag all the peaks
along the ridge, so I went on to Faceless while the rest of
the group contoured below. We met up on the other side
of the peak. We continued the traverse over Caboose and
Tender. Next we passed underneath Locomotive which we
had scrambled the day before, and I ran up to tag the summit again. The descent was familiar to us and quick. The
whole traverse took us about nine hours including many
breaks to enjoy the views and rest.
We still had to pack up our belongings and hike back
GRZQ WR WKH FDU :H FKHFNHG WKH RLO EXW LW ZDV ÀQH LW
seemed that it had only started leaking after the long uphill
to the pass. From there we drove back to Vancouver, arriving after 11pm, in time for a great late night special all-youcan-eat of Sushi and other Japanese dishes. Once we had
HDWHQRXUÀOOZHGURYHEDFNKRPHDQGDIWHUDVKRZHUZHQW
WREHGWLUHGEXWIHHOLQJYHU\VDWLVÀHG

N ORTHEAST B UTTRESS
M OUNT S LESSE

OF

Richard So
Back in early September, Nick Elson, former VOC hardman, and I climbed the classic Northeast Buttress of Mount
Slesse. A bit of a change from the usual obscure peak that
I seem to climb. The northeast buttress is quite big, rising
P IURP WKH YDOOH\ ERWWRP ZLWK WZHQW\ÀYH SLWFKHV XS
to 5.8/5.9. The climbing isn't all that sustained, but there's
a lot of it. I've wanted to climb this now ever since seeing
it in the front page of Alpine Select but wasn't sure if I was
UHDG\ IRU LW \HW , ÀJXUHG WKDW DIWHU D IHZ GD\V RI FOLPEing in Squamish this summer, I would be ready to keep up
with Nick. This guy is fast: he’s fast at getting ready, fast at
climbing, and fast at descending too.
We left Vancouver rather late, since Nick spent the day
in Squamish sport climbing (probably to get him warmed up
for the steep headwall pitches), and we had to stop in Abbotsford for some groceries (ie. cinnamon buns, chocolate,
and granola bars). The trailhead to the Slesse Memorial
starts from Nesakwatch Creek FSR. It was in 2WD condition, slighty rough in some spots. It’s always good to check
the local forums for recent trip reports to get road conditions. Otherwise you may end up hiking a long portion of
the road. It's amazing to think that a big route like this could
EH VR FORVH WR WKH ÁDW )UDVHU 9DOOH\ ,I \RX NQRZ ZKHUH
you’re looking, you can actually see it from the Trans-Canada highway. We started hiking in around 10:30pm, and arrived at the Slesse Memorial plaque an hour later. The trail/
roadbed here is quite pleasant, and is quite manageable by
headlamps. The views of Slesse and its many steep buttress and walls from the memorial (and from the road) are
quite impressive. Fortunately it was dark, so how big the
route was couldn’t intimidate me.
X
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Apparently if you don't bivy on the route, you'll probably
bivy on the descent. We didn't want to bivy on the route
or on the descent, so we woke up at 3:45am, after having
just four short hours of sleep. A short breakfast of cinnamon buns followed. I really do think cinnamon buns are the
perfect alpine breakfast, there's minimal faff involved, and
you get two out of the three mountain food groups. Fat and
sugar. You don't get salt with granola or oatmeal anyways.
We hammered it up to the Propeller cairn along a pretty
good trail. On Dec 9, 1956, Trans Canada Airline Flight
810 crashed somewhere around the south peak of Slesse,
hence the memorial and propeller cairn. We probably
passed by a fair amount of the debris, but we couldn't see
anything in the dark. Nick thought that if either of us found a
skull, the discoverer could be christened Dr. Doom. I'm not
VXUHLIWKDW VWKHPRVWFRQÀGHQFHLQVSLULQJQLFNQDPHIRUD
climbing partner. It was quite tricky getting to the northeast
buttress in the dark. From the propeller cairn, you have to
cross under both the Slesse Glacier and the Bypass glaFLHU,WKLQNZHWUDYHUVHGWRRKLJKDWÀUVWZKLFKEURXJKWXV
level with the glacier or snow patches so we had to drop
further down to slabs to cross it. There's also a notch in
between them to scramble up, and then scramble down
a grassy/mossy gully on the other side. It was probably a
good thing it was still pitch black at this point. Although most
of the Bypass glacier had already slid off, there were still
large chunks of the glacier on the slabs above us. When
we walked by what remained, it looked like a mellow snow
slope. But from higher up on the buttress, you could see
that it was still quite thick, broken up, and ready to slide
RII,GHÀQLWHO\ZRXOGQ WIHHOFRPIRUWDEOHFURVVLQJLWGXULQJ
the day at all. I don't think I would even want to attempt this
climb if the bypass glacier hadn't slid off.
We managed to time our start perfectly. There was just
enough light at this point to see the start of the route. There
are two options for the start of the northeast buttress. The
ÀUVWRQHLVWRVWDUWIURPWKHWRHRIWKHEXWWUHVVDQGDFWXDOO\
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climb the entire thing. This makes the route a lot longer,
and adds a lot more grassy pitches to the climbing experience. The other option is the bypass variation. Basically
you have to walk up slabs to the top of the cirque that the
Bypass glacier sits in, and then climb 3rd class ledges to
gain the ridge. That's what we did. Generally the rock in the
lower half of the route below the massive bivy ledge was
quite unpleasant. A lot of it was quite grassy or mossy, and
there were a fair number of loose holds.
We soloed most of the lower buttress, including an offbalance 5.8 move that scared us both. We roped up shortly
after this, and began simul-climbing towards the bivy ledge.
I guess we weren't really looking at the route description
WRRPXFKVRVRPHKRZ1LFNOHDGXSWRWKHWRSRIWKHÀUVW
pitch of the direct headwall variation. The standard route
traverses to the north face on ledges from here and then
goes up some 5.7/5.8 cracks. The direct headwall route
goes up an obvious overhanging bulge that you can see on
WKHEXWWUHVVLQSURÀOH7KLVQH[WSLWFKZDVTXLWHDEROGOHDG
The protection was pretty sketchy, and all the jugs sounded
hollow. I was quite happy that Nick didn't send any belayslayer material down towards me.
I lead the next pitch up to the bivy ledges. There are
VHYHUDO RI WKHP ZLWK RQH PDVVLYH OHGJH WKDW FRXOG ÀW D
tent or two or more. It would be quite an experience to bivy
here and split the climbing into two days, but neither of us
really enjoys climbing with heavy packs. I had some really bad rope drag here because of the multiple ledges. It’s
usually better to set up a belay when you anticipate possible rope drag, otherwise you will waste a lot of time and
energy dealing with it. Above the bivy ledge, the rock gets a
lot better, generally becoming cleaner and more solid. The
ÀQDOKHDGZDOOORRNHGUHDOO\FORVHIURPKHUHEXWWKHUHZDV
a lot of simul-climbing on 3rd and 4th Class terrain to get
WRWKHEDVHRIWKHÀUVWSLWFK7KHFOLPELQJRQWKHKHDGZDOO
is spectacular with exposed climbing and lots of holds. The
FUX[KHDGZDOOSLWFKLQYROYHGSXOOLQJDURRIXVLQJELJÁDNHV
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Three more pitches later and we were at the summit of
Slesse Mountain.
,WWRRNXVMXVWXQGHUÀYHDQGKDOIKRXUVWRFOLPEWKHEXWtress. At this point we realized that we’d brought way too
much food up the climb. I was expecting at least twelve
hours on the route, and Nick thought it would take about
VL[KRXUV,JXHVV1LFNKDVPRUHFRQÀGHQFHLQP\DELOLWLHV
than I do. We tried to identify some of the peaks around
here, but for most of the obscure ones, we needed a local
like Tyler Linn to help us out.
We only had one car, and didn't feel like biking 22km
on a logging road, so we descended via the Crossover
Pass route, instead of the standard Slesse trail. It should
be noted that the Slesse trail is a never-ending hammering
of the knees. First we had to descend the southwest buttress route (standard route up Slesse on the south side).
We managed to rappel the route with just one rope. The
rock seemed to be looser on the south side. Luckily we
didn't knock any rocks onto our rope. There was one rap
which didn't quite touch the ground (probably 50m), so Nick
just downclimbed the 5.6 face. Fortunately there was an
intermediate station so I opted to use that instead.
In general the descent via Crossover Pass was heiQRXV7KHJXLGHERRNUHFRPPHQGVWKDW\RXKDYHVXIÀFLHQW
time, energy, and good weather before doing this descent.
,W ZRXOG EH GLIÀFXOW LI QRW LPSRVVLEOH WR GR VRPH VHFWLRQV
in the dark. From the snow/screen basin at the base of the
south side, we walked to the notch of the west ridge of
)UDVHU7RZHU,WZDVKDUGÀQGLQJWKHULJKWQRWFK)URPWKH
notch we dropped down a scree gully before gaining a long
mellow ridge towards Crossover Pass.
Unfortunately the ridge ends abruptly with steep cliffs
before Crossover pass, so you have to traverse to the other side of the divide. We walked back a bit from the high
point of the ridge, and started looking for the right notch
to drop into. The guidebook says the notch involves a full
rope rappel, but the notch we found didn't require this. Look
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for grassy ledges below, which allow you to traverse towards Crossover Pass. I really shouldn't call these ledges,
they were more like 45 degree grassy slopes, with a vertical headwall below. I thought this was the scariest part
of the whole day. From the end of the ledges, we had to
drop down some more steep scree slopes and then climb
up a bit to get to Crossover Pass. Former VOC-er Jeremy
Frimer has written a good guide to the Crossover Pass descent now, and you should get a copy of it from the internet
before attempting this descent.
We rested for a while here, and eventually realized that
we just had to suck it up and make the knee-pounding descent to the Memorial way below in the basin. I made a
mistake of going too far down from Crossover Pass, which
ends abruptly in steep cliffs. It's best to keep traversing towards a large scree basin. At this point I was really wishing
I had poles, and shoes with more tread on them. Once the
scree leveled off, we headed off into the old growth on the
opposite side of the basin from the Memorial. We should
have stayed in the trees a little longer, but we ended up
down in the alder and prickly bush choked basin. I didn't
actually know where the Memorial was since I hadn't seen
it in daylight. I reached the end of the basin where it begins
to narrow, and realized that I had gone too far. I heard Nick
higher up, and after thrashing through some vertical slide
alder, I reached the old road leading to the Memorial. We
then hammered down the trail to the car. I think the key
here would be to traverse the forest as long as you can,
know exactly where the memorial is, and then traverse directly across the alder. Taking a photo of the memorial basin from the buttress would also help.
A fairly reasonable fourteen-hour day, with plenty of daylight to spare, and still enough time to go to Dairy Queen for
VRPHWUHDWV'HÀQLWHO\DQDGYHQWXUHWKDW, OOEHUHPHPEHUing for a while.

D ON ’ T M ESS

WITH THE

N EXUS !

Sarah Long

The late April trip to Vantage got off to a great start. We
(Jacob Cramm, Conrad Koziol, Jacob’s friend Cat Orr and
I) were all really excited about getting out of town for a few
days of climbing and it seemed that nothing could stop us
from having an awesome weekend.
Approaching Peace Arch, we had a good laugh as Jacob told us about the time a border guard had asked him
in complete seriousness if he had any human body parts
in the car. With just our climbing and camping stuff in the
EDFNRIWKHSLFNXSZHÀJXUHGZHZHUHJRRGWRJR0\RQO\
FRQFHUQ ZDV WKDW WKH\ PLJKW FRQÀVFDWH WKH DSSOHV , KDG
brought with me for lunch. Reaching the border guard hut,
we handed over our passports, declared the apples, and
explained the purpose of our trip. At this point the guard
asked for our NEXUS card. Our what?
For those of you who haven’t heard about this VIP border
pass: “NEXUS is designed to expedite the border clearance process for low risk, pre-approved travelers into
Canada and the United States” (Canada Border Services
$JHQF\ %DVLFDOO\\RXSD\ÀIW\GROODUVVXEPLW\RXUVHOIWR
DEDFNJURXQGFKHFNJHWLQWHUYLHZHGSURYLGHÀQJHUSULQWV
and have your irises scanned. Having the card allows you
to use designated NEXUS lanes, bypassing long waits at
the border. As it turns out, we were in one of those lanes
and the border guard was not amused. We explained that
we had been chatting away and honestly had not seen the
sign indicating this lane was exclusively for NEXUS cardholders. The guard angrily told us that he had been on
television “like ten times” to alert people about the NEXUS
lane. We again pleaded ignorance, explaining that none of
us owned a television set, but he still wasn’t impressed and
X
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RUGHUHGXVWRSDUNWKHWUXFNDQGJRLQVLGHWKHERUGHURIÀFH
We cracked up as we walked in and found Liam Harrap,
Emma Vardy-Bragg, Christian Champagne, Colin Pither,
and Philipp Zielke already in line - VOC reunion! As we
waited to be called up to the counter we laughed and joked
among ourselves, not yet aware of the seriousness of our
offense. Our fun didn’t last long, however. When we got up
WR WKH FRXQWHU WKH VWRQHIDFHG ERUGHU RIÀFLDO ZDVWHG QR
time in crushing our hopes of a low-budget climbing weekend: “So you know violating NEXUS lane laws warrants
D  ÀQH"µ  :H ZHUHQҋW ODXJKLQJ DQ\PRUH$JDLQ ZH
explained, (“with all respect, Sir”) that it really had been an
honest mistake. His response? He didn’t really care, because it wasn’t his problem or his $5,000 dollars. It was
WKHQWKDW,QRWLFHGWKHRIÀFLDOҋVQDPHWDJDQGDJUHDWVHQVH
RIIRUHERGLQJFDPHRYHUPH«7KHRIÀFLDOҋVKLVQDPHZDV
Ҋ$UHVWDGҋ8KRK
We handed over our passports again,standing silently at
the counter while awaiting our fate. A word from the wise:
if you want to hide your troubled past from somebody don’t
EULQJWKHPWRDERUGHUFURVVLQJRIÀFH,I\RXWKRXJKW\RX
could keep that second wife who lives in the United States
a secret, think again! Those border guards can use their
computers to dig up dirt about you that even you don’t
NQRZ-DFREZDVWKHÀUVWRIRXUSDUW\WREHLQWHUURJDWHG
Arestad: “You been across the border recently?
Says here you got a girlfriend in Oregon…”
Jacob: “I do? That’s news to me.”
Hmmm, this seemed a little bit suspicious to me, maybe I
had put too much trust in this guy who claimed to be “Jacob Cramm.” My moment of doubt soon passed, however,
as Jacob realized whom Arestad was talking about and
cleared up the confusion about the foreign woman. The
rest of our background checks were less exciting, but Arestad had informed us that the best he could do was reduce
WKH ÀQH WR  :KLOH WKH ERUGHU JXDUGV VHDUFKHG WKH
car we waited some more, silently cursing the U.S. border
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RICHARD SO

patrol and watching sympathetically as other poor souls
endured their interrogations.
Eventually Jacob was called back to the counter, and
Arestad miraculously sent us away with just a warning. ApSDUHQWO\RXUUHFRUGVZHUHWRRFOHDQWRZDUUDQWDÀQHDQG,
guess we were just lucky we didn’t have any dismembered
body parts in the back of the truck.

Nick Elson admires Rich and Seth’s accomplishment, after
they climbed the NE Buttress of Mt. Slesse, the left skyline
SURÀOH

B ECOMING

A

T RAD C LIMBER

Eric Escobar

When I was in high school, I was scared of heights. I
thought that rock climbing was crazy, and that it would never be for me. Many of my friends used to talk about climbing and the little adventures they had, but just the thought
of being metres above the ground with that huge abyss
under my feet scared me to the core.
It wasn’t until many years later that I decided to try rock
climbing. My lab mates did it all the time, and shared their
wonderful experiences from the weekend during lunch. It
made me curious, so after an intro to top-roping at the SugDUORDIDW0XUULQ3DUN,ÀQDOO\ERXJKWDJ\PSDVVLQ6HStember 2006.
I became a regular at the gym, and the following year
took a course with the Canada West Mountain School for
setting up top-roping anchors in order to move from the
gym to the crags. The course was excellent, and just a few
weeks later I even started leading. In May 2007, I went
WR 6NDKD DQG WULHG P\ ÀUVW VSRUW FOLPEV , VWLOO UHPHPEHU
the fear that consumed me when I did the last moves of
Father’s Day at Claim-it-all. I’ll never forget when I passed
the point of no return: you either top up, or you pop out. It
was exhilarating.
It was natural that after I progressed from top-rope to
sport climbing I would try trad climbing next. However, the
leap between sport and trad is a bit bigger than between
top-rope and sport. First, you learn to trust your life to bolts
without much hesitation while sport climbing (I have only
heard of one case of bolt failure and it was because the
wrong bolt was used for the type of rock). Learning to trust
trad gear is a whole different story. Second, the cost of a
trad rack is much more considerable than having to buy
X
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just a few quickdraws and start climbing. Third, you need
very little training for sport leading, whereas placing solid
gear is an art in itself. That is why I waited a bit before starting trad.
I took my trad course in August with my partner Lars
Møller (a fellow VOCer). We each bought half a rack and
made a full rack together. We did a lot of mock leads in the
Smoke Bluffs, but then the season was over, the rain came
and there was no more climbing for me until the following
year.
When spring arrived, Lars had returned to Denmark and
I had to get the other half of the rack that was missing.
Thankfully my birthday is in March, so you can imagine
what I used those wonderful MEC gift cards my friends
gave me for! After this my rule was to get one new cam per
month.
0\ÀUVWGD\GRLQJUHDOWUDGOHDGFOLPELQJZDVLQ$SULO
2008. Hyun-Seo Kang, my labmate and good friend, and I
ZHQWWRWKH6PRNH%OXIIV7KHGD\VWDUWHGWHUULÀFDOO\,OHG
Laughing Crack (5.7) (I love this crack!!!!) and was really
happy with how it all went. Hyun-Seo had already been doing trad for years and checked my gear while cleaning the
route giving me the okay. Then I did Pixie Corner, and went
to Octopus Garden to do another 5.8. The day had already
ended and we were ready to go home. Then out of the blue
we almost witnessed a serious climbing accident.
There was a group of three, two girls and one guy, who
were setting up a top-rope next to us. The guy was very
FDUHOHVVVFUDPEOLQJWRWKHWRSLQKLVÁRSVDQGVKRZLQJRII
He went to the top, set up an anchor, threw down the rope,
and started rappelling. We were packing and the two girls
were chitchatting. Suddenly, one of them started yelling,
“Stop, stop!” We turned around, looked up, and saw the
careless guy 5-6 metres above the ground, rappelling down
with one end of the rope one metre from his rappel device
and the rest of the rope tangled on the other side. Had this
girl not yelled at the guy, he would’ve fallen and injured
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himself pretty badly, maybe even died. He had started rapSHOOLQJ ZLWKRXW FHQWHULQJ WKH URSH KH ZDV ZHDULQJ ÁRSV
he had no helmet, no prussik backup, no stopping knots at
the end of the rope, and he hadn’t checked that both ends
of the rope were on the ground. On top of that, he had no
safety-leash, no quickdraws… nothing. So he was pretty
much stuck. A climber on another route had to traverse to
rescue him. Although I had just had my best day of climbing
yet, this incident put a sour end to the day and made me
UHÁHFW D ORW RQ KRZ DFFLGHQWV KDSSHQ DQG EH HYHQ PRUH
careful in the future.
Unfortunately my next encounter with a climbing accident
happened just a few weeks after this: May 3, 2008. HyunSeo, other friends, and I went to Murrin Park and he decided
to lead Hot Wire (10c). I was a bit nervous, as I knew that
this was the route where Jeff Mottershead fell and broke
his ankle. Hyun-Seo placed three cams before reaching
the crux: one red camalot, one red metolius and one green
camalot. After the last protection he traversed and went up
so there were probably about 1-2 metres of rope after the
green camalot, and then he took a fall. I heard him scream
as he started falling so I immediately took a bit of slack,
put two hands on the break, and looked to see where I
would hit the wall as I went up. Then I felt a small pull, nothing happened for a fraction of a second, and then the big
pull. As I was lifted off the ground I heard, “Bang!” and saw
Hyun-Seo on the ground on my left. I was in shock. I was
about a metre above the ground holding the rope and he
was on the ground. I lowered myself and went to see how
he was. He was disoriented, but conscious and talking so
we checked right away if there was any blood and asked if
KHFRXOGPRYHKLVQHFNDQGEDFNDQGHYHU\WKLQJZDVÀQH
Then we made him sit down and treated the scratches.
2QHRIWKHÀUVWWKLQJVWKDW,DVNHGZDV´:KDWKDSSHQHG"µ
He said, “The gear popped out.” On his chest was his green
camalot, loose on the rope. Still, I couldn't believe that he
had hit the ground. I slowed him down enough so that he
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only sustained a few scratches and swollen ankle/thigh. I
thought a lot about how I could've slowed his fall more, and
one thing that I think I should've done is looked at him while
he was falling and knelt down or sat down after seeing that
gear had popped, to take in a bit more slack. However, the
VRXUFHRIWKHSUREOHPZDVWKHÁDULQJFUDFNWKDWGLGQҋWWDNH
gear very well.
I learned a lot from this accident. Hyun-Seo introduced
me to climbing and I admired him and had learned a lot from
him, so when he decided to climb without a helmet I didn’t
feel that I had the authority to say something. Since the
incident I always ask the leader to wear a helmet. Although
he hit his head only slightly, it could have been worse. He
always wears a helmet now. I also learned that bringing a
ÀUVWDLGNLWWRWKHFUDJLVDJRRGLGHD
Fortunately there were only little accidents for the rest of
the season. On the last day of May, Jade Littlewood (anRWKHU92&HU DQG,OHG'LHGUHRXUÀUVWPXOWLSLWFKRQWUDG
We woke up at 5am to get there early, but when we arrived
at the parking lot at 7am I realized I had forgotten my harness at home and it was too early to buy another one there.
So had to drive back, pick it up, and drive there again. We
HQGHGXSVWDUWLQJDWDPDQGZHUHEHKLQGWKHWUDIÀF2K
well…
Another time I fell in a traverse in the Bulletheads (Golden Labs) while following and got a few scratches. At the
Chief I did Angel’s Crest with Nick Elson, Mike Blicker. and
Brendan(don't know his last name). Nick led most of the
pitches, especially the hard ones, but climbing the chief
from bottom to top was amazing! The only bad thing was
that I dropped my digital camera while taking a picture of
the last pitch (a crazy chimney) and lost all the pictures. My
wife almost killed me for losing the camera.
The nice thing about losing the camera was that we had
to buy a new one, and I bought one waterproof, as I was
JRLQJ WR 6DQ 'LHJR DQG ZHQW VXUÀQJ ZLWK LW :H ZHQW WR
two spectacular places for climbing around there: Tahquitz
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and Mt. Woodson. For those who have not traveled to San
Diego, I highly recommend making a visit there. Tahquitz
and the Suicide Bluffs are huge granite mountains with
many climbs of the highest quality. The protection is fantastic, and the routes are very interesting. We only did a
three pitch 5.6 (Left Ski Track) as we were three, and one
of us had little climbing experience. However, the route was
RXWVWDQGLQJ7KHÀUVWSLWFKZDVSXUHWUDGEXWDOOIDFHFOLPEing. The second pitch was a traverse with the crux being
at least 5.8 in Squamish grades. The last pitch was totally
weird: we climbed up a crack, moved above a lip, and then
we ofound ourselves slab climbing. It was really varied and
fun. At Mt. Woodson you can spend days and days bouldering and doing short climbs. We lead a few classic ones
like Robbins Hand Jam (5.9+), Baby Robbins (5.9), and
top-roped the classic Jaws (5.11). It was a great trip.
0\ÀUVWWUDGFOLPELQJVHDVRQGUHZWRLWVHQGZLWKVRPH
highlights. First, Hyun-Seo and I climbed the chief again
from bottom to top. I led every pitch of Rock On (10a), an
outstanding climb, and a third of the pitches of Ultimate
Everything (5.9), a fun and varied climb. We actually ended with the 10b variation which Hyun-Seo led. Lastly, we
climbed St. Vitus Dance, with the St. Vitus direct variation
(10a) which I led. Hyun-Seo led the hard off-width pitches.
Embarrassingly, I forgot one blue camalot in one of the
stations and only realized it when we got back to the car.
Fortunately climbers are good people and after I posted it
on the lost and found section of squamishclimbing.com the
climber who found it returned to me.
Trad climbing is a whole different world and it opened up
a lot of opportunities for me. Now I just hope that I will write
my thesis fast, and head to the crags with some sunshine
this summer.

A D IRT - BAGGER ’ S G UIDE TO C LIMBING
AT M T . A RAPILES
Andrew Paré
This year I decided to skip winter and head to Australia
IRU VRPH VXQ DQG FOLPELQJ 0\ ÀUVW VWRS RQ WKH FOLPELQJ
scene was at Mt. Arapiles, which is probably the most developed and renowned climbing crag in Australia. It is a
long escarpment of hardened sandstone, rising out of the
Wimmera Plains of Victoria. The routes are all traditional,
and mostly one to three pitches long. There is excellent
FOLPELQJDWDOOOHYHOVRIGLIÀFXOW\EXWLWLVQRWDSDUWLFXODUO\
beginner-friendly area. You really need to be comfortable
leading on gear and building trad anchors, and must possess some scrambling skills to descend steep and exposed
JXOOLHVDIWHUWKHFOLPELVÀQLVKHG
7KHWLPH,VSHQWWLPHDW$UDSLOHVZDVP\ÀUVWWDVWHRIWKH
dirt-bagging lifestyle and I picked up a few tricks that might
help you on your own adventures. During an Australian
VSULQJRUVXPPHULWLVGLIÀFXOWWRNHHSIRRGIURPVSRLOLQJLW
is too hot and expensive to stock a cooler with dairy, meat,
and veggies. I found corn on the cob, apples, and cheese
to be good bets. For protein I bought cans of tuna, which in
$XVWUDOLDFRPHLQZLWKPDQ\GHOLFLRXVÁDYRXUVDGGHGVXFK
as sweet chilli or mustard. I was at Arapiles in November,
which was still spring, and found the weather perfect for
climbing. It would be cold in the morning and at night, and
really hot in mid-day. It was quite nice to climb in the morning, break for a late lunch and nap around one or two pm,
then start climbing again around four pm. Taking a midday
break from the heat also provided an opportunity to make a
run into town for food or internet.
Climbers at Mt. Arapiles have two options for town. The
closest is Natimak, 8km from the crag and campsite. Natimak has a convenience store with some basic food supX
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plies but is more expensive than a supermarket. There is
a well-equipped climbing shop in Natimak that also does
shoe resoling. Internet is available at the local pub for a
fee and showers can be taken at the local caravan park for
ÀYH GROODUV$QRWKHU JRRG GLUWEDJJLQJ WLS LV WR KDYH RQH
person pay for a shower and then have the whole carload
split the fee while taking turns washing. The other option
for town is 30km away and is called Horsham. Horsham is
DFWXDOO\DIDLUVL]HGWRZQLWKDVVHYHUDOVXSHUPDUNHWVDQ
DTXDWLFFHQWUH ZLWKVKRZHUV DSRVWRIÀFHDEXVVWDWLRQ
and a library. You can buy a temporary library card, which
gets you free internet and a couple of books to rent for a
month. The outdoor shop in Horsham is rubbish for climbLQJJHDUEXWKDVDGHFHQWVHOHFWLRQRIFDPSLQJÀVKLQJDQG
hunting supplies. There are also several bakeries on the
main street with delicious pies and the best vanilla slice in
Australia. Forget buying expensive salt and sugar while in
WKH PDUNHWV VLPSO\ ÀOO \RXU SRFNHWV IURP WKH ORFDO FDIHV
While you’re in town on rest days or food runs, be sure to
pick up a 4L box of Australian wine. It’s really cheap and
contains about forty standard drinks, which should last you
about four days.
The Pines is the name of the campsite at Arapiles and
it is well suited to dirt-baggers. The camping fees are only
two dollars a night per person. This also means you and
your partner will pay the same whether you have one or
two tents. The Pines is within walking distance of all the
cliffs at Arapiles and it is easy to hitchhike to either Natimak
or Horsham (you'll melt if you try at midday though). The
campground has running water toilets and there's also a
sink with water from the borehole to make washing dishes
easy. Water is quite precious on the Wimmera Plains and
at Arapiles - learn to conserve it! A good way to do your
part is to wear merino wool t-shirts. Merino wool doesn’t
JHWVPHOO\OLNHFRWWRQVR\RXFDQZHDULWLQGHÀQLWHO\ZLWKRXW
washing it. Here's another good tip: save water from draining your pasta or rice and wash dishes with it. Save the

68 X VARSITY

OUTDOOR CLUB JOURNAL

2008-09

borehole water too. Arapiles is a favourite spot for weekend warriors from Melbourne. Make friends with them, they
are a valuable source of free food every Sunday night. The
Pines are great for slacklining since, unsurprisingly, there
are many sturdy pine trees around.
Another really cool aspect of the crag is the wildlife. The
area abounds with parrots and other exotic looking birds,
and you'll often run into kangaroos on the walk to the cliff in
the early morning. Watch out for stump-tail lizards, they like
to escape the sun by crawling under your tent. The Pines
LVDUHDOO\JRRGSODFHWRJRLI\RXҋUHDORQHDQGQHHGWRÀQG
partners. I found belayers through the local online forum
at www.chockstone.org and by meeting other solo travellers at the campsite. If you do get stuck without a partner
\RXFDQDOZD\VERXOGHUWKHUHLVH[FHOOHQWERXOGHULQJQHDU
the campsite and crags. The climbing community is pretty
small so there is a pretty good chance you’ll run into or
climb with some famous climbers.
Like any location where climbing is possible year-round,
the locals are strong. As a result the ethic at Arapiles is very
SXULVWDQGEROGWKHORFDOVVHHPWRSUHIHUWROHDYHGDQJHUous runouts on climbs rather than bolt-protecting them. On
that note, getting injured at Arapiles seems to be a popular
hobby of Ozzy climbers. I’m not trying to start a bolt war, I
am just warning the reader of what is out there. I stuck to
leading routes well within my abilities and top roping harder
routes for training. Another good tip if you're working on a
project is to use that same pasta or rice water and pour it
into your water bottle. Then, drink it before another try and
carb load while saving water. I was continually surprised by
how steep Arapiles routes are for moderate routes (YDS
5.8 or 5.9). I lead multiple routes at these grades with overhanging sections and small roofs to overcome. Fortunately, large jugs lead the way through these sections. If that
VRXQGVOLNHIXQLWVKRXOGLW VDZHVRPH
I won't go into the technique of placing gear, but I can
share my impression of trad protection at Arapiles. Small
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- that pretty much sums it up-- you place a lot of small
pieces. It’s mostly face climbing and the few cracks are
irregular enough to make placing large cams a rare treat.
Fortunately there are bomber nut placements throughout
much of the climbing. The rock is incredibly strong as well
and has been tested for over 30 years. This is the crag that
RP’s were created for and RP's have been known to hold
lead falls here, not that I ever put this to the test. Hopefully you can combine racks with your climbing partner, but
if not here are some gear recommendations. A full set of
stoppers down to DMM peanut size is essential and you'll
need doubles in BD #4-8 size. A few of the bigger RPs
will be useful and a rack with cams from #3 Camalot to a
Green Alien is a good idea. Rock climbing gear in Australia
is at least twice as expensive as in Canada so be sure to
stock up before you leave. If you must buy climbing gear in
Australia, here's a tip to save money: instead of buying tins
RIWXQDEX\FDWIRRG,W VFKHDSHUDQGFRPHVLQPRUHÁDvours. Another important gear consideration is the unique
Australian carrot bolt. It is a tapering bolt hammered into
the rock without a hanger. You must buy 2 or 3 bolt hangers in Australia and carry them up in your chalk bag to slide
over the bolt before clipping them. Be sure to use solidgate biners when clipping carrots: wire gates can allow the
bolt hanger to fall off the bolt and slide down the rope.
Arapiles climbing books don’t use R or X ratings on
climbs so pay special attention to route descriptions. If it
VD\VWKHJHDULVVSDUVHRUÀGGO\EHVXUH\RXFDQÁDVKWKH
route before tying in. I learned this the hard way two pitches up a classic but rarely climbed route called Checkmate.
, OLWHUDOO\ UDQ XS WKH ÀUVW VODE SLWFK WU\LQJ WR EHDW DQRWKHU
climbing party to the belay ledge. I accomplished this by
placing gear in only the top half of the pitch and then belayed my partner, Scott, up. He led the next incredibly airy
and exposed 5.7 pitch placing only two pieces of gear, one
of which was shit. I started to realize why the route was
not so popular at the second belay ledge. We started to r
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Andrew Pare with his back to the Wimmera Plains and Mitre.

ÁDNHWKHURSHDQGPRYHGWKHDQFKRUULJJLQJVOLJKWO\ZKHQ
Scott’s RP popped out of the gear anchor. With no other
SODFHPHQWV SRVVLEOH IRU WKH DQFKRU , VHW RII RQ WKH ÀQDO
ҊFUX[ҋSLWFKRI,WUDYHUVHGULJKWRIIWKHOHGJHDQGSODFHG
a good RP level with the anchor and headed up. That RP
would become my only good piece of gear over 38m of
FOLPELQJDOORWKHUJHDU,SODFHGZRXOGEHHLWKHUPDUJLQDOLQ
some way or complete shit. The cam I placed in a pocket
before the crux was terrible and I ran it out through the crux
with the bone breaking belay ledge directly below me. The
closest I came to falling was actually right at the top where
I found a heavily chalked up block that rattled around so
thoroughly and completely that I couldn’t bring myself to
pull on it or place gear behind it. I found myself doing a
really awkward hand-foot-match-mantle-type move above
sketchy gear. I could feel my good foothold get worse and
worse as my foot slowly slipped off. I started to slowly peel
backwards but managed to reach up and palm a sloper
DQGURFNRQWRP\RWKHUIRRWDQGVWDQGXS,ÀQLVKHGDQG
belayed Scott up who promptly told me how bad my gear
was.
The most famous of all routes at Arapiles is the amazing
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Kachoong. It is a 5.10d double body length roof . I have often stared up at the Zombie Roof in Squamish and wished
I could climb hard enough to lead a roof route - my dream
comes true on Kachoong. I start out from the belay ledge
onto some straightforward and well-protected 5.10ish face
climbing. I’m able to milk an awkward no hands rest at the
start of the roof by utilizing the unappreciated head jamb
combined with a knee bar. Let me tell you something about
Kachoong, it's not that hard for 10d, it's just bloody intimidating. You stare up at this monster roof and wonder how
the hell you can climb past it. (Warning: the next bit is Beta,
GRQ W UHDG LI \RX ZDQW WR VDYH D ÁDVK SRLQW  6R , VWDUW
across the roof keeping my feet up and my hands moving
along a nice rail. About half way through I let my feet cut
loose and decide to campus the rest of the way to the lip. I
take a quick rest as I decide on the sequence to solve this
problem. A high right heel hook, then a desperate lunge left
with my hand, and I make it. Now cut the feet loose again,

Getting ready to pull the lip or take a whip.

heel hook with the left, put it beside my hand and reach up
with the right. Pull, pull, pull, shift weight, and I'm standing
up on my left foot. I'm incredibly pumped and I have to get
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better feet. I start to peel backwards off the face, but stab
out with my left hand for a shitty crimper and pull back in.
Now the feet are better and it's easy face climbing again.
My arms are so pumped I take it slow and enjoy the exposure and reach the top. Kachoong is great for a couple of
RWKHUUHDVRQVWKHUHLVDÀ[HGSLQLQWKHPLGGOHRIWKHURRI
that is good, and it frequently catches huge whippers. The
fall swings you through free air without slamming you into
the rock so if you want to fall for fun it's good for that too.
There is also a photographer’s ledge beside the roof so be
sure to climb Kachoong in a party of three and take lots of
photos. When you get back to camp you can celebrate with
another handy money saving tip I picked up at The Pines.
Put rice, water, and sugar in a jug and let it sit in the sun for
several days. Break it open and strain the rice chunks out
and enjoy your very own homemade alcohol.
I noticed Australians have trouble pronouncing words
with three or more syllables and consequently shorten or
UHQDPHDORWRIZRUGV0RVWRIWKHPHQGLQҊHҋRUҊRҋW\SH
sounds. Here is a list of some of the most common/humorous Aussie slang:
Pom:

British Person

Abo:

Aboriginal

Seppo:

American

Shelite:

White gas

Esky:

Styrofoam cooler

Thermals:

Long Underwear

Goey:
ҊWRGRWKLVURXWH
(Not goo-ey, you have to just
go-ey)
go’

Drop bears:

Koala-type bear
that drops out of
trees and attacks
passerby

Brolie:

Umbrella

How going?:

How are you?
What’s up?

Sunnies:

Sunglasses

Tasty cheese: Cheddar cheese

‘roo:

Kangaroo

Pie:

Meat Pie

‘ranger:

Redhead. I can’t
bring myself to
type the origin
of this slang, it’s
pretty offensive.
Ask me in person

Movember:

Moustache +
November, grow
a moustache in
November

C ONCERNING B EARS & R OCKS
Wyatt Klopp

After a successful day of rock-climbing at Go-Anywhere
in Skaha, everyone was itching for a little more climbing.
After leaving a beautiful Skaha sunset, it was soon to be
some good old tenting by headlights. Some of the standout
PRPHQWV LQFOXGH .\OH .RWRZLFN LPSURYLVLQJ RQ KLV ÁXWH
James Earl, or “Yames” as he was known during the trip,
VHUYLQJKLVҊPLOGҋ\DPV REYLRXVO\ORVLQJKLV&DQDGLDQWDVWH
buds in Thailand), and Daniel Hodorek’s fascination of caramelizing marshmallows and rum. After a late supper and
VRPHÀUHVLGHFKDWWLQJWKHFUHZZHQWRIIWREHGDWDGHFHQW
hour, around 1-2am. Having never experienced sleeping
without a proper mat, and assuming I could rough it on a
cold September night, I was in for a little surprise. To make
matters worse, I borrowed a friend’s sleeping bag, which
didn’t turn out to be the wisest choice. Having my upper
half totally exposed, I ended up damn near freezing solid.
$IWHUÀQDOO\ZDUPLQJXSVRPHERG\REQR[LRXVO\XQ]LSSHG
the tent - it was time to climb.
The second day was set at Vern’s Gully. It was an
excellent spot for everybody. The more advanced climbers were leading some tough 10d/11a’s, while the rest of
us were happy with climbing the 5.8’s and 5.9’s. Having
set-up rigged lines on opposing crags, no wider than the
average hallway, there was no shortage of watching spectacular climbing on both sides. Yannick Letailleur and Peter
:DWVRQ ZHQW RII VHDUFKLQJ IRU PRUH FOLPEV 7KH ÀQDOH RI
the weekend was going to be a two-pitch rappel into and
out of a cave.
+HDWKHU%XFNLQJKDPZDVWKHÀUVWWRGHVFHQG:LWKLQ
seconds of reaching the bottom, we could hear her yelling:
“No one come down! There’s a bear down here!”
X
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Brody Granger, being quick to the gun, rappeled immediately to Heather’s aid. Whatever Heather had heard
seemed to have left. With minutes gone by and no drama,
a calm Brody and Heather told the others it was safe to
come down. Dave Donnelly rigged a new rappel line into
the cave.
After a few proceeding climbers, the likes of Kendall
Cowley and Michael Chen, it was my turn. I began my descent. Kendall was at the bottom manning my ropes. As I
rappeled down, I began to hear the sounds Heather must
have heard and smirked to myself: “Air vents!” In good spirits, I began to de-rope. I heard Kendall whisper something
to me:
“You hear that…I think the bear’s back!!!”
I wasn’t going to be told twice. I sprinted out of the cave,
and tossed my air vent theory out the window! I ran into
Heather who was manning the second pitch.
“Heather! The bear’s back! Tell the others!”
“Ok…Where’s Kendall?” As I looked around, no Kendall.
“You just left her there!?!” scolded Heather.
Reluctant to head back into the cave alone, I asked Heather to come with me. Unsuccessful at that, I sprinted back to
the cave to Kendall’s aid.
“Kendall what are you still doing here!?! Let’s go!”
“I’m safety on the ropes. I can’t leave.”
“…Alright…let’s do this!” as I picked up a rock the size of a
watermelon, awaiting eminent doom.
Suddenly the Jesus complex of Brody, with his long
locks and beard, and Michael come out from behind a nearby rock. I don’t know who was more shocked: I, being a 6’
giant with a gigantic rock in hand, about to shit a brick, or
them seeing me about to heave the rock in their direction.
It was in fact Yannick and Peter who had heard of our
plans to rappel into the cave earlier that day and had the devious plan of terrorizing the crew. The thought had crossed
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DAVE DONNELLY

everyone’s mind, that maybe Heather’s “bear” might in fact
be Yannick and Peter playing tricks, yet no one had seen
the two for hours. Having had their fun with Heather, they
left to get back to Kelowna before supper. They did, after
all, spend god knows how long waiting in the cave. Michael
DQG%URG\KDGQRSUREOHPÀOOLQJLQWKHLUVSRWDQGWKH\QR
doubt got their revenge upon the most gullible of the crew.
One thing for sure, is that I left before I could see those
grinning faces. But, the funny thing was that I had to drive
Brody back to the university, and hence didn’t dodge much
embarrassment at all. Every once in a while, my newly discovered Neanderthal roots would come up and we’d get a
few good chuckles. And like any hardcore outdoors member, it was a last minute cram session in the truck for our
microbiology midterm the next day. The hour-long roadblock, where we got stuck along with James’ carload, didn’t
help our studying much. So…as any outdoors member
would do, we set up the tent in the middle of the highway
and snapped a group photo with the stop-sign guy. Classy!

Michael Chen rapelling into the cave.

A C ONFESSION

OF

M INOR S INS

ON

MT.

B AKER
Matthew Parisien
So let me see if I can remember how this went. It was
sometime in March, or maybe it was May, that somebody
decided it was time for an adventure. It's possible that there
was more to the decision than I knew, and it's also possible
that there was no decision made at all. We may have just
found ourselves in trouble, no fault of anyone in particular.
This is a common situation in the VOC, and I am becoming
more comfortable with it.
7KHUHZHUHÀYHRIXVWKDWQLJKWSDUNHGDWWKH%DNHUWUDLOhead: Matthieu Sturzenegger, Jean Phillipe Mercier, Karine
Doucet, Mike Bartlett and I. It was about 11 pm, and we
were all busy just wondering what to do. We had skis and
things, a bit of food and drink, and the uncomfortable idea
of a long walk to the peak in the dark.
We had lots of ideas at the trailhead. We thought about
spring avalanches, which, if we waited till morning to climb,
would probably start falling during the afternoon descent.
We thought about the crevassed Coleman glacier, which
was scary enough during the day, never mind in the dark.
We thought about being awake for forty hours, with the last
fourteen of those hours spent on skis, which may appeal
to the younger folk but not so much to us. We also thought
about turning around and going home, empty-handed. I, at
least, had that thought, but I did not like it any more than
dark crevasses.
6RPHWLPHSDVVHG³VQRZZDVNLFNHGÀQJHUVZHUHZULJgled. We turned these ideas around in our heads, voicing
our concerns if only to make the concerns seem a bit more
solid. There were too many distasteful options. Two guys
from Port Moody had arrived, and had started skinning up
the trail. Could we trust people from Port Moody to make
X
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good decisions?
$SSDUHQWO\ZHFRXOG,UHPHPEHUÀQGLQJP\VHOILQWKH
forest, kicking steps in old snow, my skis tangled up in the
unique coastal bush. We were down to three people, Matthieu, Mike and myself. Karine and Jean Phillipe may have
considered their ideas a bit more, because somewhere in
the forest they decided to go home. There were blisters, I
remember. That was a new idea.
Shortly thereafter, we learned that we had no map. I believe we carried on.
Now, there are times when a trip begins to involve so
many bad ideas that the possibility of success gets a bit
small. Typically this process makes a vacuum in the climbHUҋVKHDGZKLFKLVQDWXUDOO\ÀOOHGZLWKDGGLWLRQDOEDGLGHDV
Following the two guys from Port Moody up a long and
FUXVW\ÀIW\GHJUHHVORSHDWDPZDVDEDGLGHD3DVVLQJ
them halfway up was a bad idea. Reaching the top of the
VORSHDQGÀQGLQJDYHUWLFDODQGGULSSLQJZHWFOLIIZDVQRW
UHDOO\ D EDG LGHD EXW LW ZDV GHÀQLWHO\ EDG 0DWWKLHX ZDV
standing in the slot between the cliff and the ice, Mike was,
RUSHUKDSVZDVQRWHQMR\LQJKLVÀUVWEDFNFRXQWU\VNLWULS
and I was trying not to think about the people on the CBC
News Forums who would curse our broken bodies for the
tax dollars we cost. A decision needed to be made.
Matthieu took out his ice axe, or rather, Mike took out
Matthieu's axe because Matthieu was too wedged to reach
it. There was some swinging, chopping and plunging, a bit
RIDZNZDUGVTXHH]LQJDQGWKHQVRPHSLQFKHGÀQJHUV$
bridging step over a gaping hole and we were off the slope
and into the forest. Nobody stopped to breathe.
So the rest of this story carries on. If you can imagine it,
you can see us on the Coleman Glacier in the early morning, heading to the Roman Wall, lit by a few eager photons of sunlight. We were hungry, I think, or maybe it was
something else. Nobody was moving terribly fast. There
were gendarmes on the ridgeline. I’ll be honest, I’m afraid I
wasn’t completely present. There are blank bits in my head.
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I was sleeping, or I swear I was half asleep, skinning up
that glacier. I’m not good at the all-night climbs. I heard my
skins on the ice, making the little sound that skins always
make. I remember I had a friend who would sleep so quietly
you’d think she was dead. When she was young her parents would get worried, they’d go to her room at night and
put their head over hers, trying to hear something, a little
wheeze, you know, just to make sure. They never heard
anything, but she was always okay. She said her brother
slept like that too. Family ties, I guess. But that was a long
time ago. I don’t know if she still sleeps like that. I wonder
about it at the strangest times.
Matthieu was looking a bit tired too. "We should eat," he
said. So we sat and ate. It was an awkward time for a meal.
From somewhere in his pack he produced a large toothpaste tube full of paté. "Special food for a special trip," he
said. “Le Parfaît” was written large across the tube.
Matthieu's Swissness reminds me now that we were not
climbing Mt Baker for the fun of it, but rather for the convenience of it. At the time Matthieu had Swiss citizenship, but
being tickled pink by life on the coast, he wanted to be a
SHUPDQHQWUHVLGHQWRI&DQDGD,WHQWLWOHGKLPWREHQHÀWVRI
some sort, or at least helped him avoid penalties. However,
gaining permanent resident status requires an awkward bit
RIWUDYHOOLQJIRUUHDVRQVXQNQRZQWRXVLQRUGHUWREHFRPH
D SHUPDQHQW UHVLGHQW RQH PXVW ÀUVW OHDYH &DQDGD DQG
then re-enter it. So we were climbing Mt Baker because it
is the closest mountain to Vancouver, on the American side
of the border, and it is large enough to make us feel like our
time was not entirely wasted.
Mountain climbing is a beastly thing. The climber’s concerns are rather corporeal, and so I’ll admit that I took
a dump on the Coleman glacier. I didn’t have much of a
choice. There was nowhere else to go. But I remember that
shortly after our trip, there was a lot of discussion in the
VOC about taking dumps on glaciers. People felt strongly
that it shouldn’t be done. They imagined generations of
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climbers on the Coleman Glacier, and the decades of poo
that was frozen into the blue ice. That was wrong, they argued. I felt ashamed for having contributed to all that poo.
I’m better now, I think, but I still feel a bit bad.
We continued up the Roman Wall. The snow had turned
hard overnight, almost hard enough to make us wish we
had crampons. I kicked thin steps with my boots, practicing
self-arrest in my mind. We passed two other parties on the
way, equipped with crampons and pickets and such. They
WUDYHOOHGDWDSDFHDSSURSULDWHWRWKHLUFDUJRDQGÀGJHWHG
often with their webbings. We waved at each other. I told
myself that I would learn this roped technique someday,
perhaps when I am stronger and not in such a rush.
Climbers always want the peak. Years from now scientists will discover the gene which propels climbers through
bad weather, bad snow, bad rock, with sometimes bad partners, only to reach a spot that is, typically, the most boring
point of the whole trip. Our boring spot that day was particularly windy. It also sported a lenticular cloud.

MARK BARRETT

Matthieu posed for a shot. That’s him in the picture.

Matthieu Sturzenegger at the top of Mt. Baker
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Reading Week 2008
Sarah Long
As I stood at the gas station somewhere in Richmond,
waiting in the rain with a pile of wet bags at my feet, I honestly felt elated. Ever since hearing about the VOC’s tradition of traveling to Red Rocks for Reading Week, I had been
keen to go. I didn’t have much climbing experience, and I
EDUHO\NQHZDQ\RQHHOVHRQWKHWULSEXW,ÀJXUHGLWZRXOG
certainly be an adventure. I would be driving with Bob Lai,
whom I’d gone on a few trips with, and Derrick Lee, whom
I’d never met. Andrew McGechaen’s car—carrying Eddie
Rothschild and Bob’s friend Mike Feaver—comprised the
rest of our motley climbing crew.
So there I was, standing by the side of the road on that
gloomy afternoon, feeling as excited as ever. Finally, February 15th had arrived, and I was actually going to Red
Rocks! Once Bob and Derrick arrived, I quickly threw my
stuff in the trunk of the Civic and we were off. After making it across the border without too much hassle, we set
our sights on dinner. Since becoming a vegetarian a year
earlier, I hadn’t encountered too many instances where my
choice to forgo meat felt like an imposition. I also hadn’t
been on a long-haul interstate road trip in a while, and I
soon realized that my quick dining options along the I-5
FRUULGRUKDGEHHQVLJQLÀFDQWO\UHGXFHG$VZHSDVVHGVLJQ
after sign advertising the “meat only” fast food chains offered at each exit, I started apologizing for my inconvenient
diet, but thankfully Bob and Derrick are considerate carniYRUHVVRWKH\GLGQҋWJLYHPHWRRKDUGRIDWLPH:HÀQDOO\
settled on Taco Bell, and after a quick bite, were back on
the road and on the way to my family’s home in Portland.
We planned to catch some sleep there before continuing
the marathon drive to Las Vegas, but after a late start from
X
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9DQFRXYHU IROORZHG E\ 6HDWWOH WUDIÀF ZH GLGQҋW H[SHFW WR
arrive until around 2 am.
Somehow, with Bob’s magical driving (or maybe it was
just bad time estimation), we managed to arrive around 11
pm. However, before reaching my house, Bob got to experience the “thrill” of driving over Portland’s double-decker
Fremont Bridge, which had eluded him on a past VOC trip
to Smith Rock. (Apparently, some of the club’s engineering nerds, including Bob and Evan Morris, had gotten lost
LQ 3RUWODQG IRU D ZKLOH DIWHU DWWHPSWLQJ WR ÀQG WKHLU ZD\
onto the impressive structure.) At the Long family home
the guys met my dad, who I must pause for a moment to
thank. There probably aren’t too many fathers out there
who would be supportive of their twenty-year-old daughter going on a week-long rock climbing trip (to Las Vegas,
QR OHVV  ZLWK ÀYH ROGHU JX\V ZKRP WKH\ҋG QHYHU PHW 0\
younger sister actually suggested that my dad play one of
her favorite country songs for Bob and Derrick when they
arrived. The chorus of the song, “Cleaning This Gun” by
Rodney Atkins, goes like this:
Come on in boy, sit on down


$QGWHOOPHҊERXW\RXUVHOI
So you like my daughter do you now?
Yeah we think she's somethin’ else
She's her daddy's girl
Her momma's world
She deserves respect
That’s what she'll get, now ain’t it Son?
Y'all go out and have some fun
I'll see you when you get back
Probably be up all night
Still cleanin' this gun…
Much to my sister’s chagrin, there was no country western welcome. Instead, my dad offered his support, and sent
us off on our adventure the next morning with some homecooked breakfast.
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We spent Saturday in the car, rotating through driving
duty, keeping the driver awake/navigator duty, and sleeping
in the back seat duty (my personal favorite). We also occupied ourselves with games to pass the time. We played a
number of rounds the alphabet game, where you go around
naming countries from A to Z. Then we (eventually) named
all 50 states, although there’s always a few you forget, like
Delaware or Nebraska. We named all the pro sports teams
we could think of in every state. I stumped Derrick and Bob
with the question: “What are the three NBA teams with a
QDPHWKDWGRHVQRWHQGLQҊVҋ"µ'HUULFNDQG%REVWXPSHG
me with questions about Canadian geography. For a while,
Bob and Derrick had some sort of male dominance competition with a guy in a Lexus SUV. For a stretch, both cars
were passing each other back and forth, trying to establish
superiority. Lexus guy kept upping the ante, and eventually
Bob and Derrick made the sensible decision to let him go.
They got the last laugh however, when we passed him a
few miles later, pulled over for speeding in a construction
zone - ouch!
Finally, about nineteen hours after leaving Portland, we
arrived in Las Vegas. Unfortunately, we arrived to a full
FDPSJURXQG,QVWHDGRIULVNLQJKHDY\ÀQHVIRUSDUNLQJWKH
car or stealth camping in the area, we decided to head to
The Strip and look for a cheap hotel room. Not realizing it
was President’s Day weekend in the States, and that consequently there were no cheap rooms available anywhere
at 2:30 am on a Saturday night, we drove from hotel to
hotel with no luck. Eventually, we threw in the towel and
GHFLGHGWRJRÀQGDUHVLGHQWLDODUHDZKHUHZHFRXOGSDUN
the car and get a few hours of rest before the sun rose. We
proceeded to discover that, among other things, Las Vegas
is the capital of gated communities. Perhaps the extra security offers some peace of mind when you’re a resident of
Sin City, but for us weary travelers, the endless streets of
IRUWLÀHGVXEGLYLVLRQVZHUHDQLJKWPDUH)LQDOO\ZHIRXQGD
place, and I promptly got my sleeping bag out of the trunk
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DQGDWWHPSWHGWRÀQGDVHPLFRPIRUWDEOHUHVWLQJSRVLWLRQLQ
the passenger seat of the Civic. Bob and Derrick were so
tough (or lazy, according to the “wussy” girl’s point of view),
they didn’t need to get their sleeping bags out. Bob reclined
the driver’s seat, Derrick used his rope as a pillow and his
rope tarp as a blanket in the back, and we all fell into a restless sleep for a few hours, plagued by nightmares of being
roused by a crazy Neighborhood Watch patroller.
Luckily, we woke with the light early on Sunday morning,
and made it out before any of the neighbors noticed our
suspicious Canadian plates. After washing up in a McDonald’s bathroom and grabbing some breakfast, we returned
to the campground, where a few sites had fortunately
RSHQHGXS$IWHUVRPHQHFHVVDU\IDIÀQJ³VHWWLQJXSWHQWV
JHWWLQJOXQFKIRRGDQGREWDLQLQJSDUNSDVVHV³ZHÀQDOO\
PDGHLWWRWKHFUDJV,WGLGQҋWWDNHORQJWRFRQÀUPWKDWWKH
marathon drive and few hassles we had encountered on
our journey had been worth it. In awe of the incredible rock
formations and unique desert colors, we eagerly scrambled
about, not really knowing where we were going, and not
really caring, just feeling so excited to be there, and hoping
for a few good climbs while the sun was still shining. We
were actually in Red Rocks!
As dusk approached, we reluctantly headed back to the
car, full of anticipation for the week of climbing still ahead
of us. At dinner, Bob and Derrick discovered that although
traveling with a vegetarian can be a nuisance at times,
WKHUHDUHVRPHEHQHÀWVWRKDYLQJRQHLQ\RXUIRRGJURXS
For instance, you only have to split that package of tasty
chicken sausage two ways, instead of three. However, by
the end of dinner, Bob and Derrick had also learned that it’s
possible to eat too much tasty chicken sausage.
On Monday morning we greeted the rest of our climbing contingent. Andrew, Eddie, and Mike had arrived at the
campground around midnight, after dropping off a craigslist
rideshare guy who was planning to rendezvous with a girl
he had met playing Halo online. After a few days in the car,
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they were all keen to get climbing. The whole group spent
a fun day at Ultraman and Panty Wall. Back at camp that
evening, our car opted for a practical dinner of chili, while
the other group attempted some sort of pasta/asparagus
creation. Two hours later, their pasta still hadn’t cooked
SURSHUO\VRWKH\ÀQDOO\JDYHXSDQGUHVLJQHGWKHPVHOYHV
to eating it al dente.
On Tuesday the crew headed back to Panty Wall. Under
Derrick’s expert climbing instructor guidance, Andrew and
I tried dummy leads and practiced taking whippers so that
when we actually started leading we wouldn’t be so intimidated by the prospect of falling. Thanks to Bob, our falls
(and girly screams) were captured on video, which proved
quite entertaining. Being an outgoing guy, Eddie soon befriended a couple climbing next to us. Little did he know how
useful that connection would be. Later in the day, as Eddie
openly communicated his mounting intestinal discomfort,
the couple kindly offered him one of their eco-friendly poo
bags, a gift Eddie gratefully accepted. Towards the end of
the day, Derrick did a climb on Tiger Stripe, which had been
pictured in the most recent issue of Climbing Magazine.
While Derrick was climbing, Eddie started on another climb
further down the wall, only to discover that his rope was too
short. With daylight dwindling, Derrick fortunately came up
with a way to bail him out, and, mini-rescue complete, we
headed back to the cars. It was now late and we didn’t feel
like hassling with dinner, so we took the pampered camper
route and decided to eat out. We were able to get wireless
internet at the restaurant, and took the opportunity to check
the forecast. The weather had been deteriorating since our
arrival, and the future wasn’t looking good. Aware of the
fact that we couldn’t climb on the sandstone for 24 hours
after rain, and keen to continue climbing, we decided we
would immediately hit the road and head for Joshua Tree
if it got stormy.
Wednesday morning we woke to ambiguous skies. It was
still dry, so we couldn’t justify leaving. Thus, with clouds
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looming, we headed to Calico Basin. On the way, we collected fellow VOCer Jeff McCord and his girlfriend Beverly,
ZKR KDG ÁRZQ GRZQ IURP 9DQFRXYHU ZLWK WKHLU ELNHV$W
the crags, the group split up. Eddie headed off to climb with
Jeff and Beverly, while the rest of us started hiking to Side
Effects, a climb Andrew Paré had recommended. Just as
we reached Side Effects, it began hailing. To cries of “BAIL!
BAIL! BAIL!” we made a hurried retreat to the car. From
then on, the day turned into one giant, ridiculous faff. We
waited (and waited) for Eddie to return to the car, then went
out looking for him unsuccessfully (and got soaking wet in
the process), then decided to leave Mike and Andrew’s car

Sarah leading a climb in Red rocks, Nevada.
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at the parking lot to wait for Eddie, Jeff, and Beverly’s inevitable return, while Bob, Derrick, and I drove Andrew across
town so he could shoot a machine gun at this place called
“The Gun Store.”
The group had shot down Andrew’s request to visit
the Hoover Dam, but Andrew had adamantly refused to
OHDYH /DV 9HJDV ZLWKRXW JHWWLQJ WKH FKDQFH WR ÀUH RII D
few rounds, and as a driver, Andrew had some serious bargaining power. Anyway, after delivering Andrew to The Gun
Store for his Rambo reenactment, we drove all the way
back across town to the Desert Sport climbing store, where
we had arranged to meet Mike and Eddie, where Derrick
was picking up some new climbing shoes, and I was going to take a shower. After agreeing we would reconvene
at the Joshua Tree campground, Mike and Eddie set off
to collect Andrew. It really was the worst faff I have ever
been witness to. The ridiculous amount of time we spent
driving around was matched only by the absurd quantity
of ridiculous vanity license plates (CASHFLW, 2HOT4U,
GOTLUKY, etc.) we spotted while in Las Vegas.
$IWHUZKDWVHHPHGOLNHDQHWHUQLW\ZHÀQDOO\PDGHLWRXW
of town, and were driving down a dark, two-lane, desert
highway, enjoying the open road, when all of a sudden we
see a car up ahead that had stopped right in the middle of
the road. As Bob slowed down, we all agreed that whoever
decides to stop in the middle of a dark highway must be
pretty stupid. Imagine our amusement when we realize that
this inept vehicle is none other than the McGechaen mobile. As we pull up beside them, we see that Eddie and Mike
are out of the car and appear to be searching for something. Apparently, the guys thought they had hit a rabbit,
and felt compelled to stop in the middle of a dark highway
to look for the poor creature. In addition to a good laugh,
the roadblock incident got us out of the car and brought the
spectacular lunar eclipse to our attention, so I must give
Andrew, Eddie, and Mike’s crazy shenanigans some credit. We eventually reached the town of Twentynine Palms,
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home to Joshua Tree National Park and the world’s largest Marine Corps Base. Attempting to head for the park,
we somehow ended up on a road that brought us to the
base’s security checkpoint, where we quickly explained to
the heavily armed guards that we were just some innocent
climbers who had taken a wrong turn. Finally we made it to
camp and set up our tents around 11 pm.
    7KXUVGD\ PRUQLQJ ZH HPHUJHG IURP RXU WHQWV WR ÀQG
a fresh layer of frost and an impressive landscape. Due
to our 11 pm arrival, we hadn’t realized we were camped
right next to the crags! Holy smokes, we were actually
in Joshua Tree! After a breakfast of champions—fried
Nutella and banana wraps—we headed to some climbs
ULJKWE\WKHFDPSVLWH$IWHUOXQFK,WULHGP\ÀUVWOHDGFOLPE
at Headstone Rock, while poor Bob spent the afternoon
regretting his decision to eat a massive amount of greasy
Mexican food for dinner the night before. Andrew also got
LQKLVÀUVWOHDGDWDFOLPEFDOOHG7RH-DP7KHFOLPEWRRND
bit longer than he had anticipated however, so Bob ended
up cleaning the route by headlamp and then he, Andrew,
and Derrick repelled in the dark. Upon returning to camp,
we discovered that our earlier efforts to secure Andrew’s
HLJKWPDQWHQWE\ÀOOLQJLWZLWKORDGVRIJHDUKDGEHHQQR
match for the powerful desert winds. When we came upon
it, the volatile heap of purple nylon had yet again been
transformed into a giant parachute monster and was rolling around terrorizing our campsite. I found this completely
hysterical, and dissolved into a laughing attack. While the
guys tried to subdue the beast, Bob and Derrick repeatHGO\DVVXUHGPH´,WLVQҋWWKDWIXQQ\µ%XWLWGHÀQLWHO\ZDV
Eventually, Mike was able to anchor the tent with a few
boulders, and we headed into town for some dinner. Eddie
elected to stay back with some guys from the neighboring
campsite and ended up joining them on a nocturnal adventure through the “Chasm of Doom.” You’ll have to hear that
tale from Eddie himself.
Although we were reluctant to leave the climbing play-
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ground of J-Tree, with its Dr. Seuss trees and piles of rocks
that seemed to have dropped from the sky, after waking to
a rainstorm Friday morning, we had no choice but to stuff
RXU VRDNHG UDLQ ÁLHV LQ WKH WUXQN DQG KLW WKH URDG :LWK
:HGQHVGD\ҋV IDIÀQJ GLVDVWHU VWLOO IUHVK LQ RXU PLQGV ZH
decided our two cars should not attempt to stick together
for the journey home. So, after a short farewell, Bob, DerULFNDQG,KHDGHG1RUWK2XUSURJUHVVZDVEULHÁ\VORZHG
when we got stuck behind a daunting army tank that was
en route to one of Southern California’s numerous military
bases. Trying to maneuver around a cluster of freewheeling tumbleweeds obstructing our freeway exit also caused
a bit of delay. In contrast, passing through the miles of industrial cattle farms compelled us to increase our speed.
Many VOCers will be familiar with the game “Hey Cow”,
a competition in which car occupants attempt to draw the
attention of the highest number of cows by yelling “HEY
COW!!!” out the window. Well, somewhere along the I-5
in Southern California, there is a stretch of highway where
all you hardcore “Hey Cow” devotees could really wrack
up the points if you’re willing to submit to olfactory torture
and stick your head outside. Even with our windows up
and noses plugged, the stench was horrendous. Still, we
pushed North. I had arranged for us to spend the night at
the home of one of my mom’s high school friends in Davis,
and we were hoping to make it there by dinner. At this point,
Bob and Derrick began calling the trip “Sarah’s Family Reunion,” although they couldn’t really complain. My mom’s
friend Kathy had a delicious dinner ready when we arrived,
and then, because her son just happened to be the manager of the local rock gym, we even got to do some indoor
climbing!
On Saturday morning, we stopped for a quick brunch
with my great-aunt Gertie, Uncle Joey and Aunt Carla, before continuing north along 101. We decided to take the
101 for a change of scenery, and were excited about driving through the redwoods and along the coast. The scenic

Climbing and Mountaineering

X

89

BOB LAI

route was considerably longer however, so we were driving
at a good clip in order to stay on schedule. We had almost
made it to the Oregon border when Bob got a speeding
ticket. It was one of those lame tickets where we were coming down a hill and had unknowingly crossed the boundary
into some tiny town, so the speed limit had just dropped.
Being a graduate of UBC’s infamous Engineering-Physics
program, Bob proceeded to spend the next half-hour planning his appeal letter, which was going to prove, through
some fancy physics formula and complicated mathematical
rhetoric, that he wasn’t actually speeding. I took over the
driving once we reached my home state, and, motivated by
a desire for my mom’s home-cooked food, got us to Portland in time for a late dinner.
After a restful sleep, we were back on the road Sunday morning. Reaching Vancouver by late afternoon, we
were greeted by truly glorious blue skies. The weather had
GHÀQLWHO\LPSURYHGVLQFHWKDWUDLQ\)ULGD\GHSDUWXUHDQGLW
was good to be back. But oh, what a ten days it had been!

Eddie’s eco-friendly poo bag.

M Y V ALENTINE ’ S D AY D ATE
Richard So

I spent Valentine’s Day climbing the North Face Ramp
of Mount Harvey with Seth Adams, one of the most charming people in the VOC. Originally Seth wanted to solo this
snow route the previous day, leaving at 3 am to make it
in time for a seminar he was giving in the afternoon. He
decided not to, because he would have been free soloing
with his life… and his degree. Seth needed somebody to
take photos of him, so he relented and let me come along.
We left Vancouver at 5 am, thinking that we would be
done relatively early in the day. The approach to the base
of the route is along logging roads, but it sure is a bit of a
slog. Two left, followed by two right turns gets you to the
base of the route. The shin-deep snow on the approach
kept me thinking that the snow wasn’t going to be “harder
than a sixteen-year old boy at a Hookers’ Convention” as
described by Don Serl in a previous year.
The harness and crampons went on anyways, and Seth
started to post-hole up the route. Since the ramp is fed in
by several gullies, Seth reasoned that the higher we went,
the less snow there would be. The previous week a different VOC party had found styrofoam snow, so it was a reasonable guess. Seth was sinking in to his crotch, making
slow upward movements. We kept making comparisons to
other snow slogs. Seth had to jug the snow after it wouldn’t
hold his weight on a trip the previous week, and there was
some other Alaskan slog where Seth’s partner at one point
counted that he had to step eighteen times before he was
able to move up. As I found out later in the day, winter
mountaineering is really just one big slog.
Eventually the snow wouldn’t let Seth go any higher,
so we escaped the ramp by going climber’s left towards
X
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the trees and rocks. The snow was harder there, and we
climbed some sketchy verglas over rock that Seth made
me solo. I don’t really climb ice, so soloing it made it even
scarier. We brought along pickets and ropes, but I guess
6HWKGRHVQҋWUHDOO\OLNHXVLQJWKHURSHXQOHVVLWҋVWKHÀQDO
pitch to the summit. The ice steps were really just boulder
problems - I wouldn’t fall far, only onto the soft snow below,
but it was still scary. Almost had to check my undies for skid
marks. Eventually we traversed back into the ramp proper
ZLWKRXWGLIÀFXOW\DQGFRQWLQXHGXSZDUGRQVRPHLPSURYLQJ
snow.
The hard snow didn’t last long. Eventually I went ahead
and broke trail, since I wasn’t breaking through as far. Seth
kept breaking through my steps. It was less work total to
have me break trail for him. At least that’s what he claimed
anyways. At times it felt like I was just bulldozing the snow
with my crotch. I kept wishing Nick Elson or Fred Touche
ZHUH DURXQG WKH\ҋUH ERWK DPD]LQJ DW ÁRDWLQJ XS VQRZ ,
think I got a big enough dose of snow today to last me until
May.

Seth Adams cramponing up hard snow.
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After exiting the ramp, there’s a steep section of snow to
traverse, about 55-60 degrees. I wanted a rope for this, but
once again the rope never came out of Seth’s pack. The
traverse isn’t somewhere you would want to fall. After the
traverse, we didn’t go all the way to the ridge on climber’s
left because the snow was still quite deep. We climbed a
bit of steeper ice, with occasional turf pick placements and
some hooking tree roots. This time I managed to get a belay up the ice. We ran the belay the rest of the way, with
only one slung tree. We brought pickets, but Seth doesn’t
like those things so he never placed one. I felt constant
WXJVRQP\KDUQHVVIURPWKHURSHDQGFRXOGQҋWÀJXUHRXW
why the climbing got faster. It turns out that Seth likes to
lead the last pitch to the summit, and as he gets closer to
the summit he climbs faster.
It was really nice on the summit. I took some photos
that Seth could send back to his mom, and then we began
walking down the ridge. We went past the cutblock, and
proceeded to get lost. I had forgotten that the trail doesn’t
go all the way down the ridge, but instead turns skier’s right
from the burn into old growth trees. You could also go down
the burn until reaching roads in the Lion basin, which is
apparently brushed out too. After wasting some more time,
we proceeded down the dreadful Harvey trail. It wouldn’t
have been so bad if it wasn’t for the layer of snow overtop
of the frozen dirt, stumps, and rocks. By the time we made
it to the road, our feet were badly beaten up. Seth pointed
out that climbing is the only sport where the descent is the
worst part.
Seth wanted me to put this in: “Wear your crampons.”

L AZY B AKER A SCENT
2 nd- 4 th August 2008
Chris Petrus
Participants: Roland Burton, Carly Huitema, Chris Petrus,
Ashlee Jollymore, Lindsay Rogers, Vincent Johnson
Roland had the idea to try a summer crossing of the
Garibaldi Neve over the BC Day August 2008 long weekend. If I recall correctly, the large landslide near Porteau
Cove wiped out both the Sea to Sky highway, BC Rail line
and, most importantly, our Plan A. With a long weekend
looming and anything up the Sea to Sky out of the question
without an eight hour detour via Lilloet, we settled on Baker
as Plan B.
    $Q XQHYHQWIXO GULYH GRZQ IRUW\ÀYH PLQXWHV LGOLQJ DW
0730 to cross into the US. We had a short stop at the Glacier Ranger station to pick up poop bags (who doesn't love
wrapping their shit in plastic??) and parking passes. The
skies were overcast and we hemmed and hawed, delaying
hiking up as long as possible due to drizzle. I recall mentioning something about purchasing additional travel insurance for mountaineering in the Lower 48, just for the peace
of mind. No one else seemed to have the extra insurance.
Roland lamented waking up early to drive just to faff in the
parking lot.
Eventually we decided the mountain wouldn't climb itself and made our way to the trailhead. There was lots of
recent blowdown, stumps ripped right out of the ground,
FKXQNV RI WUDLO REOLWHUDWHG :H FDPSHG WKH ÀUVW QLJKW RQ
a lateral moraine overlooking the seracs on the toe of the
Roosevelt Glacier and watching a group playing in the crevasses. Dinner, watched the sunset, bed. The night was
EDOP\DQGDÝ&EDJZDVVHULRXVO\RYHUNLOO,WZDVFORXG\
X
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but it cleared up by next morning.
Because Baker is usually climbed in two days, we had
the luxury of a third day with the long weekend. We slept
in and then packed up to move camp higher up. Two mice
were noted on the glacier, who quickly ran away from Roland's Outdoor Research overmitts (nicknamed "Warhammer" or some such after being used to dispatch a family of
Sphinx Hut mice from the previous ski season). We also
saw a marmot on its way up to the second camp.
There were a handful of skiers but mostly climbers on foot
as we sauntered up. We set up camp on the rocks near the
Black Buttes to avoid camping on snow, then lazed around
the rest of the day. We observed a party of four in early
afternoon zooming up at sub-light speeds, directly into the
heart of the monstrous crevasses and seracs of the Coleman, then meandering around in a loop before descending
EDFNWRFDPSVLWH:HÀJXUHGWKDWWKH\ZHUHOLNHO\DJXLGHG
JURXSRUJXLGHVSUDFWLFLQJURXWHÀQGLQJ
Up early-ish the next morning. We planned to to climb
Baker quite early the next morning and to go home. It was
pretty straightforward. We took an hour nap on the summit
in the sun, took the requisite summit shots, then made our
way back to camp.
On the descent we encountered a handful of other parties, and we noticed some activity at the Baker-Colfax col.
It Turned out to be a party of three men in their twenties:
one had broken his ankle and his friends had splinted it with
a couple ice axes, sleeping mat foam and slings/cordage.
Sounds like he had busted it while glissading with crampons. The two were dragging the third down. We provided
water, some food, and assisted them off the glacier. It was
a tedious and tiresome process. The three were Canadians
as well, from the Fraser Valley. None had extra insurance.
The injured climber was a bit beside himself because of
WKLVDQGWKHWZRKHDOWK\RQHVZHUHWU\LQJWRÀJXUHRXWKRZ
to get their friend out via the hiking trail. I think they decided
to leave all their gear except the basics, somehow get their
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friend out via the hiking trail and then drive to the border to
a Canadian hospital, returning for their gear later. I recall
the injured climber asking me if an ambulance would meet
them at the border.
Another party encountered us on the descent and we
dragged the injured climber to our campsite together. We
strongly encouraged the party of three to call for a chopper,
as it did not seem prudent to try hiking out via the rough
trail. We broke camp, packed up and hit the trail. I read
later in the Bellingham Herald that the injured climber was
airlifted out to a Washington hospital.

B OULDERS , B ELAYERS ,

AND

B IKERS

Sarah Stepec and Leila Larson

Adventure also experienced by: Griffen Barlow, Jad Saab,
Duncan McNicholl, and Jasper Clarke
We all met up Saturday morning at 6:00 AM: six super,
single (on Valentine’s Day), excited kids, one ’96 Cavalier,
one Ford Ranger, climbing gear, shorts and tank tops. Sweltering hot Vegas desert here we come! Or so we thought.
After twelve hours of driving south on the I5 we came to
a blizzard. Welcome to California. Nevertheless, we were
still in good spirits. We continued driving even though we
were the only ones on the highway (except for the occasional truck in a ditch) and can no longer exactly see the
highway. We told ourselves it would be okay. Everything
will be O-K-A-Y.
Driving through the worst of the storm, we hit Yreka,
California. Here, the highway was blocked and we were
told that the I5 would not re-open due to poor weather conditions until the next day. After weighing our options, we
decided to stay in this small, “quaint” town until the highway
re-opened. Camping out in the Wal-Mart parking lot would
KDYHQHYHUEHHQEHWWHUEXWÀUVWVRPHHQWHUWDLQPHQW$IWHU
having been recommended to Jolly’s, one of the local bars,
the boy’s decided to go invest in some matching, snazzy
$5 plaid shirts to dress for the occasion. Little did we know
ZHZHUHKHDGLQJWRDELNHUEDU7KLVZRXOGGHÀQLWHO\EHD
night to remember.
$WÀUVWZHZHUHDELWZHDU\RIWKHVNXOODQGERQHVVLJQ
above the bar, but all we wanted was a little karaoke, beer
and good times. As we walked in, it was hard not to notice
how much we were being stared at. Making our way to a
small corner of the bar it was clear that we were out-ofX
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towners. Someone came to ID us and Sarah, who is under
twenty-one, made a run for the washroom. By the end of
the night the owner of the bar would be buying her drinks.
Duncan volunteered some karaoke while making sure to
introduce the rest of our group. We came to be known as
the “Canuckies” and as the night carried on and the drinks
kept coming, the local Yrekan’s started opening up to us.
They even started liking us. At least, we took it as a compliment when they started offering us Ziplocs of weed as
gifts. While Leila was dancing with the bar owner, Sarah
ZDVEXV\UXQQLQJDZD\IURPWKHKLSWKUXVWVRIKHUIRUW\ÀYH
year old, drunk, Californian, bleach-blonde, female stalker.
The guys were busy consuming their 1 USD monster sized
shots while furthering their relations with the local bikers.
By the end of the night we had the bar owner’s email address and the promise of a party/trailer to crash in if we ever
returned to Yreka. Unfortunately, the bar closed at 2 am, so
we were left with no choice but to hit up the local Denny’s
with our newly found biker buddies. Overall, the night was
pretty “Jad ass”. We all passed out in our cars while Jasper
pitched his tent on somebody’s storefront lawn.
We woke at 10 am the next morning. After a little bit of a
detour we decide to hit the road again. We picked up some
tire chains at Wal-Mart and continued on with our journey.
After two and a half days of driving (Leila’s car got incredibly lost in Vegas), we had almost arrived. There is nothing
like mistaking Mount Charleston Road for Charleston Blvd
and ending up having to sleep on top of a mountain surrounded by two feet of snow and wild, prancing elk. Where
the fuck is Red Rocks and our sweltering hot desert?
A few phone calls later we arrived at Red Rocks. It was
freezing. And raining. A lot. Some desert. After setting up
Duncan’s “sturdy” tent we decided to go to the climbing
gym. Poor weather also made us decide that we might just
have to check out the Vegas night life. After some severe
miscommunication between the guys and girls we got separated. The guys ended up eating at a buffet while the gals
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hit up the local Hooters. Don’t ask.
Back at our campsite, our tent had collapsed. Did I mention it was windy? Realizing that the wind had snapped the
frame of Duncan’s six person, trustworthy tent, we had to
settle for yet again, another night in the car. Our sleeping
bags had also been soaked. So when would we get to the
climbing?
The weather forecast for the next day called for more
rain so Ignacio Rozada, Pascale Cometto, Leila and Sarah drove to the Grand Canyon (where surprisingly, it was
even colder). We were glad we had brought all our summer
clothing with us. Nevertheless, the canyon kept its promise
of being grand. We also managed to get a little bit of good
hiking in. Hoover Dam was also another cool attraction we
got to see en route to the canyon. Back at Red Rocks, the
boys managed to get some climbing in. They were only
able to climb on Limestone though.
$OULJKWVRRXUURFNFOLPELQJWULSÀQDOO\EHJDQWKHIROORZing day. The weather had cleared up and we got an early
start. We headed straight for Calico Hills. After a needlessly
long hike in (got lost again), we started climbing Panty Wall.
By this time we were all jumping out of our skin to get some
climbing in. The climbing was awesome though, completely
worth the long drive. Other highlights included “The Black
Corridor”, “Ultra Man”, and “The Magic Bus”. Typically, we
spent half a day at each location. A number of us also got
WR OHDG IRU WKH ÀUVW WLPH ZKLFK ZDV SUHWW\ H[FLWLQJ 1RZ
that we have been spoiled with such awesome climbs and
breath taking views, it will be hard to come back to Squamish granite. Hiking and climbing around Red Rocks felt
OLNHEHLQJRQDQRWKHUSODQHWDQGZHZRXOGGHÀQLWHO\UHFRPmend the experience for any climber! Just make sure you
bring lots of warm clothing!

NORTH RIDGE OF MT BAKER
30th Aug - 2nd Sep 2008
Andrej Dobos

Base Camp
On Saturday afternoon of the last Labour Day weekend,
my climbing partner Dan Lord and I camped at the toe of
&ROHPDQ*ODFLHU2XUÀQDOGHVWLQDWLRQ0W%DNHUZLWKLWV
3,285 metres, was hiding in the clouds. As we prepared
for the night, we talked to two members of an American Alpine Institute group and mentioned that we were planning
to climb the North Ridge of Mt. Baker on Sunday. Little did
we know how critical this conversation was to be!
Climb
On Sunday morning, we negotiated crevasses of the
lower glacier and started climbing. The ridge turned out to
be a pleasant mixture of snow and ice, and by early afternoon we had reached the crux of the climb - a more-or-less
vertical wall of ice leading onto the upper glacier.
By this time both of us had gotten a bit tired, but we
were excited about being some 300 vertical metres below
the summit.
'DQVWDUWHGOHDGLQJWKHÀUVWSLWFKRIWKHZDOOEXWEHIRUH
KHKDGDFKDQFHWRSXWLQKLVÀUVWSLHFHRISURWHFWLRQDERYH
the belay anchor he fell. At the time his feet were perhaps
2 m above the belay station, so the fall was not too severe,
and as a belayer I could barely feel it. However, as he we
fell, his crampon must have hit the ice and twisted his leg,
DVKLVÀUVWZRUGVDIWHUWKHIDOOZHUHDORQJWKHOLQHVRI´ZH
are fucked... my leg is broken...”
Descent
With no means to call for help, no sleeping bags or bivys,
a limited amount of food and water, and weather moving in,
X
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we decided to go back. We hoped to lower ourselves onto
DUHODWLYHO\ÁDWJODFLHUEHORZWKHULGJHZKHUH,FRXOGZDON
to the camp to call for help.
To descend, we set up an anchor, and I slowly lowered
Dan down. He lay on the snow, trying to control the direction of his descent with two ice tools, occasionally screaming from pain, as his broken leg got caught on the ice. Once
the rope was out, Dan set up a new anchor and belayed me
while I down-climbed to him. On steeper pitches we set up
a V-thread and I rappelled instead.
Personally, I was very concerned about stopping. As
Dan had to sit on the snow the whole time, I feared that
he would start to get hypothermia, not to mention fall into
shock from his injury.
Before the trip, Dan had insisted that we bring a stove
with us. Now, in pain and climbing in the cold of the night,
both of us were looking forward to stopping and making
a cup of hot soup. Therefore, you can imagine our disappointment when we realized that while we had the stove,
SRWDQGIXHOZHKDGQRPDWFKHVOLJKWHURUDÁLQWDQGVR
back to the slow and painful lowering it was...
At around 4am, Dan noticed the headlamps of climbers
on the Coleman-Deming route and he started signaling for
help with his headlamp. It looked like the group noticed us
and acknowledged Dan's SOS.
We ended up rappelling through Sunday night into Monday morning, before reaching the lowest couple of pitches
DERYHWKHÁDWJODFLHUDWVRPHP
To Go or To Stay?
By this time, after thirty hours on the mountain with no
sleep and a minimal amount of food and water, I started
having serious concerns about my ability to continue downclimbing safely. If I were to have fallen at the top of a pitch,
I would have likely taken out any protection, and both of us
would have ended up at the bottom of the cliffs.
Therefore, we decided to stay put and either rest before
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continuing down, or wait for search and rescue (SAR).
A number of our friends and other mountaineers knew
where we were and when we were expected to return, so
there was no question in our minds that someone would
contact SAR when we failed to come back. At the very latest, I knew that my girlfriend would arrive from the Yukon
on Wednesday morning and she would call 911 then.
However, we did not have a designated person to call
for help, and we failed to sign the registry at the bottom of
the trail (something the SAR coordinator rightfully criticized
ODWHU :HFRXOGRQO\JXHVVZKRZRXOGEHWKHÀUVWWRFDOO
one of our friends, the American Alpine Institute, the group
we had signaled SOS, a random climber seeing our abandoned bivys at the campsite…
Emergency Bivy
We climbed onto a small rocky ridge, found an old bivy
site, and started preparing for the night. We looked for waWHU ZURWH D ELJ +(/3  VLJQ RQ WKH VQRZÀHOG QH[W WR XV
munched on a few peanuts we had left and drank the last
couple sips of Gatorade.
The second night was rather cold, and I spent most of it
jogging and jumping in a futile effort to keep myself warm.
In excruciating pain (the few painkillers we had were long
gone), Dan was clenching his teeth into a cordellette, moving every couple of minutes so as to shift pain from one part
of his leg to another.
The morning found us quite exhausted, thirsty, and hungry. Surprisingly, both of us were in good spirits, and we
kept ourselves occupied by checking on water from the
icicles, refreshing the 'HELP!' sign, improving our shelters,
DQGEULHÁ\FRQVLGHULQJWKHRSWLRQRIFRQWLQXLQJRXUGHVFHQW
In an attempt to light our stove, Dan tried to create sparks
by scratching the rocks with crampons, scratching crampons against each other, using ice axes, knives, trying different stones...
Towards noon, we started realizing that we may have
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to spend yet another night on the mountain, so we started
EXLOGLQJDQHZVKHOWHUWKLVWLPHZLWKKXJHÁDWERXOGHUVDV
a roof.
Search
In the meantime our hope that somebody would notice
we were missing was becoming a reality: The American AlSLQH,QVWLWXWHJURXSQRWLÀHG6$5WKDWRXUELY\VKDGQ WEHHQ
touched for a few days. Volunteers hiked up to the camp,
checked our gear, and noticed most of it was Canadian
made. They also noticed my abandoned car at the trail
head with a Canadian license plate, contacted the RCMP,
got my phone number and tried to call me, not knowing that
the phone number was for a dead cell phone in one of the
bivys they had just checked. When they weren’t able to get
a response, the SAR coordinator asked the RCMP to go to
P\DSDUWPHQWWRWU\WRÀQGRXWZKDWZDVKDSSHQLQJ
A friend that I had asked to dog-sit was also getting
concerned. I had told her I would be back on Sunday night
or Monday around noon. However, it was already Tuesday
and I was not around. Not being a climber or hiker and
unsure of what to do, she contacted my other friends and
the message that Dan and I hadn’t returned quickly spread.
/DWHU LQ WKH DIWHUQRRQ RXU IULHQGV FDOOHG  DQG ÀOHG D
missing persons report.
If we had signed the trail registry, the SAR team would
have had enough information to start a full-blown search
and rescue operation on Tuesday morning. However, as it
was, all that the SAR team had by Tuesday early afternoon
was a number of indicators that two Canadian climbers
may be in trouble - but not enough information to authorize
the use of helicopters.
In spite of this, after a consultating with volunteer climbers, considering all 'circumstantial evidence' and the worsening weather, the SAR coordinator decided to trust his gut
instinct and push the limits of bureaucracy. He expanded
the 'information gathering' by calling a US Customs and
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Border Patrol helicopter with a volunteer climber on board.
Rescue
$QGVRLWKDSSHQHGWKDWDVZHZHUHÀQLVKLQJRXUPDNHshift shelter on the ridge, a small search helicopter appeared in the valley. Following the climbers' route the crew
quickly noticed us waving our red and orange jackets. As
the pilot circled above our heads, Dan pointed at his leg to
make sure the crew understood he was injured.
A few minutes later a black US NAVY Search and Rescue
helicopter came, hovered above our heads, dropped a line,
and lowered two marines with a stretcher. They tied Dan to
the stretcher, and one of the marines was hoisted up with
him into the helicopter. Once Dan and the marine were on
board, the line came down again and the other marine and
I were lifted up to safety.
7HQRUÀIWHHQPLQXWHVDIWHUZHZHUHDLUOLIWHGWKHKHOLFRSter landed at a hospital in Bellingham and we were taken
into the emergency room.
Back in Civilization
While on the mountain we hoped somebody would help
us. Now, in a US hospital, concerned about the medical
bills, we found ourselves trying to push away extremely nice and helpful doctors and nurses, not wanting any
more attention than absolutely necessary to get Dan safely
across the border to a Canadian hospital.
While the doctors prepared paperwork for a transfer to
&DQDGDRQHRIWKHQXUVHVKHOSHGXVÀQGDFDUUHQWDOSODFH
and I went to get a vehicle. Dan was released from the hospital, I drove us to BC, and after a short detour through the
Vancouver Hospital’s Emergency Room we ended up in the
Royal Columbian Hospital in New Westminster.
Thursday night Dan had surgery and is currently recovering from his injuries.
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Lessons
What would I do differently next time? Come to think
about it, I would only do the obvious things that everybody
should, but often doesn’t. First of all, I would make sure to
explicitly ask somebody to call 911 if I don't come back by a
certain time, and let them know where I am going.
I would also sign all relevant trail registers. I would bring
gear to call for help with if necessary: radios, satellite
phones, cell phones, Spot... I know - after a good dinner,
while browsing the latest MEC catalogue in the comfort of
one’s home, Spot or a satellite phone look very expensive.
But in the middle of the night, freezing on a mountain with a
broken leg (if one is lucky), those few hundred dollars suddenly have a very different value.
There is no such thing as a day-trip in the high alpine:
Have at least one emergency bivy and sleeping bag in the
group, a pot, spare food, fuel, stove and a means of lighting
it! Some people prefer to go 'light and fast' but, especially
after this experience, my preference is for a bigger safety
margin - even if it may be 'heavier and slower'.
Conclusion
Finally, I'd like to say a big thanks to everybody that
alerted SAR, the SAR coordinator that took his chances,
the whole SAR team that took us off the mountain, the helpful doctors and nurses in the hospitals, and all of our friends
for continuing support!

D E L UGE
Erik Frebold

Most of the snow we got on the North Shore this year
came in a huge dump over Christmas. The clear weather
ÀQDOO\EURNHDQGLWSRXUHG7KHVNLLQJEHFDPHJKDVWO\RQ
a metre or two of something that resembled melted marshmallows. The North Shore's start zones promptly capitulated, rocketing spectacular masses of chunky slide debris
down the gullies, choking them with deposits six metres
deep in spots. After weeks of stable warm days and cold
nights, these then froze to the approximate density of plutonium. Vancouver was wreathed in a miasma of ice fog
and I had midterms to study for. Grimly bent to the task at
hand, I was overjoyed to hear the jangling of a telephone.
Perhaps a furniture-cleaning service would be a nice diversion? But wait, it was the RED telephone! “Hi, this is Conrad Koziol? How about one of those hikes with crampons?”
On a fall hike, in the sort of grandiose moment one gets
when it's been too long since the last decent endorphin
buzz, I'd foamed on at length about the winter scrambling
on Grouse when conditions were right, and my chickens
were coming home to roost.
Aptly named “gross” mountain by those who have only
toiled up the perfumed corridor of “The Grind”, this is a
strange hill. From town, it looks like a uniformly boring
greenish dinner roll, spattered with trams, clearcuts, and
an astoundingly inventive array of other features designed
to liberate cash from the unwary. Hiding in the woods, however, are numerous steep-sided gashes, bluffs, promontories, and even a river or two. Rumour has it there are at
least twelve reasonable ways to get up it, other than The
Grind. There are also hundreds of ways not to get up it:
dead ends with lots of exposure and atrocious rock. I've
X
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taken a few of those.
So I wasn't too sure where we were going, but away
from textbooks was a start. The snow was mostly thin on
the trails - a lot had melted or avalanched off. There wasn't
UHDOO\HQRXJKIRUFUDPSRQVEXWWKHJURXQGZDVWRRÀUPO\
frozen to go without. By default, we steered for the run-out
of one of the gullies. Climbing over the impressive piles
of debris wasn't all that aesthetic, but at least we were
gaining elevation. I knew that soon we'd hit the 8m waterfall that stops progress up the gully in summer. Hmm,
we were still climbing, the snow was getting steeper and
less chunky and there was no sign of the waterfall. It must
have been somewhere beneath us. We continued on up,
past and over where two more falls usually are, and found
ourselves at a split where the gully divided like the road of
life into a dark, fearsome choice on the right, and a sunlit
bit of water and rock on the left. Naturally we picked the left
and, after a short and thought-provoking scramble above a

Conrad scrambling up the gully.
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yawning moat, found ourselves on a narrow tongue of solid
snow again. It looked like it continued for quite awhile. At
this point we were in terra incognita and I wasn't sanguine
about our chances of escaping easily from the gully system,
VKRXOGLWEODQNRXWEXWLWZDVDQLFHDIWHUQRRQWKHZHDWKHU
was just cool enough to keep things frozen and stable and,
since Conrad seemed to just keep going, I did too.
The next long section was somewhat wider, but began
to feature steep bluffs along the sides. We crossed over
a series of crevasses that probably mark more waterfalls
in summer. With relief, we passed what looked to be a
reasonable escape gully, but chose to stay with the main
branch to the right. Now we moved a bit faster and kept to
WKHVLGHVZHZHUHLQDORQJWKLQKLJKZDOOHGVHFWLRQWKDW
wouldn't be great if any loose rock or ice came down. None
did, but it soon looked like we were skunked, as the waterfall at the top of this section looked pretty, but unassailable.
Conrad stopped to adjust his crampons in the spring sun at
the base of the falls while I reconnoitered. A thin, steeper
gully came in from the right here, the sort that looked like it
wouldn't go far, but it was better than nothing. Thunk. The
D[HSLFNVXQNZLWKUHDVVXULQJVROLGLW\LQWRWKHÀUPHVWVQRZ
yet at the base of the new gully. It was about 5m wide, thorRXJKO\VKDGHGDQGDFROGEUHH]HZDVÁRZLQJGRZQLW'Hspite its dismal appearance compared to the sun Conrad
was enjoying, things were looking up and I let out a shout
of happiness. The breeze and hard snow suggested the
route would likely continue for a while, as I guessed it took
a relatively long and clear channel to conduct air downhill
far enough to cause the breeze.
An enthusiastic Conrad appeared, crampons reset, and
we made our way up a perfect little runnel, stepping over
a few small crevasses and working our way upward. We
were between a high rock wall on the right and a smaller
ÀQRQWKHOHIWWKDWGLYLGHGRXUJXOO\IURPWKHRQHWKDWKDG
ended in the waterfall. Suddenly we came up into a warm
JORZDVWKHODVWRIWKHVXQÁRRGHGLQWRWKHXSSHUJXOOLHV
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We stopped for a snack in a convenient and sheltered moat
to the side, heard a medium-sized mass of tinkling ice go
tumbling down the waterfall gully we'd eschewed, and were
thankful to be where we were. A set of interesting tracks
appeared – crampon marks that just started suddenly and
went up out of sight. We eventually decided they must have
descended from above, changed their mind and retraced
their steps. Sure enough, 200m later we exited at a satisfying narrows into steep forest, plodded upward onto a
VKRXOGHU DQG WRRN LQ WKH YLHZ IURP WKH WRS$ ÀQH DIWHUnoon's sport.
The gully has stayed in shape for a ridiculously long
time, and we've been up it about six times since (you can
never get too much of a good thing). It seems to be the
only one that goes so continuously to the top: explorations
of other branches and options on the mountain have pretty
much blanked out so far, but perhaps they're just waiting for
DQRWKHUELJDYDODQFKHF\FOHDQGIUHH]HWRÀOOLQWKHURXJK
spots.
Oh, the name? Our second trip up was a weekday afterschool romp in the dark. One of us had a little slip, and I
was treated to the spectacle of a headlamp-person making
his way down the gully below, not alarmingly fast, but fast
HQRXJK,W VQRWWKDWVWHHSDQGKLVVHOIDUUHVWZRUNHGÀQH
but we speculated about what sort of ride it'd be on one of
those itty-bitty sleds.

De Luge, 400m. Snow to 50 degrees (mostly 35); one
short rock scramble. &RXOGQ WSRVVLEO\EHDÀUVWDVFHQW
but it felt like one, so who cares.

S UPER D ELUXE R EALITY A WAITS
Robin Avery

Slackline is quite an obscure sport, assuming it can be
called a sport at all. It’s been featured on Nike commercials,
Japanese game shows, and in many other wacky contexts.
I am often asked: “So, are you… training for the circus?”
At least I can fall back on joining the circus if my university
degree doesn’t work out so well.
Back in 2005 I was living in Berkeley, California and my
neighbour introduced me to the sport. At the time I didn’t
realize that it would soon become a sort of ongoing obsession, pretty much consuming my life. Very few days pass
without me thinking of getting out on the line. Since I started
slacklining, I have become somewhat of an authority and
expert on the sport. I now run www.slackline.com as well
as the community forums located at forum.slackline.com.
As a young child, I saw videos and photos of Philippe Petit high-wire walking between the World Trade Center towers. At the time, Petit’s accomplishment looked like something that was reserved for the select crazy few who dared
to venture into that realm of reality. It was not until I started
slacklining that I realized that highlining was something
that I could accomplish. There is something magical about
highlining and high-wire walking. Highlining is very different
IURPKLJKZLUHZDONLQJDKLJKOLQHLVPDGHRIG\QDPLFZHEbing, which behaves quite differently from a static wire. The
ZHEELQJDOVRDOORZVIRUDÁDWVXUIDFHWRZDONRQ
7KHÀUVWWLPH,YLVLWHG6TXDPLVK%&WKHVKHHUVL]HDQG
prominence of the Stawamus Chief took hold of me. I saw
the North Gully and decided it had to be highlined. My busy
studies and the horrible weather that is typical of Squamish
soon proved to be problematic, however, I vowed to one
day rig a highline across the North Gully. Although I didn’t
X
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Rigging on the second summit.
Squirrels chewing anchors.

know how I would accomplish this feat at the time, I knew
WKDWLQWKHHQG,ZRXOGÀJXUHVRPHWKLQJRXW
In the summer of 2008, I was invited to attend HevyFest,
a slackline festival dubbed after its organizer, Hevy. Hevy
is the type of guy who was meant to have been a pirate
WKUHHKXQGUHG\HDUVDJR7KLVHYHQWLVGHÀQLWHO\QRWDW\SLcal festival. HevyFest is set on Nexon Beach in Squamish,
where the sparse architecture is as if Antoni Gaudi was into
climbing and had a spare afternoon to mess around there.
7KHRUJDQL]HUVKDGVHWLQFRQFUHWHDVTXDUHFRQÀJXUDWLRQ
of burly logs, which allowed for some interesting options for
setting up lines.
I met some folks at the festival who had rigged a highline
across the North Gully of the Chief. I told them, and myself,
that once I had the spare money for gear, as well as sufÀFLHQWVSDUHWLPH,ZRXOGKHDGEDFNWR6TXDPLVKDQGZH
would rig the North Gully highline.
On September 21st, 2008, my friend Matt Maddaloni and
I hiked up the Chief and rigged a 40 metre (130 foot) highline across the coveted gully. It was pissing rain, but after
DERXWWKHÀIWHHQWKDWWHPSW,FURVVHGLW«LQWKHUDLQ:HOHIW
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MIKE CHAPMAN

WKHOLQHLQSODFHDQG,GHFLGHG,ZRXOGFRPHEDFNZLWKDÀOP
crew. We returned a week later with Ryan Warden, who
KDGYROXQWHHUHGWRÀOPDQGSKRWRJUDSKWKHH[WUDYDJDQ]D
This particular highline has been a goal of mine for quite
some time. So far it has been rigged a total of three times,
twice now by Matt. I’m proud to say that I snagged the
VHFRQGVHQG7KLVZDVQҋWWKHÀUVWKLJKOLQH,ҋYHULJJHGDQG
walked, and if I have anything to do with it, it won’t be the
last. The North Gully has some great possibilities for longer
OLQHVZKLFK,ZLOOGHÀQLWHO\H[SORUHRQFHWKHZHDWKHUJHWV
better.

Crossing the highline. Mount Garibaldi looms
in the background.

Famous
Foods
We stock organic produce and meats,
as well as a great selection of
conventional grocery items
and bulk foods.

Monday–Friday 8 am to 9 pm
Saturday–Sunday 8 am to 7 pm
1559 Kingsway @ King Edward
Vancouver, B.C.

STEPHEN MULLEN

S KIING

Madeleine Martin-Preney skis down House Mountain, overlooking Bute Inlet
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RICHARD SO

Jason Bedard, roaming free around Semaphore lakes. Locomotive, Tender, Caboose and Faceless mountains around the Train
Glacier in the background.

Bram van Straaten skiing sastrugi near the Brew Hut.
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CHRISTIAN VEENSTRA

The bridge that should not be missed that leads up to Callaghan
country

Skinning up Diamond on a little daytrip.
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Richard So
For some bizarre reason, everybody has black ski poles
or the half orange, half boring versions (Black Diamond
Flicklock). Of course this is because most people buy their
poles from MEC, which only carries boring-coloured ski
poles. It is a shame that they have not transferred their extensive clothing colours, such as “rosehip”, “pinkshade” or
“green with envy”, to their poles. The possibilities could be
endless. But what does this have to do with Pink Ladies?
   :KHQ , ÀUVW OHDUQHG WR VNL , ZDV WDXJKW WKDW VNL SROHV
were not very important. Instead, I was told to focus more
on my body position rather than rely on the ski poles for
balance. Until I bought my own skis, the VOC gear room
was the source of all my ski gear. Tucked behind the skis
in the back corner was a large assortment of mismatched,
GHQWHGÀ[HGOHQJWKVNLSROHV7KHUHZHUHVRPHUHDOJHPV
in there, like the poles with massive wooden baskets, and
one pair of purple poles. The VOCers must have had a
good sense of style, since those purple poles were always
rented out. Other ski poles in there had traces of the 90’s
neon trend with green or red stripes.
Needless to say, it was quite shocking to me when I tried
to buy new ski poles from MEC. Not only were they expensive, they were also boring. I ended up going to the Salvation Army and digging underneath golf clubs and downhill
skis until I found my perfect match.
Sitting quietly in the corner, glittering in all its beauty, was a
beautiful set of curves. Racing curves on a pair of pink ski
poles, that is. And thus began the wonderful relationship
WKDW,KDYHZLWKP\SLQNODGLHVZLWKDVROLGDOXPLQXPFRQstruction, I knew I could always rely on them for all those
X
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bushwhacks and long slogs. They even have a tiny powder
basket, light and fast. After all, powder does not exist on
the Coastal Mountains, right?
To tell you the truth, though, I have not always been
faithful to the pink ladies. One of my ski touring partners
is rather jealous of my pink ladies, and has even tried to
take them away from me. On one occasion, he offered me
one of his fancy adjustable Komperdell ski poles, trying to
lure me away. The poles even had a compass on top! My
friend claimed that his ladies were lighter, and looked better
in photos. Unfortunately, I was captivated by these fancy
dressed-up ski poles, but shortly afterward, one pole’s inner locking mechanism broke while I was traversing the
Blackcomb Glacier en route to the Spearhead Traverse. I
guess it is true that looks are only skin-deep.

NATALIE STAFL

I can’t say that I am a better skier now, but I certainly look
better with the pink ladies at my side.

Madeleine heading over Vantage col.

S KIING

AT

S NOWSPIDER

Natalie Stafl

Tim Blair, Madeleine Martin-Preney and I decided to go
skiing. We settled on the destination 10pm Friday night and
changed our minds at 6am on Saturday morning: Snowspider via Cerise and out through Caspar creek.
With Madeleine in the lead we zipped up to Keith’s Hut in
under an hour. From there we switch-backed up to Vantage
Cole and down to Twin One Lakes. The snow was decent
so long as we practiced our quick rock-avoidance maneuvers. We followed the drainage down and then traversed a
cut block to the east to arrive at the meadow where the hut
is notorious for being lost. Mad, having been there before,
simply followed her nose and let us straight to the CanaGLDQÁDJWKDWPDUNVWKHHQWUDQFHWRWKHKXW$IWHUDOHLVXUHO\
lunch we decided to set an up-track to the northeast ridge
of Snowspider to give us a head start for Sunday.
We climbed up to the bowl, looked across at Duke and
Vantage and decided to rip off our skins to try out our turns
before dark. At this point, the sun was just managing to
poke out from under the clouds and painted the south facing slopes in the valley a beautiful gold. We took turns getting fresh tracks, letting out woops, and arrived at the end
of the run quite content. The snow seemed stable on the
slopes, but I was a bit spooked as disturbing whumps in
the valley and a sudden settling punctuated the continual
squeak of our bindings as we made our way back to the
hut. While Tim got the stove going I dug a pit not far away
DQG IRXQG D VLJQLÀFDQW  FP EXULHG VXUIDFH KRDU OD\HU
about 40 cm into the snowpack. We examined the enormous crystals with Tim’s snow kit. Gnocci, tea, chocolate,
soup and sun dried tomatoes (not necessarily in that order)
GLG PXFK WR ZDUP XV XS DV GLG WKH ÀUH 7LP PDQDJHG WR
X
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coax the little wood stove to produce. The harmonica made
a brief debut and then we retired to the well-cushioned loft
upstairs.
Sunday morning as soon as we stepped into our skis
Madeleine was off again, charging up the up track we set
the day before. We managed to ski most of the way up to
the summit ridge where Madeleine pulled out an apple. Tim
set up a nice staircase in the steep snow amongst the rocks
and we arrived at the summit just in time for chocolate and
tea, three hours after we left the hut. We didn’t stay long as
the blowing wind and snow only occasionally allowed us a
glimpse of the valley and neighbouring peaks. The long run
down was spectacular! After the windblown ridge, the snow
lightened up into beautiful powder, some of the best skiing
of this year yet.
Lunched and packed, we proceeded up the other side of
the valley to the Sheep-joke Col between Pretty Mountain
and Duke. The challenging micro-terrain through the trees
and the hard packed gully convinced us to take off our skis
and boot up the last bit to the col. On the descent, nice
turns were had by Tim and Mad (face plants for me) before we came out at the logging road that parallels Caspar
Creek. Only I was not convinced that this was, in fact, the
road out. I refused to believe that such an alder jungle was
our fate until I switched-backed up and down the slope and
found no alternatives. Thus, commenced the alder whack.*
The moon eventually came out and we reached the bushfree road connecting the Caspar drainage back to Cerise
creek. In Tim’s words, it was a “a calorie intensive day”.

*It should be noted that travel up or down old, decommissioned
logging roads in a year of low snow pack is not recommended.

R OGER ’ S P ASS : A R EWARDING S WIM
TO C URE A H ANGOVER
Samantha Brett
     $ 5RJHUҋV 3DVV DGYHQWXUH WKH ÀUVW WRXU RI WKH VHDson and the last swim of the year. Three of us set out into
Roger’s Pass to try out our new equipment and our out-ofpractice touring legs, excited about the pass being one of
the only places with snow in the interior of British Columbia.
It was the last weekend of November and there was still
no snow at the resorts. Nick Therrien and I drove up to
Revelstoke to meet Dylan Cunningham who was at the VilODJH,GLRW3XERQWKHPDLQVWULS:HZDONHGLQWRÀQGKLP
with our group of friends, slanted in his chair with a meek
look on his face. “We should ski Revy tomorrow instead of
Roger’s,” Dylan said, with some slurring and aggression as
he bear-hugged my waist. Really? Resort tomorrow? Isn’t
the snow shit right now? I thought. This sparked a domestic
argument between Nick and Dylan that I tried to mediate.
As the night progressed I casually began to forget things
after each Tequila-tonic and only remember thinking how
unpleasant the next morning was going to feel. Dylan and I
VFXIIHGRXUIHHWDURXQGWKHGDQFHÁRRUIROORZLQJXQSUHGLFWable arm movements, calling it dancing.
BEEP! BEEP! BEEP! Nicks alarm went off on his phone.
“Urrgggg what time is it Nick?” I asked, as we each slept
on our own couch in Kurt’s living room. “7 am...snorrrrre...”
7KHHOHFWULFÀUHSODFHNLFNHGLQDQGVKRQHJROGDFURVVWKH
room. Warmth. It seemed as though hours had passed. I
was awoken by Nick telling me to get ready. It was 7:45
am and we needed to get going. The three of us hustled to
get our things together, jumped in the car and were off to
Roger’s Pass. The parking lot was relatively empty compared to the previous weekend. We had our touring gear on
X
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quickly, Dylan casually releasing his tequila gas. My head
felt like a football.
Light snow had fallen over night, dusting every surface
outside. The morning air was warm and I knew it would be
foggy touring up Roger’s Pass. The path was like a freeway
of skiers heading into the mountains. The trail was packed
and icy in some spots and rather wide, so we crossed Connaught Creek and fumbled our way through the Alder bushes that tangled the far side. Up, up and up we went into the
clouds. The snow became thicker and untouched, and we
found an up track heading towards Ursus Major. Finally the
trees became thin and short, and we were spat out into the
base of an open bowl where the wind was bitter. We were
DWWKHIUHH]LQJOLQHVRWKHWHPSHUDWXUHGURSZDVVLJQLÀFDQW
compared to where we started. We ate lunch here and engaged in light humor, laughing and searching for our next
up track line.
We were off, climbing again into the wind and clouds.
There were times when I couldn’t see Dylan because of the
haze as he led us up higher. The wind was strong and I was
getting tired. We shimmied along a ridge to a drop-in point,
which was found at the top of a chute named 8812, presumably it’s height in feet. We couldn’t see a thing. I put my
split-board together, and we waited for the clouds to part in
the sky so that we could make our way to the bottom. The
turns were great, the snow was heavy, the run was excellent! Especially considering the conditions the rest of the
province was experiencing. It was worth the 8km tour and
3000ft of climbing!
We made our way back to the creek that meandered
through the valley. Close to the bottom there is a weir that
contains a pool of water about 4 ft deep, icy and cold,
murky along the bottom with slime. All of us were sweaty
and hot, and the small pool was inviting. Suddenly we were
in our underwear, one at a time dunking our heads and
bodies into the crisp water. Slightly hypothermic, Dylan
didn’t bother putting his snow-gear back on to ski the 800m
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WR WKH SDUNLQJ ORW KH MRXUQH\HG GRZQ LQ ER[HUEULHIV ,
ZDWFKHGLQDPD]HPHQWWKDWKHGLGQҋWHYHQÁLQFKDVWKH$Oder bushes along the side of the trail whipped his exposed
legs. With purple lips and pink skin, Nick and I hustled to
get our equipment back on. We jammed our wet bodies into
sweaty snow-pants and tight boots and raced down into the
parking lot. Alas, we made it to the bottom where the Subie
was sitting, waiting for us to warm her up. I was exhausted
DQGFRQWHQW7KHÀUVWWRXURIWKHVHDVRQZDVVXFFHVVIXOIRU
me, and my new board performed in a magical way.
I slept the entire four hour drive home to Kelowna, except
during the Tim Horton’s stop where I got my hot chocolate
— happiness...mmm.

D OING

THE

T URNS R IGHT

Kjetil Birkeland Moe

To some people the dramatic reduction in amenities and
the overwhelmingly primitive conditions introduced by outdoorsy life just don't seem to be challenging enough. Overcoming blisters and the sound of the guy snoring next to
you is supposedly just part of the game. At this point – at
the most vulnerable state, with the chances of being resFXHGDWWKHYHU\PLQLPXP²PDQ\SHRSOHÀQGDQH[FHOOHQW
opportunity to complicate the situation even more. By doing
what? By performing tele-turns.
There is something absolutely mind-blowing about this
technique. It is a bit of a mystery how this method of alignLQJWKHVNLVZKLFKDWÀUVWJODQFHORRNVOLNHDZLFNHGK\EULG
of cross-country and alpine skiing, actually works. Still, it
requires that you put so much effort in just getting it to work
– that is, to work properly – especially the right turn. Facing these challenges, can there really be something to this
infamous way of skiing?
There is an everlasting argument among free-heelers and
alpine touring folks on “who’s doing it right.” What's all of
the fuss about the real thing? Does tele-skiing feel better?
Well, it sure looks better, but in the end, is it really better?
Because alpine skiing, supposedly, is a more effective way
of skiing, right? The vast majority still does that ski du randonée – ski touring. So what's going on – are we facing the
possibility that the ski tourers chose wrong in the beginning
and will eventually turn to telemark skiing? I would personally tend to say that both techniques are “right” because I
have alpine gear too. But, eh, well – that wouldn't leave us
with much to discuss. And frankly, I couldn't wholeheartedly
agree with myself.
Being of a skiing heritage I faced a tremendous trilemma
X
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at the age of thirteen. Until that point I had – when speaking of skiing – been doing nothing but cross-country. And
this was also pretty much the situation for anybody at this
age. But as a part of growing up, being a rebel and doing
crazy things, cross-country should now be substituted for
DFWLRQSDFNHGUHVRUWVNLLQJ6SHDNLQJRIҊUHVRUWVҋLWLVZRUWK
mentioning that in Norway this means tons of T-bars, and
absolutely no expert skill level required at all, unlike the
Whistler situation. Nonetheless, choosing a snow sport discipline was a question that felt important at that age – far
more important than deciding on a career path or which
party to vote for – it was really about becoming somebody,
DERXWFKRRVLQJDOLIHVW\OHWKDWZRXOGGHÀQHZKR\RXZRXOG
be as a human being for many years to come.
And the reasons for choosing telemark skiing are many:
1. -RLQ WKH ÀJKW DJDLQVW JOREDO ZDUPLQJ Gear talk does
SOD\DQLPSRUWDQWUROHLQDQ\ERQÀUHVHWWLQJ%XWWHOHDFWXally requires less gear - that is, one pair of skis only. Get
a decent pair of all-round skis with carving, and you won't
have to bother to decide whether it will be Whistler/BlackFRPERU(OÀQ/DNHVXQWLO\RXUHDFK6TXDPLVK
2. Freedom. Go wherever you want, both uphill and downhill, without needing to bend over attaching and detaching
those heels. E.g. if you feel a half-day pass is way too expensive ($64 w/o tax), you can hike up the hill to the next
lift and hope they won't be controlling ski passes that late.
3. With your boots in walk-mode you can actually run. That
is a neat feature when the lifties catch you without a valid
pass.
4. Get stoked about how much people actually know about
telemarketing.
5. (Unfortunately) you'll start appreciating the ski stoppers
on alpine bindings. Runaway straps prove to be very, very
important for tele, but not alpine skiers. In any case, review
the third point on how to acquire vanishing skis.
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Increase the stability "platform" by increasing the gap between
your skis.

A good rule of thumb: the toes, knee and shoulder
should line up.
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6. Be a representative for a 150 year-old, still quite unknown snow sport technique. In Big White you will get narrow skis and cross-country gear when you ask for tele gear.
7. Ambitious tele skiers can earn medals in competitions by
simply ÀQLVKLQJWKHUDFH
To a VOCer there are actually quite a few advantages
in choosing telemark. Apart from obviously completing an
outdoorsy lifestyle, it actually makes you a more effective
and aesthetic skier. So in addition to a potentially large vocabulary and fun-facts expansion for any gear savvy enthusiast, the most ascetic VOCer can also enjoy this way of
PRYLQJRQVQRZLQWHUPVRILWҋVVLPSOLFLW\DQGÀQHVVH
The bottom line is: if you already have experience from
skiing or snowboarding, involving a certain amount of
VSHHG VZLWFKLQJ WR WHOH VNLLQJ LVQ W YHU\ GLIÀFXOW )LUVWO\ ,
always say that speed is the key to getting the turns right,
and as a beginner this is a big challenge. Secondly, your
position – a rule of thumb for your foremost leg is that your
toes, knee and shoulder should line up. Note though, that
in deep powder this is no longer valid because you actually
will have to tilt your body backwards to compensate for the
OHVV ÀUP JURXQG 7KLUG \RXU VNLV shouldn't touch – there
must be a considerable gap for increased stability. This
creates a bigger platform, increasing the overall stability,
especially in rough terrain.
So – to wrap things up: VOCers have both the physical
abilities and the curious behavior to investigate tele skiing
IXUWKHU:KHQ,HQWHUHGWKH92&FOXEURRPIRUWKHÀUVWWLPH
, UHPHPEHU , ZDV RYHUZKHOPHG E\ ÀQGLQJ WKDW WKH 92&
had invested so heavily in tele gear. So take this opportunity, and enjoy all the fun with learning how to telemark!

A VENTURES

SOUS UNE PLEINE LUNE

Andrew Silversides

,KDGMXVWVHWWOHGLQWRDMREDVDҊVNLPDQҋRUVRPHRQH
who looks after equipment in a rental shop at a small ski
resort in the French Alps, and everything was going well.
Now and again I was getting some snowboarding in, but I
decided I wanted to try something new. I thought that skate
skiing might be a good way to branch out. The problem was
that working a full time day job wasn’t leaving a lot of time
for daytime adventures so I had to wait for a full-mooned
VWDUU\QLJKWWRPDNHP\ÀUVWDWWHPSW2QWKHÀUVWQLJKWWKDW
WKHVWDUU\UHÁHFWLRQVRIWKHVQRZLOOXPLQDWHGP\VXUURXQGings, I borrowed a pair of skis from work, gathered some
friends, and headed for the trails. There were three of us
and I was the only one who had never strapped on skate
skis.
Being new to skiing, the skate skis seemed to be somewhat more than a little odd, when compared to traditional
DOSLQHRUHYHQWHOHPDUNVNLV7KH\DUHORQJÁDWDQGLQFUHGLEO\ OLJKW ZLWKRXW HGJHV RU ZD[ \RXU IHHW SRNH RYHU WKH
VLGHVDQGWKHKHHOLVQҋWÀ[HG8VLQJRXUVPDOODQGXVHOHVV
headlamps, we started out on a steep slope to get down to
WKHWUDLOV7KHÀUVWWKLQJ,TXLFNO\OHDUQHGWRGRZDVWRVQRZplow and to take very slow, very gradual turns. The only
person that did know the skate skiing technique laughed
the whole way down, watching my friend and I fall every
few feet as we lost balance trying to make any sense of the
necessary movements. Every once in a while there was
use of gros mots, or swearing in French. In this sense, this
trip aided me in expanding my French vocabulary, though
perhaps not in a positive sense.
:KHQ,ÀQDOO\PDGHLWWRWKHERWWRPRIWKHKLOODQGRQWR
the trail, I looked like an awkward bird being knocked off
X
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its perch as it tried to move forward. I was slowly mastering
the complicated and evolved movements behind this new
style of crosscountry skiing. From what I understand now,
you must plant both of the obnoxiously long poles nearest
to where your skis are soon to be, as you try to push forZDUGZLWKÀUVWWKHULJKWWKHQWKHOHIWVNLLQDVZRRSLQJVNDWing motion. Repeat. At the same time, try not to fall over as
a turn approaches or as any possible obstacles draw near.
Not long after we reached the trail, we turned off our
headlamps, realizing how ineffective and unnecessary the
tiny lights were in comparison to the bright moonlight and
fresh snow. As the ski motions slowly became more familiar and comfortable to me, I was able to move forward and
gather a little speed. This turned out not to be the greatest
idea, however, since every time I picked up a little speed
it usually ended with me falling over. In the distance we
soon saw two headlamps advancing towards us. We tried
to keep up the pace but soon wobbled out of control and
watched two young lads pass us masterfully in their spandex, sporting the same type of skis that had us sitting in
the snow.
As we reached the end of our nearly two and a half kilometre trail, we were exhausted. Little did we know that
the trail ended with a big hill, which came as yet another
KDSS\ VXUSULVH$W ÀUVW , WULHG WR VNDWH VNL P\ ZD\ XS WKH
hill, but realized that I wouldn’t make it. After a few minutes,
amounting to maybe a half dozen metres, I decided to try
something new. I tried to use regular cross country skiing
technique, but since there aren’t any little ridges in the middle of the skate skis for traction, every step I took forward
was literally two steps backwards. I eventually resorted to
sidestepping up the hill to get to the top. The last method
I attempted to try was the classic non-snowplow ski stop.
7KHÀUVWIHZDWWHPSWVRQWKHVHVNLQQ\ORQJOLJKWVNLVIDLOHG
completely, but subsequent attempts were successful and
left me elated, so I decided to head back up.
After this last practice, we found ourselves back at the
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hill that had given us so much trouble getting down at the
beginning of the adventure, only this time we were looking
up. The others tried to make it back up on their skis, but I
NQHZ EHWWHU ,ҋG KDYH EHWWHU OXFN LI , WRRN P\ VNLV RII DQG
started walking. We eventually made it back to our apartment, where we took a little time to eat and then headed
off to bed. I greatly enjoyed this new style of transportation.
+RZHYHUSDLQIXOGLIÀFXOWDQGWLULQJLWPD\EH,ZLOOFRQWLQXH
to make efforts to hone my skills. I’ve already started planning for my next moonlit adventure. As it turns out, we have
Alpine Traverse skis at the shop and as they say, “When
you’re in France do as the French do.” Sorry guys, AT is
going to be my next moonlit adventure.

LOUIS BOURGUE

P.S. I have since tried AT and it’s not so bad.

Meghan Anderson and Afton Halloran, Nordmarka, Norway

T HE K INDNESS

S TRANGERS

OF

Afton Halloran

Meghan Anderson, our French friend Louis and I were
overzealous about our cross-country ski/snowshoe tour in
Nordmarka, a connection of trails in the north of Oslo. PerKDSVWKHWHUPҊFRQQHFWLRQҋLVDQXQGHUVWDWHPHQWZKHQWKH
total distance of these trails is combined, they measure the
distance from Oslo to Tokyo. We weren't, or course, going
to Japan, but we did plan out a small weekend tour that
would take us to two different huts over a three-day period.
Oslo is great in the fact that you can basically take the
subway into the middle of the woods and literally ski off
of the "T-Bane" (underground). While on board, I stared
out the window at the Holmenkollen, a giant ski jump overlooking the Oslofjord, and remarked: "This is going to be
a weird day." However, we really weren't prepared for just
how strange it would be.
The hours of daylight posed no peculiarities. At dusk
ZHFDPHDFURVVWKHKXWZHSODQQHGWRVWD\LQIRUWKHÀUVW
night. Since we are members of DNT, or the Norwegian
Trekking Association, we thought we could stay in the hut
cheaply, as that is the reason we bought the memberships.
However, when I went inside I soon discovered that this
hut was not a DNT hut, nor was it cheap (~$100/night!). A
skier pointed us in the direction of a hut 6km away. He told
us there was no reason to call as someone was surely going to be there. The small 6km journey proved harder than
imagined for me as my foot began to throb with pain. (I later
IRXQGWKDWWKHFDXVHRIWKLVSDLQZDVIURPP\ÀUVWNLFNER[ing class. I was apparently kicking incorrectly as I could
not understand the Norwegian directions and messed up
my foot.)
We got to the recommended hut. No one was there. A
small room was open with limited décor such as tables and
X
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chairs. I suggested we sleep there because it wouldn't be
ZRUWKLWWRWU\WRÀQGDQRWKHUSODFHWRVOHHSDVLWZDVODWH
We noticed that someone lived in a house connected to the
hut, but it appeared that they were out too. Meghan tried
many of the doors to the hut and found one open, but it was
WKHHQWUDQFHWRWKHRIÀFHRIWKHKXW <RXKDYHWRNHHSLQ
mind that not a lot of door locking happens in Norway when
you are outside of the city). Just then a night skier came
and we asked him what to do. He said we should just go
LQWRWKHKXWDVKHÀJXUHGLWZRXOGEHDOULJKW:HIROORZHG
his advice as he seemed like a well informed local.
It felt wrong entering the hut like that – somewhat "Goldiocks and the three bears-esque". I could see everything
LQWKHRIÀFHWKHFDVKUHJLVWHUWKHNLWFKHQDQGDOOWKHVXSplies. We settled in some bunks upstairs and ate dinner in
the large dining hall. Later on I stepped outside to use the
outhouse and found the owners getting out of their car in
the driveway. I've never felt so awkward in a situation before. We learned that this was a private hut, not a DNT hut,
like we thought (basically we were trespassing), plus we
had to make reservations if we wanted to stay, and it was
closed for the weekend. "Where are we to go then?" I said.
"You can't stay here!" replied the owner, followed by "there
are no other huts in this area that you can stay at." It was
10:00pm, we were somewhere in the forest with nowhere
to go. The only option was to be taken to the bus station
by their car.
There we stood at the bus stop: one swearing Frenchman and two confused/pissed-off Canadians. Our Friday
to Sunday ski trip had ended on Friday. The bus was supposed to take us to the subway, which would then take us
to Central Oslo Station so we could catch the train back to
the university.
The subway broke down half way to the Station and we
all had to get out. The bus that was supposed to come and
ÀQLVKWKHFRQQHFWLRQQHYHUFDPH6RLQVWHDGZHZDONHG
for 1.5 hours into the city center, with me hobbling and using my ski poles as crutches. While we walked, we began
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to talk with a Somalian refugee who had come to Norway
years ago. She began to tell us parts of the story of her life,
but what struck me most was when she said: "The government killed my father." Of course our little mishap in the
forest didn't seem so bad after that.
Two weeks later we tried again. This time, however,
there were eight x-country ski beginners and Meghan, a
seasoned x-country skier. Barely any snow was to be found
when we got off the bus in Nordmarka. We hiked with our
VNLVIRUDORQJWLPHZLWKRXWÀQGLQJVNLDEOHVQRZ7KHODNH
we were supposed to cross wasn't frozen either. Half the
day had passed and we began to stare at our skis as if they
were foreign objects.
   $IWHU ÀQGLQJ D EXV WKDW ZRXOG WDNH XV WR DQ DUHD ZLWK
VQRZ ZH VSOLW XS DV ZH FRXOGQ W DOO ÀW LQ WKH VDPH '17
hut. After skiing into the darkness, one of the members of
our party became quite scared, as she had never done an
overnight ski-trip before. There was still 6 km of postholing
and skiing icy snow left, as there was no direct route to the
hut. Just then we came across a house in a clearing. The
lights were on so we decided to ask for directions. But,
even this wasn't an easy task as the whole driveway was
covered in a thick sheet of ice. I know some of you would
KDYHORYHGWRZLWQHVVWKHIDQWDVWLFÁDLOLQJPRWLRQVDQGIDOOV
I made.
"Are you crazy?" asked the man at the door when Meghan
asked for directions to the hut. Apparently, we underestimated the complexity of getting there! Instead of driving us
to a bus station to catch a subway train that might break
down in the middle of the night, this kind man offered to
put us up for the night in an old farmhouse on his property.
I had wanted something like this to happen. I had created a romanticized vision of being taken in by a Norwegian
family after reading a story about a Norwegian-resistance
soldier running away from the Germans during the WWII
occupation. This scenario was a bit different from ours,
since there were no Germans chasing us and it wasn't
WWII. One thing was the same though: The kindness of
strangers.

D ECEPTION N EAR D ECEPTION P EAK
Sophia Toft Moulton

So somehow I tricked a handful of keen and conscientious VOCers (including a couple of the VOC’s Attractive
Young Ladies) to come on a three day trip to Sphinx Hut by
disguising the said-trip as a superhero-themed Neve crossing (Holy Neve Crossing Batman! February 14 – 16, 2009).
Nine people, in two cars, left Gotham City (Vancouver)
at approximately 0500 hrs, arriving (nearly on schedule) at
the Barrier trailhead just after sunrise. In keeping with the
Neve-crossing guise, we ferried a getaway Batmobile to
the Diamond Head parking lot, before skiing up the road
at about nine twenty two. Several hours (nine) and many
switchbacks later, all nine of us arrived at the hut safe and
sound, with only a brief foray into the trees to hone our
bushwhacking super powers.
After a speedy dinner, we assessed our position over
potluck desserts (including an entire banana loaf, an enormous brick of brownie and some high-octane Nanaimo
bars): Roland, our trusty Neve-guide, needed to grow new
IHHW WKLV ZRXOG UHTXLUH PRUH WLPH WKDQ RXU WKUHH GD\ WULS
SODQFRXOGDOORZIRU:LWKVWUDLQHGKLSÁH[RUVDQGFRORVVDO
blisters, several other would-be Neve-crossers were also in
various states of disrepair. Though we had anticipated possible retreat due to bad weather or treacherous crevasses,
the real super-villain revealed itself as various forms of
bodily pain. With some disappointment, we called it a night.
Since the hut was already fairly full upon our arrival, many
RIWKHSDUW\UHVRUWHGWRVOHHSLQJLQWKHҊ%DW&DYHҋ RQWKH
ÁRRUXQGHUQHDWKWKHVOHHSLQJSODWIRUP 
No Neve meant a reasonable sleep-in until nine o’clock
on Sunday morning. Après breakfast-faff, we set out on the
lake, breaking trail to Sentinel Bay. Skiing in spectacular
X
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SOPHIA TOFT MOULTON

sunshine, we stepped out of the wind for a quick lunch in
WKHFR]\JODFLRORJ\KXW6RPHWXUQHGEDFNSDUWZD\EXWÀYH
of us skied further up the route, stopping with an impressive
view over the Garibaldi Neve, on the pass west of Glacier
Pikes. Looking back toward the Sphinx, Deception Peak
and Guard Mountain, we skied (with minimal grace) pristine
powder most of the way down! Life changing! Awe-inspiring! Colin now boasts a newfound addiction to telemark.
We made it back to Sphinx without putting skins back on,
still basking in the sun and hoping for maximum Vitamin D
intake (and minimal sunburn). We loitered outside until the
sun packed it in, and then went indoors to scare up some
grub. Only two nearly fatal mistakes were made over dinQHURQHLQYROYHGDOHDN\JDVERWWOHDQGDÀUHH[WLQJXLVKHU
the other involved an over-consumption of spaghetti.
Monday’s trip home involved blue skies, icy trails and a
little bit of boot-packing (the last 2 km of trail were especially icy and in patches, snow-barren). After more car-faff
DQGSDVVHQJHUIHUU\LQJZHPHWXSLQ6TXDPLVKEHIRUHÀYH
o’clock. With the entire bat-crew accounted for, we headed
back to Vancouver. Though not quite what I’d advertised,
nonetheless I’d say it was a spectacular trip: much merriment, sunshine and pasta was had by all.

Colin Pither, the spagetti monster.

M AMQUAM ,

IT ’ S FURTHER THAN IT
LOOKS !

14th-16th February 2009
Scott Webster
Participants: Scott Webster, Christian Veenstra, Line Lund
Veenstra
Christian asked me if I wanted to go to Mt. Mamquam on
the weekend. I was interested because I'd been there before several years earlier (in the summer) but hadn't gone
quite to the top, having been stopped by a tricky rock slab.
This time the plan was for a winter ascent, in what seemed
like a leisurely three days. We decided to take the classic
route via Paul Ridge and Mamquam Lake, rather than the
shorter Skookum Creek approach because it seemed that
we had enough time, the views would be better, and less
bushwacking would be involved.
Christian picked me up in his ridiculous vehicle at around
6 am on Saturday morning. Riding with Christian, it seems
like you are in a racecar due to the loud exhaust sounds
(since his exhaust is falling apart). Hearing protection is
recommended. We made it up to the parking lot at Diamond Head and were underway before 8:30 am.
We had fairly heavy packs since we were tenting and
carrying a couple ropes and glacier gear, but nevertheless we made good time up past Red Heather and on to
(OÀQ/DNHV7KHUHZHUHJUHDWYLHZVRIRXUREMHFWLYHIURP
along the ridge and the weather was beautiful. We had a
VQDFN EUHDN RQ WKH VXQQ\ IURQW SRUFK RI WKH (OÀQ 6KHOWHU
(not covered in snow this year!) and then were off down
towards Ring Creek. We passed by the avalanche slopes
quickly, though we weren't too concerned as it was quite
cold. Down the steep embankment to the creek itself and
then followed tracks up towards Opal Cone. Because of the
X
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SCOTT WEBSTER

steep sides of the Ring Creek Valley we had to go quite
a ways north before cutting back on a bench to surpass
a windlip on the ridge leading down from Opal Cone. We
contoured around the Cone, basically following the summer trail route.
This part seemed to stretch on for a while, and despite
WKHZKROHDUHDORRNLQJSUHWW\ÁDWRQWKHPDSWKHUHZHUHD
EXQFKRIVLJQLÀFDQWXSVDQGGRZQV:HVNLHGGRZQTXLWH
a steep slope to Zig Zag Creek and then back up to the
Rampart Ponds. From here it was a beautiful 250 m ski
run down to Mamquam Lake under great views of Pyramid
0RXQWDLQ:HKDGÀJXUHGWKDW0DPTXDP/DNHZRXOGEH
the minimum possible distance we would make, since it is
RQO\WZLFHDVIDUDVWKH(OÀQ6KHOWHUDQG(OÀQVHHPVOLNH
a pretty easy destination. We'd even had some thoughts
RISRVVLEO\FDPSLQJXSRQWKH0DPTXDP,FHÀHOG8QIRUtunately though, it was now about 5 pm so we decided to
set up camp. We found the outhouse (with abundant TP
supply) at the southwest corner of the lake and started
on dinner nearby. Luckily we were able to get water from
WKHODNHQHDUWKHRXWÁRZVDYLQJXVIURPDOHQJWK\VQRZ

Christian Veenstra showing off his skiing skills.
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melting procedure. We squeezed the three of us into my
two-person tent with Christian and Line sharing a single
sleeping bag somehow.
It was a chilly night under clear skies. Up the next morning at 6 am and underway about an hour later. We generDOO\IROORZHGWKHRXWÁRZVWUHDPGRZQWR(DQDVWLFN0HDGows. Here we were met with an open stream and a swampy
smell. We followed along the stream until we found a spot
ZKHUHZHFRXOGJHWDFURVV&KULVWLDQZHQWÀUVWDQGVWUXJgled up the steep other side with his skis on (fearing that
he would break through the snow into the creek). His contortions were quite comical. I followed, using Christian's
outstretched pole as a point of aid. Line made it look easy
after me.
We skied across the meadows, noting an interesting
prominent rocky knob at the southern end. We contemplatHGDSRVVLEOHÀUVWZLQWHUDVFHQWEXWLQVWHDGKHDGHGLQWRWKH
forest, weaving our way through steep sections and generDOO\KHDGLQJVRXWKHDVWXQWLOZHJRWWRDÁDWFOHDULQJRQD
little ridge near GR066162 (WGS84). Here we consulted
our Garibaldi Park map from Clark Geomatics. It claimed
that the route went straight up the skyline ridge just to our
north. This looked like insanity. It was very steep and there
was little snow cover. Maybe it would go as some sort of
mixed climb. I hadn't brought a copy of the route descripWLRQEXWZDVIDLUO\FRQÀGHQWWKDW%DOGZLQ VJXLGHERRNVDLG
to go generally up the broad basin to our east. Eventually
we decided to go this way as it looked like it would work
RXW RN :H FRQWRXUHG DURXQG ÀUVW HDVW DQG WKHQ VRXWK DW
about 1500 m, passing under avalanche slopes. The alpine avalanche hazard was rated at moderate so we were
IDLUO\FRQÀGHQWWKDWZHZRXOGQRWEHWDNHQRXWE\DODUJH
natural slide. Somewhere near GR072153 we cut back to
the northeast and started ascending up an indistinct ridge
with some small trees. There was some windslab here and
some small cliffs, but generally it went ok. We made it up to
DELWRIDÁDWEDVLQ YLVLEOHRQWKHPDS DQGZHUHVXUSULVHG
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WR ÀQG DQ RSHQ VWUHDP ZKHUH ZH JRW VRPH PRUH ZDWHU
(since it was now about 1 pm and the day was starting to
take longer than we had anticipated).
The way that had looked best before, and I believe is
described by Baldwin, is to head up a ridge due east from
this point, up to a bench just below the ridgetop and the
LFHÀHOG7KHQ\RXFDQWUDYHUVHVRXWKWRÀQGDQRWFKWRSDVV
WKURXJKRQWRWKHLFHÀHOGLWVHOI8QIRUWXQDWHO\LWVHHPHGWKDW
this ridge had a cliff in the middle of it, and bypassing the
cliff seemed quite sketchy on either side. Perhaps the low
snow this year made things worse. Instead of trying this,
we headed up another ridge, continuing northeast. We
bootpacked a bit up a gully and then I struggled a little,
climbing some barely snow covered rocks in my tele boots
(Christian had skied this part somehow). Line found an
easier way up on the side and soon we were up on a little
plateau at around 2000 m (GR079162). From this vantage
point we saw some amazing footprints on a steep cliff section to the north. It seems that some beast was performing
some incredible feats of climbing.
At this point it was past 2 pm and we had to have a discussion about our plans for the rest of the day. We were still
VHYHUDOKXQGUHGPHWUHVEHORZWKHLFHÀHOGDQGRQFHWKHUH
Mamquam was about 4 km and 400 m more elevation gain
DZD\:HÀJXUHGWKDWLIZHZDQWHGWRZHFRXOGSUREDEO\
be on the summit by sunset, but would then be left with a
very long ski back down to camp, all in the dark. This was
a little tempting since the weather was good (though cold),
but in the end Line and I thought it was best to go down. I'm
not sure, but I think Christian probably would have gone for
the summit.
We started heading north to check out the interesting
footprints and to contour around onto the glacier that way,
but soon decided it was a bit further than it looked and instead headed straight up the face (prominent on the north
side of the Mamquam Massif as viewed from Paul Ridge).
Christian and I switchbacked up while Line went back to
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the plateau to wait. We had agreed that we would turn back
at 3 pm unless we were within 5 m of a local maximum.
Up and up we went on this relentless switchback. The
snow that had been windslab and crust below now seemed
to somehow be amazing powder on this exposed alpine
slope! Finally we reached the top, around 2200 m. The
PDSFODLPVWKDW\RXDUHQRZRQDÁDWLFHÀHOGEXWLQVWHDG
there is at least a 50 m drop off the east side of the ridge to
get to the ice (there did seem to be a windlip we could have
skied down). Must be global warming. It was 2:58 pm so
we were just in time. We posed for a few "summit" photos
with great views in all directions. Mamquam itself did still
look pretty far away. We stripped our skins off and skied the

Scott Webster rocking the powder.
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face one at a time. Unbelievable powder turns. Not making the summit seemed not to matter so much anymore.
Unfortunately, it was over too soon after a great 200 m of
consistent slope angle.
We met back up with Line and started down (after a
little struggling getting her Targa Ascents into ski mode).
Christian did some jump turns in one of the steep gullies
while I sidestepped the breakable crust. Line just walked
down. We picked our way back down the slopes, hoping we
wouldn't break off any windslabs. I did manage to split off a
cohesive slab piece that was about 2 m x 1 m x 10 cm, but
this was of course too small to be a problem. We reversed
our route back down through the trees and made it to Eanastick Meadows by dark. We activated our headlamps and
climbed back up to Mamquam Lake and our campsite. After
dinner under the stars we boiled up some water bottles to
put in our sleeping bags overnight to keep us warm. I think
this might have been a little too effective as I was a bit
overheated that night!
We were up again the next morning at 6 am and packed
up camp. We climbed back to the Rampart Ponds and had
a look over at the steep slope on the other side of Zig Zag
&UHHN :H KDG D ELW RI D URXWHÀQGLQJ IDII DW WKLV SRLQW ,
favoured just going back the way we came, south of Opal
Cone, partially just because we knew the way, while Christian and Line thought the slope looked a bit tricky and wanted to head north onto the Lava Glacier, then onto the Neve
and back around the north side of Opal Cone. I pointed out
WKDWWKLVZDVDORWORQJHUEXWWKHJODFLHUVZHUHÁDWVRIDVW
travel could be expected. After a bit of miscommunication,
we headed north up and along a ridge. We expected to
FRPHRXWSUHWW\PXFKRQWRWKHÁDW/DYD*ODFLHUDVLQGLFDWed on the map, but instead the glacier appeared to be gone
and there was a big hole instead. Christian mentioned turning around, but I found this highly frustrating as I hadn't
HYHQZDQWHGWRFRPHWKLVZD\LQWKHÀUVWSODFH DQG,ZDV
trying to get back to Vancouver for a meeting at 7:30pm).
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It seemed to me that it would be pretty easy to traverse
GRZQVRPHVWHHSVORSHVRQWRWKHÁDWVEHORZDQGWKHQVNL
back up the gradual climb onto the Neve. Eventually my
choice won out, though perhaps frustration is not the best
decision making tool. The avalanche conditions did seem
SUHWW\VROLGWKRXJKDQG,GLGQ WÀQGGHVFHQGLQJWKHVORSH
very disturbing.
We made it up onto the Neve and found some ski tracks
that seemed to lead down the Bishop Glacier to the Pitt River. I'm not sure why you'd want to go there. Probably those
guys are still bushwacking right now. We went back over to
Ring Creek after a quick lunch stop and decided to head
west up the valley towards Little Diamond Head in order to
UHWXUQWR(OÀQ/DNHVYLDWKH&ROXPQDU*DUJR\OHVFRO7KLV
route seemed like it was minimal extra effort to avoid the
Ring Creek avalanche slopes and you got in a bit more of a
ski run too. Unfortunately, "gaining the ridge" out of the valOH\SURYHGDOLWWOHGLIÀFXOW7KHUHORRNHGOLNHDQHDV\OLQHXS
a low-angled ridge heading towards Little Diamond Head,
but that seemed like a major detour. We started skinning
up a closer, steeper ridge, but this soon turned into a major
WHFKQLFDOVNLQQLQJVHFWLRQ'HÀQLWHO\QRWEHJLQQHUIULHQGO\
We persevered though and made it up and eventually over
to the col. We dropped down and then climbed back up to
the shelter. This took around two hours, probably twice as
long as just crossing the avalanche slopes. You could just
make out our tracks over on Mamquam. Nice. Some guy in
the shelter even asked if they were ours! After a rest we
headed back down the ridge, entering major slog territory
at this point. We ended up driving out of the parking lot at
around 5:30 pm, and I made it to my meeting only half an
hour late.
Another unsuccessful Mamquam attempt on the books,
but the weather and views were amazing all weekend.
Garibaldi Park really is a jewel that we need to preserve
so that I can head back there sometime in the future and
ÀQDOO\PDNHWKHVXPPLW

T HE L AKE T HAT N EVER E NDS
U NCROSSING

THE

G ARIBALDI N EVE

Eliza Boyce

The sun is setting. I emerge from the trees with a little
burst of downhill speed, narrowly avoiding a face-plant as
my ski gets stuck under the ice crust. Finally, I see it ahead
of me, the holy grail of the last few gruelling kilometres
VWUHWFKLQJDKHDGRIPHLQEOLVVIXOÁDWQHVV*DULEDOGL/DNH
,WҋVWKHÀUVWGD\RIWKH%DWPDQ1HYH([SHGLWLRQDQG,
DPÀUPO\LQWKHUHDOPRI7\SH,,IXQ
Now I have 6 km of icy switchbacks and a scenic detour
through the land of sidesteps and kick turns behind me. I
am an easy, uphill-free glide from dinner and the equally
exciting idea of taking off my ski boots. I step out onto the
lake with a light heart and begin to skin towards the far
shore, thinking to myself: it doesn’t look too far away.
Fifteen minutes later, the shore still doesn’t look too far
away, although it doesn’t look any closer either.
Half an hour later, it still doesn’t look any closer. I look
back and notice that the trees behind me appear to be
DERXWÀYHWLPHVWDOOHUWKDQWKHWUHHVRQWKHVLGHRIWKHODNH
that I’m headed towards. As an engineer, I know that this
is a bad sign.
Dark has fallen. The night gets colder. As the stars begin to come out, the mountains rise around me in majestic
VSOHQGRXUVHWDJDLQVWDPDJQLÀFHQWEDFNJURXQGRIGXVN\
blue lake and cerulean sky. The Black Tusk rises like a
deeper shadow among the spires and fades out into the
VN\$SODQHWVKLQHVEULOOLDQWO\ORZRQWKHKRUL]RQ,ÀQGP\
KHDGÀOOHGZLWKDVRQJ
It goes like this:

7KLVLVWKHODNHWKDWQHYHUHQGV
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No it goes on and on my friends!
Some skiers started skiing it not knowing what it
was,
And now continue skiing it forever just because…
It repeats another few hundred times before I reach the
cabin.
We didn’t make it over the Neve, but it was still an amazing trip. Being in the backcountry really changes your perspective on things:
It makes you value the little things: The single lighter
WKDWVHHPHGWREHÁRDWLQJDURXQGWKHJURXSRIQLQHSHSOH
or the gigantic banana loaf that Breanne heroically packed
up the trail and then generously distributed.
It leads to deep thoughts about human motivations: As I
lay shivering in the “Bat Cave” (the dubious sleeping area
under the platform, where it got cold enough to freeze saline contact lens solution), I thought, “Is Len way over on
this edge of his thermarest because he’s cold and it’s ok to
spoon him, or because of the large roll of sharp wire on the
other side?”
It teaches you about other cultures: Prior to this trip, I
had no idea that the Danish version of Happy Birthday was
so utterly superior to our North American version. It has
actions! It’s like a celebratory birthday Hokey Pokey. Just
singing the song now seems so blasé.
It teaches you wonder: I am still in awe of Colin, King of
Produce, who produced a seemingly never-ending stream
of fresh vegetables from his oddly small pack. I personally
witnessed carrots, at least three tomatoes, a bunch of iceberg lettuce, and an entire large can of refried beans.
It keeps you on your toes: After a tiring afternoon of skiing, I had just settled blissfully down in my sleeping bag
and was dozing when I was awakened by a sudden blast
of heat from the cooking area below me. An excited babble
of voices was then followed by an odd smell. I opened my
H\HVWRÀQGP\VHOILQDFORXGRIKD]\RGGWDVWLQJVPRNH
As I fuzzily debated with myself whether this rated getting
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out of my warm sleeping bag and evacuating the cabin, I
was rescued by the heroic Sophia, who braved the smoke
to open the upstairs window. She informed me that there
KDG EHHQ D VWRYH ÀUH ZKLFK ZDV KDVWLO\ VWRSSHG E\ D
TXLFNWKLQNLQJLQGLYLGXDOZLWKDÀUHH[WLQJXLVKHU
It teaches you that you can achieve things you never
thought possible: Like a passable harmonic rendition of
Bohemian Rhapsody.

JASON BEDARD

People are wondering why I keep falling asleep at work
this week. When they ask me what I did over the weekend
I say, “I didn’t cross the Garibaldi Neve”. Then they look
vaguely unimpressed. Little do they know…

Fresh tracks crossing the Garibaldi Lake

P RACTICING
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T HE S PEARHEAD P ASSAGE S KI M OUTAINEERING R ACE
Bram van Straaten

The Spearhead Passage is the longest ski mountaineering race in Canada, and encompasses a 26km out-andback trip with a net elevation gain and loss of 2150m. The
route starts at the Roundhouse on Whistler Mountain and
goes over the Musical Bumps to Whirlwind Peak and back.
The racecourse entails a total number of seventeen mandatory transitions to and from skiing, skinning and bootSDFNLQJ7KHUDFHZDVRQHRXWRIÀYHVNLUDFHVWKDW
were part of the 2008 Canadian National Ski Mountaineering Championships.
To the top male and female athletes, the race is all about
ÀQLVKLQJDVIDVWDVSRVVLEOH+HQFHWKHUDFHLVFKDUDFWHUized by tight one-piece suits, light backcountry skiing gear,
skinning uphill at running pace, fast transitions and speedy
descents. For others, the race is more about pushing one's
ERXQGDULHV DQG LPSURYLQJ WKHLU EDFNFRXQWU\ VNLLQJ HIÀciency while experiencing a euphoric dose of adrenaline.
Thomas Brunner and I certainly fell in the latter category.
7KLVZDVJRLQJWREHRXUÀUVWVNLPRXQWDLQHHULQJUDFHDQG
ZHKDGVSHQWDVLJQLÀFDQWDPRXQWRIWLPHWUDLQLQJIRUWKLV
event. From mid-January to mid-April we spent numerable
weekday evenings up at Seymour, mostly doing laps on
Brockton Point. In total we clocked 10,000 vertical metres
IRUWUDLQLQJSXUSRVHVZLWKDWRWDORIWZHQW\ÀYHDVFHQWVRI
Brockton Point, six ascents of Pump Peak and two training
VHVVLRQVRQ:KLVWOHU3HDN,WSUREDEO\VXIÀFHVWRVD\WKDW
we had seen enough of the Seymour area, and were ready
to race!
The Friday evening before the race Lara Thompson,
Thomas and I drove up to Whistler for the mandatory preX
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UDFH PHHWLQJ$IWHU WKH JHDU FKHFN DQG UDFH EULHÀQJ ZLWK
important information about the race course, we headed
WR WKH :KLVWOHU /RGJH IRU GLQQHU DQG VOHHS $IWHU D ÀQDO
check of our backpack, that contained the minimum gear
required (avalanche equipment, 2L of water, power gels,
VNLQVGRZQMDFNHWÀUVWDLGNLWUHSDLUNLW ZHZHUHUHDG\WR
go to bed. Excited for the day ahead.
On Saturday we took the gondola to the Whistler Roundhouse, the starting point of the race. The start was at
8.30am, and preparation mainly included peeing, waiting,
checking gear, some more waiting, some more peeing and
some more gear checking. Finally it was time to start. The
ZHDWKHUZDVFROG Ý& EXWVXQQ\7KHUDFHFRXUVHZDV
amazing, with a very well set track that had an almost constant incline, perfect for keeping a steady pace. The course
was fairly mellow, except for a short boot-pack up the steep
([KLODUDWLRQ FRXORLUZLWKDÀ[HGURSHDVWHHSVNLQXSWKH
main Flute bowl, a very short boot-pack up and down Whirl-

Just after the start. Tight one-piece suits and skinny skis dominate.
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wind Peak and one steep single black diamond run down
Flute shoulder. Snow conditions were great, with even
VRPH XQWUDFNHG SRZGHU GRZQ IURP :KLUOZLQG 'HÀQLWHO\
hard work for those that were on light, short and skinny
racing skis with super light boots, but for Thomas and myself it was perhaps slightly more enjoyable on our normal
backcountry gear.

First uphill after the start, everyone is heading up 'Ridge Run'.

Thomas and I kept very similar paces throughout the
race. Where I was a bit faster on the transitions, and slightO\IDVWHURQWKHÀUVWKDOIRIWKHUDFH7KRPDVHDVLO\PDGH
up for this during the second half of the race as well as on
WKHGRZQKLOOV7KHÀQDOTXDUWHURIWKHUDFHZDVGLIÀFXOWWKH
FROG ZLQGV WKDW SLFNHG XS GXULQJ WKH GD\ GHÀQLWHO\ GLGQ W
KHOS2QWKHÀQDOGRZQKLOO 7KH6DGGOH UXQ ,UDFHGGRZQ
with Thomas not too far ahead. I caught up with Thomas
on the last transition, quickly put on my skins, but he left
just before me. The last uphill was tough going, but short.
:LWKWKHÀQLVKOLQHLQVLJKW,FRXOGVHH7KRPDVVRPHWHQV
RI PHWUHV DKHDG %HIRUH WKH ÀQLVK KH VORZHG GRZQ DQG
waited for me to join him, which yielded the comment from

Skiing

X

149

LARA THOMPSON

the race announcer that "these next two are obviously a
FRXSOH2XWRIWKHIRUW\WZRSDUWLFLSDQWVZHÀQLVKHGDWD
very respectable shared 13th place at 4h30m, just behind
the fastest female at 4h26m and well behind the fastest
male at 3h33m.
I think I can now say that I might have developed an
addiction for this type of adrenaline-drenched racing activity. Unfortunately this upcoming year’s Spearhead race has
been cancelled because of a lack of sponsorship. Perhaps
next year I'll have a chance to score some adrenaline on
the Spearhead race again.

7KRPDV%UXQQHUDQG%UDPYDQ6WUDDWHQDWWKHÀQLVKOLQHDIWHU
4h30m41s.
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KAI CHAPLIN

L AND

GILI ROSENBERG

Kayaking up the Indian Arm.

Maya Goldstein “enjoying” the extreme heat on the
Columbia and Western Railway.
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MATTHEW CARROLL

Line and Christian getting ready to paddle back, with the abandoned house on the background.

VOC spirit at the Intro to Backcountry Hotsprings trip.
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STEPHEN MULLEN

Spectacle Lakes Sunset. Bowron Lake Park, BC.
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MOLLY RAE
NATALIE STAFL

Devon Carr, seconds before being devoured by dragons on the Skookumchuck rapids.

Tim Blair, crossing the river on the way to Mt. Jimmy Jimmy.
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F ROM C ASTLEGAR TO M IDWAY
BY B ICYCLE
Maya Goldstein
Gili Rosenberg and I are last-minute people. If you ask
us on Friday what our plans for the weekend are, we will
probably say we’re not sure yet. Sometimes close to midnight we’ll decide where we are heading for the weekend.
The plans might change completely on Saturday morning.
This trip was different - we had set our minds on it for quite
a while and planned it for the Canada Day long weekend.
Well, it wasn’t exactly a long weekend, since the holiday
itself was on Tuesday, but that was even better we thought:
No one will notice if we disappear for Monday as well, and
then we will have a four day weekend.
The previous year we rode for eleven days from Midway to
Hope through Osoyoos on the beautiful Kettle Valley Railway (See “Cycling the Kettle Valley Railway,” VOCJ 50).
We had so much fun and, despite the challenges in parts,
it was one of my best experiences. Riding from Castlegar
to Midway on the Columbia and Western Railway seemed
like a natural continuation to our previous trip. This time we
VWDUWHGIXUWKHUHDVWDQGRXUÀQLVKOLQHZDVWKHH[DFWVDPH
point where we had started out on the Kettle Valley Railway
ride. I was very excited.
We left Vancouver Friday evening after Gili had discovered a problem with our brakes and worked for an hour to
À[LWZKHQZHZHUHDOOSDFNHGDQGUHDG\WRJR:HGURYH
into the night and at around 2:00 am stopped on a dark
side-road not far from Osoyoos, took the bikes out of the
car, pulled down the back seats and slept for a few hours.
Early in the morning we put the bikes back in and drove
away like we were never there.
We reached the sleepy town of Castlegar on a hot Saturday morning. Everything was closed and there was no
X
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one on the streets. We weren’t sure where it was safe to
leave our car. The museum was where we had planned to
start, and the guidebook’s recommendation was to leave
the car there. We wanted to ask someone at the museum,
but it was closed. In the end we saw a pawnshop opposite
the museum, the only shop that was open. The two nice
ladies at the shop assured us that it was safe to leave the
car there and pointed us to the beginning of the trail. After a
few other arrangements we were all ready to go at around
11:00 am.
7KHÀUVWGD\ZDVPDLQO\PRGHUDWHXSKLOO:HSDVVHG$Urow Lake, many bridges and some tunnels. At lunchtime
we ate two large mangoes we had carried from Vancouver.
After lunch we passed the longest tunnel on the railway.
It was 900 metres and we couldn't see any light until we
were almost at the other side of the tunnel, due to a curve
at the end of the tunnel. We rode with our headlamps but
it was still a bit scary. We camped close to the huge Poulson Bridge on Highway #3, but there is actually no access
from where we were to the road. It was a bit strange to be
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so close to the main road, but completely surrounded by
nature.
2QWKHVHFRQGGD\LWJRWUHDOO\KRWDURXQGÝ&HOVLXV
$SSDUHQWO\LWZDVWKHÀUVWWLPHLQWKH\HDULWKDGJRWWHQVR
hot in this region and it was for sure the hottest few days we
had experienced in Canada. We had to carry our bikes for
a short section to cross a new landslide that had happened
the previous long weekend in May, which was also warmer
than usual.
Just as we were feeling we were ready for a swim, we
saw Christina Lake from above. The lake was still a few
kilometres down so we left the railway at this point and
found a path that took us down to the small town of ChrisWLQD/DNH:HURGHWRWKHÀUVWEHDFKZHVDZDQGZHQWLQ
even though it was inside a campground. Quickly after we
arrived we were sent away since it was a private beach.
We were told that Christina Lake has only one public beach
and all the rest are private. We rode for a few more kilometres and we were more than ready for a swim when we
found the small and crowded public beach. Despite being
so eager to dive in, the water was too cold! It took me a few
good minutes till I was ready to dip my whole body in. We
treated ourselves to an ice cream from the local ice cream
parlor and then rode uphill till we were on the railway again.
After crossing a long bridge over the Kettle River, we
stopped for a short break and noticed a baby deer and mom
JDOORSLQJLQWKHÀHOGLQIURQWRIXV7KH\JDYHXVDPDJQLÀcent show. Then we took a little side trip to see beautiful
Cascade Falls. We had a long lunch break there and rested
under the shaded trees.
We continued riding in the extreme heat. We couldn’t
bear the thought that we were riding in the heat and that
just beneath us was the cold Kettle River. So we hid our
bikes on the side of the road and bushwhacked through
the forest to our own private and abandoned beach on the
river. The water was cold and very refreshing.
As we were approaching the town of Grand Forks, we no-
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ticed that there were deer all around us. The town seemed
to be a bit overwhelmed by the heat. We passed through
the campground but decided to give a little push and ride a
little more now that the evening had set in and it was a bit
cooler. We rode till we decided it was enough for the day
and pitched our tent. Then huge fat mosquitoes tried to eat
us alive. When we tried putting on long sleeved shirts to
protect our skin a little, it was just too hot and unbearable.
We didn’t even enjoy the “Ritter Sport Marzipan”, which is
my favorite chocolate bar, because it was all melted and
the mosquitoes just kept on biting us.
We woke up early to start riding before it would get too
hot, but it was already hot at 7:00 am. Riding fast, we barely noticed a bear that was on the trail right in front of us.
Strangely enough he also didn’t notice us even though we
stopped just a few metres in front of him. After making a bit
of noise he ran into the forest.
We reached a tunnel, which was very cool inside, and I
just lay down there for a few minutes. On the outside an artLVWKDGSDLQWHGÁDJVIURPDOORYHUWKHZRUOG)URPWKHUHZH
just had to push a little bit more till Midway. We stopped for
lunch under a bridge over a river and again couldn’t resist
the cold water.
We reached Midway around 3:00 pm after riding 180km
and crashed under the nearest tree outside of the Kettle
Valley Railway Museum. This was the exact same point
where we had started our ride the year before. When we
could start thinking again we rode to a nice campsite, left
the bikes there hidden in the tent, and hitchhiked back to
Castlegar to pick up the car.
It took us four rides to get there and with each ride the
FDUJRWELJJHUDQGWRRNXVDELWIDUWKHU7KHÀUVWULGHZDV
a convertible and the driver was from New Zealand. His
legs were badly sunburned but he didn’t seem to mind it
at all. He took us to Grand Forks and there we waited a
while till a girl with an old car smelling of cigarettes stopped
and took us to Christina Lake. The next ride was an air-
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conditioned suburban. The guy showed us a black banana
that he had intended to eat, but after leaving it in the car all
day it got completely cooked. He took us till the road split
and he continued on to Trail. We didn’t wait long till a huge
truck stopped for us. The driver was an older guy spending nights and days in his truck driving from Chilliwack to
Nelson and back. He had a microwave and a bed inside.
He dropped us off at the exit for Castlegar where we had
DELWRIWURXEOHÀQGLQJWKHSODFHZKHUHZHKDGSDUNHGWKH
car. We ate two large pizzas and after that were ready to
drive back to Midway. We arrived back to our tent very late
and crashed.
The next day we stopped to visit friends from Osooyos
who had helped us out last year while we were riding the
Kettle Valley Railway. Osooyos was preparing for the Canada Day parade and almost all the streets were blocked.
:HZDLWHGWLOORXUIULHQGVÀQLVKHGZRUNDQGLQWKHPHDQWLPH
we picked 23 pounds of cherries. Then we went for a swim
in Osooyos Lake, which wasn’t cold for a change and was
of course very refreshing. After lunch with our friends we
headed back to Vancouver and despite the holiday there
ZDVQҋWDORWRIWUDIÀF,WZDVDKRWZHHNHQGEXWYHU\VDWLVI\ing and a great opener for the summer.

Gili collapsing in the shade on arrival to Midway

T HE B EST L AID P LANS

OF

F OOLS ...

Devon Carr

$VP\PRWKHUXVHGWRVD\Ҋ$Q\IRROFDQEHXQFRPIRUWable,’ and I’ve taken that sentiment to heart when traveling
the backcountry.
Though this maxim was unfailing uttered in situations of
fabulous comfort, - say, lounging on the deck of our small
sailboat with a martini in hand – it was one that has certainly affected my attitude towards time spent adventuring.
For many years, it simply meant that with a little planning,
your trip, or life for that matter, could handle the most challenging conditions with style.
To me the epitome of luxury adventuring is the languid
ocean-kayaking trip. The largely protected waters of coastal
B.C. offer beginner-friendly paddling and numerous quality
destinations while the large storage capacity of the kayaks
means that even the kitchen sink is not an unthinkable addition to the gear list. In fact, I brought a small Rubbermaid
bucket for just this purpose on my last two trips.
This opportunity for plush outdoor living has been the motivation for an annual weeklong trip. I often invite those adventurers not so keen on Type II fun since most of my other
trips fall into that category, and I like to be inclusive when I
can. This past August we were a group of six, including my
good friend Saige, the nine-year-old daughter of two close
childhood friends. They came along too and we had decided to paddle around Lemmons Island, a nice protected
DUHDMXVWQRUWKRI3DFLÀF5LP3URYLQFLDO3DUNDQG7RÀQR
Although Saige is an accomplished solo lake paddler, she
had never been on a multi-day ocean trip before, and we
decided tandem kayaks would allow her plenty of rest and
comfort if she became worn out. The larger boats also have
more then double the storage than that of two standard sinX
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gles, and with a longer water line they rip up the distance.
I foolishly mentioned the plush storage abilities of these
vessels to our group during one of the pre-trip discussions,
which proved to be an error.
I’ve seen a fare decent faff in my day but, glory be to
heaven, the amount of gear we had to sort was unbelievable. This would have been mildly amusing if the sun was
shining with plenty of day left. But our drive from Vancouver had us at the put-in by late afternoon and the closer
we got to the beach the heavier the rain had become. By
the time we’d sorted a weeks worth of gear and provisions
into the primary coloured MEC drybags and stowed everything in the boats, Saige was thoroughly unimpressed with
the state of affairs. Saige’s mom, Molly, and the other two
lovely young women in our troop were doing a fantastic job
of entertaining her and had even set up a small tarp to hide
under, but patience in a nine-year-old is not a bottomless
commodity.
Molly’s most successful attempt at a morale boost was
when she said, “Look at Devon. He’s pretty miserable.
You’re doing way better then him.” Saige’s chest swelled
visibly and she held back the tears for another few minutes.
Getting Saige into the boat was a big help since she
then had something to do besides dwelling on her own wet
drudgery. Tucked into her spray-deck and paddling she
ZDVPXFKZDUPHU2XUSODQQHGFDPSIRUWKHÀUVWQLJKWZDV
a short two-hour paddle and the weather gods relaxed their
onslaught to a light drizzle. However, even in a drizzle you
start to get pretty soaked and while our stores included a
number of tents and tarps, I was thinking that we’d need
at least a few trees in order to eke any kind of meaningful
shelter from the rain.
Pouring over a map along with a paddling guide prior to
the trip, I’d marked a few choice plots that looked suitable
for camping over the course of our trip. I’d also noted a few
´ZLOGHUQHVVFDELQVµZLWKVRPHVXVSLFLRQEXW,ҋGÀOHGWKRVH
away to be investigated.
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2XUÀUVWSODQQHGҊFDPSLQJVSRWҋWXUQHGRXWWREHDFRYH
with such thick vegetation that we couldn’t even land the
boats, never mind set up a camp for six. With waning light
and a nine year-old with suspicions that we were leading
her to a soggy demise, our group was running thin on options. Two days later we were still looking for any piece
of shore line big enough to accept our groups and I was
beginning to seriously question the strength of my planning
for our little adventure.
Saige and I charged ahead to scout out the next cove,
my hope that paddling faster would keep her mind from
the wet and cold just a little longer. Rounding the small
point twenty minutes past the last unworthy location, Saige
yelled out with joy when she spied a grassy landing on the
far shore. We collected the group and paddled in while I
tried to imagine how we could rig a shelter, but Saige’s
keen eye spied another asset on our soon to be landfall. A
beautiful moss-covered roof blended so well into the forest
backdrop that if we hadn’t been aimed for that particular
spot we’d have paddled right on by.
It turned out that this grassy landing had been the very
sight of one these “wilderness cabins.” The structure looked
like the old Brew Hut after its run-in with snow creep. Despite listing dangerously and with only two of the original
ÀYH ZLQGRZV VWLOO LQWDFW LW SURYHG KDELWDEOH DQG WKH URRI
seemed to be mossed over well enough to keep the inside
at an acceptable level of moist if not dry. Our only true disappointment was the realization that the stovepipe running
up through the roof was rusted out making the reality of
D ÀUH XQWHQDEOH DQG WKHUH ZDV FRQVLGHUDEOH HYLGHQFH RI
mouse activity.
With a few pine boughs we brushed aside most of the
mouse leavings and laid out a tarp for sleeping. The amount
RIIRRGDQGERR]HZHEURXJKWSURYLGHGIRUDÀUVWPHDO²XQdeniably a feast – and the cooking certainly warmed us
mentally if not bodily.
Slurping back her third helping of stew, Saige decreed
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“I’m glad we found the cabin but I would have been alright
if we’d slept outside too. But you guys looked pretty miserable in the kayaks, but I can handle the rain.” How quickly
we forget.
Drifting off to sleep in our derelict moss castle I was thinking about how miserable it might have been setting up tarps
DQGVXFKIRUDPRUHVHOIVXIÀFLHQWFDPS,UHDOL]HGWKDWLQ
anything less than the consistent rain coming down outside
I would certainly have opted to sleep well away from such
a creepy and wild building, but comfort becomes a relative
term when adventuring. Relative to the amount of discomIRUWRQHPLJKWÀQGWKHPVHOYHVLQJLYHQWKHDYDLODEOHDOWHUnatives. The thought of spending a night in a snow cave
KDVFRPSOHWHO\WHUULÀHGDIHZRIP\EDFNFRXQWU\SDUWQHUV
over the years, but as the temperature dropped and the
day’s climb settled on our bones things start to look a lot
more appealing, perhaps even cozy.
$V,RIWHQUHÁHFWRQWKHVDJHZLVGRPRIP\PRWKHULQDOO
aspects of my life, I have come to realize that good planning will make all the difference in a great many cases. Like
SODQQLQJRXWDPHQX\RXDFWXDOO\HQMR\HDWLQJIRUÀYHGD\V
instead of steeling yourself to the same packets of instant
oatmeal for an entire week. Or tossing a few extra pieces of
kit in the truck so that even if your skiing partner forgot his
sleeping bag you don’t have to quash the whole trip. That
said, there remain times when you simply have to bring
your outlook in line with the situation at hand.
To quote another, perhaps more infamous, saying by
John Steinbeck, but also recited by my mother: “The best
laid plans of mice and men, often go awry.” It’s those cases
that your discomfort can be as much about attitude as it is
about circumstance.
I guess the lesson here always is listen to your mother…

C HAMPANGE A HOY !
M ISADVENTURES

IN

C YCLE T OURING T HROUGH F RANCE

Andrew Silversides
Having been in France for some time, I managed to land
myself a job in Champagne for les Vendanges, or the grape
harvest. It was September so it hadn’t gotten too cold outside and being a mere 300km away I thought that it might
be a good idea to make it into a bike trip to Champagne.
I had three days to complete the trip, which seemed to be
more than enough time when calculating ten-hour days
at 20km/hr. Cycle touring has always been a curiosity of
mine, and seeing numerous people in the club who use it
as a mode of getting around, I decided to give it a shot. Of
course, I wasn’t at all equipped for this type of trip. I had my
big Bora 80L pack full of things I needed for my next two
weeks of work, a heavy, leaky tent that a friend had lent
me, and an old mountain bike with a hard narrow seat. As a
backpacker traveling through France with the least amount
of baggage possible, I didn’t have access to luxuries such
as road tires or panniers for the bike.
I decided to head out of Lyon at around ten in the morning, to start my 100 km journey towards the town of Louhans, through the Drome region. Unfortunately, I underesWLPDWHGWKHGLIÀFXOW\,ZRXOGKDYHHVFDSLQJWKHPHWURSROLV
and spent a good chunk of time just getting to the small
rural roads that would lead me to my destination. After
two hours of riding to the edge of town, constantly getting
turned around by highways full of cars speeding along, I
ÀQDOO\PDQDJHGWRHVFDSHWKHFLW\
It was a beautiful day with not a cloud in the sky or a care
in the world. I was motoring through the French countryside
passing many old farms full of barnyard animals, feeling
SUHWW\JRRGDERXWP\VHOI$IWHUWKHÀUVWWZRKRXUVRIUROOLQJ
along at a good pace, my backpack started to feel a wee
X

ɧ164

X

Land and Water

X

165

bit heavy, so I decided to take a break in the next village
DQGJUDEOXQFKDWDORFDOPDUNHW,HDVLO\IRXQGÀQH)UHQFK
sausage, cheese, and bread, and quickly munched them
while sitting on a park bench. That was when I began to
notice that my bum was no longer comfortable in the sitting
position. It occurred to me that I had underestimated the
pull of gravity on my backpack and the narrowness of the
seat I had been sitting on.
For the next several hours I found new and exciting ways
to shift my position, redistribute my weight, and to not sit on
the seat in general. At one point I gathered as much padding from my pack as I could and tied it onto my seat with
a rope in efforts to bulk up the seat and make it more comfortable. By this time, though, my bottom was in no mood
for the bike seat so it appeared that all of my efforts didn’t
amount to much. I also managed to redistribute the heaviest items from my bag around my bike with spare pieces of
cord, but this unfortunately left me capable of only steering
in a straight line.
Night was approaching and I was still at least 25km from
P\HQGSRLQWIRUWKHGD\,PDQDJHGWRÀQLVKWKHODVWVWUHWFK
of distance, despite the dark and the rain, and set up camp
LQ D IDUPHUҋV ÀHOG QH[W WR WRZQ +DYLQJ QHYHU FDPSHG DOO
alone in a foreign country, my strange surroundings left
me feeling slightly anxious and incapable of drifting off to
sleep. I had various visions of a French farmer chasing after me with a pitchfork in the middle of the night. Another
contributing factor to my insomnia was the fact that I wasn’t
able to lie on my back due to the pain I felt on my rear
end. In the morning I was in pain, and even had trouble
walking, so I decided that taking a train might be the best
ZD\WRÀQLVKP\WULS$IWHUZDLWLQJLQDPLGGOHRIQRZKHUH
town for a good six hours, I boarded the train and was off
to Champagne.
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In summary, these are the things I learned on my attempted mini cycle tour:
1. Never wear a massive fully-loaded hiking pack while
riding a bike.
2. Never use such a narrow seat for long distances.
3. Fatty mountain bike tires take way more effort than
road tires.
4. The more the weight is distributed around the bike the
better.

SAMANTHA BRETT

This trip was a great learning experience but next time
,ZLOOGHÀQLWHO\VHWRXWEHWWHUSUHSDUHG,WHQGWREHRQHRI
those learn-from-your-mistakes types of people, which is
great as long as my mistakes only result in the proverbial
“pain in the ass” as opposed to “type 3 fun”.

There are endless mountain biking opportunities in the Okanagan.

N IGHT R IDE U P AT O KANAGAN
M OUNTAIN P ARK
Samantha Brett
On Wednesday, September 3rd, six adventurous souls
cruised up to Crawford Estates behind Kelowna’s upper
Mission area. Our mountain bikes were tuned and ready for
our weekly Wednesday night ride, which begins at Venture
Gear at 6 pm. We hooked up some lights to our helmets so
WKDWZHFRXOGVHHRQFHLWJRWGDUNÀOOHGRXUK\GUDWLRQV\VWHPVDQGJDYHHDFKRWKHUKLJKÀYHV7KHUHLVDEVROXWHO\
nothing out in those woods, except for other like-minded
folk who want to rip up some single track on their mountain
bikes, or the occasional harmless bush-man who claims to
live up there with his dogs.
We drove from Venture Gear, a local backcountry and
mountain bike shop, up to the main parking lot at the Myra-Bellevue Provincial Park, which is otherwise known as
“Crawford” in the outdoors community. We arrived around
6:15 pm, and piled out of the vehicles, got our bikes in order, and were off into the Ponderosa pine forest, heading
up towards the outskirts of the park. Lost Lake is where we
were hoping to end up, however, some of the faster cyclists
JRW DKHDG DQG PLVVHG WKH WXUQ D PLQRU HUURU ZKLFK VWLOO
lead us to an epic ride. The single track is endless up there,
DQGHYHU\WLPH,ULGHDW&UDZIRUG,ÀQGVRPHWKLQJQHZ
7KHÀUVWVHFWLRQRIWKHWUDLOLVDWLJKWVLQJOHWUDFNZHDYLQJ
back and forth between the forest and the hydro line. The
dusty trails have been baking in the Okanagan sunshine
DOOVXPPHUOHDYLQJPHZLWKJULWW\WHHWKDQGDFKDON\ÁDYRU
in my mouth. We kept traversing around the hillside, and
steadily climbing up into the burnt forest, due to the 2003
IRUHVW ÀUHV LQ .HORZQD 9HJHWDWLRQ FKDQJHV GUDVWLFDOO\
throughout the park from small stand of old-growth PonGHURVDSLQH'RXJODVÀU6XEDOSLQHÀU(QJHOPDQ6SUXFH
X
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and Larch trees. This offers some interesting riding terrain
and views, and unique habitats for many different species
of birds, plants, and animals. Wildlife that might be seen is
JUL]]O\EHDUVSRWWHGEDWFRXJDUHONGHHUÀVKHUPRRVH
and the occasional mountain goat on the steep banks of the
Kelowna Land and Orchard Creek. The large, burnt pines
provide nesting habitat for Lewis’s Woodpecker, which is
declining in population, White-throated Swift, Flammulated
Owl, and Western Screech Owl (endangered species).
     %HIRUH 0\UD%HOOHYXH ZDV FODVVLÀHG DV D 3URYLQFLDO
Park in May 2004, it was considered a Protected Area, established in April 2001. The Park was created to represent
the unique features of the North Okanagan Basin and the
North Okanagan Highlands ecosystems. This was accomplished by making sure the park included a full elevational
range from Kelowna’s outskirts to the mountain ridge that
OLHV HDVWZDUG RI WKH SDUN +HUH \RX FDQ ÀQG /LWWOH :KLWH
Mountain, as well as a variety of sub-alpine lakes.
The extensive trails throughout the park have an outstanding amount of historic background, and you can feel
the history seeping through the soil that you tread on. While
mountain biking on the cross-country trails, I focus on my
breathing, keep my eyes to the trail, pump my legs, work
my thighs, and listen to my bike changing gears, sweat dripping off my nose, until eventually I reach the plateau of my
climb. I stop, listen, and look around me, standing over my
bike panting and waiting for friends who are behind. The
“Heartbreak Hill” trail continues in front of us steadily taking
us uphill to the top of “Vapor”, a section of trail not designed
for a hard-tail XC bike. In those brief moments of catching my breath, I can look through the burnt trees straight
WKURXJKWR2NDQDJDQ/DNHZKHUHLWLVDVSDUNOLQJUHÁHFtion of the setting sun. Beams of light push through the
openings in the forest, and spin everything into gold. The
trails take on a warm hue, and shadows begin to cast upon
the valley behind us. I think about what it must have been
OLNH LQ  ZKHQ WKH .HWWOH 9DOOH\ 5DLOZD\ ZDV ÀQLVKHG
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EHLQJFRQVWUXFWHGDQGÀQDOO\LQXVH,ORRNWRZDUGV´7HGG\
Bear Junction”, a large Ponderosa pine covered in teddy
bears used as a landmark throughout the trail system, and I
imagine how strange it would look some ninety-three years
ago, before mountain biking even existed. I actually still
ÀQGLWNLQGRIFUHHS\WRVHHDWUHHFRYHUHGLQVWXIIHGDQLmals that have been nailed or stapled to its surface.
We all reached the junction and continued to climb
XSÀQDOO\UHDFKLQJRXUSLYRWSRLQWZKHUHZHEHJDQWRGHscend into the abyss of twilight, as night was falling and
making the trail hard to see. We were bombing down a section of trail that was full of rocky outcrops, technical rootÀOOHG KROHV DQG ZDVKHG RXW UXWV :LWK D UHOHQWOHVV GHVLUH
for adrenaline, I kept my hands off my breaks and pedaled
HYHU\FKDQFH,JRWWKXVUHVXOWLQJLQDPDMRUÁDWWLUHZKLFK,
À[HGRQWKHWUDLOZKLOHWKHRWKHUVZDLWHG,WZDVGDUNHQRXJK
now for us to turn our helmet-lights on. We all searched
for the battery packs that controlled our lights and without
surprise mine was not working at all. I had checked my
batteries before the ride. The light would turn on for three
seconds, and then switch off. I was light-less. The others
had lights, so I managed to follow them and keep up, howHYHU WKH WUDLO EHFDPH LQFUHDVLQJO\ WHFKQLFDO DQG GLIÀFXOW
and my depth perception failed me numerous times. There
was deadfall across the later section of the 17km loop that
we were riding, so we were steadily on and off our bikes,
which helped keep the group close.
While waiting for the guys in front of me to jump over a
downed tree, I shook my helmet around on my head, and
suddenly my light switched on. I had been saved! My world
was instantly illuminated. The trail became crisp and visible, and my front wheel was screaming at me to press on
as fast as possible. Rocks protruded from the sides of the
trail, and steep, sandy switchbacks became manageable
as gravity pulled me down the slope.
We carried on our descent and could see the twinkling lights of Kelowna in the distance. The city looks far
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more beautiful at night, especially from Crawford, in the
brisk, clean air, with silhouettes of burnt pine standing like
ÁDJ SROHV RQ WKH KLOOVLGH :H ZHUH DOO IXOO\ GHSHQGLQJ RQ
our light systems to carry us safely to the main parking lot
where we had begun this journey three hours ago. This
was the longest Wednesday night ride that I had participated in and the blockbuster of them all, primarily because
I rode half of the night section without any light assistance.
All of my senses were enhanced, and I thanked my mother
for feeding me carrots and not allowing me to sit too close
to the T.V. as a kid.
We reached the bottom, and the energy was buzzing
DPRQJVW WKH VL[PDQ FUHZ ZH ZHUH DOO WKLUVW\ IRU D QLFH
refreshing pitcher of ale that awaited us at Boomers in the
Capital News Centre. We generally head there after the
ride to rave about the evening’s event, laugh and carry
on for an hour or so until our legs cry pain and we all get
VOHHS\7KLVDOVRDOORZVÀUVWWLPHQLJKWULGHUVWRJHWWRNQRZ
each other a little better. Day or night, the Crawford Estates
trail-system in East Kelowna offers outdoor enthusiasts of
all levels some kind of adventure. From a brisk evening
walk with your dog to a multi-hour mountain bike ride and
night with friends, the possibilities are endless and the view
is incredible!

(P ROBABLY NOT THE ) F IRST O FFICIAL
VOC K AYAK T RIP
Ignacio Rozada
Things looked pretty good from the beginning. Cloudy
weather greeted us as the group started to arrive at Deep
Cove. Sophia, the organizer, had lured us in with promises
of sweet paddling in crystal-smooth waters, camping at the
awesome-sounding Granite Falls, all with a super cheap
deal from the kayak rental shop (she used to be an employee there). Aside from Sophia, it seemed that almost
everyone else was a newbie to kayaking, and the outdoors
in general. Aside from our leader, the group consisted of
Kai Chaplin, Lewis Kitchen, Ben Webb, Eleanor Humphrey, Markus Schulz, Hannah Capstick and me, and we
were later joined by el presidente Christian and Line Lund
Veenstra. At the time I thought they had decided to come
along for the sweet ride, after all they had their own kayak,
ZKLFKKDGHQRXJKWUXQNVSDFHWRÀWHYHU\ERG\ VJHDU RUD
month's supply of food, water and alpine gear for two). Now
that I know a little bit more about how the VOC works, I
think that Christian and Line came along also in part to help
Sophia manage (I almost want to say babysit) our troupe of
newbies. All three of them had extensive experience with
capsize rescues.
A bunch of us convened in the bus (Translink buses drop
you right in front of the water), and as soon as we got to
Deep Cove we all went in random directions. We were early, the weather looked pretty good to our untrained eyes,
and Deep Cove is a beautiful place. Following advice from
a friend, I went looking for a cafe where they manufacture
hand-made honey crullers (using Tim Hortons’ notation).
These donuts were like nothing I had tasted before, I probably ate a half dozen for the duration of the trip. They were
one of the highlights of the trip, but don't get me wrong, the
X

ɧ171

X

172 X VARSITY

OUTDOOR CLUB JOURNAL

2008–09

kayak trip was amazing (I'll get to it at some point), it's just
that these are the best donuts in the world. Some people
went for a bite, others for a coffee, and after a couple of
donuts I started walking around looking for a pink house
ZLWK7LEHWDQÁDJVZKHUH9DQFRXYHU VRZQEHDWSRHWZULWHU
lives.
Sophia eventually showed up, and our enthusiasm had
not waned one bit, we just wanted to jump into the kayaks, and fuck it - we didn't even need life jackets or those
funky water sprayers (although they came in handy during the water battles). Sophia was a bit more cautious,
maybe because she saw white-capped waves in the distance, or maybe because of the hysterical school teacher
that had capsized with about twenty children around the
twin islands, and they had had to reach the shore and walk
back in sketchy conditions. The children were obviously not
too happy, but they were managing much better than their
teacher.
The original plan was to leave Deep Cove by around
4pm at the latest and reach the campground in the twin
islands. We would set up tents, have dinner, and wake
early the next morning to hit the water with plenty of time
to reach Granite Falls stopping a couple of times along the
way. We would set camp in Granite Falls in an abandoned
nuclear silo (well, actually a bunker, but it sounded cool),
fool around the next morning, maybe practice some rolling,
and head back sometime Sunday afternoon. The weather
did not cooperate. The school teacher's group had capsized under 20 knot winds, something not common at all in
Deep Cove, and although we were all keen to go out (the
weather in the shore was quite nice, and nobody except for
Kai understood what knots were), Sophia was boss, and
after conferring with her ex(boss) and the Veenstras, she
decided to rain check the trip. We went back to the donut
place to talk things through. Should we cancel the trip altogether, give it a try some other week (the VOC calendar
was pretty thick with action, so not an easy thing, without
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even considering school work), or show up Saturday morning and make a reduced version of the trip. The donuts
were so good that we decided to come back next morning
to have another donut and maybe go out on kayaks. Some
people decided to bail on account of school work, and I
was seriously considering making a couple of phone calls
WU\LQJ WR ÀQG D SODFH LQ 0DWKHZ &DUURO V KRWVSULQJV WULS
going on that same weekend. Everyone else was trying to
decide if it was a good idea to go back to the UBC area, or
MXVWÀQGVRPHZKHUHFORVHUWRFUDVKDQGWKHQEHDEOHWREH
super early in kayaks. Sophia was the native, and as such,
she made a bunch of suggestions, most of which involved
illegally camping in parks. I thought about knocking on the
beat poet's door, but I somehow thought that he wouldn't
think highly of 10 keeners wanting to camp in his garden. I
actually ran into him that Sunday, and we should have. The
dude was friends with William Burroughs. Sophia somehow
WKRXJKWWKDWKHUSDUHQWVZRXOGÀQGLWDPXVLQJZKHQWKRVH
same 10 keeners showed up at their place, and they didn't
live too far away, so we decided to crash at her folks' place.
   :H KDG WR GHFLGH EHWZHHQ FDPSLQJ LQ WKHLU EDFN\DUG
we were, after all, fully equipped VOCers, or throwing our
sleeping bags in the very dry, warm, and tempting living
room. We made the compromise of setting up a tarp and
having dinner in proper camping stoves, in the rain (wow),
and after that moving into the kitchen for dessert (someone made an amazing apple pie) and drinks. Sophia's parents were away playing curling, to the amusement of the
international members of the group, so booze came out,
funny stories were told, Lewis stole some vintage booze,
Kai made us all very jealous with stories about life in the
Bahamas, and we all crashed eventually.
Somewhat early Saturday we made it back to Deep Cove,
the weather was ok-ish, but we were not turning around this
time, even though Christian had a forecast that estimated
winds in the 50 knot range (he then explained that 50 knots
were like really bad). We got our kayaks, split in pairs and
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Ben Webb posing in front of the abandoned cabin.

singles, packed the gear and jumped in the water. As we
OHIWWKHFRYHWKHZDWHUZDVÁDWZLWKDOPRVWQRZLQG$IHZ
seconds later, it started to rain. Sophia claimed that kayaking in the rain was actually nice, and of course nobody
believed her, but it turned out she was right. We made our
way to the twin islands, where we stopped for a quick lunch,
and then continued on the right-hand shoreline of the cove.
We saw a few seals popping out of the water here and
there, as we kayaked to an abandoned hydroelectric plant,
which looked quite spooky actually. Despite the large DO
NOT COME HERE signs, a few of us wanted to stop and
explore. At this point we had decided that we were going to
try and push it, aiming for Granite Falls. We had a decent
pace and were on schedule to make it there before dark,
but we ran into some foul weather as we crossed to the lefthand shoreline, approaching Silver Falls. We had another
pow wow before continuing, as expected the newbies were
DOOIRUKHDGLQJVWUDLJKWLQWRWKHH\HRIWKHVWRUPDIWHUDOO
WKHND\DNVVHHPHGYHU\VWXUG\LQSHUIHFWO\ÁDWZDWHU/LQH
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IGNACIO ROZADA

however, had other ideas, having had to endure a rollover
and subsequent swim to the shore in similar conditions. We
could all see white caps in the not-too-distant distance, and
we would have to cross a wide arm before reaching Granite Falls, so we opted to cancel that part of the trip. Sophia
knew of an abandoned cabin somewhere not too far away,
DQGZHGHFLGHGWRWU\WRÀQGLW:HGLGÀQGLW
   7KH ÀUVW WKLQJ ZH VDZ ZDV D ÁRDWLQJ SODWIRUP ZLWK D
WDEOHDQGEHQFKHVÁRDWLQJPD\EHPHWUHVDZD\IURPWKH
shore. The cabin was just a few metres up the shore, with
D QLFH JUDVV\ ÁDW DUHD RYHUORRNLQJ WKH ZDWHU :H FDUULHG
the kayaks out of the water and high enough so that nothing could mess with our transport, not even if Greenland
ZHUHWRFRPSOHWHO\PHOWRYHUQLJKW7KHJUDVV\ÁDWDUHDZDV
deemed too exposed to the expected storm, so we pitched
a few tents behind the cabin, and some people went to
investigate the cabin. It was a bit dilapidated, but we still
managed to put it to good use cooking a nice dinner. ImmeGLDWHO\ DIWHUZDUGV &KULVWLDQ ZKLSSHG RXW KLV ÁXRUHVFHQW
orange ukulele. Sophia had a harmonica, we had a couple
of VOC song books, and it all turned out pretty well. Someone tried to engage interest in a reverse strip poker on the

Everybody lining as we return to Deep Cove, under perfect
weather and water conditions.
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ÁRDWLQJ WDEOH EXW QRWKLQJ FDPH RI LW7KH UDLQ GLGQҋW VWRS
DQGVRPHSHRSOHGHFLGHGWRVOHHSLQWKHXSSHUÁRRURIWKH
cabin. I was actually already on my sleeping bag with them
when I felt guilty just leaving my sweet tent all on her own,
so I went back to my tent and had a great sleep. Although
people in Deep Cove told us on our way back that it had
been the windiest they could ever recall, we didn’t seem to
have noticed it, at least not the dreaded 50 knots.
Sunday morning was a bit chilly, and after packing camp
we decided to kayak back. Everybody had a decent sleep,
and the bear-proof containers of the Veenstras didn't have
to survive any attacks (it seems that it's not a great idea to
OHDYH\RXUIRRGLQ\RXUND\DNRQO\WRÀQGLWULSSHGDSDUWWKH
next morning by a hungry bear). After a quick breakfast, we
jumped in the water, stopping to take a few pictures along
the way. We again stopped for a quick bite in the Twin Islands, and decided to call it a day, as the weather started to
become ugly. We made it to the Cove before noon, with the
ÀUVWGURSVRIUDLQDQGDVZHHPSWLHGZDVKHGDQGSXOOHG
out the kayaks, quite a heavy rain started falling. Everybody made it back in one piece, we ended paying around
$35 each, which is normally about two hours of kayak rental. The cold and the rain called for one last honey-soaked
donut, before I hopped on a bus heading home.
It was a very nice trip that hopefully turns into a tradition
in future years (I really want to sleep in that bunker), especially as people start to realize the potential kayaks have
as means of transportation in fully or partially self-propelled
trips.

H OW

NOT TO

P EE

IN A

K AYAK

Line Lund Veenstra

Last spring Christian Veenstra, Steve Mullen, Madeleine
Martin-Preney and I went on a month-long kayak accessed
ski tour to the Whitemantle Range (see “Whitemantle on
6NLV E\ .D\DNµ SJ  7KH ÀUVW SDUW RI WKH WULS ZDV D
ÀYHGD\ ND\DN XS %XWH ,QOHW DQG LW LV KHUH WKDW P\ VWRU\
takes place. I was very worried about this part of the trip,
as I had never kayaked for more than four hours at a time,
and the kayak guides I had been reading where not exactly
positive towards the idea of kayaking Bute Inlet:
If you hear a roar up the mountains, you have four
hours to get out of the inlet. The winds are
strong that you cannot cross the mouth of Bute

GXULQJDQRXWÁRZ%XWHZLQGVDUHYHU\YLFLRXV<RX
need to respect them.
Owen Lang, The Wind Came All Ways
Not only did we have to deal with extreme winds, waves,
and a minimal number of 'beaches', but we also had an
enormous amount of weight and stuff on the deck. Little did
I know that my biggest problem was of a totally different
character: how does one pee in a kayak? Christian had assured me that it would be no problem as long as I was well
equipped with a pee bottle and a pee funnel (this applies
to the ladies, guys already have one build in). However,
I would like to warn you that if you are wearing dry pants
this is not true and things can easily become very ugly.
After spending ten days in a kayak, I still didn't master the
peeing-in-a-kayak-while-wearing-drypants skills, so I will
not try to teach them to you. I just hope that you can learn
from my experience so you don't have to experience what
I went through.
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Techniques that do not work:
1. The take-your-pants-of-before-you-pee method
This was my initial attempt and in principle it works since
the pee ends up in the right location (the ocean) without
too much spillage. It is a very time consuming and unstable
method, however, because drypants are hard to take off
and your bum needs to be lifted quite high to get the bottle
underneath the pants.
2. The store-your-pee-bottle-in-your-pants method
This method require a little more planning in advance
as the pee bottle needs to get into the pants before you
begin to kayak. It can also be a little bit unpleasant if the
bottle isn't positioned in the right way from the beginning.
This method has one advantage: peeing can take less than
ÀYHPLQXWHVZKLFKLVDSSUHFLDWHGE\\RXUSDUWQHU7KHELJ
disadvantage is the fact that the success rate is about 1 out
of 3 and the consequences of failure are quite severe. The
good thing about drypants is that they keep the water out.

Figure one: The bad things that can happen when you
pee in a kayak
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The bad thing is that they keep the pee in (see Figure One).
Not only do you get the pleasure of sitting in your own pee
for an entire day, you also get the nice feeling of stale cold
pee running down your legs when you stand up to get out
RIWKHND\DN7RÀQLVKWKHH[SHULHQFH\RXPXVWHPSW\\RXU
pants by pulling out the ankle gasket.
3. The store-your-pee-bottle-in-your-pants-with-pee-hole
method

LINE LUND VEENSTRA

The people in the party wearing wetsuits cut a hole
in their farmer johns for easy access (see Figure Two), but
this is not an option when wearing drypants as it defeats the
´GU\µDVSHFW,GLGÀJXUHRXWKRZHYHUWKDWDFFHVVFRXOGEH
improved by cutting a hole in the long johns, worn underneath the drypants. Sadly, this only improved the success
rate slightly to about 1.2 out of 3 and now my long johns

Figure two: Christian Veenstra cutting a hole in his
farmer johns.
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have a hole in them.
Even though I didn’t master peeing in a kayak while
wearing drypants, I can still provide a few words of wisdom. First of all, wear a wetsuit instead of drypants, as
this makes access easy and spillage much less ugly. Second, choose the right pee funnel. I had the Whiz Freedom
Urination Aid (Figure Three - left), which is made of soft
rubber. Initially the soft rubber seemed like a good idea,
but it created a terrible seal against my body resulting in
more pee in the pants than in the bottle. Madeleine had the
Sani-Fem Freshette Urination Aid (Figure 3 - right), which
KDVDKDUGSODVWLFFXSDQGDÁH[LEOHKRVH:LWKWKHZHWVXLW
and the Freshette, Madeleine had a much higher success
rate than me, although still not perfect. With this advice I
wish all VOC women more luck than I had with their peeing
endeavors.

Figure Three: The Whiz Freedom vs. The Sani-Fem Freshette.

M UD , C HOCOLATE AND E THICAL
H EDONISM
Matthew Carroll and Elissa Smith
There is a common misconception within the outdoors
community that there is a time, between summer climbing
season and winter ski season, when the rain closes in, and
there is nothing to do but plan next year's spring traverse
and procrastinate on the VOC message board. This legend
of "the off season" persists, but since time immemorial a
hardy band of adventurers have braved the elements to
search out hidden pools of geothermal delight, and soak in
the splendour of natural hot springs at a time when it's too
wet to climb, too crap to ski, but just perfect for relaxation.
,WZDVLQWKHVSLULWRIWKLVÀQHWUDGLWLRQWKDWZHRJDQLVHG
WKH92& VÀUVW,QWURWR%DFNFRXQWU\+RWVSULQJVWULSRQHZHW
weekend in early October 2008, to the Pebble Creek hotsprings just off the upper Lillooet FSR. The Pebble Creek
hotsprings sit on the banks of the roaring Lillooet River, just
south of Keyhole Falls. Here, a natural geothermal spring
seeps out of the the rock and into three pools carefully
crafted in the river bank by hand with stones, and just big
HQRXJKWRÀWIRXUSHRSOHHDFK RUPD\EHÀYHRUVL[ $UXGLPHQWDU\VHULHVRIWDSVOHWV\RXFRQWUROWKHÁRZRIWKHSLSLQJ
hot spring water into the pools, keeping the temperature
just right, and a few minutes hike up from the river there is
a rough camping area complete with table and food cache.
Together with eleven other VOCers eager to get naked together out in the wild, we set of with two simple objectives:
ÀQGKRWVSULQJVUHOD[7KHZHDWKHUZDVSHUIHFWZHOOSHUfect for hotsprings: overcast, cool, low ceiling, misty, rain at
times heavy. After considerable faff and departure delays,
we made it to the trailhead mid-morning for the short hike
down to the camping area. Mindful of the impending showers we put up our tents and a city of tarps, had lunch, then
headed down to the hot springs for soak number one.
X
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MATTHEW CARROLL

Soaks numbers two and three merged into each other,
interspersed with mud wallowing and body art, and the
rain started in ernest, making the hotsprings really the only

Eliza Boyce, Ran Zhang, Dan Eagen and Elissa Smith dig in to
hotspring-melted chocolate fondue.

place worth being for most of the afternoon. Eventually in
a full state of lobster, we made our way back up to camp
IRUDSRWOXFNGLQQHU:LOOPDGHDQDPD]LQJÀUHDQGURDVWHG
weiners, and after dinner most of us headed back down for
an after dark soak, and hotspring-heated chocolate fondue.
&KRSSHGEDQDQDVDSSOHVVWUDZEHUULHVDQGÀQJHUVZHUH
dipped into the bowl of molten chocolate goodness by naNHGSUXQLÀHG92&HUVOLWE\DUHGKHDGODPSZLWKWKHURDUing river passing by and the rain splashing down. ShameOHVV (YHQWXDOO\ SHRSOH GULIWHG EDFN XS WR FDPS RWKHUV
were left behind to soak together into the night...
We woke for an early hotsprings start, at about 9:30am.
The weather had cleared a little, and through the clouds
we could now see that - fun as it is - hotsprings season
would not last forever. Soon it would be time to ski. Not yet
WKRXJK:HVWLOOKDGIRQGXHWRÀQLVKDIWHUDOOVREDFNWRWKH
hotsprings for a pre-departure soak, and more body art...
this time in chocolate.

MICHAEL FULLER

T RAVELS A BROAD

Along the Karakoram Highway to Pakistan there are many stunning peaks breaking 7, 000 metres. Xinjiang province, China.
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Maya Goldstein and Gili Rosenberg on the summit of Fansipan
Mountain (3143m), Vietnam

Songs of the Mountains. This photo was taken on the Tanzanian/
Rwandan border. We were stuck for the night on the Tanzanian side
as the sun set. After dark no one drives into Tanzania without an
armed guard due to road bandits. My travel partner wanted some
peace and quiet so he decided to play the guitar at the top of a hill.
However, his white skin and strange instrument attracted a mass of
children who came to sing and dance with us.
Photo Contest Winner, Miscalleanous.
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Elies in the riverbed behind our tents. Ugab River Valley, Namibia.
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V IETNAM

Maya Goldstein

The beginning of our journey in Vietnam was not the
best. Gili Rosenberg and I left Phonsavan in Laos early in
the morning and intended to catch a bus to Vinh in Vietnam.
Even though we had found out a day before about the bus,
ZKHQZHJRWWRWKHVWDWLRQWKHUHZDVQREXV:HKDGWRÀQG
our way to the border, which involved catching rides with
many different vehicles. At the border they were really slow
and insisted that we empty out our backpacks completely.
Then we continued the journey, now in Vietnam. The road
was really bad - unpaved and on the edge of a valley. It was
foggy outside so we couldn't see anything and the driver
had already drunk a few beers - Welcome to Vietnam!
From the fog in the middle of nowhere we saw a bus
waiting - "Vinh" - the sign said, exactly where we wanted
to go, how convenient. They wrote the price on a piece of
paper, 10 USD for a short ride – an exorbitant price. We
didn't agree and we made our driver take us to the closest
town. Of course this bus passed us on the way, and what
a surprise: it was waiting for us where we got off, at some
guesthouse. Now the price was $8, still way too expensive.
The older Dutch couple who were with us decided to pay
up, but we decided to try our luck elsewhere. We were told
that this was the last bus to Vinh, but that was a lie. We
found a different bus with no problem, but negotiating the
price was not much easier. In the end we got on the bus,
paid close attention to what the locals paid and didn't agree
to pay till the end of the ride. It made the conductor really
angry and he almost threw us out in the middle of nowhere.
The people on the bus were really mean and kept on laughing at us, and the bus was crowded as hell. We arrived at
Vinh at 2:00 am after a long day that had started at 5:30 in
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the morning in Laos.
The next day was not much better. We spent most of it on
the road and passed the night in a very weird motel inside
a bus station. However, I would like to think of the sunny
Sunday morning when we got to Hoi An as the real start of
our journey in Vietnam.
Every second store in Hoi An is a tailor, and if not, it is a
shoe maker. We took the opportunity to have some clothes
made, which was a lot of fun but also quite tiring. One day
we took two Vietnamese cooking classes, just to break all
the shopping. The market was the place where we spent
most of our time. The fruit was amazing, and fruit shakes
were everywhere. The weird green avocado shake that I
tried just to see what it tasted like was amazing, and it was
GHÀQLWHO\P\IDYRULWHGULQNLQ 1DP
From Hoi An we traveled farther south to a great city
called Nha Trang, where we took the opportunity to learn
scuba diving. We did a three-day diving course, which was
excellent, but the day after the course was the best since
we did two fun dives, which were indeed a lot of fun. We
saw some amazing creatures underwater and it was like
discovering a new world.
In the afternoons we went, like the locals, to the promHQDGHWRÁ\DNLWH,QWKHEHJLQQLQJZHKDGVRPHSUREOHPV
with our kite and the locals were very nice and tried to help
us. Once we learned the technique it was quite easy and
fun. But aside from the diving and the kites, Nha Trang was
great also for the food – food stalls were everywhere. Every day after dinner we stopped at about four regular dessert stalls: We started from the banana and coconut syrup
GLVKPRYHGRQWRWKHIUXLWVKDNHVWDQGDQGÀQLVKHGXSZLWK
homemade ice cream and Crème Caramel.
From laid-back Nha Trang we moved on to crazy Hanoi.
7KHWUDIÀFZDVWKHFUD]LHVWSDUWDERXWWKLVFLW\DQGHYHU\
street crossing was a survival mission. Motorcycles are for
sure the most common transportation in Vietnam and it’s
not rare to see a whole family on one motorcycle. No hel-
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mets of course. One morning we were standing in line with
many locals and some tourists to see the body of Ho Chi
Minh, Vietnam's beloved leader. When we walked into the
Mausoleum we had to be really quiet and respectful. One of
the guides noticed that Gili's hands were in his pockets and
scolded him. It is well known that you can't be respectful
with your hands in your pockets...
From crazy Hanoi we took a sharp turn to a quiet area in
the north of Vietnam. We spent a few days in the village of
Bac Ha. Everything was green and hilly around us and the
people were really friendly. One day, while we were wandering the streets, a nice couple invited us into their home.
It turned out that they were both teachers and we made
some small talk - they mainly wanted to practice their English. They also had a karaoke machine in their home and
they sang a few songs for us. We discovered that karaoke
is very popular in Vietnam. When we hiked outside Bac Ha
we were asked into a family’s home again. This time the
hosts didn’t speak a word of English, but communicating
with no words is always amusing. Their house was made
of mud and they had practically nothing in their home. Still
they wanted to offer us something so they gave us some
very weak tea and a very strong alcoholic drink.
The Bac Ha Sunday market is a real event and people
from all the villages around come to sell and buy. The people there are really traditional and almost all the women
wear the traditional clothes, which are very colorful. In the
live animal section of the market chickens, pigs, rats and
dogs were on sale and they all screamed and whined. I
kept on thinking that these dogs were going to be somebody's dinner soon. We were also warned not to order a
“village deer” in a restaurant because apparently it means
a dog.
From the green hills of Bac Ha we moved to the green
hills of Sapa, a bigger village with more tourists. From our
room we had a great view of the mountains and we kept on
seeing Fansipan, the highest mountain in Vietnam, peep-
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ing from behind the clouds, and decided we wanted to get
WRWKHWRSRILW:HWULHGWRÀQGRXWLIWKHUHLVDQ\ZD\ZH
could climb it by ourselves but we kept on getting one answer - you have to have a guide. We needed to think about
that because usually we don't like to do stuff with a guide.
So a day after arriving in Sapa we did an excellent bicycle
WULS 7KH ÀUVW VHFWLRQ ZDV GRZQKLOO DQG WKH ULFH WHUUDFHV
were beautiful. We kept on riding until we decided it was
time to start heading back. That same downhill was now a
YHU\VWHHSXSKLOONPEHIRUHWKHHQG,JRWDÁDWWLUH:H
KDGQRWRROVVR*LOLWULHGWRÀ[LWZLWKDEDQGDLGDQGWKDW
of course drew a lot of attention. A group of Black H'mong
from the nearest village surrounded him, all wearing the
traditional black dresses with colorful embroidery, and
headbands or black hats. One more village made us their
joke for the next ten years... The band-aid, of course, didn't
last long and I ended up hitchhiking a ride back to Sapa in
a jeep with two Japanese and a guide, and Gili rode those
last 5km.
The next day we started our three-day hike to FansiSDQPRXQWDLQ7KHÀUVWDQGWKLUGGD\VZHUHTXLWHHDV\EXW
the second day was tough. The path was really steep and
in some places there were ropes to help, but most of the
time they didn't help, just the opposite. We arrived at the
summit just before noon and it was very windy. When the
clouds moved away we could see great views. It was worth
it. We were at the highest point in Vietnam - 3143 metres.
,WZDVDJUHDWZD\WRÀQLVKRXUWKUHHZHHNVLQWKLVEHDXWLIXO
country.
Downs and ups is a good way to summarize our time
in Vietnam. Starting from the downs, with our awful border
experience and the ongoing attempts at cheating us out of
our money. Then things got better with the diving course,
the great food, the friendly people and the amazing scenHU\:HÀQLVKHGRQWKHXSVLGHDWWKHYHU\WRSRI9LHWQDP
- Fansipan Mountain, and from there moved on to China.

A W ORLD IN O NE C OUNTRY
B ACKPACKING IN C HINA
Michael Fuller
I graduated last May, with a job lined up in Australia for
September. China had long fascinated me not only because of its impact on the modern global economy, but
also because of its long history and ancient traditions. I
desired a less solitary travel experience than the previous
year (see my “Mining in Zambia” and “Solo in Eastern Africa” in VOCJ 50) and managed to hook a few friends (including VOCers Oker Chen, Bronwyn Jarvis, and Jordan
Tam) into coming along at least for part of the experience.
These ideas, observations, and anecdotes have been
taken from the regular journal entries I was making for
friends and family. I also was photo-documenting the trip
on my website. For all the original blog entries and photographs visit http://phweblog.blogspot.com/ and www.michaelfuller.ca respectively.
June 6, 2008 — Hong Kong
After two acceptable days of weather here in Hong Kong,
Alex and I have had two days of non-stop tropical downpours, which, while not preventing us from exploring the
city, have turned my feet into pinkish prunes. I've never
heard thunder roar for so long before.
$V\RXPD\VXVSHFWWKHWUDIÀFLQ+.RSHUDWHVOLNHWKDW
in Britain or East Africa, where I was travelling last summer
(see VOCJ 50th edition): Drive on the left. And naturally,
you would expect that when walking down a sidewalk the
same rule would hold (as it did in East Africa). Not true! I
ÀQGWKLVYHU\VWUDQJHDQGVOLJKWO\IUXVWUDWLQJ(YHQWKHHVcalators are left-biased, so why not the pedestrians?
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June 12, 2008 — Longji Rice Terraces
, YHEHHQLQ&KLQDIRUÀYHGD\VQRZDQGKDYHKDGVRPH
SUHWW\ DZHVRPH H[SHULHQFHV DOUHDG\ 0\ ÀUVW RWKHUZRUOGly experience occurred when Alex and I were riding on a
sleeper night bus from Shenzhen (Hong Kong's mainland
FRXQWHUSDUW  RQ RXU ÀUVW QLJKW LQ &KLQD SURSHU 7KH KLJKway was elevated slightly and I peered out into heavily industrialized city, which seemed to disappear into a haze
RIGDUNQHVV/DUJHHOHFWURQLFVLJQVDQGELOOERDUGVÁDVKHG
foreign symbols and corporate logos onto the dark dystopian cityscape, and as we rocketed along a freshly made
highway, the bus emitted a very alien buzzing noise like
something out of 2001: A Space Odyssey. It was completely surreal.
Traveling with Oker and Alex has been a blast, but Oker
in particular has provided a stream of hilarity. Being a
Chinese Canadian who can speak decent Mandarin, he
is enigmatic to the Chinese here. He knows it, and takes
every opportunity to confuse locals for pure entertainment
value. He dresses in somewhat ragged clothing and wears
a peasant’s hat. This effectively leads the locals to believe
that Oker is a poor farmer from the countryside, a persona
he gives further credence to when he demonstrates his illiteracy in Mandarin by asking locals to read signs or menus
to him. The belief that he is a poor peasant continues until
they notice that he is carrying a $3000 camera, and speaks
English, which results in some pretty incredulous reactions.
Oker will also alternate between telling people he is our
guide, or that we are his slaves, or that my name is Da
Shan, "Big Mountain," or that he is Japanese (which most
&KLQHVHÀQGKRUULEOH ,W VDQHQGOHVVVRXUFHRIIXQIRUXV
all!
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June 17, 2008 — Zhongdian a.k.a. Shangri-La
During yesterday's dinner in the rice terraces we ordered
some bamboo-shoot chicken, and were told that we'd have
to order another chicken dish to justify killing the chicken.
"Kill the chicken? Really? Can we watch!?"
Of course we could! So we went out back and pulled a
chicken from the cage, which the owner of the restaurant
promptly handed to me to hold awkwardly. Within an hour
the chicken was no more than a pile of meat (beak, feet,
brain, and all), divided among the various dishes on our table. We were invited to stand in the kitchen the whole time,
learning how a chicken’s neck is slit, its blood is drained,
its feathers are loosened with boiling water, and how it’s
gutted. All the while, Oker was right in the action with his
camera, getting splattered with blood during the chopping
stage. We explained that we don't keep chickens in our
yards in Canada, and the woman wondered how we would
ever taste fresh chicken.
June 29, 2008 — Chongqing to Nanjing (straight from
one, and into another of China's three "burning furnaces")
Traveling in this area, we’ve seen the same variety of
cultural differences that we’ve seen before in other parts of
the country. However, we’ve been struck by the strange (to
us, of course) subtleties that we’ve begun to notice, many
while in Lijiang:
Late at night in the cobbled streets of Lijiang’s Old Town,
after the bars were forced closed at 11:30 sharp, many
young people took to the public square for guitar and beer
by candlelight. As I joined them, dozens of the people present, joined by passersby, would often break out into an
emotionally charged chant "Sichuan, Jaio, Sichuan, Jaio,"
which I thought was another Chinese pop song that everyone knew the lyrics to. The truth was far more instructive of
&KLQHVHFXOWXUHLWZDVDFWXDOO\DQDWLRQDOLVWLFFKDQWLQVXS-
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port of Sichuan province after the recent earthquake disaster, a chant that people all over the country were repeating.
The next morning on the news, broadcast from the only
English channel, CCTV 9 (remarkably apt acronym for a
station that controls most of the nation's TV channels - it
actually stands for China Central TV station), I heard a
news report about the Dalai Lama suppressing religious
freedom. The reporter described the 'hypocrite' Dalai who
dared to speak of freedom when his own brute squad was
being sent around to beat up and burn the houses of Indian
Buddhists who don't consider him their leader and instead
support Dorje Shugden. The news anchor actually scoffed
and shook her head with disgust at the Dalai. Searching
*RRJOH DIWHUWKH*UHDW)LUHZDOORI&KLQDNLQGO\ÀOWHUHGWKH
results for me), I found nothing but anti-Dalai Lama news
and more information to back up this story, but I really wonder what's going on.
Later that morning, as we walked down the street looking
for cheap bubble tea (only forty cents!), we were passed
by a half-dozen marching soldiers wearing full fatigues and
storm-trooper helmets. They were led by a soldier with a
machine gun strapped on his back, just out for a pleasant morning march down the main street of town to remind
people that they're around, and ready, if and when they’re
needed. We often saw large trucks with an open tray at the
back, driving very slowly through the street, the tray full
with a dozen soldiers all intensely scanning the surroundings as they passed. Once, while on a night bus, we were
woken late at a random police checkpoint, where a cop
boarded the bus with a video camera in hand and pointed
it one by one at each passengers face, recording us all "for
our own safety."
Wouldn't all of this make you feel safe and secure?
July 7, 2008 — Shanghai
"It's real, it's real," the woman asserted while waving the
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,3RGDWPH7KHFDSLWDO,ZDVRQO\WKHÀUVWFOXHKLQWLQJ
at the dubious nature of this device.
"We no sell fakes here, only real!"
"Do you think I have a shao nao zi (small brain)?" I asked.
"OK, I be honest, it's fake. But very good quality! You want
buy? 150 yuan for you, best price! No? How about an
IPhone?"
For my last dinner with my soon-to-be-married friends,
who were in China teaching English, we ventured into
some franchise restaurant. While eating a rice casserole
dish, I suddenly realized that I was holding a fork for the
ÀUVWWLPHLQRYHUDPRQWK
Another fond culinary memory is a coffee Alex and I
had together, back in Chongqing (which we visited purely
to see a vast and polluted city… It delivered.) Our $4.50
drink at Also Milo Coffee included a view of downtown, a
YHQXHZLWKKDUGZRRGÁRRUVFKDQGHOLHUVJUDQLWHFRXQWHUV
and live piano music. The coffee also happened to cost as
much as our night's accommodation.
July 19, 2008 — Xi'an
When I woke up, I couldn't feel anything below my waist.
Don't worry! I'm not paralyzed, but I imagined the feeling
I experienced to be similar. I was riding a hard seat train
overnight to Xi'an, and was forced to contort my body into
countless uncomfortable positions in order to rest my head
against something comfortable (like my knee, or a table). It
reminded me of other terrible transportation experiences in
WKHSDVWOLNHWKH ÀVKEXV RUWKH YRPLWIHUU\ IURPP\$IULFD
updates (see VOCJ 50th edition), except that this story is
not quite as entertaining. I spent ten hours on a dirty train
sleeping in ten-minute stretches, and didn't get up once for
fear of losing my awful seat and being forced somewhere
much, much, worse.
Hard-seat is a very interesting mode of train travel. Once
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DOO RI WKH VHDWV VHOO RXW WKH WLFNHWV NHHS ÁRZLQJ 3HRSOH
cram the car beyond the clearly posted capacity, standing
where they can or commandeering enough real estate on
the side of someone else's seat to place a butt-cheek. In
the past when trying to visit friends in their hard-seat car, I
swam through one car packed with people before giving up
and returning to my hard-sleeper car. It was crowded.
In Beijing I was joined by Jordan and saw the necessary
sights nearby. I was struck by a few things, which made the
city my least favourite in China:
 The people were the least friendly, and a few tried to rip
me off (for eight cents, and they failed)
 7KHLUGLDOHFWRI0DQGDULQZDVKRUULEO\GLIÀFXOWWRXQGHUVWDQGWKH\PXPEOHGDQGVDLGDUUUUDORWOLNHSLUDWHV
 Their ability to understand, or patience in attempting to
understand my 'Mandarin' was lacking.
 The city was really sprawling and the sights were more
KLVWRULFDOO\VLJQLÀFDQW WKDQH[FLWLQJ
However, there were some great things too, like the Metro system, which was super cheap (thirty cents) and featured computer animated educational videos about various
2O\PSLFHYHQWV2IFRXUVHWKH*UHDW:DOOZDVEHDXWLIXOZH
hiked it with a young surgeon we met there who was from
Beijing, although originally from Inner Mongolia. I reminded
him that the Wall was built to keep Mongols out of China.
I don't think he got the joke, but I laughed enough for both
of us.
July 27, 2008 — Kashgar
On the train the other day I was reminiscing about what
"Chinese food" had meant to me as a child: oily fried brown
rice, spring rolls, and shrimp or chicken balls covered with
impossibly red syrup. While attempting to explain fortune
cookies to Chinese friends we met on the train, I’d burst
into laughter - they had never heard of such things. I realL]HGWKDWLQRYHUÀIW\GD\VLQ&KLQD,KDG\HWWRVHHDQ\RI
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the aforementioned foods.
After a 24-hour train ride we arrived in Xinjiang. We had
landed on another planet. The people looked and dressed
QRWKLQJ OLNH WKH W\SLFDO +DQ &KLQHVH WKH\ GLGQҋW HDW WKH
same foods, or speak the same languages. We saw ginger-haired children with green eyes, men with long pants
DQGNXÀKDWVDQGZRPHQZLWKGUDZQRQXQLEURZV7KHUH
ZHUHPXWWRQGXPSOLQJVDQGEDJHOVHYHU\ZKHUHVLJQVWKDW
weren't just in four different languages, but in four different
alphabets! We were greeting people in Mandarin, Arabic
and English, all within a span of 10 minutes. The police had
bulletproof vests and automatic weapons (this province
borders eight countries — six of them Middle Eastern)…
and we discovered man-hole covers that were faulty - we'll
never step casually onto another Chinese manhole cover
again after a trap-door nearly swallowed Jordan.
The trip got a whole lot creepier yesterday. Last night at
2am, a heavily accented man opened Jordan's dorm room
and whispered, "Which one of you is the Canadian...?"
The American girl replied with her nationality, but Jordan
smartly kept his mouth shut and pretended to sleep. The
man quietly slinked off into the dark. I awoke in the next
room to Jordan's story, and we both slept uneasily the rest
of the night. I had a wild nightmare. In the morning, after
, FRQÀUPHG ZLWK -RUGDQ WKDW , ZDVQ W GUHDPLQJ WKH ERVV
stopped us at our door. He demanded we show him Jordan's visa, which we didn't have, because it was in Beijing
being extended! We were then put on the telephone with a
KHDYLO\DFFHQWHGSROLFHRIÀFHUZKRZRXOGRQO\VSHDNDQG
not listen. He yelled for a bit, ignored everything we said,
and then hissed, "You must leave Kashgar, now!" and hung
up.
But no need to worry! We should have things sorted out
soon.
August 5, 2008 — Beijing
The policeman on the phone hissed, "You must leave
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Kashgar, now!" and hung up.
That is where the story left off.
Some background: After 5 days of painful bureaucracy
(an entire story itself) in early July, Jordan got his visa extension granted by the Beijing police. They kept his passSRUW DQG LQ UHWXUQ LVVXHG DQ RIÀFLDO JRYHUQPHQW UHFHLSW
which they assured us we could use as a replacement for
his passport to travel anywhere within China. We did just
this for a few weeks, until we reached the edge of the world
in Kashgar, where, thousands of kilometres from Beijing,
the 'laws' are whatever the police fancy. (The Chinese
proverb states "The mountain is high, and the emperor is
far away”)
So, as he instructed, we left town. Not permanently, but
for two days to visit the beautiful Karakoram Highway and
the Pakistani-border city of Tashkurgan. Of course, this isn't
what he meant when he said get out, but we're too clever
to listen to instructions plainly. (Digression: On the highway
trip we had to cross three military checkpoints. Our tour
operator was big and had plenty of 'guanxi', a.k.a. connections. When the military denied Jordan passage, our driver
SKRQHG WKH FRPPDQGLQJ RIÀFHU GLUHFWO\ ZKR DUULYHG LQ
minutes to order his underlings to let Jordan through. This
was a real eye-opener - to fudge the paperwork we were all
written down as being German!) Upon our return to Kashgar we had to stay one more night, then catch an afternoon
train the following day. Early in the morning the day of our
train departure we went to the tourist police station to ask
for Jordan's visa number, so we could appease the hissLQJDFFHQWHGRIÀFHUZKRZDVFRPSODLQLQJWKUHHGD\VSULRU
This turned out to be a really bad idea.
The woman hardly asked us what we wanted before
snatching Jordan's all-important government receipt and
grabbing the telephone to make six consecutive phone
calls. Minutes later the police arrived and we were arrested
and brought to the real police station forinterrogation. This
was pretty interesting.
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Our lovely policeman, who named himself "Max" with a
ODXJKÁLSÁRSSHGEHWZHHQWHOOLQJXVWKDW D ZHFRPSOHWHO\
misunderstood the Beijing police instructions, and (b) that
WKH%HLMLQJSROLFHZHUH FUD]\ 0D[KDQGZURWHDÀYHSDJH
confession, in Arabic, that Jordan had to sign and thumbprint with ink in thirty places. During the hours I sat in the
RIÀFH 0D[ V SDUWQHU $EGXO ZDV D YHU\ EXV\ RIÀFHU KH
carefully balanced his time between drinking tea, staring
RXWWKHZLQGRZDQGGUXPPLQJKLVÀQJHUVRQKLVGHVN$W
RQHSRLQWDQROGPDQZDQGHUHGLQWRWKHRIÀFHDQGZLWKRXW
a word, handed him the equivalent of $800 cash.
To make a long story short, we were still being questioned with only an hour until our $120 train departed, and
all our bags were still unpacked in our hotel across town.
Within 5 minutes of our departure time, we were still in a
taxi burning towards to station (luckily I know the Mandarin
word for "quickly"). In the end, we did make the train, and
0D[PDGH-RUGDQSD\DQÀQHUDQVRPEULEH ZHJRWQR
receipt). Jordan almost laughed out loud at the piddly sum,
FRQVLGHULQJ WKH IRXU DQQR\LQJ KRXUV LW WRRN WKH RIÀFHU WR
LVVXHWKHÀQH
Ah, but the fun didn't stop there! In our next city, Turpan, the hottest place in China and second lowest place
after the Dead Sea, the hotelier saw Jordan's receipt and
immediately called the police. My heart sank, aiya! And,
ZHKDGQRHYLGHQFHRIWKHÀQHKHMXVWSDLG0HUFLIXOO\WKH
ridiculous heat (forty-four degrees everyday we were there)
meant that the town would shut down in the afternoon, and
VR WKH SROLFH RIÀFH ZDV FORVHG  +X]]DK  :H YHU\ VXVpiciously slinked away from the hotel, and spent the next
two days hiding in the basement of another hotel. Jordan
had checked in as a New Zealander named Tarn (another
story). Every footstep in the hallway made us freeze in fear,
and I contented myself each day by consuming a kilogram
of the most delicious grapes.
To make things even more fun, all the internet bars in
the city were closed to foreigners so we had to use the
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one temperamental machine in the back of the hotel's cafe
WRUHDFKWKHRXWVLGHZRUOG,WULHGWRFKDQJHP\ÁLJKWEXW
soon discovered that the airline’s website was being partially blocked by the Chinese government's Great Firewall.
2QO\ÁLJKWVEHWZHHQRXUSURYLQFHDQG%HLMLQJZHUHDIIHFWHGDOORWKHUÁLJKWFRPELQDWLRQVZHUHRND\7KLVFDSSHGRII
the most exhausting few days of the trip.
One morning soon afterwards, now in the comfort of Beijing, we read some shocking news. It seemed that karma
had caught up with the police in Kashgar in a very seriRXV ZD\ 6L[WHHQ SROLFH RIÀFHUV ZHUH NLOOHG ³ E\ WUXFN
grenades, and swords — outside the same police station
that we were interrogated at last week. It was time to leave
China.
August 9, 2008 — Osaka
I have continued my eastward trend and arrived in Japan
(see “Culture Shock in Japan”, pg 211),KDGVSHQWP\ÀQDO
days in Beijing eating Peking Duck and having engaging
discussions with Oker about the grand country in which we
had both just spent a month together, and then a month
apart.
On one of our last dinners in China, Jordan and I found
a restaurant with the funniest menu we had yet seen. Our
choices, rewritten exactly as shown on the menu, included:


Heat the oil Splash at Similar Stick The Noodles [these
were noodles]
 Like Helmets The Noodles [this was actually Naan bread]
 Northwest sheep face [probably an accurate description.
And our favourite,
 6RXU RGRU KRW DPRUSKRSDOOXV ULYHUL ÀODPHQW >D ERZO RI
noodles]

We laughed until we cried, and the waitress (who spoke
zero english) must have thought we had gone mad.
:HDOVRYLVLWHGWKH2O\PSLFEXLOGLQJVZLWKJUHDWGLIÀFXOty. We couldn't ride the metro to them without tickets, and
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after crossing an intersection passing twenty-three police
RIÀFHUV DQGQRWWKDWPDQ\WRXULVWV ZHIRXQGWKHEXVWKDW
took us nearby the Bird's Nest and Water Cube buildings.
As you've probably all seen from watching the spectacular opening ceremonies last night, the buildings are truly
PDJQLÀFHQW:KDW\RXGLGQ WVHHDUHWKHGLVWDVWHIXOPLOLWDU\
EDUUDFNV FRPSOHWH ZLWK FDPRXÁDJH WUXFNV SRUWDEOH WUDLOers and tall razor wire fencing, which they have dumped in
front of those wonderful buildings.
After nine incredible, life changing, and fascinating weeks,
the Chinese chapter of my travels ended, and I have a few
UHÁHFWLRQV RQ WKH H[SHULHQFH ,W V LPSRUWDQW WR UHPHPEHU
how lucky we are to have these travel opportunities. Most
of the local young people that we met have dreamt since
childhood of visiting the places we've been able to see—
places we had never heard of until we picked up a Lonely
Planet guidebook a few months ago. They want desperately to travel within their own borders before even considering moving away or traveling abroad. These two months
in China have opened my eyes to a complex nation. It has
fascinating and diverse cultures, a vast and staggering natural beauty, and a complex relationship between its ancient
and modern history. It has become possible to view the
country as many Chinese do: China is the world.

Mike eyes some delicious grapes in China’s hottest city, Turpan.

C LIMBING

IN

A USTRALIA ...

OR SOMETHING LIKE IT
Karolina Hanula, closely collaborating
with Paulina Biernacka
Instead of skipping winter, as most sensible people would
have done (see “A Dirt-bagger’s Guide to Mt. Arapiles,
pg. 66), I decided to skip summer last July and head over
to Australia. Somehow, the idea of snorkelling around in
shark-infested waters did not thrill me, so instead of joining
my brother in Cairns, I stumbled my way through Sydney’s
crowds and boarded an overnight train to Melbourne. Much
like fall in Vancouver, the climate was cold, wet and windy
during my stay, but it appealed to my aesthetic as it added
to the gothic feel that characterizes so much of the city’s
architecture.
   , GLGQҋW NQRZ ZKDW WR H[SHFW IRU WKH QH[W WZR ZHHNV ,
was going to stay with a Maori fellow, Trent Barnes, whom
I vaguely knew through my roommate, and wander around
until I found somebody who would climb with me at the
Grampians or Mt. Arapiles. As it turned out, Trent is an avid
climber, who punches plastic at the local gym at least three
times a week. I personally harbour a rather strong disdain
for gyms and the moment I step on those bouncy blue mats,
my blood boils and my palms get sweaty. I prefer peacefully
following Richard So up Deirdre in the middle of the night,
with nothing but the light of a full moon to guide my way.
Needless to say, I was way out of my league.
The hundred-mile drive to Cathedral Range was beautiful, with green hilly pastures framing the road. It promised
to be a gorgeous day, and Trent had persuaded two of his
friends, Leanne Harvey and Matthew Walpole, to join us
in hiking up past the tree line in search for some trad digs.
After half an hour of strenuous approach, we reached a
crossroads – were we to climb the popular sport routes,
X
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or search for the trad “hidden gems” chockstone had alluded to online. We opted for the latter, and started cutting a trail towards some forlorn cliffs. I’m not sure if it
was North, East, South, or West that we were headed, as
ÀQGLQJP\VHOILQWKH6RXWKHUQ+HPLVSKHUHKDGWXUQHGP\
sense of direction upside down. It seemed that nobody had
attempted to climb there for ages, and I’m not even sure if
WKHURXWHVH[LVWLQDQ\JXLGHERRN)HHOLQJSUHWW\FRQÀGHQW
about themselves, the boys picked two promising angles
DQGEHJDQWRVRUWRXWWKHLUUDFNVҊ6NHWFK\ҋGRHVQRWHYHQ
come close to describing the routes they picked. Leanne
was destined to follow Matthew up a wide off-width crack,
and found herself aiding up the route in desperate attempts
to clear the beloved pieces that had been wedged into all
of the bomber hand holds that she now couldn’t use. This
rescue lasted at least two hours, and in the meantime I
attempted to climb what Trent had just conquered. All of
the good holds had broken off during Trent’s lead, and the
face was completely covered in Iguana shit. I found myself sprawled against the rock, looking rather ungraceful,
climbing what Trent estimated was now an 11a. Pride isn’t
usually an issue for me when climbing, but this is because
I usually climb routes I can handle. I vaguely remember being at the top of the route at some point, so it is logical to
deduce that I managed to grunt through it somehow – the
GHWDLOVDUHKDUGO\ÁDWWHULQJKRZHYHUVRSHUKDSVLWLVEHVW
that I have forgotten them.
The week I was going to head to Arapiles, it snowed, and
the Grampians were also hit especially hard. Being to some
extent a fair-weather climber, and not much of a grade
pusher, I accepted the harsh reality of being stuck in Melbourne for half a week more, sifting through my summer
EOSC course in cafés by day, and ravaging the vegetarian
restaurants by night. This didn’t turn out to be too negative an ordeal, however, as Paulina Biernacka, my dearest
friend and former VOC member, just happened to be in the
city. Together we soaked up one colonialist painting after
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another at the museums and galleries downtown.
On my way back to Sydney, the bus broke down and I
spent six extra hours sitting in the aisle next to a middleaged man who would sporadically start weeping and blowLQJ KLV QRVH LQWR KLV VKLUW VOHHYH RU KDQGNHUFKLHI LW ZDV
hard to distinguish which. There was a Catholic youth thing
going on in the streets of Sydney, and thousands of believers swarmed every corner of the city. I marvelled as
the Catholics tried to convert me to their ways, while other
Christians tried to convert Catholics to some form of Protestantism. I rejoined Paulina, and we escaped the hordes
by taking trips to museums, meandering through the city,
and walking from Coogee Beach to Bondi along the vast
expanse of ocean. Martin Pajchel joined us at the beach,
and we bumbled around together in search of decent Thai
food. Sydney struck me as peculiar – an odd mesh of historical buildings with a downtown that seems glazed over
by immense amounts of sterile looking glass. It seemed
OLNHDQDPDOJDPDWLRQRIPDQ\RWKHUFLWLHVDFURVVWKHJOREH
together the Sydney Harbour Bridge and the Opera House
reminded me of Vancouver, the historical buildings took me
back to Europe, and the high-rises were reminiscent of the
States.
While in Sydney, I managed to climb something that
wasn’t covered in lizard guts. I stacked one foot atop anRWKHUDQGPDQDJHGDJRUJHRXVFRQFUHWHÀVWFUDFN²RQWKH
face of the Sydney Opera House. My feat was interrupted
mid-height, however, when a stocky security guard came
rushing towards me, forcing me to abort my climb and run
off hastily.
Itching to feel like something came out of my trip at all,
Paulina, Martin and I decided to go bushwalking in the Blue
Mountains for a few days. We decided to do a tour of the
Jamison Valley, and started our journey at the train station in the small town of Katoomba. Walking to the edge
of town didn’t take long, and soon we were at the tourist
icons of the area - the Three Sisters sandstone formation
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and the Katoomba Falls. We acknowledged the attractions
ZLWK D VOLJKW QRG RI WKH KHDG DQG D ҊKRZGҋ\RX GRҋ DQG
then started our steep descent down the Furber Steps into
a seemingly never-ending valley of Eucalyptus trees and
Blue Mountains that seemed more like foothills (we are accustomed to the sharp, tall silhouettes of the Rockies).
A couple of hours in, we took a slight detour and a bit of
a climb to Ruined Castle, a jutting rocky outcrop. There we
ate lunch under the gaze of resentful and hungry magpies
perched in the nearby branches. From there on to Mount
Solitary it was elevation and plateau, elevation and plateau,
until the sun had nearly set (which, in the Australian winter
LQWKDWDUHDZDVDWDURXQGSP DQGZHÀQDOO\UHDFKHG
the summit. We set up camp, cooked our dinner, enjoyed
the stars from a cliffy mountainside, and then got as comfortable as we could in a two-person tent.
The next morning, our descent down the mountain was
sharp and sketchy to say the least, and we appreciated
an opportunity to perch on the side of the mountain, take
pictures, and rehydrate. At the bottom of the valley we had
lunch on the sunny banks of the Kedumba River. We toyed
with the idea of making our own track along the river until
it met up with a different trail, but then decided against it
and kept to the one we were on. So, we followed along up
to the Kedumba Pass until we were on top of the Kedumba
Walls and once again looking out over the whole Jamison
Valley. Dark clouds rolling in reassured us it was indeed
time to head back to Sydney, and we followed a boring
four-track road back to civilisation. We passed a tiny town,
DQGWKHVXQKDGDOUHDG\VHW\HWZHZHUHVWLOOVHYHQNLORmetres from Wentworth Falls, where we planned to catch a
train that evening. We walked along in the dark for a long
WLPHXVLQJRXUKHDGODPSVDQGÁDVKOLJKWVWRPDUNRXUSUHVence. Thumbs ablazing and hopeful, we were spotted by a
SOHDVDQWPDQ RQHRIWKHÀUVWSHRSOHZHKDGVHHQVLQFHWKH
start of our hike) and his dog, who gave us a lift into town.
Sleepy and glad to let our packs down, we boarded a train
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MARTIN PAJCHEL

and tried not to miss our stops on the way into Sydney.
Throughout my entire trip in Australia, I didn’t see a single
kangaroo, koala bear, or Tasmanian Devil. I had hoped to
see some of these oddities while hiking, but in the end my
wildlife spotting amounted to a few magpies, a wallaby, and
D SRVVXP QDPHG .LPEHUO\ WKDW ELW P\ ÀQJHU ZKHQ , DWtempted to befriend it.

Paulina Biernacka and Karolina Hanula somewhere along the way to Mt. Solitary. Blue Mountains, Australia.

M IDNIGHT V ISITORS
Susie Dain-Owens

I recently spent three months leading a student program
in Namibia, in southwestern Africa. This is a program for
XQLYHUVLW\VWXGHQWVUXQE\WKHQRQSURÀW5RXQG5LYHU&RQservation Studies. The students earn course credit in topics
such as Conservation Biology, Wildlife Policy, and Natural
History. By some magic I landed the job and, along with
my co-leader (Lucy, from South Africa) became responsible for the lives of eight students during the fall of 2008.
We worked on various projects, spending most of our time
RXW LQ WKH ÀHOG JHWWLQJ RXU KDQGV GLUW\ DQG VZHDWLQJ DWURciously in the pressing sun and heat. One highlight was a
two-week long rhino-tracking trip, in the Ugab River valley
of the Kunene Region (in the northwestern part of Namibia). We were assistants to Save the Rhino Trust, a local
non-governmental organization responsible for saving the
black-rhino from extinction in the 1980s. It was here in the
Ugab where I experienced one of the most terrifying nights
of my life.
We camped on the side of a dry sandy riverbed. Most of
1DPLELDҋVULYHUVRQO\ÁRZGXULQJWKHUDLQ\VHDVRQDQGUHmain sandy thoroughfares for the rest of the year. Huge Ana
trees (Faidherbia albida OLQHGWKHULYHUWKHLUWKLFNEUDQFKes hung with pink seedpods creating coveted shade. Our
tents stood amongst the trees, gathered in clusters around
those providing the most shade. Little did we know these
choice tent spots were also prime elephant feeding territory! Ana seedpods littered the sandy ground. These long
curly bean-like capsules shook like rattles for the easily
amused.
Well, it just so happens that these sunset-toned pods
were also a favorite snack for the elephants in the area,
X
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ZKLFKZHOHDUQHGÀUVWKDQG$UHVLGHQWJURXSRIVL[WHHQHOephants had been roaming through the Ugab, tramping up
and down the riverbed highway, leaving monstrous tracks
and enormous piles of barrel shaped dung in their wake.
We saw the elies (local shorthand for “elephants”) a few
WLPHV GXULQJ WKH ÀUVW ZHHN RI UKLQR WUDFNLQJ EXW IURP WKH
perceived safety of the vehicle. These are such amazing
DQLPDOV7KHLUVL]HDORQHLVEDIÁLQJ7KHLUPRYHPHQWVXUSULVHV\RXWKH\DUHJUDFHIXODQGVWHDG\GHVSLWHWKHLUPDPmoth size. Their skin is a wrinkly and dry expanse, and
their trunks are creatures in their own right.
2QHDIWHUQRRQZHUHWXUQHGWRFDPSWRÀQGDJURXSRIVL[teen elephants (twelve females plus four males) feeding on
the trees. They were very relaxed, and didn’t mind our company. As we sat and watched them from our folding camp
chairs, they continued to eat the branches and seedpods of
WKH$QDWUHHV7KHVHFUHDWXUHVNQRZKRZWRZRUNLWDWRQH
point, one male pressed his forehead against the trunk of a
tree, then heaved his weight through his shoulders, causing the tree to sway and shake. Seedpods rained down on
KLPIDVWIRRGRIWKH8JDE:HFRRNHGGLQQHURURXUVHOYHV
RYHU WKH ÀUH DQG ZDWFKHG WKH HOHSKDQWV ZDQGHU IXUWKHU
from our camp as dusk turned to night. Around nine o’clock
we went to bed, anticipating an early rise.
Perhaps I shouldn’t have been surprised when I woke
up in the middle of the night to elephant noises outside my
tent! They were back, and they were very, very close.
Elephant sounds surrounded me as I lay in my tent: great
cracking noises as they pulled branches from trees, and
loud crunching as they chewed the bark. I could hear their
stomachs growling, their breathing – everything – and I felt
like I could practically smell their breath. The elephants
knew we were there, and we had been told that they would
not bother our tents. Bernd, our professional rhino-tracker
guide, has spent most of his life in the African bush, and
knows his shit about elephants. Bernd has been run over
by a rhino and has a scar on his chest from a bullet wound
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GXULQJ D SDVW ZDU KHҋV KDUGFRUH DQG ZH WRRN KLV DGYLFH
like the precious life-saving gold it was. He had told us earlier that if we were in a situation like this, we were to be
quiet and still. We were not to get out of our tents or shine
our lights on the elephants, for fear that this would disturb
them.
The elephants were right in camp, surrounding our sleeping-bag cocooned bodies, and all we could do was lie there
perfectly motionless. This was no problem for me, since I
ZDVSHWULÀHGDVDQDQFLHQWORJZLWK7(5525+RZFDQ
I even describe the fear I felt? I knew the elephants were
all around us, but for fear of making noise and disturbing
them, I could not get up to look at them. Frozen, I could only
see through the top panels of my tent, and because of the
angle, I could not see the elies. I worried that, if bothered,
they could step on one of us in our tents, thereby crushing
anything under their feet. Or hell, what if one of them just
tripped? I shuddered at these thoughts, as my heart beat in
an out-of-control arrhythmia.
All of a sudden, I heard a deep rumble followed quickly by
an ear-splitting trumpeting. The elies trumpeted twice and I
thought my heart was going to bounce right out of my tent
and into the sand. My imagination ran away from me: the
elephants were pissed off, riled up, and all hell would break
lose. I had visions of them stampeding through our tents
as we scrambled for safety in the Landrover, only to have
them crush the metal. That would be an awkward phonecall home to a student’s parent…
Now, I’m no city slicker. I’ve been in the wilds of northern British Columbia and have had grizzly bears and black
bears come through camp before. With elephants, however, it's not like you can just scare them away, and even
having a gun would not do much (God forbid). If something
went wrong, we would have been at their mercy. This was
eye-openingly real, and scary.
The elies calmed down a little bit after the trumpeting, and
hung around for three sleepless hours, munching away. I
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even heard one fart. This was actually funny enough to distract me from my fright during the ten seconds it took for
WKDW HOLHҋV EXWW WR ÁDS DZD\ LWV JDV 7KHQ LW WRRN D SLVV
and it sounded like it had knocked over the water basin.
$IWHUWKHVHVKHQDQLJDQV,VDZDODUJHGDUNÀJXUHORRPLQJ
through the mesh in my tent. I saw its front haunches lower
down, then it’s back hips…and then it was snoring away –
only feet from our tents! Later one of the students told me
this elie had sniffed around her tent – and touched it with
its trunk! The group of them left around four o’clock in the
morning, but I didn't even sleep much after that. Of course
I had to pee the whole night, but didn’t dare get up until I
was sure they were gone (when the sun came up after six
o’clock).
The next morning, I learned that there had been four
males in camp. Two of them had a little tiff and one told
the other to bugger off (hence the trumpeting). A few students who had seen the elies from their mesh tents told me
this. Two guys had the balls to sit up in their tents. Bernd
also told me that sometimes elies trumpet simply as a way
RI FRPPXQLFDWLQJ ZLWK HDFK RWKHU LW GRHVQҋW QHFHVVDULO\
mean the world is going to end.
Elephants are quite smart, gentle, and sensitive creatures. They often let people get close to them in vehicles
or even on foot. But, they are not to be taken lightly. If they
are taken by surprise, or startled in any way, they will not
KHVLWDWHWRÁDWWHQ\RXLQRQHVZRRS,KDYHDOOWKHUHVSHFW
in the world for these animals, and feel extremely lucky to
have had such an intimate experience with them, even if it
was nerve-wrackingly scary! I hope to return to Namibia
in the future, and to spend time in the African wilderness,
which is so different from that here in Canada.
Shameless plug: Check out Round River’s study abroad
programs in northwestern B.C., Ecuador, and Namibia at
www.roundriver.org.

C ULTURE S HOCK

IN

J APAN

Michael Fuller

After a nine-week trip through much of China accompanied by great friends (see “A World in One Country” pg.
191), I had a two-week stopover in Japan before returning
to Canada. I was fortunate to spend half of this time living
ZLWKD-DSDQHVHIULHQGDQGIRUPHUÁDWPDWHDQGKHUIDPily in Kyoto, where I got a taste of what (relatively) normal
Japanese families are like, and how delicious Grandmahomemade sushi is. I was expecting that two weeks in a
developed country would prepare me for return to Canada,
but instead I learned that Japan is nothing like anywhere
else in the world, and certainly not a place to prepare oneself for life back in North America.
These ideas, observations, and anecdotes have been
taken from the regular journal entries I was making for
friends and family. I was also photo-documenting the trip
on my website. For all the original blog entries and photographs visit http://phweblog.blogspot.com/ and www.michaelfuller.ca respectively.
August 9, 2008 — Osaka
So, I'm in Japan, a land where toilets sense your approach and welcomingly open their lids and heat up the
seat. If you're feeling adventurous, you can press a button and experience a refreshing, though tickling, spray of
water which does the wiping for you. At this moment I'm
not writing to you from a toilet, though that would be pretty
cool, but from an internet & manga (comic book) cafe. My
VSDFLRXVSULYDWHFXELFOHKDVDSDGGHGÁRRUEHDQEDJFKDLU
and sheets. I'm staying the night by buying a night package
for $20, and they even have free drinks and a shower. This
X
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is a far cry from the warehouse-sized cafes in China where
a sea of young people hack away at each other's virtual
selves in online video games.
A summary of my culture shock, so far:








When taking the train in Japan, I noticed demarcated
OLQHVRQWKHÁRRUZKHUHSHRSOHFDOPO\TXHXHDQGSDVsengers disembark the trains before the others embark. In China, a wave of embarking passengers push
their way onto trains, as you exit through them like a
salmon swimming upstream.
$IWHUDVSHFWDFXODUÀUHZRUNVGLVSOD\LQ.\RWR,QRWLFHG
all the people carrying their rubbish out of the park
with them. In China, the streets and public places are
also spotless, but not because people are clean. On
the contrary, people throw trash wherever they please,
relying on an army of migrant workers who roam the
public parks and streets cleaning up.
Being much richer, Japanese people are consequently
larger. I have noticed more obesity, and much taller
people here than in China. However, people are also
more active here, running or playing baseball in the
parks, whereas in China people seem to stay slim
through hard work, a healthy diet and very light exerFLVH,Q&KLQDZHRIWHQFDPHDFURVVJURXSVRIÀIW\RU
more people performing Richard Simmons-esque light
aerobics.
I realized what a monoculture China is in terms of
VW\OH PRVW \RXQJ SHRSOH GUHVV YHU\ FRQVHUYDWLYHO\
Businessmen tend to wear formal pants and shoes
with polo shirts. In Japan, style has polarized to the
extremes. Formal suits with jackets are standard business attire even in 35-degree heat. Some young people have outrageous bleached hairdos, heavy makeup,
glasses frames that I would only wear on Halloween,
wild hats, and more. Others dress in traditional kimo-

Travels Abroad

X

213

nos and wooden sandals. The variation is endless.
,WҋVTXLWHGDXQWLQJWRÀQGP\VHOIRQFHDJDLQFRPSOHWHO\
incapable of communication. All of that Mandarin practice
down the toilet! So far, everyone in Kyoto and Hiroshima
has had a basic grasp of English, but this won't be the
FDVHLQWKHFRXQWU\VLGH, PÀQGLQJ-DSDQHVHPXFKKDUGHU
to pick up than Chinese, because everything has at least
triple the syllables to remember. It doesn't help that most
YHUEV DQG PDQ\ QRXQV KDYH SROLWH VXIÀ[HV WKDW PXVW DOways be added, that sentences are constructed subjectobject-verb, and that counting up numbers and counting
up objects uses completely different numbering systems
…*sigh*… I'll just point at the phrasebook or mime my way
around the country.
August 16, 2008 — Hiroshima
Upon landing in Japan I was expecting to be guided by
multi-lingual robot assistants to a maglev bullet train, which
would take me wherever I wanted. This didn't happen - I
obviously had some misconceptions about how advanced
this country was. After another week, however, I've come
to appreciate the prevalence of subtle but nonetheless brilliant designs.
For instance,
Taxis: Drivers can push a button to automatically close the
rear doors.
Fridges: The door can open to the left and to the right.
QR codes: Lots of products feature 2D bar codes (called
QR). If you photograph the barcode with your cameraphone, it will automatically retrieve extra information from
the internet, such as nutritional information of McDonalds
burgers from the wrappers.
Toilets: I've already mentioned the automatic lid opening
DQGZLSLQJEXWHYHQPRUHEULOOLDQWLVWKHWDQNUHÀOOLQJV\V-
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tem: A tap pours water into a basin where you can wash
your hands, before draining down into the tank to be used
IRUWKHQH[WÁXVK6R\RX YHZDVKHG\RXUKDQGVZLWKRXWXVing any extra water and without touching any door handles
or faucets.
The people here are so very polite. It's quite nice of
course, but when an everyday encounter with a cashier
involves an endless stream of polite formalities it must
begin to lose some meaning. There's even a really funny
statement I've heard a few times meaning 'Thanks', which
is "sumimasen arigato gozaimas," or literally "sorry thank
\RX SOXV D SROLWH VXIÀ[ ZRUG DW WKH HQG IRU H[WUD SROLWHness!
More on the social customs of Japan:




With no cars coming from either direction, people will
stand at an intersection endlessly awaiting the 'Walk'
sign. I don't hesitate to jaywalk here, which had been
the norm in China. In fact, more than a few times in
China I triggered mass mob jaywalks where dozens of
people stepped off the curb with me to cross a busy
VWUHHWVWRSSLQJDOOWUDIÀFGHVSLWHRXUFOHDUODFNRIWKH
right of way.
Public sleeping is totally acceptable, and you see people napping all over the place. Sometimes I wake up
KH\ZKHQLQ5RPH« RQWKHLQWHUFLW\WUDLQWRÀQGQR
less than half the passengers dozing. As Afton Halloran
pointed out after living here, people have an amazing
ability to wake up just in time for their stop.

September 7, 2008 — Canada, eh!
On my last day in Japan, I was able to connect with
a knife manufacturer who invited me to stop by the head
RIÀFH RQ P\ ZD\ WR WKH DLUSRUW , ZDQWHG WR SXUFKDVH D
nice chef’s knife and these ones were highly recommended
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although the brand was relatively unknown. With clear instructions from an overseas representative, the secretaries who spoke no English managed to pick me up from
WKH WUDLQ VWDWLRQ DQG EULQJ PH WR WKH RIÀFH$Q REYLRXVO\
important man (Kobayashi, the Executive Director) sat me
down in a leather chair and presented me with the knives.
The secretaries brought delicious tea for us, and after I purchased my knife, Kobayashi sharpened it for me. When I
asked him in rudimentary English if he was a 'big boss', he
responded slowly but clearly, "My father... President."

MICHAEL FULLER

One last shock for the trip came when I returned home.
$IWHUDORQJÁLJKW,ZDVDPRQJP\IULHQGVEDFNLQ9DQFRXver before I’d even left Japan!

Mike inside his capsule at a capsule hotel, Hiroshima.

T RAVEL P ARTNERS
Tiffany Shen

So you’re planning a wicked trip to South America and
you have your Lonely Planet, some maps, a new backpack,
and your newly obtained blank passport. Oh yeah, you’re
ready to rumble! The trip is a day away and you’re all ready
and packed. You decide to call your travel partner, with
whom you have divvied up responsibilities of trip preparaWLRQWRJRRYHUDFKHFNOLVWDQGFRQÀUPPHHWLQJWLPHVIRU
the next morning before heading to the airport. The melody of the Friends theme song jingles through your mind
and you carelessly hum the tune as you dial your friend’s
number. After the fourth ring, a breathless “He…Hello?” answers the phone. You tell your friend that you’re ready and
very excited to leave for the trip tomorrow. You’re feeling
slightly queasy from the yellow fever shot you got the day
EHIRUH <RX DVN LI VKH KDV WKH DGGUHVV RI WKH ÀUVW KRVWHO
you two are staying at when you arrive at three am because
you want to leave a location point with your roommates just
in case anything were to happen. There’s a slight pause
DQGWKHQKHUUHVSRQVH´XK,ÀJXUHGZHҋGMXVWJRZLWKWKH
ÁRZDQGÀJXUHLWRXWZKHQZHJRWWKHUHµ6KHDOVRVNLSSHG
the yellow fever shot because she didn’t want to spend the
PRQH\RQDVKRWVKHҊPLJKWҋQHHG
Ok, so do you: a) freak out, b) agree with her, or c) try to
convince her to get a shot ASAP and then google a hostel
in Lima and plan it out as much as you can right after you
get off the phone with her?
The point here is: travel partners need to match. This can
mean many different things. The two of you might be perfectly synchronized with perfectly matching sneakers and
perfectly matching allergies to pitted fruits, thus perfectly
matched and effective trip partners.
X
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Or, that could mean you guys are so similar that both of
you forget the keys inside the room, both of you think the
other one will bring the soap, and both of you don’t wake
up to alarm clocks so you both miss the ride you NEED to
catch. Thus, you are a gong show on the run.
   2U RQ WKH ÁLS VLGH \RX WZR DUH FRPSOHWH RSSRVLWHV
which means you are a vegan and he could eat all of Texas’
cows if he tried. He wakes up way too early and loudly,
which disturbs the morning sleep that you need to keep you
going the whole day. He’d rather check out the casinos and
clubs in the city and you would rather go on a three-day
overnight skiing trip.
2U\RXFRRNKHFOHDQV\RXGRWKHDFFRXQWLQJKHGRHV
WKHDGPLQLVWUDWLRQKHFDOPV\RXZKHQ\RXIUHDNRXW\RX
DVVXUH KLP ZKHQ KH IHHOV QHUYRXV \RX UHPHPEHU WKH
medical kit, he remembers the camera.
Like ANY relationship, the key is communication. However, I have found a couple of points that should make travelling with another person much easier and more enjoyable:
1)

Are you dependent or independent people?
Generally I have found that matching in this department
is pretty crucial. Let’s say you come to a point in your trip
where you want to go through the blue door and your partner wants to go through the green door. Can you separate agreeably and go to your own party of choice and then
meet up with them later to chat about it? Or, perhaps you
get talked up by a cute guy or girl who invites you on a
gondola ride and dinner. Is it ok to say yes and leave your
partner to his own enjoyment? Talking about this beforehand would prevent some angry feelings of abandonment
or missed opportunities.
2) Do your activities match?
This is much easier to deal with if you are both the independent types. For example, if you are the type that wants
to be able to spend a of couple days venturing about in the
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outdoors, but your partner just can’t pass up the Plato and
Rousseau Philosopher’s festival, then you two had better
be ok with either missing out on some of your own desired
wants, or with spending time apart.
3) Are you traveling cheaply or not?
,I\RXH[SHFWHGWRWUHDW\RXUSDOHWWHWR)UDQFHҋVÀQHSDtés, but your partner was planning on dumpster diving her
ZD\WKURXJKPHDOVRU\RXSODQQHGWRKLWFKKLNH\RXUZD\
around, but your partner expected buses, planes and taxi
ULGHVRUSHUKDSV\RXZHUHSODQQLQJWRFDPSLQWUHHVDQG
stay in hostels and she expected the Hilton. A problem you
say? So I’ve seen a couple of solutions: a) You alternate,
which always leaves one person disgruntled either about
the bill or the crappy beds, b) The less cheap individual
helps pay for the poor bastard, c) perhaps this is not the
right trip partner?
Another alternative that works in most situations, since
most of the time the differences aren’t that great, is listing
priorities. I once went on a trip where we split responsibilities of trip preparations. We’re both pretty cheap, but
I’ll spend money on matters that relate to health and safety. We both knew we were going into the Amazon jungle,
ZKLFKLVRYHUÁRZLQJZLWKGLVHDVHFDUU\LQJKXPRQJRXVELWing bugs. My partner was in charge of the insect repellant,
and it was recommended to bring 100% Deet repellant.
However, it cost a bit more money so she opted for expired
10% repellant that she dug out of her friend’s basement. I
cursed her frugalness and am still cursing the insect bite
scars. Though she was bitten worse than I was, she someKRZÀJXUHVWKDWLWҋVWKHULJKWSULFHWRSD\WRVDYHDFRXSOH
of bucks. Damn generic brand repellent from the 80’s!
4) Talking about money: Go dutch? Split down the middle?
Or is someone the Sugah Daddy/ Mama?
6RWKLVLVNLQGRIUHDOO\LPSRUWDQWÀJXUHWKLVRXWEHIRUHhand. It can get really awkward if during a long trip, one
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person reveals that they expected to split everything half
and half or otherwise can’t afford to cover the trip. This situation comes from a friend, my friend’s friend, let’s call him
Joey and her Maya: Joey bought Maya a plane ticket to
(XURSHWRJRRQDWZRZHHNWULSZLWKKLP6KHÀJXUHGWKDW
it was a nice gesture of him to buy her a ticket to Europe
so she would cover some expenses when they arrived in
Europe. However, with the intention of following masculine
chivalry, Joey insisted and paid for the majority of the trip.
This left her feeling like she owed him a lot, and she possibly led him on romantically as well as lost a lot of deciding
power for the trip. Travelling is kind of like a date sometimes – A LONG date.
5) YumYum
I’m far from a vegetarian and will eat almost anything. For
the most part I’m cheap, but I do like to try different foods
and will spend a couple of bucks to try paella in Spain. This
isn’t a huge issue since most of us have dined with friends
that have different dietary needs than ourselves. You eat
potatoes and carrots, and I will eat my hunk of BBQ meat.
The key here, however, is respecting each other’s choices.
Don’t heckle the veggie that he’ll turn green and don’t guilt
trip the carnivore about how many baby animals die. In
terms of food costs, perhaps alternate restaurant choices
or dine by yourselves. All this becomes more complicated
when you cook together, but you can always just cook two
things separately. It is a bit of a pain, but not if it’s worth it to
someone. Just don’t sneak pine nuts into your nut allergic
partner’s soup - that’s not nice.
6) Bow chicka wow wow
Let’s not forget about – sex. It is kind of a taboo subject
LQ VRPH FXOWXUHV ,I \RXҋUH WUDYHOOLQJ ZLWK \RXU VLJQLÀFDQW
other, then it’s your own choice as to what happens. But if
you’re travelling with a buddy you’re sharing a room with…
WDONDERXWLWOLNH\RXZRXOGZLWK\RXUÀUVW\HDUGRUPPDWH
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Sock on the doorknob? Perhaps the two of you will get
FR]\LWҋVEHHQNQRZQWRKDSSHQ

SCOTT WEBSTER

6RDOOWKDWVDLG,ÀQGWKDWWKHVHDUHMXVWWKHEDVLFV7KHUH
are many other factors that can complicate or ease a situation. Travelling with your best friend, life-partner, or sibling
brings in all kinds of spice and… stuff. Having a travel partner is like having a really close roommate or small marriage. Wait until you hear about climbing partners – now
that’s intimate!

Chris Michalak and Krystil Koethler relax outside the Harrison Hut during VOC Mountaineering Camp.
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SILAS PATTERSON

C LUB L IFE

RAN ZHANG

Mt. Baker space jump! Left to right: Lee Wasilenko, Chris Petrus,
Greta Raymant, Meghan Anderson, Laura Morrison
Photo Contest Winner, Club Activities

Sophia Toft Moulton and Sarah Long are having a blast working
on a snow cave at Winter Longhike.
Photo Contest Runner-Up, Club Activities
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ROLAND BURTON
RAN ZHANG

Just seconds before retreat! Solar Bear Swim Club, Wreck Beach.

Getting logs to pin up the switchbacks on the Phelix Creek Trail.
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Chris Petrus

Why do we climb?
Or hike? Or backpack? Or ski tour? Or whatever?
Why do we do what we do in the VOC?
Here I sit, sweating it out in the subtropical heat of southeast Queensland, duking it out with writer's block over a
VOCJ article. Why?
On many a trip, I've had one of those "What the $@%#
am I doing here??" moments. Sometimes out of joy and
amazement at the natural beauty of British Columbia's outdoor playgrounds. Other times it's out of being scared so
shitless, I have to engage some higher motor control as my
bowels threaten to liquefy. And still others, it's being in the
company of fellow outdoor adventurers, especially in the
winter when we're tucked into a cozy hut singing songs and
drinking spiked hot beverages.
Why?
I think we don't get to spend enough time in the mountains. There is something therapeutic about it. Even when
it's uncomfortable, being out and exposed to the wild side
of nature can be amazingly stimulating. It makes you feel
alive. Being in the mountains is like entering another domain, above the everyday world we spend most of our waking lives in.
Climbing a glacier by headlamp in the wee hours of the
X
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morning is almost an ethereal experience. The tinkling of
metal, the crispness of crampons on ice and snow, the
crispness of the air and the starkness of the celestial skies
against the terrestrial world. The warmth of the sun in the
summer from the skies above, and the radiant warmth of
Squamish granite. The smooth glide of skins as you slide
through a winter wonderland. The silence except for the
sound of your own breathing and heart pumping. This is
feeling alive.
It amazes me that many of our tentative forays into the
mountains are commonly described in terms of fatigue,
fear, occasional injury, sunburn, muscle cramping, bug
bites, and alpine diarrhea. Despite this, there are some
ZKR ÀQG WKLV FKDOOHQJH H[KLODUDWLQJ WKH VHQVH RI H[SHULencing and accomplishing things that few ever will. There is
a difference between living life and merely existing.
I occasionally think that the Golden Age of coastal mountaineering has passed. I read and hear about the "big
names" in yellowed summit registers, guidebooks, trip reports, mountain lore and talking to the odd leathered mountaineer. Then my thoughts wander to my peers, both those
I have shared a trail or tent with, and those I have yet to
meet. These young men and women are accomplishing so
much and I look to the future when the next generation
surpasses us and we are the "old timers" of the mountains.
To me, that is the VOC spirit. And that is why we do what
we do.

L ONGHIKE 2008
Agathe Lemaire

This year's Longhike was a typical VOC success. Up
to twenty VOCers volunteered their time as instructors to
make this event one to remember.
New VOCers were initiated to the VOC trip protocol. PreWULS PHHWLQJ ZLNL RUJDQL]LQJ FDU IDIÀQJ HDUO\ ZDNHXS
Timmy's stop (well we tried, but it seemed to be the place
to be that day) and the faff at the Smoke Bluffs parking lot.
While new techniques were developed and put into practice on the rock, others opted to explore the Anniversary
Glacier on a nice sunny day. Luck was on our side when a
stolen backpack was found, leaving us with the lesson not
to keep valuables in the car.
Everyone that comes to Longhike is there for the love of
the mountains, but truth be told, most await the evening.
:KHUHFRXOG\RXÀQGKXPDQDQGWDEOHERXOGHULQJDWDSDUty? In the main building of Evans Lake Forest Education
Centre. This was the second year the club was supplying
the beer and BYOM (Bring your on mug) was the word of
this year. Besides the beer was the potluck table: a dessert
potluck, I might add. Note to self: take the time to read the
full potluck description. This is why broccoli and cabbage
were beside the tasty chocolate goodies, pies, etc.
A quote from our designated DJ:
We warmed things up with a game of "buck, buck", a saGLVWLFYDULDWLRQRIWKHKXPDQS\UDPLGLQYROYLQJÁ\LQJOHDS
frogs. We didn't get all that high due to the hesitancy of the
ÁLHUVPD\EHURZVDQGSHRSOHWRSV, YHVHHQGLDEHWLF
rich kids with prosthetic legs do better. Very disappointing.
Oh well, at least we can climb the [...] out of a table.
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Oh, and if we are going to keep doing the candy necklace
WKLQJOHWVPDNHDJRGGDPHGFRQFHUWHGHIIRUWWRÀQGRQHV
WKDWZLOOÀWRYHUWKHKHDGRIVRPHWKLQJODUJHUWKDQDEDGJHU
[DJ Arlin]
The night ended at sunrise with dancing to tunes mixed
E\'-2NHU7KHIROORZLQJZDVOLNHDJRRGROGVOHHSRYHU
waking up in a crowded bedroom next to good friends and
FKDWWLQJLQWKHÀUVWDLGURRPZKLOHHDWLQJWKHUHVWRIWKHGHVsert before breakfast. Back on the wall, tabling champions
where easy to spot, chilling on a rock and resting watching
their students making strong progress.

AGATHE LEMAIRE

Did anyone see the cougar?

Left to right: Jaspel Clarke, Roger Woo, Colin Vincent, Bob Lai,
Evan Morris and Greta Raymant.

O N P ARTNERS

AND

S ELF -E STEEM

Seth Adams

As far as I can tell, Nick never has to take a shit.
He only eats once per day, he never gets cold, never gets
blisters, always has his harness on before I have mine out
of my pack, never gets tired, never gets pumped, and never
gets scared. He’s the perfect partner, if low self-esteem is
your thing.
It is my thing. I’m the best partner getter I’ve ever even
heard of – Conrad Anker is at least a competent climber.
Good climbers, I mean really good climbers – veterans of
)LW]UR\DQGWKH,QÀQLWH6SXU²KDYHRIIHUHGWRJRFOLPELQJ
with me, without me even having to ask. If you’re not careful, however, being around unbridled excellence all of the
time can really start to tear you down. The only time I feel
JRRGDERXWP\VHOILVWKDWÁHHWLQJPRPHQWDWWKHHQGRIWKH
day between when someone who asked what route I’ve
just done gives an impressed “whoa” and the moment that
I remember that my partner led the whole thing, and that I
had to pull through on all the cruxes.
Sometime I should try climbing with someone worse than
me. Someone who’ll look at me with humility and barelyVXSSUHVVHGWHUURUÁDVKLQJWKURXJKWKHLUH\HVDQGVD\
“I dunno, dude, I think you better lead this one.”
Of course, then we’d have to bail.
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T WO B IRTHDAY C AKES , S EVEN M INUTES IN
H EAVEN , AND P OSSIBLE U PGRADES TO THE
B RIAN W ADDINGTON H UT
Roland Burton

On 17th-18th January 2009, I joined a ski trip to the Phelix (Brian Waddington) Hut to celebrate Matthew Carroll's birthday. Snow accumulation was extremely low this
year, and this combined with scary avalanche conditions,
a shortage of cars and people who like to drive long distances, kept many people away. But the forecast called for
blue sky. My interest was to see the hut after not being
there for a year, get some exercise, and investigate some
hut details for possible work later in the year. I didn't want
to drive, so we settled on a compromise where I supplied
the Sturdy Trooper and the rest of the carload supplied the
drivers and paid for the gas. Matthew Carroll, Elissa Smith,
Frances Sharpe, and Ben Singleton-Polster were the rest
of the carload, but Evan Morris, Greta Raymant, Bram Van
Straaten and Meghan Anderson arrived in Evan's car, and
broke trail all the way in, just a convenient distance ahead
of our group. We left Vancouver at 6 am and were parked
at the Birkenhead Lake fork at 10 am, as per the plan. We
arrived at the Hut at 3:30 pm and the rest of the crew went
skiing, but I was quite trashed and crawled into my sleeping
bag to stay warm. The others returned from skiing Cabin
Hill around 6 pm, well after dark, quite excited about the
snow quality and unexpected stability.
I won't dwell on the mysteries of the birthday celebration,
as I'm sure you have seen it all before. There was something called “Seven Minutes in Heaven”, involving lots of
hands, moaning, and not much clothing, but we were all
sworn to secrecy. As it wasn't New Years, we didn't have to
X
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stay up late, so after the two cakes were baked, boiled [sic],
and eaten, we turned in.
The next morning the crew headed back to Cabin Hill
because it was deemed avalanche-safe, and nice. Having
decided to not ski for a number of reasons, I set about to
see what could be done to the Hut to make it better. A lot
of rather painful work had been done on the roof during the
past fall, in the hope that this would arrest the mould on the
interior walls. Mould grows slowly, so it was impossible to
tell if the mould growth had been arrested, but it was very
KXPLGLQWKHKXWDIWHUZHÀQDOO\JRWWKHWHPSHUDWXUHDERYH
freezing. Hopefully the Club will continue its attack on the
mould in the coming year. There is abundant information on
the web regarding the treatment of mould, and the importance of keeping the wood dry. I will not go into yet another
attempt to explain why I feel that some method of heating
the building, with some renewable fuel source, and venting
combustion products (and moisture) outside, is important.
:KHQ,ÀQDOO\VWDUWHGGRZQWKHWUDLODWSPWKHRWKHUV
were just coming back from the ski slope. I skied all the
way back to the car with my skins on, but they glided really
well in places and I did get in the occasional turn. The upper part through the trees with the sketchy rain crust and
overall lack of snow wasn't very fun. The last 6.5 km down
the logging road as dusk approached enabled me to practice my cross-country stance. We arrived at the car at 5:30
pm, and if it had taken us 5 minutes longer we would have
needed our headlamps. What with stopping for dinner at
Whistler, we got home around 11 pm, but I wasn't driving
VRWKDWZDVÀQH
The hut’s windows are all single glazed, and the hut is
well-insulated, so the cheapest way to make it warmer
would be to cover the windows with 1/8 inch Plexiglas to
keep the heat in, without interfering with air circulation or
moisture build-up, such as it is. Measurements were taken of the windows, and materials will be priced and plans
made, and maybe this summer we can get a crew in to
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install Plexiglas double windows, if we want to.
In other news, the outhouse (which my kids and I prefabricated in our back yard in 1998) is doing its job. The
WRLOHWVHDWLQVWDOOHGODVW\HDULVWUXO\ÀUVWUDWHDQGDMR\WR
sit upon. One gallon of industrial mistint enamel of a whitish
colour, applied to the interior walls of the outhouse, would
make it perfect. It is likely that the outhouse will need to
be moved, though this is not the time of year to move it, or
even to tell whether it needs to be moved. So that we can
XVHWKHRXWKRXVHLQWKHZLQWHUWKHÁRRULVÀYHIHHWDERYH
the ground.

ELISSA SMITH

“There is always room for one more.”

Matthew Carroll looking out over Mt Gandalf from Cabin Hill

G LACIER S CHOOL
20 th-21 st September 2008
Madeleine Martin-Preney

Early Saturday morning, about thirty-six VOCers were on
their way towards Anniversary Glacier. After the respective
pit stops at Tim Horton’s, we eventually met at the parking
lot by the trailhead into Cerise Creek.
Everyone arrived within 20 minutes of the appointed
meeting time of nine o’clock, except for the presidential
vehicle carrying Christian Veenstra, Line Lund Veenstra,
Karolina Hanula, Martin Pajchel, Matt Osler, and of most
concern, the entire Glacier I supply of mulling wine.
All the other groups were there, getting cold, so they began to hike up to the glacier with Roland Burton, VOC's own
Very Useful Person. Matthew Carroll and I loitered around
the parking lot, hoping that the Veenstramobile would soon
make an appearance. By ten o’clock, we were quite sure
that something drastic had happened, and it was beyond
our control to try and alleviate the situation. So we hurried
up the trail to meet with the rest of the Glacier I participants.
Around noon we arrived at the moraine, where a small
and colourful tent colony had sprung up. Students and instructors were milling about in the slight drizzle that had
begun to fall, talking, laughing and munching on lunches.
There was still no sign of the Veenstras & co., so we began
to gather groups and discuss what to teach that day, when
miraculously, a turquoise clad Christian came striding over
the moraine. Not far behind him were Line, Karolina, Martin
and Matt, who had remembered the wine! The cause of
tardiness was, apparently, a faulty alarm clock.
Now that all the groups were complete, we headed out
into four different areas of the glacier to show those willing to learn such useful things as how to self-arrest, tie
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useful knots, walk with crampons, walk roped up (pesky
business), build snow anchors and discern glacial features.
All the students showed great determination and enthusiasm, despite the precipitation that insisted on falling
throughout the afternoon. Slowly but surely, we all started
to get soaked and some of the brighter people decided to
head back to the camp to start making warm things to eat
and drink, and putting up such miraculous inventions as
tarps.
Eventually, all the groups wrapped up and headed back
down the glacier to join those already enjoying steaming
food and drink. After erecting three more tarps with the help
of various ski poles and handy twine brought by Matthew
Carroll, we had some sort of makeshift shelter to protect
XV IURP WKH UDLQ 6RRQ HYHU\RQH ZDV KDSSLO\ ÀOOLQJ WKHLU
bellies and feeling the warmth return to their extremities. If
they were really lucky, maybe even drying out somewhat.
Once people had settled down a bit, the smell of mulled
wine wafted across the tarp town, and Line was most popular as she doled out her warm drink. Singing started up,
and a few classics were sung, while others enjoyed each
other’s company and conversation. The lure of warm sleeping bags proved to be quite strong at this point, and most
decided to head to bed in order to get going the next day
at eight o’clock.
Sunday we awoke to the sound of…no rain! A quick peek
outside proved that indeed the rain had stopped, however
the clouds and fog were very much a strong presence. We
all crawled out at various times and states of wakefulness,
and while some decided to hike to the outhouse others got
to try out their handy bags given out at Dry School. Slightly
later than scheduled, all the groups were on their way back
to the glacier to review and learn more skills. We experimented with more anchors and pulley systems, and were
shown how to use ice screws as well. Some groups ventured up higher onto the glacier, just below the ice fall, and
were trying out some simulated crevasse rescues – with
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BOB LAI

redundant anchors and back up systems of course.
The rain managed to stay away for the most part, and
despite the nip in the air and the frozen feet, everyone was
still quite cheery and keen to learn, asking great questions
DQGҊZKDWLI«ҋVFHQDULRVIRUWKHLQVWUXFWRUV$WDURXQGWZR
o’clock we were all on our way down the trail after packing
up camp, and once at the cars some took advantage of the
creek to have a quick bath, while others took their time to
enjoy the abundant berries along the trail.
We all made it back to the cars, wondering about what
the Glacier II group had been up to. We re-united for dinQHUDWWKH%UHZ3XEEHIRUHGULYLQJLQWRDYHU\W\SLFDOҊ:HOcome to Vancouver’ rainstorm.

Just another day in the mountains. Scott & Anne
Webster on Madhorse Glacier.

W INTER L ONGHIKE 2009
Chantelle Chan and Roland Burton

Two perspectives on a classic VOC night in the snow.

Part I – Roland Burton
As usual, the weather was a little bit too warm out on the
coast for the VOC’s introductory snow cave weekend at
Red Heather. Snow caves work best when it is really cold.
Winter Longhike performs an important function for the
VOC. For most of our Members, it is as close as they will
ever come to coping with a real live disaster, where they do
not arrive at their cozy destination and have to spend the
night out in the snow under less than ideal circumstances.
But at Winter Longhike, all this is done in a somewhat controlled environment so nobody gets hurt, and we all live to
tell about it. I brought a tent because I heard on the radio
that us old people shouldn't shovel snow or we might die,
and that sounded like a good excuse to not dig.
)RUPHWKHDGYHQWXUHVWDUWHGZLWKÀQGLQJ0DULQH'ULYH
Residence in the dark at 6 am, then running around the resLGHQFHLQWKHUDLQWU\LQJWRÀQGP\SDVVHQJHUV:HIRXQGD
couple of other VOCers looking for their rides, and eventually we found our missing passengers. The drive to Squamish was uneventful, with only a little snow on the road.
After Squamish, things got a little more snowy, though the
road had been ploughed recently. Part way up the Diamond
Head road there were lots of VOC 2WD cars with chains
on, discussing whether the rest of the road was driveable
or not.
Madeleine Martin-Preney had a long list checking off people as they arrived, because it’s easy to lose somebody,
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or even a whole carload if you're not careful. In the Sturdy
Trooper with chains on, we breezed on, a further 2.5 km to
the parking lot, and then drove back to ferry another load
RI SHRSOH DQG SDFNV 2QH RWKHU VWXUG\ YHKLFOH JRW D ÁDW
tire at this point and spent most of the day driving back to
&DQDGLDQ7LUHÀQGLQJWLUHSDWFKHVDLUHWFDQGÀ[LQJWKH
problem. Eventually they got it all sorted out and joined the
rest of us.
After a couple of hours of skinning or snowshoeing, we
arrived at the snow cave venue near the Red Heather shelter, and found that Christian Veenstra had laid out a little
subdivision for us, ready to dig caves. I wandered around
like a building inspector and offered some advice and encouragement for a couple of snow caves. Around dark, one
VQRZFDYHFROODSVHGDVDUHVXOWRILWVWHQDQWVPDNLQJDÁDW
URRILQVWHDGRIDQDUFKHGURRIWU\LQJWRHQODUJHLWIRUÀYH
people, and not piling enough snow onto the roof before
digging commenced. The occupants started another cave,
and dug on into the night. Meanwhile the usual helicopterpad-size snow table had been built by Madeleine MartinPreney and Line Lund Veenstra and soon about fourty VOCers were sitting around it with their headlamps on, making
little twinkles, cooking dinner, and drinking the abundant
mulled wine that had been hauled up. As the crew got
rowdier the singing degenerated, inability to hold a tune
PDQLIHVWHG LWVHOI DV ZHOO DV LQDELOLW\ WR JHW SDVW WKH ÀUVW
verse, both well-known symptoms of alcohol toxicity. Some
people were able to show off their entertainment capabilities, including a pole dancer (unfortunately fully-clothed)
who used an avalanche probe as the pole. This went on
for a long time because if you drink enough you tend not to
notice that you are a little wet, and cold, and it's still snowing. The moon showed diffusely through the cloud cover. I
went to bed before the party got really rowdy.
During the night, one snow cave had its roof slump downward until there was no longer space for three of the inhabitants, so they redistributed themselves into a tarp nearby,
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the picnic shelter nearby, and a tent, but not mine. Again,
smaller caves work better. Three people is a good size, and
it’s worth while to pile snow above your dig, so you know
what's up there. And arch your roof!
Morning happened eventually and as usual there were
Whiskeyjacks picking at the dropped food and spilled wine
and people were having breakfast and talking of skiing, or
else heading down. Our cleanup crew picked up the abandoned or forgotten items, including my pot, which I had
loaned to somebody and then forgotten. I did a small ski
lesson and then we headed down. Teaching skiing doesn't
work very well when you are short of time because you
want to get home before dark, the snow is strange, visibility is marginal, and we are carrying way too much in our
overnight packs.
That was my story. Here are a couple of quotes from others:
Brianne, whose cave slumped around 2 am: I wrapped myVHOILQDWDUS,ZRUHÀYHSDLUVRISDQWV,GLGQ WNQRZLWZDV
SRVVLEOHWRZHDUÀYHSDLUVRISDQWV
Sarah: I was much warmer this year. I changed all my
FORWKHVIRUGU\RQHVRQFH, GÀQLVKHGGLJJLQJ,VOHSWLQWKH
middle of the group, instead of next to the wall.
Anne: We built a sauna in our cave, but it wasn't very warm.
Mostly it was just very wet.
Part II - Chantelle Chan
Whiskey and snow caves, whiskeyandsnowcaves, is what
I repeated to myself during the 5km up to Red Heather.
I had borrowed a pair of snowshoes from a friend and
tried them out in my front yard the night before. I fell over
RQFHDQGKLWP\VHOILQWKHVKLQDFRXSOHRIWLPHVEXWÀJ-
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ured that I'd settle into a striding rhythm of sorts sooner
RUODWHUGXULQJWKHDFWXDOWULS1R$IWHUWKHÀUVWNLORPHWUH
it was quite obvious to those who had stuck around that
when ones legs are as long as the snowshoes, trouble happens. The snowshoes were too wide and my hips too narURZHYHU\WKLQJZDVRIIEDODQFHVNLHUVZHUHJOLGLQJJUDFHfully past and there wasn't any chocolate being fed into my
system via an IV drip.
Lesson learned. When the nice people at MEC tell you
that a pair of kids snowshoes is probably your best bet in
WHUPV RI ZDONLQJ HDVH DQG ÁRWDWLRQ ² IRUN RXW WKH H[WUD
money and be happy when going up the mountain.
The four of us – Kaan Ersahin, Ellie Humphrey, DanLHO (KLQJ &KDQWHOOH &KDQ² ÀQDOO\ JRW XS WR 5HG +HDWKHU
found a suitable spot for building our snow cave (with some
help) and started shovelling snow around. The novelty of
skipping circles to pack down snow for a roof didn't wear off
as quickly as it normally would (thanks whiskey!) Digging
was an interesting experience, and there were a couple of
moments when light and oxygen were severely lacking.
Cooking dinner was another memorable experience. All
my prior camping experience had been during snow-less
seasons. A lot of snow and time is required to boil a pot of
water – noted. The tea was worth it though. Mulled wine is
QRUPDOO\GHOLFLRXVEXWGHÀQLWHO\PRUHVRZKHQ\RX UHFROG
and waiting for the rest of your dinner.
Thank goodness for the warming hut. When I bought my
jacket and pants, I intended to use them for snowboarding and general being outside in the snow, not for rolling
around in a tunnel for an hour digging out a snow cave. To
be fair, the waterproofness of the jacket & pants were just
dandy for the hike up. There seem to be different kinds of
waterproof clothing – waterproof for everybody and waterproofwaterproof that allows you to roll in the snow and stay
dry. Eventually, I'll get myself a set of the latter.
Sleeping in the snow cave was almost scary. The roof
ZDVTXLWHIDUDZD\IURPP\ÀQJHUWLSVZKHQO\LQJGRZQDW
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WKHEHJLQQLQJRIWKHQLJKWDQGZHDOOÀJXUHGWKDWWKHURRI
would come down as people warmed, but it wouldn't come
down much. We were wrong. About three hours into the
night, the roof had dropped a good 5 inches, a huge slab
of snow was 5 inches closer to our faces, 5 inches closer
to suffocation! We concluded that it wasn't enough cause
for worry and went back to sleep. At 7 am, the roof had
dropped another 4 inches, but there was room to wiggle
out and we had shovels in the cave with us, so things were
good. The snow cave was warmer than I had expected –
hoorah!
7KHWUDLOGRZQWRWKHSDUNLQJORWLQWKHPRUQLQJZDVGHÀnitely uneventful and less painful. I wasn't forced to lift my
feet to take huge awkward steps and generally, moving
downhill is faster and easier than climbing up.
VOCers are generally positive, helpful people and really good at pole dancing with avalanche probes! Overall, a
fantastic trip, no regrets, lots of fun.

H OW

NOT TO

F ALL T HROUGH

THE I CE

Meghan Anderson

Perhaps I should start with a disclaimer that my title is
VOLJKWO\ PLVOHDGLQJ EXW , FKRVH LW WR DWWUDFW UHDGHUV , ÀJured it was a sexy title. My source for this article is my
eighty-six year old grandfather who is an Irish Anglophone
in Québec and started his career as a logger in the cold
winters of Québec, moving on to own his own trucking company. My grandfather is the one who always checks the ice
in the winter on our lake in Quebec. He has fallen through
three times.
The last time he fell through he says was the worst. A
few years ago he was out 1.5 miles behind the cottage on
a small lake beaver trapping with his dog Clancy when he
fell through the ice. He broke through an air hole a beaver
was using to get in and out of its dam. My grandfather had
nothing to grab onto so he called Clancy over and grabbed
on while the dog pulled him out. I asked him if he felt as if
he was going to sink to the bottom with all his clothing on
and he said no, his only worry at the time was that he had
nothing to pull himself out with. It was -10°C outside and
he still had the 1.5 mile walk home through the bush to do.
By the time he got home his pants were starting to freeze.
+HPDGHLWKRPHVDIHO\EXWIDFHGORWVRIÁDFNIURPKLVVL[
daughters for having gone out alone and fallen. I asked
him about the other times he fell through the ice and how
he survived. He said one time he was skating and the other
time he can't remember anymore. I thought I would give
you this little biography so you would know the source of
my information.
I decided to write this article because on a trip to Burton/
Sphinx hut in January, people started freaking out when
I suggested we cross Garibaldi Lake to get there. It was
X
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clear to me the people in the club knew very little about how
to check the ice on a lake. I thought my grandfather would
be an interesting character to interview for this article and
ÀQGRXWPRUHDERXWLFHWKLFNQHVVRQODNHV7REDFNXSZKDW
he said, I also interviewed my father and mother.
My grandfather suggests you go out with a "chum" to
check the ice. Clearly my grandfather doesn't heed his
own advice, or maybe he thinks his dog is his chum. He
is extremely stubborn and after living eighty-six years in
Québec and owning a business there he never bothered to
learn a damn word of French. Anyways, you should take a
chum with you and tie yourselves up on a rope. Have one
person in front and one in back, and separate yourselves
by about 25 feet. Now calm down, I know you weight conscious people are exploding right now thinking: fuck, now I
have to bring a rope and harness and maybe some pulleys
next time I go up to Garibaldi lake! I asked if he ever used
DKDUQHVVQRMXVWWLHWKHURSHDURXQG\RXUZDLVWMXVWGRQ W
use a slipknot! Also, if someone were to fall through, I have
never heard of someone using a pulley system to pull him
RXWOLNH\RXZRXOGRQDJODFLHU\RXXVHEUXWHVWUHQJWK<RX
DUHVXSSRVHGWRJHWGRZQÁDWRQ\RXUVWRPDFKWRVSUHDG
the weight on the ice and ensure you yourself don't fall
through and then pull the other person out.
So you and your chum are out on the ice. You want to
check the ice a bit out from shore because ice thickness
will be thin right next to shore. The warmth of the rocks or
mud can prevent the ice from forming near shore so you
don't want to check ice thickness there and it is also a good
idea not to walk right beside the shore. My grandfather
FKHFNVWKHLFHZLWKDQLFHERUHUVLQFHKHLFHÀVKHVLQWKH
ZLQWHU:HOODFWXDOO\KHSRDFKHVWKHUHLVQRLFHÀVKLQJDOlowed on the lake in the winter. He just believes that no one
can see him because he goes around the bend. It's a lake
though, and everyone can see him puttering out on his old
VNLGRRIURPWKH VZLWKKLVGRJWRKLVÀVKLQJKROHV(Yeryone knows when he is checking them because his dog
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sits out in the middle of the lake. An ice borer, or a chisel
might be too heavy to bring on your trip so I suggest bringing something else like an ice screw and/or a very sharp
ice axe. My grandfather says the ice needs to be 3-4 inches
to walk on. My father says you can walk tenderly on ice 1
inch thick and a horse can go on ice 3 inches thick. Just
to clear up this issue, research by the British Army in "the
early days" showed that 2 inches could support two men
VSUHDG  IHHW DSDUW  IRXU LQFKHV D PDQ RQ KRUVHEDFN
HLJKW LQFKHV D KRUVHGUDZQ EDWWHU\ RI DUWLOOHU\ WHQ LQFKHV
DQDUP\DQGÀIWHHQLQFKHVDUDLOZD\OLQH 0XUU\ 
You should check the ice in several spots along the way
since the ice thickness can vary. As the water becomes
deeper, the ice can become thinner. This means for example, if you are going to cross Garibaldi Lake to go to Burton
+XW FKHFN WKH LFH ÀUVW LQ WKH ED\ QHDU %DWWOHVKLS ,VODQGV
and then move out further and continue checking the ice
as you move out onto the lake. Be careful not to go where
there is moving water, such as at the mouth of creeks, or
where there might be murky water that will stay warmer and
will not freeze as fast, for example in a pond or swamp.
There are some things that might scare you as you venture across the lake. Slush can come up over the ice and
this might scare you as you will think the ice is not good.
However, it could be solid underneath. Sometimes slush
will form near an air hole on the lake. Water will rise up
through the air hole and form slush with the bottom layers of
snow lying on the ice. Air holes are usually 8 inches across
according to my father, and there might be more than one
around. You want to stay away from air holes so that you
don't fall through them. When there is no snow on the lake
you can see them: they are the circles of darker ice. If you
HQFRXQWHUVOXVK\RXPLJKWEHDEOHWRJRDURXQGDQGÀQGD
more solid trail elsewhere. Other common fear-makers are
cracks in the ice. These are normal since ice cracks with
changing temperatures and you should not worry if you see
one. Finally, at night you can hear the ice "moaning and
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groaning and we just say that means ice is forming." This
is what my mother says. If you go out onto the ice and you
FDQKHDULWPDNLQJQRLVHVGRQ WZRUU\WKLVLVDOVRQRUPDO
To sum up, bring a friend, a rope, something like an ice
screw or chisel to check the ice, and check the ice in more
than one spot. I suggest only walking out onto ice 2 inches
or more, but you can risk 1 inch if you like. Remember that
the ice thickness varies so if you have 2 inches near shore
it will probably be thinner further out on the lake. Now you
do not have to worry about drowning in lakes in the winter.

AFTON HALLORAN

References:
Murry, W.H. 1981. The Curling Companion. Glasgow, Scotland: Richard Drew Publishing.

“This picture was taken as I was cross-country skiing
alone in Hemsedal, South-Central Norway. It captures
the mood of a lonely winter’s day in Norway.”

W INTER W ATER W ISDOM
Scott Webster, with contributions
from Scott Nelson
So you're in the backcountry in the winter. You want
some water. You had planned on melting snow, but on
arrival at your campsite you found that there was an open
stream nearby! Nice... or is it? Of course if you trust the
quality of the water then clearly you can just drink it and
save yourself a ton of time and fuel. But what if the water
is suspect –"death water," if you will. If you brought a waWHUÀOWHURUFKHPLFDOWUHDWPHQWWKHQ\RXFDQXVHWKDWEXW
otherwise boiling is your only option.
So does it make sense to boil the water? Or are you
better off forgetting it and just melting the snow? Geek out
time! The enthalpy of fusion of water is 334 kJ/kg and the
VSHFLÀFKHDWFDSDFLW\ OLTXLG LVN-NJ.7KLVPHDQVLW
takes 334 kJ to melt 1 kg (that's 1 L too, convenient eh?)
RIÝ&VQRZWRÝ&ZDWHUDQGN-WREULQJNJRIÝ&
ZDWHUWRÝ&7KHUHIRUH\RXDUHEHWWHURIIPHOWLQJVQRZ
to drink rather than boiling death water. This is still true if
WKHVQRZLVFROGHUWKDQÝ&WKHEUHDNHYHQSRLQWLVDERXW
Ý& VSHFLÀFKHDWRIVROLGZDWHULVN-NJ.DQGDVVXPLQJWKHDYDLODEOHGHDWKZDWHULVDWÝ& 
BUT WAIT! We can do better. What if you boil some
death water, but then add snow to it until it is cooled off
again? Let's do the math. Put death water in your pot
DQGKHDWLWWRÝ&7KLVFRVWVN-IRU/1RZDGG
snow until it won't melt anymore. Without losses you could
extract the 420 kJ back out, which would create 1.26 L additional water (420 kJ divided by 334 kJ to melt each litre
of snow). Now you have 2.26 L of water and you used 420
kJ of energy to get it. That's 186 kJ/kg. Much better than
the 334 kJ/kg for plain melting. Sweet.
Bonus points if you add in the effect of elevation on boiling
point!
X

ɧ243

X

T ELE S CHOOL 2009
Karolina Hanula

My very trendy neighbour told me yesterday that telePDUNLVWKHÀ[HGZKHHOELF\FOHRIVNLLQJ,GRQҋWNQRZZKDW
exactly he meant by this statement, but I assume it had
something to do with how “cool” tele has become among
VOC members over the past years.
This year the organization of Tele School fell to me. I
HPSKDVL]HWKHWHUPҊRUJDQL]DWLRQҋEHFDXVHLWVHHPVWKDW
in the past the wiki sign-up has been subsequently followed
by a parking lot clusterfuck, which eventually sorted itself
RXWDIWHUPXFKIDIÀQJ+DYLQJDSHQFKDQWIRUSODQQLQJRXW
all miniscule details in most miniscule activities meticulously, I decided to pull out my thinking cap and cell phone
calculator. Mount Seymour group rates are surprisingly inexpensive, and ultimately saved our group a few hundred
dollars this year. Students paid for their and their instructor’s lift tickets as usual, but arranged to do so beforehand
in the clubroom. Groups were sorted out on the wiki into
Levels One through Five. Students ranged from beginners
who had never skied before, to advanced tele skiers whose
WHFKQLTXH RQO\ QHHGHG VRPH ÀQHWXQLQJ 7KLV \HDUҋV LQstructors were: Craig Alfredson, Christian Veenstra, Devon
Carr, Kjetil Birkeland Moe, Line Lund Veenstra, Melissa
Hogg, Øyvind Reimers, Richard So, and Stephen Mullen.
Saturday morning approached, and everybody met in
the day lodge to pick up their tickets. Everyone seemed
to have taken notice of my desperate pleas for punctuality, as no one was tardy. After a simple roll call, forty-three
happy VOCers strapped on their skis and took over Mount
Seymour.
I must have spent the entire morning thinking I was telemarking, but really just parallel skiing as I would on reguX
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RICHARD SO

ODU GRZQKLOO HTXLSPHQW :KHQ , ÀQDOO\ GLG GHFLGH WR NLFN
my heels up and bend my knees, Devon informed me
WKDW,ORRNHGOLNHDIDHULHVRÁLPV\ZHUHP\JHVWXUHV0\
technique needed improvement - that was certain. Fond
RI VSHHG DQG ODFNLQJ SDWLHQFH , DW ÀUVW IRXQG LW YHU\ GLIÀFXOW WR FRPPLW WR WKH VORZ DQG WHGLRXV PRWLRQV LQYROYHG
with learning tele. Perhaps it was so peculiar because after
eighteen years of alpine experience, I was asking my body
to forget all of that muscle memory in order to learn a completely different technique.
As I waited for the chairlift to smash into my rear again,
I realized that a good way to gauge whether I was “Doing
the Turns Right” (see pg.124) was by the extent to which
my thighs ached at the end of each run. I spent the rest of
the afternoon trying to make my thighs burn as much as
possible. It was not until the last hour or so that it felt like I
was making real progress, and by then I had forgotten all
of the anti-tele propaganda that my (alpine skiing) father
KDGÀOOHGP\KHDGZLWKRYHUWKHSDVWGHFDGH,GLGQҋWZDQW
to stop, so I convinced Scott Webster to do one last run
before we headed back into the city. I daresay, riding my
À[HGJHDUXSWRFDPSXVWKHQH[WPRUQLQJZDVEUXWDO²P\
thighs were killing me.

Roll call in the Day Lodge before hitting the slopes.

C ONFESSIONS

OF A

S POONER

Spooner

While spooning is often considered a sexual act between
a man and a woman, in the VOC the spoon is considered a
common method to survive one of those chilly winter nights
by sharing body heat. Since young attractive female VOCers seem to get cold during the night no matter what kind
of sleeping bags they use, I have been asked to spoon with
a number of them.
   0\ ÀUVW 92& VSRRQLQJ PHPRU\ ZDV ZLWK WKLV 2WWDZD
raised blonde bombshell, Laura Catton. On the annual
VOC Smith Rock trip few years ago, I happened to tent with
KHURQO\KDYLQJPHW/DXUDIRUWKHÀUVWWLPHDERXWIRXUWHHQ
hours earlier. If you have been to Smith Rock in November,
you know it can get rather frigid at night. I am not too sure
why Laura brought a summer sleeping bag for this particular trip. Perhaps she thought that Ontario is the only place
in North America that the temperature ever drops below
zero. This little mistake cost her dearly as it was anything
EXWVXPPHUOLNHWKDWYHU\ÀUVWQLJKW%HLQJDSROLWH&DQDdian, she slowly moved closer to me throughout the night,
trying to suck out as much body heat from me as possible.
This suspicious action was not discussed the next day and
I didn’t really think too much about it. The second night the
temperature dropped even lower and Laura decided to fully
take advantage of my body heat. My innocent mind has
been corrupted ever since…
A year later on the annual VOC Halloween climbing trip to
Skaha, I happened to tent with a lovely young lady by the
name of Sophia Toft Moulton, whom I had only met about
ten hours earlier. Just like Laura, Sophia was not prepared
for the sub-zero temperature. While I slept comfortably in
my -10 MEC Merlin sleeping bag, Sophia was shivering,
X
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unable to fall asleep. Fed up with this bitterly cold business
the following conversation occurred around three o’clock in
the morning:
“Joe (name has been changed) are you cold?”
“No I’m quite warm are you cold?”
“A little bit.”
*About 5 minutes later*
“Joe I’m freezing can we spoon?”
Well, could I really say no at this point?
A few years later, Laura and Sophia happened to go on
the same hiking trip. During the trip they were talking about
people they know in the VOC and my name happened to
come up. Needless to say, they described the two separate
spooning incidents in great detail. They concluded that I
am some sort of evil mastermind that tries to spoon with every young attractive female VOCer. There after they began
referring me as Spooner. I didn’t pay much attention to this
new nickname so I continued with my usual life and went
on as many VOC trips as possible…
To my surprise, both Sophia & Laura have tried to advertise
my body heat to other female VOCers on many occasions.
On the early season ski trip to Brew Hut in November 2008,
Laura publicly told other fellow female VOCers that they
should ask me for my spooning service. All of them must
have thought Laura was losing her mind and completely
ignored her suggestion. After hearing about Laura’s failing
attempt, Sophia sent in a question to Ms. Manners about
proper spooning etiquette (see “Surely you’re Joking, Ms.
Manners”, pg. 255). Laura then submitted this email to Ms.
Manners:
Dear Ms Manners,
As we both know, the key to a successful trip is all in the
planning ahead. Keeping that in mind, here is some ad-
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vice for Shivers. Shivers, to avoid the awkward, "Can we
spoon?" scenario, I do suggest you plan ahead well before
your car group leaves Vancouver. Firstly, you want to sign
up for the car group with Joe in it and then mention to Joe
that you don't have a tent. This should secure you a spot
in Joe's tent. From there, it is easy. Before your toes go
numb, roll close to him, concave your body, and let the heat
WUDQVIHU EHJLQ ZLWK WKH 92& V RIÀFLDO 6SRRQHU 'RQ W IHHO
DZNZDUG<RXDUHQ WWKHÀUVWWRVSRRQZLWKKLPQRUZLOO\RX
be the last. Some would even say, spooning with Joe is a
right of passage for all VOC females. Now, if you are planning on going on some trips that Spooner is not going on,
I do suggest buying a warmer sleeping bag or nesting the
RQHV\RXRZQ
Despite Sophia and Laura’s plans of offering my valuable body heat to other female VOCers, Ms. Manner did
not publish the above email. Maybe Sophia and Laura are
trying so hard to advertise my body heat because I did such
DGDPQÀQHMRENHHSLQJWKHPZDUP2UPD\EHWKH\ҋUHVLPply two of the biggest heat sluts in the VOC who prey on
innocent male VOCers. I think it’s the latter case and therefore it’s my responsibility to warn other male VOCers before more pure minds are forever corrupted. Watch out for
them, boys!

B UILDING

THE

P HELIX C REEK T RAIL

Christian Veenstra

,UHPHPEHUP\ÀUVWWULSWRWKH%ULDQ:DGGLQJWRQ+XW,W
was a New Years trip, so the days were short, but despite
that, and the fact that nobody in my car had been there
EHIRUHZHZHUHFRQÀGHQWZHFRXOGÀQGRXUZD\$IWHUDOO
somebody else would have set tracks the day before. Still
there were warnings from other VOCers... "Phelix Hut, eh?
Make sure you put your headlamp at the top of you pack."
I always keep the headlamp on top as a matter of principle,
but would it really be necessary? Oh yes, it sure was. I'm
not sure if whoever had set the track had been there before, but the route climbed into steep terrain almost immeGLDWHO\RIIWKHHQGRIWKHORJJLQJURDG6ORZGLIÀFXOWWUDYHO
followed, well into the night, and we abandoned two packs.
In summer it wasn't much better - when the hut was constructed thoughts of a trail were quashed by the Ministry of
Forests (after all - they applied for a hut, not a trail). As a
result thick brush forced "the route" across two improvised
crossings of Phelix Creek.
A few years later, in early 2007, a small group of us went
up on skis and thoroughly tracked up the entire area between the hut and the road looking for the global path of
least resistance. At the same time, I had put in for a grant
from MEC and permission from the Ministry of Tourism,
Sport and the Arts to construct an all-season trail from the
end of the logging slash. By late spring both had come in
and we began scouting out the area without snow. Brush
was not taken into account - we were looking for the best
WHUUDLQ IRU D ÀQLVKHG WUDLO QRW VLPSO\ WR ÁHVK RXW DQ HDV\
bushwhack line. There was a healthy mix of workhikes up
to the area - small crews checking for the wettest spots
LQVSULQJDVRORPLVVLRQEXVKZKDFNLQJDURXQGWRÀQGWKH
X
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RAN ZHANG

best line, huge crews (numbering up to twenty-seven!)
with chainsaws, bowsaws and pruners and huge crews
with mattocks and pulaskis cutting in a nice treadway. We
managed to keep all the construction outside the 'voluntary
bear ban' season, despite the fact that this occasionally
put us digging through snow to reach the trail bed. Two
seasons and two-hundred volunteer days later the results
are quite impressive - cleared brush, a level trailbed held
up with logs pinned by re-bar, switchbacks, a corduroy secWLRQ WZR VPDOO EULGJHV UHWURUHÁHFWLYH PDUNHUV DQG HDV\
travel all the way.
Although there is still a bit of work to do, hanging a few
DGGLWLRQDOPDUNHUVDQGSXOOLQJGRZQÁDJJLQJ WKHORZVQRZ
this year has prevented us from reaching it), the trail is baVLFDOO\ÀQLVKHG7KDQNVWRDOOZKRKHOSHGRXWZLWKLWVFRQstruction!

Jeff Ferguson working on the lower bridge.

R ECREATION

AND

C ONSERVATION

U PDATE
Scott Webster

Over the past year I have been representing the VOC on
the Federation of Mountain Clubs of British Columbia (FMCBC) Board of Directors and Recreation and Conservation
committee. This has been my primary responsibility as the
FMCBC/ACC (Alpine Club of Canada) Representative on
the VOC executive. The following are updates on selected
issues we have been dealing with recently.
Garibaldi at Squamish
Over the past several decades there have been various
proposals to develop a ski resort on Brohm Ridge (near
Squamish and Garibaldi Provincial Park). There are even
relic ski lift towers to be found in the area from a failed
development. The issue has come back up again with a
new proposal. The VOC and FMCBC have been involved
in discussions with the developer and have provided feedback to the government through the Environmental Assessment (EA) process. We have several concerns with
the project. Both restriction of access to the backcountry
DQG *DULEDOGL 3URYLQFLDO 3DUN DV ZHOO DV RYHUO\ VLPSOLÀHG
access to the Garibaldi Neve area are an issue (hordes of
skiers from the resort entering the park at that point may
not be ideal). There are also questions about the possibility
of future expansions into the park. The developer claims
that they have no such plans, but refuses to guarantee that
they won't raise the idea in the future. There are other environmental concerns as well. The project's trip through the
EA process has not been smooth. There have been several
delays and the process remains incomplete, with more inIRUPDWLRQUHTXLUHGIURPWKHGHYHORSHU7KLVLVGHÀQLWHO\DQ
X
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issue to watch as things move forward.
Knight Inlet Helisports
An application to operate a heliskiing business in the Mt.
Waddington area was made in 2007. This set off a major
letter writing campaign from skiers and mountaineers who
objected to motorized recreation in the pristine Waddington area. The application was granted by the government,
permitting heliskiing in three zones, but requiring further
consultation with the non-motorized community before operations could begin in a fourth zone directly around Mt.
Waddington itself. Again, the VOC has participated in these
GLVFXVVLRQVDQGZHDUHFXUUHQWO\QHJRWLDWLQJDQRÁ\]RQH
where heliskiing will not be permitted (but traditional helicopter access for mountaineers will be preserved).
Brew Hut Parking
The usual access to the Brew Hut these days is via the
Roe Creek ski route. Parking in the winter is usually somewhere along the Chance Creek Forest Service Road between Highway 99 and the junction with the Roe Creek
Road (3 km from the highway). Last year there were inFUHDVLQJ SDUNLQJ FRQÁLFWV EHWZHHQ VQRZPRELOHUV VNLHUV
and Powder Mountain Catskiing (PMC, a commercial operator in the area with a base area 1.6 km from the highway).
7KHUHDUHWZRPDLQSUREOHPVLQVXIÀFLHQWSDUNLQJDORQJWKH
road due to snow accumulation, and parking restrictions
on the lower part of the road due to the Barrier landslide
hazard. (The Barrier is the prominent crumbling cliff at the
head of Rubble Creek, near Garibaldi Lake.) This year the
VOC negotiated with PMC and have secured access to
park in a plowed area behind their gate at their base area.
A lockbox has been installed on the gate and you can call in
advance to get the combination. This area is of great interest to both skiers and snowmobilers as there are numerous
destinations accessed from the road. There is continuing
discussion about possibilities for future parking expansion
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in the area.
"Out of Bounds" Skiing
7KLVZLQWHUWKHUHKDYHEHHQVHYHUDOKLJKSURÀOHUHSRUWV
of "out of bounds" skiers getting into trouble in British Columbia. A few skiers died in avalanches near WhistlerBlackcomb while skiing outside of the ski area boundary.
Another case involved skiers "ducking the ropes" at Grouse
Mountain, resulting in a helicopter investigating their actions (these skiers were subsequently banned from Grouse
Mountain). There has been public outcry on this issue,
PXFK RI ZKLFK KDV EHHQ UDWKHU XQLQIRUPHG FDOOLQJ IRU Ànancial and criminal penalties for ignoring warnings and
skiing "out of bounds."
From an access point of view this is a disturbing development. Just what is "out of bounds" skiing exactly? Restrictions could come very close to closing off access to the
backcountry and crown land. The VOC and FMCBC sent
letters to the Solicitor General expressing our concern and
received replies that it is not their intention to limit access
to the backcountry, but that they are encouraging resort
operators to impose penalties for breaking the rules (it is
unclear whether it can be against the rules to go "out of
bounds" and enter the backcountry).
It has become increasingly apparent that the general public does not have a good understanding of what backcountry skiing is. Efforts have begun (including the production of
a backcountry skiing brochure) in order to provide further
education on the topic.
Sea to Sky Land and Resource Management Plan
/DVWEXWGHÀQLWHO\QRWOHDVWLVVRPHQHZVUHJDUGLQJODQG
use planning in the Sea to Sky corridor. This is a follow up
from an article Sandra Nicol wrote last year in VOCJ50 (p.
 6LQFHWKHQWKHÀQDOYHUVLRQRIWKH/DQGDQG5HVRXUFH
Management Plan has been released, but unfortunately it
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GLG QRW FRQWDLQ VSHFLÀFV RQ SXEOLF UHFUHDWLRQ ]RQLQJ7KH
mediation process between the motorized and non-motorized sides was also concluded and the mediator, Gordon
Erlandson, released his report titled "Recommendations for
the Management of Winter Backcountry Recreation in the
Lillooet River Drainage and the Sea-to-Sky LRMP Area.”
Unfortunately the mediator's report recommends that
the lower portion of the Phelix Creek Road (access to the
Brian Waddington Hut near D'Arcy) be shared between skiers and snowmobilers. This represents a loss for the nonmotorized community, as our position was that this had
previously been designated as non-motorized. Thankfully,
the non-motorized area around the hut itself has been preVHUYHG7KHUHSRUWLVQRWDOOQHJDWLYHWKRXJKLWUHWDLQVWKH
recommendation for recreational zoning, an idea that had
once been seen as a given that had fallen back into uncertainty.
The Callaghan Valley rezoning (to mostly non-motorized)
has continued to cause problems with displaced snowmobilers, with many now visiting the Chance Creek/Tricouni
area (see Brew Hut update above). New non-motorized opportunities exist in the Callaghan area thanks to the plowed
road to the Whistler Olympic Park. Parking and access
SROLFLHV DUH PRVWO\ VRUWHG RXW LQVWUXFWLRQV DQG GLUHFWLRQV
to some key destinations are available on the VOCWiki
(http://www.ubc-voc.com/wiki/Whistler_Nordic_Centre_-_
Callaghan_Valley). Get out there and explore!
The LRMP and mediator's report don't actually introduce
legally binding restrictions on recreational use, only zoning
guidelines. In order to be enforceable, government legislation is required. The VOC and FMCBC are collecting inforPDWLRQRQFRQÁLFWDUHDVWKDWPD\EHXVHGLQWKHIXWXUHWR
create such legislation. The struggle continues.

S URELY YOU ’ RE J OKING ,
M S . M ANNERS
Conrad Koziol
 0V0DQQHUV VWDUWHG RXWODVW$XJXVWZLWK5RODQG ÀOOLQJ
in as the VOCene editor. Inspired by VOC social issues,
Ms. Manners evolved into a commentary on common conundrums and dilemmas VOCers come across. Here we
present our favorite of Ms. Manners’s efforts:
Dear Ms. Manners,
I have this friend that I like to go on trips with. He's always positive, a great guy in general and a great skier.
The problem is that he likes to eat totally bizarre things like
an entire block of cheese drenched with mustard for one
PHDO DQG GHK\GUDWHG FXWWOHÀVK ZLWK LQVWDQW QRRGOH ÁDYRU
packs for the next, etc. Often after accomplishing one of his
gastronomical feats he proceeds to totally pollute the tent.
I've tried dropping the hints that maybe he'd... lets say...
be healthier if he were to eat like a normal person, but he
hasn't seemed to have clued into what I'm getting at.
The next time I see him eating a big bag of dried lentils,
should I come out and lay it on the line or should I just steal
two lentils and jam one up each of my nostrils?
-Scrunches
Dear Scrunches,
I once pondered that question while the snowcave ceiling
slowly crept downwards. While still here, I had my doubts
about surviving the night.
Most people take lightly the destruction of the ambience
of the local environment. By craftily sneaking one out as
they stand to stir the food, or make a light joke, they hope
X
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WKHLUKHLQRXVDFWZLOOҊSDVVҋXQQRWLFHG2IWHQLWRQO\WDNHVD
remark to lay down the fact that their deception doesn’t get
past anyone to straighten them out. Retaliating with your
own contribution is not the way to go.
Your particular case smells like you’re dealing with an
obsessive-compulsive light and fast traveler. Perhaps you
VKRXOG IRUFH WKHP WR FDUU\ D FDQ RI IHEUH]H LWҋV VOLJKWO\
lighter than a stove, fuel, and decent food. Alternatively,
they may be craftily acting as an alarm clock, encouraging
you to be well out of the tent when they open their sleeping
bag, as to get that alpine start you planned for. May I suggest a real alarm clock?
-Ms. Manners

Dear Ms. Manners,
Lying in my sleeping bag, sometimes I get awfully cold. I
start to lose feeling in my toes, and my teeth start clinking.
I don't know if I'll make it through the night. Even a hot trip
can land you in a cold position. I'm sharing the tent with
my driver, a scruffy looking fellow who I met this morning.
+HGRHVQ WWDONPXFKDQG, PQRWTXLWHVXUHRIKLVQDPH
Roy? – no, Ed? Unfortunately, he's not the charming boy
who smiles whenever we meet. I need to get through this
night so I can see that boy tomorrow. How do I ask Ed to
spoon me?
-Shivers
Dear Shivers,
<RXGRQҋWKDYHWRDVN(GWRVSRRQ\RX\RXVLPSO\JRLQWR
the spoon. Hold that thought though. People who go outside often get cold, but they usually seem to deal with it,
even if they are by themselves. Sometimes you hear about
some hiker that got lost wearing only shorts and a T-shirt
and spent a long and frozen night with almost no supplies
"struggling to keep warm." If that guy can manage to stay
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alive by "struggling to keep warm," why can't you manage
to do that when you have a tent and a sleeping bag to keep
you warm? The answer is that it'd be pretty embarrassing if
the rest of your tent-mates noticed you "struggling." That's
why you have to descend to spooning. Spooning can be
dangerous though. If it wasn’t for my spooning talent, the
fellow who is my husband would never have asked me out
and I would have ended up back home.
A master spooner maximizes surface contact. If you are
a girl the guys will think that it is cool no matter how aggressive you spoon them. Guys really like this. If you ask,
especially if you drop hints instead of being direct, they
PLJKW VWDUW WKLQNLQJ DERXW WKH VSRRQ ZLWKRXW EHLQJ FRQÀdent enough to make the move. Then they get nervous and
end up lying perfectly still contemplating things until they
get cold too and end up having to struggle to keep warm.
This is a disaster. They won't want to spoon anymore and
will just fall asleep. On the other hand, guys can scare girls
away by spooning a little too aggressively. (Interpreted as a
fork.) Even I, a very aggressive spooner, have been scared
off during cold nights.
While that cute guy who always gives the smile probably
doesn't have a smell that for lack of a better word can
EHVWEHGHVFULEHGDVҊWDQJ\ҋKHZRXOGQ WEHWKDWFXWHLIKH
did. But he also wouldn't be a good source of heat. Tangy
comes from sweaty and sweaty comes from having lots of
warmth to give away, so you should rejoice that the guy in
the tent beside you is the strong, silent, tangy type.
-Ms. Manners
Dear Ms. Manners,
How do I pack to impress? Is it best to prove that I can go
the distance with a huge pack, or should I stick to packing
minimally and show my fortitude against the conditions?
$QG LV LW DOULJKW WR ÀOO P\ SDFN ZLWK ÁXII\ LWHPV DQG FKLSV
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to give the illusion of weight if I'm really not that capable
of carrying heavy loads? On the other hand, if I pack minimally and use my daypack, am I still obligated to carry an
HTXDOORDGRIJURXSIRRGDQGHTXLSPHQW":KDWVKRXOG,EH
packing?
-Luggage Lugger
Dear Luggage Lugger,
I consulted a few dear friends of mine, and the consensus
LV IRUHJRQH SHUVRQDO LWHPV DUH VXSHUÁXRXV &RPPXQDO
items such as instruments, wine, and especially food are
the way to impress. Being one of the few females in the
VOC, Potential Attractee sent in some tips to all the hopefuls. You need to show that you believe in gender equality,
so assume that you will take all the group gear, and then
RIIHU XS D IHZ SLHFHV WR ҊHYHQ RXW WKH ORDGҋ &DUU\ D IXOO
climbing rack, and offer hot water bottles in the winter. And
nothing says mountain man like pulling out a few cans of
Guinness on the summit. If you are the rare VOC female
then the guys are already impressed. If, however, you want
to compete within your gender there is a hierarchy into
which you will be slotted and the bar has been set. In order
to impress you need to use a backpack large enough that it
could double as your bivi bag. Demand far more then your
share of the group gear, carry lots of apples and carrots
(none of those dry foods and energy bars that the guys
seem to rely on) and you'll also need to insist on breaking
trail (winter sports).
As a supplement to carrying large food loads, hefty food
knowledge is desirable. Questions about the nuances
when it comes to differentiating crisps, crumbles, and cobblers seem to plague trips.
-Ms. Manners
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People often ask who writes Ms. Manners. They wonder if that amount of ridiculousness comes from one person. Generally one question is submitted, and occasionally
more than one answer is spliced together. Writing an enWHUWDLQLQJDUWLFOHLVGLIÀFXOWPDLQO\EHFDXVHWKHIHHGEDFNLV
pretty limited. Judging your own humour can lead to some
pretty bad results. Often I’ll get a chuckle out of myself on
conceiving an idea, and then on the third pass the idea will
seem fairly dubious. People aren’t often forthcoming when
it comes to humour. Polite laughter is often worse than laying down the line and saying Ms. Manners was about as
IXQQ\DVWKHÀYHRҋFORFNQHZV
The best way to write Ms. Manners is to go on lots of
trips. That way you come across ideas naturally, instead of
trying to imagine them in front of a computer screen. The
Ms. Manners topics worth the most came from experience.
An armchair advice column doesn’t get you too far. Neither
do theoretical spoons. It’s hard to get out on trips every
weekend, but it’s easy to contribute to Ms. Manners. Even
simple things puzzle the minds of VOCers. Please help out
Ms. Manners and contribute questions and answers. Most
trips have something worth learning from in them.

Acknowledgements: Thanks to Roland Burton, Jeff Mottershead, Tim Blair, Line Lund Veenstra, Devon Carr, and
the few others who contributed materiel in these tough
economic times. Thanks to Garrison Keillor for being the
source of more than one inspiration for Ms. Manners.

S OLAR B EAR C LUB
Sophia Toft Moulton

ROLAND BURTON

$QRWKHU\HDUDQRWKHUKDQJRYHUGLVFRXUDJHGE\WZRIHHW
of snow and raging hangovers, my friend Alice Krutchen
and I failed to inaugurate 2009 with a polar bear swim at
Jericho Beach. Instead, Alice and I planned to kick off the
new term with a polar party at Wreck Beach on Friday, JanXDU\WK WKHÀUVW)ULGD\RIWKHWHUP 

Anticipating the plunge. Left to Right: Anthony Higginson, Sophia
Toft Moulton, Rozzy Pedder, Ignacio Rozada,Jasper Clark, Jeff
Mottershead.

We invited friends, we invited family, but with the 3:30pm
VWDUW WLPH UDSLGO\ DSSURDFKLQJ WKH QXPEHU RI ҊWULS SDUWLFLpants’ started plunging (unfortunately, not into the ocean).
We started receiving text messages making all sorts of wild
FODLPV´,ҋYHJRWFODVVµ´,QHHGWRJRJURFHU\VKRSSLQJµ´,
forgot my towel.” It was clear that what they were really trying to say was “I’m lame” and “I think you’re crazy.”
X
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ROLAND BURTON

Fortunately, the VOC turnout was strong enough to save
RXU ҊWULSҋ IURP LPPLQHQW GLVDVWHU$OLFH DQG =RH .UXWFKHQ
myself, Rozzy Pedder, Jasper Clarke, Anthony Higginson,
Sara Mohammed Pour and her friend Julia: we all took the
plunge! Murray Down was the heartiest of the bunch, swimming out into the water for several minutes before turning
back: thus far, he has only been outdone by Jeff Motorshed, who swam out to one of the buoys on February 6th.
Trucking up the Wreck Beach stairs, en route to the UBC
Aquatic Centre hot tub, we somehow concluded that we
QHHG WR GR WKLV PRUH RIWHQ $W ÀUVW VRPHRQH SURSRVHG
bi-monthly swims, but, except for reading week this term
(February 20th), we’ve had an ocean plunge every Friday
since the beginning of term! Also part of the tradition is teamaking on Jasper’s camp stove, and being offered (and
declining) hash cookies every single Friday by a woman
who’s always down at the beach with her mysterious coolHU :KHQ 6YHUUH )ULVFK FDPH GRZQ RQH ZHHN VKH ÀUVW
asked him if he was a cop.) Attendance reached an all
time low at two diehard participants (January 31st), and has
numbered as many as eight. Bathing Suit Optional. Towel
5HFRPPHQGHG:KDWEHWWHUZD\WRÀQLVKRIIWKHZHHN"

Sophia and Rozzy doing cartwheels.

LINE LUND VEENSTRA

6FRWW1HOVRQÀ[LQJXSWKH+DUULVRQ+XW
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NICK MATWYUK

P HOTO C ONTEST 2008-2009

The Ramparts in the Tonquin Valley
Landscape, Winner
Overall Winner
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MATTHEW CARROLL
AFTON HALLORAN

The express route down from Cypress Peak.
Co-Winner, Action

One Thousand Eyes
Winner, Flora and Fauna
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SCOTT NELSON

Line Veenstra crossing Barr Creek en route to Harrison Hut.
Winner, Portrait.
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NICK MATWYUK

Moose and Mountains
Runner Up, Flora and Fauna
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STEPHEN MULLEN

E PICS

PHILIPP ZIELKE

Line and Christian Kayaking up Bute Inlet with Superb Mountain behind.

Self-propelled approach to Pitt Lake.
X
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CHRISTIAN VEENSTRA
PHILIPP ZIELKE

Camp between Diamond and Brig - note the big cornice busting off.

Piotr Forysinski and Anne Vialettes canoeing down the Pitt River.
X
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L EARNING TO S WIM BY G ETTING
P USHED OFF THE D OCK
Seth Adams
I grew up in interior Alaska. My climbing mentor was a
small-time local climbing hero/weirdo. Explaining the whole
of Fairbanks climbing culture is well outside the scope of
this little soliloquy, but it can be summed up as "take the
pain, ignore the horror, get out there and climb poorly." Jeff
%HQRZLW] SHUVRQLÀHG WKLV PRUH WKDQ DQ\RQH DQG KH GLG
it well enough that the likes of Alex Lowe tended to know
what unconsolidated horror shows he'd been up to lately.
)RUP\ÀUVWMRXUQDODUWLFOH DQGSUREDEO\ODVWVLQFHWKLV
monstrosity of a botched MSc will, for the love of all that's
holy, be done well before the next VOCJ) I thought I'd
mostly just republish something that I wrote when I was
HLJKWHHQ ,WҋV DERXW P\ ÀUVW WLPH HYHU GRLQJ DQ\WKLQJ EHsides simple, walk-around-the-back top roping. The italics
represent things added for clarity, and I cut out a fair bit
of irrelevant and/or particularly teenage drivel. Everything
else I wrote almost ten years ago. Here goes:
,GHÀQLWHO\GRQҋWUHJUHWDFFHSWLQJWKHLQYLWDWLRQ,WZDVVWLOO
fun. But it was Type II fun: fun when it’s over.
Jeff teaches the rock climbing class that I’m taking at
UAF (the University of Alaska Fairbanks), and after the
third week of class he invited me to go climbing with him at
Mt. Prindle. I was one of the few students in his class with
previous climbing experience, but I was still new to climbing and the climb that he was asking me to do was right
at my limit. I agreed though, totally unwilling to forego the
RSSRUWXQLW\WRGRP\ÀUVWWUDGFOLPEDQGP\ÀUVWPXOWLSLWFK
climb with one of Fairbanks’ climbing gurus.
Jeff described what we (Jeff, my friend Jed Kallen-Brown
and I) were about to do as the Prindle-athon (Jeff thinks
that climbing the wall in a day is harder than running a
X
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marathon. Probably not true, but with 3-4 hours of hiking
each way, it might not be far off). Climbing the remote, 900
foot wall in a day trip is quite an undertaking, so, in order
to lengthen the time available, we drove down Saturday
night and bivied near the car. Jed and I slept in a shed used
by the miners in the area. Jeff slept underneath an ATCO
trailer. The evening was warm enough, and we slept well.
The next morning we drove in a little further, pushing my
little car to its limit of off-road capability. We biked another
mile and a half, then abandoned the bikes a little ways up
a four-wheeler trail. We followed the trail up to a high saddle, traversed on the tundra around a hill, dropped down
to a stream, climbed another ridge, descended to another
stream, and shortly thereafter found ourselves at the bottom of Mt. Prindle’s craggy face.
Jeff found his cached gear, sorted through it, and we
hiked to the base of our climb, a six pitch 5.8 that Jeff had
put up years ago and called Godiva. The route itself is actually called Ghirardelli (after America's longest continuously
operating chocolate manufacturer), but it has four differHQWÀQLVKHVDQGVLQFHWKHÀQLVKWKDWZHZRXOGGRLV-HIIҋV
favorite, he named it Godiva - a higher form of chocolate.
&OHYHU7KHÀUVWSLWFKZDVHDV\7KHQH[WSLWFKZDVRQHRI
the cruxes. There was a small roof near the bottom, and
right after that roof was a low-angle expanding crack. Jed
DQG,TXLHWO\ZLVKHG-HIIZRXOGKXUU\WKHZHDWKHUZDVJHWting cold this late in the year, we were getting snowed on
lightly and every gust of wind was closely followed by a
VKRUW EXUVW RI VKLYHUV -HII ÀQLVKHG WKH SLWFK DQG EHOD\HG
Jed up. Jed cleaned and set himself to belaying Jeff up the
third and me up the second pitch. I made it past the roof
ZLWKQRGLIÀFXOW\EXW,GLVFRYHUHGWKDWWKHH[SDQGLQJFUDFN
was the crux. I continually made poor decisions about hold
use and trusted my feet to smears on lichen-covered rock.
The cold rubber of my shoes on the cold rock didn’t have
the friction that I was used to. (I didn’t know that cold rubber actually gets better friction. More relevantly, I also didn’t
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know how to crack or slab climb.) I also couldn’t manage
the same handholds wearing gloves. I managed to fall
three times getting past this spot, before I discovered that
I simply had to wedge my whole forearm into the crack,
gently get my feet in the crack, and then just generally be
careful. My falls were not trivial, though. I managed to slide
on my stomach for about 10 feet down the low angle rock
before the rope caught me with just a few holes in my long
underwear. I didn’t notice the abrasion to the knot on the
rope until the start of the third pitch.
The next pitch was easy. At this next belay, I had the
chance to re-tie my knot to remove the section that had
been abraded to the core when I slid on it. Jeff climbed the
next pitch wholly unprotected, but it was merely a half-rope
length of class 4 scrambling. This was a comfortable belay,
with a nice place to sit, which was fortunate because I sat
there for quite some time. As I sat at the top of the fourth
pitch, it alternated between warm sunshine and snow and
wind about four times. The periods of snow and wind conVLVWHQWO\ ODVWHG ORQJHU , ZDV YHU\ FROG -HII ÀQLVKHG WKH
ÀIWKSLWFKDQGEHJDQEHOD\LQJ-HGXS7KLVÀIWKSLWFKZDVD
strange one, a traversing 5.8 with some weird moves.
Following the status quo of the previous four pitches,
Jed began cleaning the route as he climbed. After he rePRYHGWKHÀUVWIHHWRISUR-HIIJRWVDYY\WRZKDWZDV
happening and shouted down to Jed to stop cleaning and,
instead, to back clip the 8mm static rope that he was dragging up for me. Although it hadn’t occurred to me prior to
Jeff shouting these instructions, the logic of what he was
saying struck me immediately. Jed took a few more seconds, but he too realized the potential gravity of me being
on a traversing ledge, totally unprotected until the belay (...
beginners…)-HGVWRSSHGFOHDQLQJDQGÀQLVKHGWKHSLWFK
clipping my rope behind him. Jed then belayed Jeff up the
last pitch and put me on belay. I began to climb. There was
DQDUURZFKLPQH\VWUDGGOLQJDÁDNHWKDWPDGHXSRQHVLGH
RI WKH FKLPQH\ DQG VFRRWLQJ XS WKH ÁDNH KDSS\ FRZER\
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style (a super cool feature that I keep meaning to go back
to). While I was in the chimney, I was happy - a fall had no
consequences - but I lived in fear of the potential pendulum
fall that awaited if I were to fall off of the ledge. I scooted
XSRYHUWKHÁDNHDQGIRXQGP\VHOIZLWKWZRFKRLFHV7KHUH
was the smaller, but higher of the two ledges, and the lower, wider one. The higher one possessed the greater potential of a fall, but the lower one was closer to the dreaded
pendulum fall. Both ledges were in a corner, which made
PRYHPHQWGLIÀFXOW&RPSRXQGLQJWKLVZDVWKHEDFNSDFN,
was wearing. I was already on the higher ledge and, like
DQ\JRRG$PHULFDQ,FKRVHWKHVWDWXVTXR,ÀJXUHGWKDWLI
I toppled off the higher one I could stop on the lower one.
,ҋPVWLOOUHDOO\QRWVXUHZKDWPDGHWKLVVHFWLRQVRGLIÀFXOW(it
was abject terror mixed with cluelessness, I know now)LW
was low angle rock that was not featureless.
I suppose it was just all the lichen making all the holds
uncertain and the lack of any truly bomber holds. I don’t
DFWXDOO\NQRZZKDWZHQWZURQJHLWKHUPD\EH,MXVWIHOWOLNH
I was speeding up the inevitable by trusting my weight to
a foot placement that, realistically, did not have the friction
to support me. I fell off the higher ledge and rolled right
across the lower ledge that was supposed to be my saving
JUDFH7KXV,ÁRDWHGRXWLQWRWKHYRLGWKDWLVWKHIRRW
face underneath the traverse I was making. I recognized,
potentially even with some amusement, the obvious stress
in my voice when I shouted to my loyal belayer, “Falling!!
FUCK! No, no, I’m okay, I’m alright, not hurt, I just have to
ÀJXUHRXWKRZWRJHWRIIWKHIDFHµ
7KHIDOOKDGEHHQDJRRGRQH,ZDVSHUKDSVRQO\ÀIWHHQ
feet below the next piece of pro, and the rope had gotten
hooked on an overhanging piece of rock anyway, so that
got used as the fulcrum for my pendulum. I didn’t hit anything in the fall, either, as I could easily get my feet onto
the wall to pad my landing. It was, in fact, actually something of a fun fall, especially because, as I fell, I got to look
across the massive face at two ravens landing at their nest
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on the other side of the cliff. It was a surprisingly easy fall.
(The tone that I wrote this with belies the truth: I was shit
scared. I was shaking violently and mortally afraid. Any casual attitude towards the fall was more due to relief that the
worst was over and the naïve belief that I wasn’t in any real
danger. I also should refer back to the rope. Benowitz had
a well-earned reputation as a sandbagger – for example,
beginners like Jed and I had very little business on this
route – and also a reputation for, well… making decisions
regarding his partners’ safety that they wouldn’t make for
themselves. For example, though I agreed to follow the
route on an 8mm static line, it certainly couldn’t be called
an informed decision. Jeff wanted to bring it because it was
lighter and I agreed with the logic that a top roper didn’t
need a dynamic rope – and didn’t think about the fact that
it should probably be thicker than 8mm.)
   *HWWLQJ RII WKH IDFH SURYHG GLIÀFXOW , WULHG FOLPELQJ RII
the face back onto the route, but couldn’t do it even with
Jed loyally pulling as hard as he could on the rope to help
PHXS,WGLGQҋWWDNHORQJIRUP\ÀQJHUWLSVWREHFRPHQXPE
touching the cold rock. I sat back on the rope, put my feet
against the wall, and simply danced backwards and up
onto the route (I thought that I had just invented the tension
traverse). Problem solved. I was past the crux of the route
and, through adrenaline, I was able to clean the remainder
of the route reasonably quickly and reach Jed at the belay.
The great thing about Jed is that he is extremely capable,
PHDQLQJWKDWKHҋVH[WUHPHO\VWURQJFRQÀGHQWDQGÀW-HG
is a great trip partner just because if you get tired, he is
happy to carry some of your share of the weight, take care
of things you (the meaning of my use of the word “you” is
generally interpreted to mean “anyone”. Don’t make this
mistake. By “you” I mean “I”) don’t want to take care of and,
in the presumable future, lead the pitches “you” don’t want
to lead. Sometimes his personality detracts slightly from his
agreeability as a partner, but if “you” need him in a pinch,
he’s there. (In the nearly ten years since I wrote that, this
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has proven itself true time and again. I didn’t know much
about climbing, but I had a pretty good understanding of
Jed’s character.)
The last pitch was very easy, 5.3, but also very scary. It
has a very low angle, but an extremely exposed traversing ledge. If it weren't for the fact that it's in a tight corner,
I could’ve stood up and walked, but it required crouching
to get up it. The rock on this pitch was heavily covered in
lichen, which made every foothold an adventure to see if
it would hold or not. I was relieved to crawl over the last
obstacle to see Jeff peering down on me with some combination of a look of concern and a smirk. We were at the top
of the climb, but I insisted on clipping into the anchor all the
same. No chances for me.
When I topped out on the climb, Jeff started the conversation with a remark for which I may never forgive him.
“So you took the big pendulum, huh?”
“Yeah. That was pretty wild.”
“Yeah, you’re pretty lucky, I thought that little rope
would cut when you pendulumed across the
ledge.”
I was incredulous, “huh?”
“When I saw that Jed wasn’t back-clipping, I was

OLNHҊZHOO6HWKҋVIXFNHGҋµ
My stomach still turns when I remember the feeling of
swinging out over the face and then imagine the rope slicing through and me taking the 700-foot easy route to the
base of the cliff.
The remainder was uneventful, Jeff complained that I
hadn’t carried enough food in the pack with me and we
would have to wait until we were at the base of the cliff
to get to more. The usual way down is to do a hike down
that has three rappels along the way but I was adrenaline
sick and just wanted to walk. Plus I have no love for rappelling, since I badly burned my hands doing it wrong during the summer (less than a year later, when I had fucked
up something crucial but lived, Jeff just looked at me and
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said “the learning curve is steep for you”). We went a little
further and walked, in our climbing shoes, to the base of
the cliff. When we got to the base of the cliff we shivered a
little more, ate, cached the gear, and prepared for the long
hike out. Jeff’s (self-given) middle name is Apple so, as we
sorted gear at the base of the cliff, I turned to Jeff and said
´:HOO WKLV ZDV P\ ÀUVW WUDG FOLPE DQG P\ ÀUVW PXOWLSLWFK
climb, so, Apple, you have taken my cherry.”
I grinned at myself (no one else did) and we put on our
soaking wet socks that were gradually freezing, and beJDQWRKLNH:HZDONHGWKURXJKWKHEXVKHVDFURVVWKHÀUVW
stream, down and across the second. It was at the top of
the last ridge where the three of us convened again. It was
now dark. Jeff put on his headlamp and we had a brief little
talk. Then we started walking again, beginning the traverse
around the hill that would put us on the four-wheeler trail.
I was getting sleepy so my footfalls were coming a little
slower, and Jed and Jeff started to pull ahead of me. They
walked down and to the left a little bit while I stayed a bit
uphill with my eye on the ridge ahead of us. After a while,
I realized that I was pretty far from them. Then I realized
that I couldn’t see their headlamps and shouting was of no
avail. About twenty minutes later I realized that, without a
doubt, I was……lost!
I walked back and forth on the ridge that I was on searching and searching for the four-wheeler trail, but since the
headlamp only cast the light a few feet ahead, I couldn’t
see anything far away. I walked aimlessly on this ridge for
about two hours before I decided that it was hopeless and
I was in danger of getting so lost that I wouldn’t be able to
ÀQGP\ZD\RXWLQWKHGD\OLJKW,ORRNHGDURXQG$VIDUDV,
looked, in any direction, there was nothing, just the tundracapped domes of the White Mountains. No sign of human
life in any direction, I was completely alone. I decided I had
QRFKRLFHEXWWRFUDVK,IRXQGDURFNRXWFURSSLQJÁDNHG
the rope out on the ground, and laid down on it. I pulled up
my hood, put on my helmet, shoved my feet into my pack,
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pulled my arms inside my jacket and began the seven hour
long process of shivering. I got very little sleep and, at one
point during the night, in order to pass the time, I decided to
try to count to one thousand. I fell asleep in the low threehundred range. I slept for a blissful few minutes. I kept havLQJGUHDPVDERXWZDUPWK,ZRXOGWKLQNRIQHZZD\VWKDW
I could be warm, occasionally reaching to my pile of gear
for my sleeping bag or my down coat. It was with great
disappointment in my sleepy state that I realized there was
none to be had. Though my dreams woke me many times,
usually the amount of time that I slept was best measured
in seconds. On several different occasions, I dreamed that
I saw Jed and Jeff and it was only when I snapped my
eyes open to shout to them that I regained the awareness
of staring at the grey tundra. I sat and thought: this was
P\ÀUVWWUDGFOLPEÀUVWPXOWLSLWFKFOLPEDQGQRZP\ÀUVW
unplanned bivy.
I dreamed about running home to grab my other sleeping
bag. I dreamed of going to Mountain Sports and borrowing
one of the big parkas (“Surely John will let me use it for
tonight”). I would lurch myself into painful consciousness
only to remember that, if I could get to Mountain Sports,
I wouldn’t be here, shivering my ass off in the dark, miles
from anyone.
Finally it began to get light. I watched with great anticipation, but soon realized that it would be a few more
hours until usable light shone down. At 6:22 am, it was light
enough for me to begin my search. I don’t remember the
seconds.
I packed my gear into my bag, jamming in the rope, and
began the tiring climb (for this stage of exhaustion) back
to the apex of the ridge. Reaching the top of the ridge provided no answers. I walked down the ridge. Nothing. Up
the ridge. Nothing. It was only when I stopped to look at the
scenery that I was given the missing clue.
“That’s Prindle,” (talking to oneself can seem logical after
only a startlingly short while). “Why can I see Prindle? I
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shouldn’t be able to see Prindle. Why do I see Prindle? I
know! I'm on the wrong ridge! Shit. Which is the right ridge?”
It is notable that the word that I should have been using
was saddle, but I decided that, since I was on a ridge, that
is where I was supposed to be. I looked around some more
and suddenly spotted the four-wheeler trail at my feet. I
began to follow it down and to a parallel ridge with great
anticipation for a piece of the pizza waiting in the car. (I cut
VRPH GULYHO IURP WKLV VHFWLRQ 6XIÀFH WR VD\ WKDW , QHDUO\
got lost again - I had, and still have, a gift for getting lost).
I reached the (correct) four-wheeler trail and, sure
enough, there were footprints, including a tiny Vibram sole
footprint frozen into the mud that could only belong to Jeff.
7KH ZDON RXW ZDV YHU\ SOHDVDQW DQG , FRXOG ÀQDOO\ WDNH
off my helmet (I was still clinging to the warmth) and put
my hood back. The trail was icy, but the sun was bright. I
checked my watch. 8:02. Chemistry had just started (I got
a C in the course).
,ÀQDOO\JRWWRP\ELNHKRSSHGRQDQGGLVFRYHUHGWRP\
immediate horror that the rims were covered with ice and
my brakes were useless on the steep descent. I managed
a quick ditch, and continued on my way, more carefully this
time. The trail descent was fun, then a nice ride on the mining road. The two streams I had to wade across were rude
at best so early in the morning, however. Jeff and Jed were
waiting at the car with as surprised and relieved a look
on their faces as they could’ve possibly had in their state.
(Knowing what I know now, Jed was relieved I was alright,
and Jeff was relieved he didn’t have to go look for me. I
also know that it was Jeff’s decision to leave me behind,
and Jed agreed because he never could, and still won’t,
stand up to Jeff.) Their footgear was frozen completely solid, and they were in no hurry to get out of their bags. Jeff
slept in the car, and in fact did not get out of the car or his
sleeping bag until we returned to Fairbanks.
The next order of business, after reaching the car, was to
try to start it. I put in the key and turned it a few times. The
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car wouldn’t start because we had gotten water under the
distributor cap during some of the creek crossings. After a
fairly amazing coincidence of running into another climber–
whole seasons go by without anyone climbing at Prindle–
who just happened to be an airplane mechanic with tools,
ZHZHUHDEOHWRÀ[LW:LWKRQHPRUHSUREOHPVROYHGZH
ZHUH RQ RXU ZD\ :H ÀQLVKHG RYHU ORDGLQJ WKH FDU DQG
drove out without a hitch. I fell asleep once on the drive
back, but fortunately it was brief enough that only I noticed.
The old Toyota wagon, with completely worn out shocks,
had three people and three bikes in it, drove 160 miles on
a bad gravel road, was taken off-road in a way that most
people don’t think that this kind of car can handle and then,
ZKHQZHJRWEDFNWR)DLUEDQNVKDGDQHDUO\ÁDWEDFNOHIW
tire. The tire was so bald that it was worn through the metal
bead and was losing air through the casing.
I dropped Jed off at his house, gave birth in his outhouse
(we also lacked toilet paper for our adventure), dropped
off Jeff, whose girlfriend forgave him for not taking her to
the dentist like he was supposed to, and returned home.
I got home at about quarter after noon, called my mom to
assuage her fears of my death and was asleep by 12:30.
What a great weekend.

T HE W ORLD ’ S H OTTEST B URGER
A STRANGE T RIP
Chris Petrus
This is not a trip report in the traditional sense – but it
was still one a hell of a "trip". Apologies for the profanity but
omitting it doesn't do the experience justice.
  +RO\ )XFN 7KDWҋV WKH ÀUVW WKRXJKW WKDW FRPHV WR PLQG
after coming off one of the biggest benders I've ever experienced. Not from drinking or any other form of substance
abuse. No, from "The World's Hottest Burger".
The restaurant serving up this demonic creation is Off
The Wall, at Wellington Point in Brisbane, QLD, Australia.
The 'hotness' of a chilli is scored on the Scoville Scale:
Jalapeno 2500-5000
Tabasco sauce 4000
African birdseye 100,000-200,000
Habanero chilli 100,000 - 350,000
Megadeath Sauce 500,000
Ingredients of the burger: 10 slices of jalapenos, 2 grams
of chili powder in the burger, chili jam, sweet chili sauce,
ground pepper and an entire tablespoon of the aformentioned Megadeath sauce.
While I was in Brisbane on a working holiday, I met HV,
a family physician, through a coworker. Saturday night, HV
mentioned that he and a few mates were going to attempt
the challenge. Now I love spicy food and I love a challenge.
$QG LI ZH PDQDJHG WR ÀQLVK WKH EXUJHU ZLWKRXW HDWLQJ RU
GULQNLQJDQ\WKLQJHOVHWRPLWLJDWHWKHÀUHRXUQDPHVZRXOG
be put up on the Wall of Fame in the restaurant.
(I googled to see what I was getting into. This is from a
previous burger challenger: "here i am at 6am on monday
PRUQLQJZRQGHULQJZK\LKDYHMXVWEHHQÀVWHGE\VRPHRQH
with a handful of broken glass and gravel?" In hindsight,
WKDWVKRXOGKDYHEHHQDUHGÁDJ 
X
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Sunday afternoon, the six naive challengers (all men, funnily enough - women are usually too sensible to do this sort
of thing) rendezvoused outside the restaurant, along with
a dozen or so friends/supporters to document the spectacle. Orders put in, strategies discussed. We observed a
few other patrons attempting the challenge, most failing
miserably and dissolving into various states of dispair. Red
faces, tears, whimpers. A few of us started to feel nervous.
Like condemned men when dawn approaches.
Once all the burgers were on the table, we donned the
gloves and all started simultaneously. And that's pretty
much all I remember of the meal because after two bites
I started tripping. Recall that episode of The Simpsons,
where Homer goes on a hallucinegic high from Chief Wiggum's "insanity pepper" chili? I screwed my eyes shut,
both to withdraw to my happy place and to hold back tears
of pain. I distantly recall many voices in the background:
some encouraging, some swearing, some moaning, some
laughing. Lots of cameras clicking.
0\KDQGVVWDUWHGWRIHHOIXQQ\)LUVWWKHIRXUWKDQGÀIWK
digits bilaterally. The paraesthesia spread, eventually encompassing all ten digits, the hands and up the forearms.
My toes began to go numb. My sinuses turned to water and
my nose began to run uncontrollably. Tears rolled down my
FKHHNV,ZDVÁRDWLQJ
7KURXJKWKLVKD]H,KHDUGWKHÀUVWRQHDQGWKHQWZRRWKHU
contenders throw in the towel. Down to four now. God almighty. I slammed through 3/4 of that burger. And then I hit
the wall. Hard. My stomach, incredulous, began to protest
PLJKWLO\7KHJDJUHÁH[EHFDPHERUGHUOLQHLQVXSSUHVVLEOH
Hot hot hot fuck - I'm going to puke, I can't feel my lips or
mouth or hands or toes, fuuuccckk!.
Sometimes you need to nut up and grow a pair. I was
127JRLQJWREHPLQGIXFNHGE\DEXUJHU,GXJGHHSÀQished the last part of the burger, and cleaned the plate of all
VFUDSVLQDSKRWRÀQLVKZLWK+9,UDVSHGRXWIRUVRPHWKLQJ
to drink.
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Shortly afterward, the third challenger succeeded. Now
WKDW,KDGÀQLVKHGWKHGHPRQEXUJHU,FRXOGVHHWKHODVW
man was in dire straits. Three bites to go, he tossed his
cookies. Everyone took a very large step in unison back
from the table.
The rest of the day went something like this: popped
some heartburn pills, consumed two slushees in rapid succession, laid in fetal position on a bench, the feeling and
colour began to return to my extremities and face, made it
home, could feel the coming storm in my GI tract, got in the
door, cramps and bloating started, sat in the bathroom for
an hour, laid on couch, shakes and chills, waves of nausea,
perspiration beading on forehead, slumped on the bathURRPÁRRUIRUDQKRXULQWKHIHWDOSRVLWLRQDQRWKHUSLOJULPage to the porcelain bowl, drank 500 ml of milk, popped
some zantac pills, staggered to bed, every time changed to
a different position I’d double over with cramps, alternated
between consciousness and semiconsciousness the rest
of the afternoon and evening, passed out on bed, woke up
at 0100, another visit to the can, woke up at 0300, slunk
out of bed at 0630 for work, GI tract-friendly protein shake
and jello for lunch, twenty-four hours later… *almost* back
to normal.
This challenge was a bit masochistic. First, while I enjoy
very hot food, I usually don't consume an entire bowl of
ÀHU\ FXUU\ RU D SODWH RI VSLF\ SDG 7KDL ZLWKRXW DQ\WKLQJ
else. Second, eating even a normal hamburger bun is not
easy as it sponges up your saliva and makes swallowing
GLIÀFXOW7KLUGDIWHUDKHOOLVKWZHQW\IRXUKRXUV,WKLQNZH
should have gotten something more than just our names
on the wall.
Would I do this again? Never.
Would I recommend this? Absolutely!

E SCAPE

FROM

B RITISH C OLUMBIA

Jeff Mottershead

Preamble: All of this took place a long time ago, in a
galaxy far, far away, before I was even in university. Of the
three participants I was the only one who ended up at UBC,
let alone in the VOC. Moreover, the majority of the action
happened in what could almost pass for a vehicle. This invites the astute reader to question whether this account
VKRXOGHYHQEHLQD92&-,FRXOGPDNHVRPHÁDLOLQJDWtempts to justify its inclusion by pointing out that our intent was to make a rather long backpacking trip and, more
LPSRUWDQW WKDW WKH RXWGRRUV GLG PDNH D IDLUO\ VLJQLÀFDQW
attempt at wrecking the space-time continuum, but I’m not
going to. It’s here even if it doesn’t belong, because it’s a
good story that’s probably all true near as I can remember.
This is a story about four very stubborn entities. I was
in grade twelve, living in Edmonton with my parents, and
pretty sure that I was more or less immune to anything the
weather could do to me. That belief didn’t make a heck of
a lot of sense, because I had suffered frostbite pretty badly
only a few months earlier, but this didn’t really bother me
too much, as I was happy to suspend logical thought when
contemplating my own radness. I’d pretty much accepted
that I was never going to get laid and that instead I had to
concentrate on earning my place in history as a frontiersman in order to achieve any semblance of happiness.
My younger brother, Blair, was the second member of
WKHWHDP1RWVDWLVÀHGZLWKDOUHDG\EHLQJDIXOOVL[LQFKHV
taller than I was, he also felt it necessary to demonstrate
that he was capable of living in the woods for longer than I
could. Despite both of our poor attitudes, we had previously
managed to go on a number of camping trips without killing
each other, so it seemed like a good idea to go on another
X
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one.
The third member of our team was my best friend, Forrest Gainer. Forrest also seemed to enjoy suffering and
was built out of bricks. Forrest was also in grade twelve
EXW KDG DOUHDG\ SOD\HG KLV ÀUVW \HDU RI PLQRUOHDJXH SUR
football. In the following years he ended up converting to
pro rugby and spent eight years playing the big leagues in
Europe, as well as for Canada’s national team. The point is
that he was a tank. His physical toughness was overshadRZHGE\KLVSURSHQVLW\WRGRGXPEWKLQJVRXWVLGHKHLVWKH
only dude I know that has had an avalanche go overtop of
him while climbing.
To round out our all-star team was Forrest’s truck, known
by everyone at school as the Gump-Mobile. This truck had
suffered much abuse under the Canadian National RailZD\VDQGWKHQ)RUUHVWҋVGDGGHÀQLWHO\GLGKRUULEOHWKLQJV
WRLWEHIRUHÀQDOO\KDQGLQJLWGRZQWR)RUUHVW,WZDVD
propane-powered Dodge Ram pickup, with an extended
cab welded onto an extended box. I’m not sure if Dodge
was dumb enough to make such a vehicle or if it was made
by welding the ends of two different trucks together, but the
result was a pickup that sagged an awful lot in the middle
and didn’t have any weight on the rear tires. In order to get
traction on the rear tires Forrest always made sure that the
EDFNRIWKHWUXFNZDVÀOOHGZLWKVWXII)RUWKHORQJHVWWLPH
WKHVWXIIFRQVLVWHGRIUDLOURDGWLHVWKDWKDGEHHQRQÀUHDW
some point. Forrest had just recently upgraded to blocks of
concrete because they occupied less space for the same
weight.
There was a hole in the roof where an antenna used
to be. The grill was held on by baling twine. The battery
constantly needed to be topped up with water. The truck
leaked oil a lot and coolant even more. It leaked power
VWHHULQJ ÁXLG DQG SUREDEO\ D EXQFK RI RWKHU WKLQJV WKDW
I can’t even remember. As a result Forrest always kept
D EXQFK RI ERWWOHV RI YDULRXV ÁXLGV LQ WKH ER[ 7KH WUXFN
EURNH GRZQ FRQVWDQWO\ URXWLQHO\ VPRNHG DQG FDXJKW ÀUH

284 X VARSITY

OUTDOOR CLUB JOURNAL

2008–09

once. It didn’t have any weather stripping, and the wind cut
right through it. The tires were bald. It had snow chains,
EXWWKH\GLGQҋWÀWWKHWLUHVDWDOOXQWLO)RUUHVWҋVGDGFXWWKHP
apart and bent them back together a couple sizes smaller.
The heater didn’t work much, but that was better than the
tape deck. The fuel gauge didn’t work, so Forrest ran out of
propane all the time. Forrest’s dad had rigged up a way to
attach a BBQ propane tank to the fuel system as a substitute for a jerry can. This system worked well enough except
WKDWJHWWLQJLWÀOOHGZDVDOZD\VGLIÀFXOWVLQFHLWZDVUXVWHG
over. In order to have some guess as to how much fuel
was left, Forrest wrote the odometer reading on the ceiling
RIWKHWUXFNZLWKDPDUNHUHYHU\WLPHKHKDGLWÀOOHG7KH
truck was yellow, black, primer-grey and rust coloured, with
VLJQLÀFDQWDQLPDOGDPDJH
Forrest’s dad told him to get the truck inspected before
we left, but he never got around to it.
Meat and Potatoes - It was Christmas vacation, 1996.
Forrest and I had been backpacking an awful lot on the
Prairies in the snow and had decided that it would be nice
to go somewhere warmer, where the trees would be tall and
hefty. We decided to head out to Quadra Island in order to
explore the unpopulated northern half of it. The idea was to
leave on Boxing Day and get back right before school started nine days later. Blair wanted in as well. My parents were
GHDGVHWDJDLQVWWKHWULSIURPWKHEHJLQQLQJWKH\GLGQҋWOLNH
the idea of us going on a relatively long backpacking trip,
and of us driving that far in the winter, especially in Forrest’s truck. After a great deal of bellyaching and arguing,
ZH ÀQDOO\ UHDFKHG WKH DJUHHPHQW WKDW LI WKH URDG UHSRUWV
were bad, if the weather forecast was bad, or if it was below
–30°C , we wouldn’t go. We also agreed to take my mom’s
cellphone and call nightly so that my parents would know
we were alive.
On the morning of our departure, the highway report was
disastrous, the forecast was for bullshit, and the tempera-
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ture was well below –30°C. It obviously pissed my parents
off an awful lot when Forrest showed up and it became
clear that we were leaving in breach of all three clauses of
our agreement. My dad was yelling, and my mom, being
the master of fretting, was pretty upset as she had already
written us off as probably dead. My mom was making all
this noise about how we were going to get stuck and freeze
to death before anyone noticed us. I countered her argument by pointing out that Forrest had chains and that we
would have shovels to dig the truck out. To emphasize my
point I grabbed an armful of shovels from the garage and
then jumped in the truck and took off. We were pretty sure
that by the time we got home they would have gotten over
it and just been happy enough that we’d survived.
:HGLGQҋWKDYHDQ\IRRG\HWZHKDGQҋWJRWWHQDURXQGWR
packing it and we were intending to just stop at a grocery
store when we got to Quadra Island. This we would regret
more than any other decision we made.
Aside from the inside of the truck seeming moderately
FROGHUWKDQRXWVLGHWKHÀUVWGD\RIGULYLQJZHQWIDLUO\GHcently. It was cold with a lot of blowing snow, but nothing
out of the ordinary. We stayed at the Travelodge in Kamloops. Camping was not an option because Forrest’s truck
didn’t have a hope in hell of starting in the cold if it wasn’t
plugged in.
We got an alpine start the next morning. We got up and
into the truck, intending to make it to Merritt before breakfast. Forrest tried to start the truck, and it barely turned over.
After some humming and hawing we got the coffeemaker
out and used it to verify that the outlet we plugged the truck
into didn’t work. Normally the truck had to be plugged in for
many hours before it would start, so we started trying ways
to heat it up quicker. We went back into the hotel, turned
the shower on full hot, cooked a jug of antifreeze with it and
poured the antifreeze into the radiator. (There was room
to do this because the radiator really did leak that much.)
We set up a propane/butane stove under the oil pan and
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borrowed a hair dryer from the lobby so that we could go to
work on the mixer. An hour in, I noticed that the stove was
out. I put on another propane/butane canister, and it didn’t
work either.
It turned out that both canisters were still more or less
ÀOOHGZLWKIXHODQGWKDWLWZDVMXVWWRRFROGIRUWKHVWRYHWR
work. This was a problem because the stove was the shitty
kind that used the puncture-type canister. Now we had two
full, punctured canisters and only one stove to plug them.
Forrest wanted to throw one of the canisters into a garbage
can by the sidewalk. I had visions of it warming up and
some dude disposing of a cigarette in the same garbage
can triggering an explosion, so I forbade that. We eventually decided that we would chuck the canister off the highway into the middle of nowhere. It was littering, but it was
ZD\ EHWWHU WKDQ D ÀUH DQG , FRXOGQҋW VHH D EHWWHU RSWLRQ
Thus we threw the open canister in the back of the truck
and totally forgot about it.
-XVWSDVWHOHYHQRҋFORFNZHÀQDOO\JRWWKHWUXFNVWDUWHG
We hadn’t had any food, and the hotel room smelled like
antifreeze and felt like a sauna, but we were just happy to
be on our way. Driving conditions were terrible. The norPDOO\ XQÁDSSDEOH )RUUHVW ORRNHG WR EH KROGLQJ RQWR WKH
steering wheel for dear life. When we got to Merritt, it was
clear that if we took the time to eat we would miss the last
ferry to Quadra. Smart people probably would have decided that they wouldn’t be making it to Quadra that night, but
having already demonstrated that we weren’t the brightest
JURXSZHGHFLGHGWRMXVWEX\MXQNIRRGZKHQZHÀOOHGXS
the truck in Hope.
Conditions got progressively worse as we approached
the Coquihalla toll booths. I could only see a few metres in
front of me and had started driving at a speed appropriate
for a horse-drawn carriage. Only one toll was open, and the
lady there told me to “be really careful out there, because
it’s a total whiteout on the other side of the Coquihalla summit.” She said it with the kind of severity that you normally
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only see in movies where a character is warned but proceeds anyways only to be devoured by zombies. I totally
blew her off on the grounds that it was a total whiteout on
this side of the summit and I had made it so far.
Upon reaching the summit, I discovered that I didn’t know
what a whiteout actually was. I couldn’t see past the end of
the hood. I was able to stay on the road by looking out the
passenger side window and keeping the truck a constant
distance away from the giant snowbank plowed up beside
WKHURDG,ZDVQRZWRWDOO\SHWULÀHG,ZDVJRLQJDERXW
km/h, which was way too fast, but I was in constant fear
of being rear-ended by imbeciles that felt entitled to drive
at the speed limit because they had a sport utility vehicle.
These people would occasionally pass us. We’d note the
color of the vehicle and wager as to when we’d see it again.
We always would see the car again - It would be sticking
into a snowbank like a dart somewhere down the road.
When we got to Hope things started to get out of control.
Visibility had improved, but the highway was like a skating
rink and the ditch looked like a junk yard. There was even
a sideways semi making a bridge from the highway across
this huge ditch. People were unloading apple juice from it.
I’m not sure where they thought that apple juice was going
to end up, but that’s what they were doing.
$Q\ZD\VZHÀOOHGXSWKHWUXFNDQGJRWFKLSVDQGFKRFRlate bars and kept going. There were signs up informing us
that the Coquihalla and Highway 3 were closed behind us.
Highway 1 was closed behind us also, as well as up ahead
in Chilliwack. Instead of holing up for the night, we decided
to make it to Vancouver Island anyways. That was my idea.
Just before the Trans-Canada barricade I saw a turn-off
to Highway 9. We’d never been on it, but it seemed like it
might go to Vancouver. Conditions were worse on Highway
9, but it was small enough that they hadn’t gotten around
to closing it yet. We dredged the inside of the truck looking
for the map, which we never found.. We did, however, sufÀFLHQWO\ GLVUXSW WKH FRQWHQWV RI WKH WUXFN VR WKDW LW ORRNHG
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OLNHDODQGÀOO,ZDVSUHWW\KDSS\ZKHQ,VDZDVLJQLQGLFDWing that we could actually get to Vancouver via Highway 7.
We didn’t make it very far up 7 before we ended up stuck
behind a continuous line of stuck vehicles. The snow really
started picking up again, and the vehicles around us rapidly
turned into blobs of snow. The only thing we had had to eat
all day was the garbage we bought from the gas station, so
we were ravenous. We started walking down the highway
and eventually got to some sort of corner store. It appeared
to have been pillaged by other stuck motorists, but we did
PDQDJHWRÀQGDIHZFDQVRI=RRGOHV:HZHUHSUHWW\VXUH
WKDWZHFRXOGQҋWÀQGRXUXWHQVLOVDQ\PRUHVRZHHQGHGXS
EX\LQJ D ER[ RI ÀYH KXQGUHG SODVWLF VSRRQV :H WUHNNHG
back to the truck and ate cold Zoodles with our new plastic
spoons.
Eventually a snow plow came by, burying all the stuck
vehicles. We had an ample supply of shovels in the back
of the truck and quickly freed ourselves. No one else could
escape, so we had the road to ourselves.
By the time we got to Maple Ridge, Forrest was getting
worried about running out of propane. I think he had lost
the marker used to write odometer readings on the ceiling
and had no idea how full the tank was. The electrical system in the truck was starting to fail, so Forrest was pretty
sure that turning off the engine would mean we wouldn’t
VWDUWDJDLQ7KHUHLVQRVHOIVHUYHIRUDXWRPRWLYHSURSDQH
\RXQHHGWREHWUDLQHGWRÀOOLWXSEHFDXVH\RXҋUHVXSSRVHG
WR RQO\ ÀOO WKH WDQN WR  SHU FHQW FDSDFLW\ WR DOORZ URRP
for expansion if it gets hot outside. Clearly no trained proSDQHGXGHZRXOGHYHUDJUHHWRÀOOWKHWDQNZLWKWKHHQJLQH
running. Fortunately the adults at the gas station were all
gone, presumably because they had bigger problems to
deal with than pumping gas. The sole attendant was this
twelve-year-old who had no idea how to put propane in a
truck. Forrest convinced the dude that he was an expert
and bluffed his way through the process. He was pretty
VXUH WKDW KH ÀOOHG WKH WDQN FRPSOHWHO\ IXOO )RUWXQDWHO\ LW
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wasn’t getting hot any time soon.
We were totally lost. Looking back at where we must
have been, I think we were in Coquitlam. We ended running into a White Spot to ask for directions. They had this
paper map-of-Greater-Vancouver placemat for kids. The
lady drew directions to the ferry and looked at us like we
were idiots.
The map we got was terrible. It only showed a tiny fraction of the roads and most of those it did show weren’t
even labeled. The electrical system on the truck had really
gone south by now. We didn’t have any lights, no wipers,
no anything. Forrest and I would lean out of the windows to
wipe down the windshield with our arms as we drove. Despite the snow turning Vancouver into pandemonium and
despite the condition of the truck, we did follow the lines
on the map correctly for some time. Eventually we got to
a point where we were supposed to turn from the black
line onto the red line. We didn’t see any road worth turning
onto, and if we kept on driving we were going to end up in
some body of water. After much head-scratching one of us
noticed that our White Spot map had a legend, and that
legend said that the red line was a SkyTrain. We got out of
the truck and looked up. Sure enough there was a SkyTrain
track above us.
We were unable to get the truck onto the SkyTrain and
began driving around aimlessly, hoping to crash into a ferry. We ended up driving the same direction on the Westminster highway three times and passed the Alex Fraser
Bridge and this sign that says “Respect Slow Moving Farm
Equipment three times. We also got to the airport.
The truck’s condition was getting steadily worse, but when
we were driving quickly the lights started to come back on
so we thought that the best way to keep the truck from dying would be to drive quickly. It was kind of like that movie
Speed except in slow motion and with much dumber protagonists.
By some quirk of fate, we ended up at the Tsawwassen
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ferry terminal a few minutes before the last one left. We’d
been at the ferry dock for all of a minute when Blair noticed
that our punctured propane/butane canister we had forgotten in the back of the truck since Kamloops had turned into
a hissing geyser. I ran to the ocean with it and threw it like
a grenade.
Almost no one was on the ferry. We ate some junk from
the cafeteria, then Blair and I made fun of some guy who
was trying too hard to be Chuck Norris and passed out on
WKHÁRRUIRUPRVWRIWKHWULS:HKDGRQO\EHHQDZDNHIRU
something like seventeen hours and had done a minimum
of physical work, but I think being stressed, freezing the
whole time, and starving had totally broken us.
When we arrived in Nanaimo the truck wouldn’t even turn
over. Fortunately the Chuck Norris dude gave us a boost.
Afterwards Forrest chastised Blair and I for making fun of
the Chuck Norris dude.
From the ferry dock, we still had no lights, it was still
snowing a lot, and we were too tired to have any business
GULYLQJ:HGHFLGHGWRVWRSDWWKHÀUVWPRWHOZHFRXOGÀQG
This took an awful long time because stranded motorists
KDGÀOOHGXSHYHU\YDFDQF\IRUPLOHVDURXQG
Well outside of Nanaimo, we stumbled across the Long
Lake Inn. It had vacancies, so we turned off the highway
and blind-man’s-bluffed our way down the long and circuitous driveway to the inn. When we got there we discovered
that they charged a hundred and some a night, but we really didn’t have a choice. We couldn’t drive any farther, and
the truck wouldn’t start again anyways. Cut? We resigned
ourselves to paying the huge bill, called my frantic parents,
set the alarm for another early start, and fell into comas.
The next morning Forrest woke up around 11:00. All of
us had slept through the alarm. Blair and I woke up to the
sound of bewildered expletives coming from Forrest. I lifted my head to see the truck, which happened to be right
outside our window, buried under a stupendous amount of
snow. The snow was still falling in a way I’ve never seen
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before. It was like little snowballs were being dropped from
above—not tiny ones, mind you, just somewhat small. We
were already a day late getting to Quadra, and our backpacking trip was getting steadily shorter, so we jumped out
of bed, inhaled the measly complimentary breakfast, and
paid the bill. As some sort of compensation for the price the
patrons were paying, the hotel was giving out complimentary wooden miniature ducks. I’m not exactly sure what one
does with a wooden miniature duck, but it had been painted
shockingly well, so we held onto it.
The truck’s battery was totally gone. We got a boost
from a guy stuck in the parking lot beside us and dug and
pushed an awful lot to get into the middle of the parking
lot where we had room to get the chains on. Somewhere
in this process we decided that the truck was too heavy to
push and removed the blocks of concrete from the back
that helped put weight on the rear wheels. I think we probably had enough other crap in the box that they were no longer required. Either way, the blocks were left on the lawn
of the Long Lake Inn. At the time we thought that given the
price concrete disposal should be included.
Once the chains were on we could plow through the snow
well enough to attempt to negotiate the driveway to the inn.
The driveway itself wound around a couple other buildings
before getting to the highway, such that you could only see
a small portion of it from the inn, and hence didn’t see that
there were three stuck vehicles ahead of us, blocking our
way. After driving the truck a short portion of the road, we
FDPH XS DJDLQVW RXU ÀUVW VWXFN FDU :H WULHG WR FRQYLQFH
the dude that a bumper-to-bumper push from the truck was
just what he needed. He didn’t like that idea, so Blair, Forrest, and I resorted to pushing the old-fashioned way. We
SXVKHGWKHFDUDERXWÀIW\PHWHUVEHIRUHZHJRWEORFNHGE\
another stuck car. Instead of going back in and getting a
cheeseburger, we decided to push out both cars. As we got
around another curve, we found a third car to push.
Several hours later, we were nearly done. This is when
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a plow showed up, rendering all the work we did totally
pointless. We got onto the highway, which was a total disaster, and decided to leave the chains on. This didn’t last
too long—as soon as we got going one of them broke. The
EURNHQFKDLQÁDLOHGWKHLQVLGHRIZKHHOZHOODQGLQWKHIHZ
moments it took Forrest to get off the highway the truck had
been rendered somewhat uglier than before.
We got some sandwiches somewhere and ate them ravenously in the truck. Driving conditions rapidly deteriorated.
Forrest couldn’t really see anything but the taillights of a
truck in front of him. The guy in front eventually tried to take
an exit and got stuck in the process, and we followed him
into being stuck as well. The truck of course stalled at this
point. We exchanged digging the guy in front of us out for
a boost.
After that, there was no one in front of or behind us. A
snow plow had been through some time ago, plowing only
one lane each way. It was a divided highway, so we had
a huge snow bank close to each side of the truck. It was
DOOVQRZDQGLFHEHQHDWKXV,WZDVOLNHDELJÁDWEREVOHG
track.
-XVWDVLWZDVJHWWLQJGDUN)RUUHVWҋVWUXFNÀQDOO\GLHG:H
were driving at about 70 km/h and the engine just stopped
dead. Instead of coasting to a stop and completely blocking
the highway, Forrest, being the noble soul that he is, turned
a hard right and plowed into the snowbank to give room for
other vehicles to pass.
At this point it was pretty clear that we were going to need
a tow truck. The Gump-Mobile had all four wheels well off
the ground, with its tender underbelly resting on the snow.
This we could eventually dig out, but the larger problem
was that even after we dug it out, it couldn’t drive. The cellphone didn’t work. I’m not sure if we were too far from civilization or if the cell towers in the area were just completely
submerged in snow. Either way we sent Blair to hitchhike to
a pay phone and convince a tow truck that despite a basiFDOO\LQÀQLWHQXPEHURIVPDOOFDUVWRUHVFXHLQXUEDQDUHDV
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that it was a good idea to drive down the highway to some
vague description of a location to collect a truck that probably wasn’t worth as much as the fee to tow it.
Despite Blair looking like the bad guy in a movie—unshaved, long hair, huge, dressed in black, and surly—
someone in a 4WD picked him up in short order.
Forrest and I started digging the truck out. After making a trench around the truck big enough to lie down with
room to spare we started getting the shovels under the
truck and removed enough of the snow underneath it to
get the wheels on the ground. Next we excavated a tow
truck–sized patch in front of the truck such that it could actually get to the truck. In the hours that this took the snow
changed to rain. Forrest and I were plenty warm because
we’d been working up a sweat, but we knew that if we
stopped and retreated to the truck we’d start to freeze, so
we just kept digging. In the next hour we excavated the unplowed lane and the shoulder on the side of the truck away
from the plowed lane. It was still raining, and we were now
too tired to continue digging fast enough to keep warm so
we set up the tent in the middle of the patch we’d dug out
and went to sleep.
We awoke the roar of an enormous engine and got out
of the tent to see the mother of all tow trucks. It had a huge
plow on the front and readily enlarged the tow-truck spot
we’d dug to make room for its enormousness.
Apparently the 4WD Blair was in had snapped its drive
VKDIW+HHYHQWXDOO\JRWWRDSD\SKRQHDQGYHULÀHGWKDWDOO
of the normal tow-truck companies did in fact have enough
to do without making a big drive that they weren’t interested in our problems. After a period of great frustration he
eventually found an industrial tow-truck company. I guess
sometimes dump trucks need a tow. When the huge and
amazing tow-truck arrived, Forrest and I jumped out of the
tent only to discover that while we were asleep freezing
rain had laminated the tent and the truck in a half-inch of
ice. We just took the poles out of the tent and crunched it
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XSHQRXJKWKDWLWZRXOGÀWWKURXJKWKHGRRURIWKHWUXFN
The tow truck only had two bucket seats. The driver then
dropped the bomb: it wasn’t legal for him to tow a vehicle
that had people in it. Two of us would have to stay.
After some discussion we managed to convince him that
the laws didn’t apply anymore. Besides, leaving us would
be tantamount to attempted murder. Being the coldest of
the three of us I got the bucket seat in the tow truck, and
Forrest and Blair got to ride in the truck. This was apparently a terrifying experience because the ice on the windshield
and was heavy enough to bend it in a lot at every bump in
the road. They both were expecting to get smacked with a
windshield and sheet of ice before we got anywhere. In the
ÀUVWELWRIJRRGOXFNWKHZKROHWULSWKDWGLGQҋWKDSSHQ
We got dropped off at this tiny garage/gas station in the
town of Royston. Somehow we managed to get a taxi. I
don’t know how. It had chains on. We ended up at some
hotel in Comox and went to bed hungry. All we’d had that
day was a continental breakfast and a sandwich thirteen
hours earlier.
At some point in the late morning our hunger overpowered our sleepiness, and we started wandering around
looking for somewhere to eat. We got to the door of a White
Spot and it was closed. This was a real piss-off because we
were starving and the sign on the door claimed that they
had been open for a lot of hours already. I wanted to ask
someone where to go to get food, but there was no one
DURXQGLWZDVOLNHDJKRVWWRZQ:HHQGHGXSDWD6DYH
On, which was also closed. It at least gave us an explanation: “Closed until state-of-emergency is lifted.”
The CBC Archives have a video clip on the debacle. The
caption does a pretty good job of summing it up, though:
“It hit in the night with little warning, leaving thousands
of unsuspecting British Columbians either scrambling for
shovels or praying for warmer weather. Over four long days
LQODWH'HFHPEHUҊ7KH%OL]]DUGRI ҋGXPSHGDQLPSUREDEOHFPRIVQRZ QHDUO\ÀYHIHHW RQWKHWUDGLWLRQDOO\

Epics

X

295

temperate lower B.C. area, crippling public transit and paralyzing day-to-day life. In this clip, CBC Television reporter
Terry Milewski checks in with bewildered west coast residents as they deal with their biggest bout of winter in nearly
80 years.
B.C.'s snowstorm began on the evening of Dec. 28, coating Victoria, Vancouver, and parts of the lower Fraser Valley with nearly a metre of snow. The province's capital received the biggest wallop, with 65 cm of snow in just 24
hours, smashing a record set in 1916. But the worst was far
from over for the region. With more snow in the forecast,
the records would continue to break as the temperature
continued to drop.”
In a state of desperation, we found a 7-11 that was actuDOO\RSHQJRW D FDUGERDUGER[IURP RXWEDFN DQGÀOOHGLW
with vile 7-11 garbage. There was no fruit or vegetables
so we had a choice between candy, chips, chocolate bars,
processed meat or “pastry” (King Dons, Twinkies, and
Snowballs). I chose chocolate bars and pastry while Forrest and Blair went for the processed meats. We took our
box back to the hotel and ravenously ate until our disgust
outweighed our remaining hunger.
We then checked out and walked to Royston. We found
that the garage where the truck had been dropped off was
miraculously open. The mechanic had a toque that appeared to have a seminal vesicle. Forrest didn’t have a
good feeling about the guy. He said it was instinct but I
think it was the toque. There wasn’t really a choice, so we
JDYHWKHPHFKDQLFWKHNH\VDQGZDQGHUHGRIIWRWU\WRÀQG
something worth eating.
We eventually gave up on the idea of getting real food
and ate at a gas station on the outskirts of Royston. While
ZH ZDLWHG IRU WKH WUXFN WR EH À[HG ZH ZHQW RYHU WR WKH
ocean. It was covered in a deep layer of slush. Some Vancouverites don’t believe that, but that’s how it was.
:HFKHFNHGEDFNDWWKHJDUDJHWRÀQGRXWKRZPDQ\GD\V
we were going to spend in Royston and were told that our
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problems came from a faulty voltage regulator. It had already been replaced and we were ready to go. The bill was
less than what we paid for the Long Lake Inn. It was like
a miracle from above. Forrest admitted that he had misjudged the mechanic.
We got to the Quadra Island ferry that evening. By then
the interior of the truck was so astoundingly cluttered and
disheveled that we only were billed for two people because
%ODLUҋVODQN\IUDPHZDVHQWLUHO\REVFXUHGE\ÀOWK
We have friends, Ruth and Chris, who live on Quadra.
The night that we arrived we showed up at their place. We
were immediately given large quantities of warm food and
sat down beside the wood stove. We started drying our
VWXIIRXWDQGIRUWKHÀUVWWLPHVLQFHZHOHIWIHOWFRPIRUWDEOH
Ruth, clearly sensing a weakness in our resolve, said “You
know, you could stay here every night and just go on day
hikes.” We all jumped at that. The rest our stay on Quadra
consisted of hikes with the constant sound of snow bombs
falling off the trees and splatting on the ground. We amused
ourselves by rolling up farcically large snowballs and pushing them off bluffs. Every night we were very grateful to be
able to dry out in front of a wood stove.
After altogether too short a time on Quadra, we began
our journey back to Edmonton. We left dumbly late for
some reason. By the time we got to the Vancouver Ferry
it was already getting dark and we were within a minute of
missing it. In our haste to get on board, Forrest nearly ran
RYHUWKHIRRWRIDIHUU\WUDIÀFGLUHFWRU+HZDV\HOOLQJDWXV
as we entered the ferry.
As we neared Horseshoe Bay Forrest decided that it
would be good to try to start the truck and see if we needed
a boost. It started, but once it was started he was afraid
to turn it off again in case it didn’t start. Forrest and Blair
got in a heated argument during which Forrest obstinately
NHSW LGOLQJ7KHUH ZDV QR UHVROXWLRQ WKH\ ZHUH VWLOO DUJXing when the ferry unloaded. Blair vented his frustration
by dropping his pants and hanging his ass out the window
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of the truck. From here it was constant bickering for the
rest of the day. This came to a climax where we stopped
in Clearwater. After getting a hotel room we ended up at a
restaurant. During the meal, the conversation, for whatever
reason, turned to the way in which you’re supposed to hold
\RXU NQLIH LQ D NQLIH ÀJKW )RUUHVW KDG D IDLU ELW RI PDUWLDO
arts training, so he was probably right, but Blair didn’t think
so and wouldn’t rest until he was vindicated. At some point
they both were attempting to demonstrate the superiority of
their method by jabbing at each other with butter knives. I
was going nuts at this point because I really didn’t want to
have gotten through all the ridiculous weather only to end
up with Blair and Forrest in the hospital with all sorts of
cutlery sticking out of them.
The ruckus eventually petered out owing to exhaustion,
and we went to bed. The next morning we got on the road
early. Forrest was singing off-key to piss off Blair, and Blair
was criticizing the Shania Twain air freshener hanging off
Forrest’s rear-view mirror. After some more squabbling we
reached an agreement that there would be no more vocalizing except for essential communication. A functional tape
deck would have been really nice.
As we approached Jasper, I realized that I’d totally
screwed the pooch. In all the excitement of the last night I
had forgotten to phone my parents to tell them that we were
still alive. They both are really into fretting. My mom likes
to fret woefully, while my dad likes to do it angrily. As they
hadn’t been explicitly told that we weren’t dead I could only
assume that they had concluded that we were dead.
I called my mom immediately. She was sobbing and wailing. She had in fact concluded that we were both dead and
had spent the night crying. My dad, however, had reached
the same conclusion and had taken it more stoically. Upon
ÀQGLQJRXWWKDWZHZHUHDOLYHKHGHFLGHGWRNLOOXV,FRXOG
hear him yelling in the background. I didn’t really have an
excuse for why I didn’t call because I didn’t want to tell my
parents that we had descended into mayhem. The conver-
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sation ended with me apologizing a zillion times and hanging up.
:HVWRSSHGLQ-DVSHUWRDWWHPSWWRÀQGVRPHVRUWRIJLIW
that would appease my parents. We ended up getting an
elegant and very expensive pepper mill, as over the last
few years my parents had purchased numerous shitty pepper mills that had all crapped out on them. When we got
home I gave them the pepper mill and the small wooden
duck from the Long Lake Inn.
I’m not sure what they were supposed to do with the
duck.
Ever since, every Christmas at one of the meals I have
at my parents’, my dad starts telling me what a bastard I
was for going on that trip and not calling. After peppering
his food he menacingly gestures at me with the pepper mill
and tells me that it is the only good thing that came out of
the whole experience.

T HE S ELF P ROPELLED C HRONICLES
A CT I
Piotr Forysinski
Preface
The appeal of self-propelled travel is more apparent to
some than to others. For some the aesthetic beauty of being able to go somewhere relying entirely on one’s own
muscle is immediately obvious, some need a little bit of
convincing before they appreciate it. I’m not entirely sure
when I became fascinated by the concept, though I’m sure
glad I did as it has so far been an absolutely amazing experience. The Self Propelled Chronicles are an account of
my entirely-man-powered undertakings over the course of
the past year – some successful, some less so – but all fun
in retrospect. Enjoy!!
Grouse Mountain

the dark ages

This was now a long, long time ago but it is in my heart the
most appropriate introduction to the Chronicles. My good
friend Matthew Breakey and I once thought that it would be
quite neat to bike up to the base of Grouse Mountain one
afternoon after work and do the Grouse Grind. We got to
the top of the Grind and decided that that wasn’t enough,
so we bimbled up to the top of Grouse Mountain and the
highest chairlift. From there we slid down the ski slope on
RXUDVVHVJULQQLQJOLNHÀYH\HDUROGV7KDWZDVP\LQWURduction to the consciously-self-propelled trip. I highly encourage the exercise – time yourself from the moment you
leave the UBC clocktower to the moment you make physical contact with the booth at the top of the highest chairlift
at Grouse! :-) Riding down from Grouse Mountain is also
IXQ,VHWP\SHUVRQDOVSHHGUHFRUGRQDELF\FOHRINPK
X
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that night.
MEC Gearswap

numerous dates

PHILIPP ZIELKE

MEC Gearswaps deserve a mention because it is only
thanks to MEC that the author could afford to acquire any
Watercraft, and all Watercraft used in the self-propelled
trips described here were acquired at MEC gearswaps,
VHOISURSHOOHGVW\OH7KHÀUVWZDVDQ(YHUJUHHQ:LOORZFDQRH WUDQVSRUWHG KRPH RQ WKH YHU\ ÀUVW SURWRW\SH RI WKH
bicycle canoe/kayak trailer. The second were two sea kayaks, one purchased by me and one by my friend Philipp
Zielke, transported home on a much improved prototype of
the trailer. That very same day, Philipp and I went for our
ÀUVW VHOISURSHOOHG SDGGOHLQ)DOVH&UHHNDQGGLVFRYHUHG
just how different a city looks and feels from the water. We
also discovered that the trailer actually works pretty well.
The third boat, purchased at the third successive gearswap, was a whitewater boat, transported home in-hand
while biking on my x-country bike.

The trailer and his boy.
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9th April 2008

All great deeds have humble beginnings. My friend
Denis was visiting from Germany, and my mission was to
keep him entertained for nine days. Since my ability to escape work during the day is highly limited, I had to resolve
to highly entertaining night-time activities that would make
up for Denis having to fend for himself during the day. One
VXFK DFWLYLW\ ZDV WKH ÀUVW XVH RI WKH FDQRH :H SDWFKHG
up the trailer one Wednesday evening, installed numerous blinking lights on it, and biked fourteen blocks down
to Trout Lake on Victoria Drive. We paddled a few times
around the lake until we got bored, and went back home. A
police car drove right past us at one point, but completely
ignored us.
The West Lion

25th - 27th April 2008

Mountains make for amazing trip destinations and trip
purposes. Find a suitably elegant mountain, with a suitably
elegant line up it, and just about any pains that have to be
VXIIHUHGWRJHWWRWKHEDVHRILWFDQEHMXVWLÀHG$QGVRLW
was with the West Lion.
7KH:HVW/LRQOXUHGPHIRUTXLWHDZKLOH7KHÀUVWDWtempt to climb it self-propelled I undertook with Steve “MufÀQµ 0XOOHQ DQG (PLO\ %HDFK$ ODWH VWDUW DERXW PLGQLJKW
on Friday night) and a bunch of logistical problems tired
us to the point that when we reached the top of the Cypress Bowl Road we were unwilling to go any further. We
camped not far from the Nordic ski area, had a relaxed ski
onto the Howe Sound Crest Trail on Saturday, and skied
out on Sunday morning in time for Steve to make it to Valhalla Pure for work.
The second attempt involved Philipp and I biking out on
another Friday evening. The weather forecast was calling
for serious unpleasantness on Friday evening and Saturday morning, but great weather thereafter. As we gained
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PHILIPP ZIELKE

elevation on the Lions Gate Bridge, snow accumulation on
the road rose to unpleasant levels. When turning onto Capilano Road (it’s longer but less steep than Taylor Way to
get onto Highway 1) Philipp’s rear bike rack collapsed onto
KLVEDFNZKHHODQGZHZHUHRIÀFLDOO\WRDVW7REHSUHFLVH
it was the exact opposite actually, because it was snowing
wolves and cougars and by the time I was home I was completely drenched and borderline hypothermic.
The third and successful assault on the West Lion was,
I must say, quite a bit of work. Philipp and I left on yet another Friday evening, made it up to the Cypress car park in
good time, skinned up to the col between Mt. Strachan and
the beginning of the Howe Sound Crest Trail and pitched
camp by 0100hrs. The next day we skied to the base of the
West Lion, and due to unfavourable snow conditions and
our general state of tiredness that took just about the whole
day. Unnecessary Mountain felt most Unnecessary. On
Sunday morning we got up at 0500hrs and climbed three
and a half pitches straight up the Vancouver-facing side of
WKH:HVW/LRQSDUWLDOO\LQWHQWLRQDOO\ VRXQGVZHLUG DYRLG-

Elevation-Time graph from Philipp’s watch altimetre.
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ing the easier ledges on our right. The pitons I brought were
DOLIHVDYHUQXPHURXVWUHHVDQGWZLJVZHUHVOXQJWRR7KH
summit was extremely satisfying. On the way down Unnecessary felt even more Unnecessary than on the way up, but
the ride down was rather pleasurable and we were home
just before midnight.
The Three Runs Challenge

10th May 2008

The fact that you can see three ski resorts from downtown Vancouver immediately raises the intriguing question– would it be possible to ski each one, from top to bottom, traveling from one to another under one’s own muscle
SRZHU DQG FRPSOHWH WKH FKDOOHQJH LQ RQH GD\" , ÀJXUHG
WKHDQVZHUZRXOGEHDIÀUPDWLYH%XW,QHHGHGSURRI
I was going to be stuck in town one weekend because
RIDFRXSOHRIROGIULHQGVÁ\LQJLQWRWRZQRQ6XQGD\6LQFH
picking them up from the airport wasn’t going to be a particularly strenuous exercise, I thought that trying my challenge on the preceding Saturday would be the way to go.
I left home shortly after 0517hrs, biked up to Seymour,
skinned up to the top of the highest chairlift and got a (suSHUÁXRXV DGMHFWLYH  IHZ WXUQV FRPLQJ EDFN GRZQ 7KHQ ,
biked over to the base of Grouse Mountain, where I met up
with Ed Estabrook who had called me the previous night
DQGWROGPHWKDWKHZDVKRSLQJWRҊJHWVRPHH[HUFLVHLQҋ
We hiked up the BCMC trail, skinned to the top of Grouse
Mountain, skied all the way down to the bottom of the Cut,
and hiked back down. We then biked over to Cypress and
skinned up to the top of the Peak Chair. By then it was raining and complete whiteout had set in, but we didn’t let that
dampen our spirits. The turns coming back down were actually pretty damn good. Somewhat knackered, I got home
at 2215hrs.
I must say that overall it was a very satisfying experience. It took me 17h08min home-to-home, which included
some 4000m or so of elevation gain and 114km of biking.
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I’ll never look at the North Shore ski resorts quite the same
ever again – I now have much more of a personal relationship with them.
Indian Arm

23rd – 25th May 2008

    2QH ÀQH )ULGD\ HYHQLQJ 3KLOLSS DQG , VHW RII IURP P\
place, trailer in tow, kayaks loaded full of climbing gear,
heading for Anvil Island. We wanted to kayak as far as we
could on Friday night, paddle into Howe Sound on Saturday, string a climbing route together from the number of
rocky outcrops on the east side of the island, and paddle
back home in time for work on Monday. We got about
1000m into the trip before things went really wrong.
As I was turning onto Salsbury Drive from Venables
6WUHHW D VWUHHW FRUQHU QRW NQRZQ IRU LWV ÁDWQHVV WKH RXWside fork mount cracked, resulting in the outside trailer
wheel ending up somewhere under the trailer. Luckily
things didn’t completely fall apart on us – the cracked piece
of wood held up enough to prevent the kayaks from crashing onto the pavement, which have been Most Costly. We
managed to limp back home with Philipp as trailer support,
but with no real hope of getting the kayaks down to the sea
anytime soon.
It was then that I decided to exercise one of my favourite strategies – if you’re already in a complicated mess,
you might as well make it even more complicated. Two
friends of ours, Anne Vialettes and Agathe Lemaire, were
initially going to come with us, but decided against the idea
because they didn’t want to paddle so far in Howe Sound.
1RZWKDWZHZHUHQҋWGRLQJWKDWZHÀJXUHGZHPLJKWDVZHOO
do something together. I called Agathe, and the two girls
wheeled their rental kayaks all the way from MEC to my
place at Victoria Drive and 1st Avenue. Somewhat skeptical, they left their kayaks in my garage and agreed to come
back the next morning at 10am.
The next morning, by 10am more or less, Philipp and I
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had constructed a new trailer with reinforced fork attachments, an extra foot of width, and the capacity to carry not
two, but four kayaks. We were set. The four of us biked
RYHUWRDOLWWOHEHDFKDWWKHHQGRI3HQ]DQFH'ULYHWKHÀUVW
easy launching spot after the Second Narrows Bridge that
ZH FRXOG ÀQG RQ *RRJOH (DUWK 6LQFH ZH GLGQҋW ZDQW WR
leave all of our bikes there, I biked back to my place with
all the bikes on the trailer, and then back to the beach on
Anne’s 60$ Squeak Rocket which we attached to a tree.
From there we paddled across Burrard Inlet and into Indian
Arm.
Towards dusk we got to the north end of Indian Arm,
completely dazzled by the stunning scenery and abundant
wildlife. We entertained ourselves by paddling as far up the
Indian River as we could (it was low tide, so we couldn’t
actually go very far up it), and then landed at Granite Falls
for the night.
On Sunday we practiced various kayak rescue techniques and then headed back down. We stopped in Deep
Cove for ice-cream, and then paddled back to our beach
where I once again had to jump on the Squeak Rocket to
go home and fetch the trailer. Sometime late that evening,
we locked all the kayaks in my garage and I went to bed
rather exhausted.
It was the next morning, as I was biking to MEC with the
two rental kayaks, that I realized that a kayak trailer was
the Coolest Thing Ever. It was a few hours later that I realized that I now also had a Girlfriend.
Pitt River Hotsprings

6th-7th June 2008

   2QH GD\ , ZDV LQIRUPHG E\ 1DWDOLH 6WDÁ DQG -HII )HUguson of the existence of delightful hotsprings up the Pitt
River. Even better, they could only be approached by going
up a logging road at the far end of Pitt Lake – which could
itself only be accessed by crossing Pitt Lake. The irresistible question arose – could the hotsprings be accessed en-
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tirely self-propelled in one weekend? There was one way
WRÀQGRXW
7KHZHDWKHUIRUHFDVWZDVQҋWJUHDWPRUHRUOHVVNQRZOedgeable sources informed us that the hotsprings could be
ÁRRGHGGXHWRKLJKZDWHUOHYHOVLQWKH3LWW5LYHUDQGWKXV
completely not worth going to. The odds were with us.
Philipp and Anne showed up at my place around 2000hrs
RQ WKH )ULGD\ HYHQLQJ ZH SDFNHG WKH FDQRH DQG D VHD
kayak onto the trailer and set off East. Not entirely deliberately we ended up taking Curtis Street to get onto Burnaby
0RXQWDLQ3DUNZD\WKLVZDVQҋWDSDUWLFXODUO\JUHDWLGHDIRU
DFRXSOHRIUHDVRQV7KHÀUVWZDVWKDWLWZDVTXLWHVWHHS
unpleasant and avoidable. The second was that we misjudged the width of the walkway between the end of Curtis
St and the Parkway on Google Earth satellite imagery, and
thus had to completely dismantle the trailer to get it up the
thing. Then I had to bike down Gaglardi way, which was
perhaps one of the more scary middle-of-the-night highspeed trailer ventures so far.
We eventually crossed the bridge over the Pitt River and
biked up to the Grant Narrows Provincial Park. The Park is
unfortunately closed after hours, and there actually were
JXDUGVHQIRUFLQJLW²VRPHERG\KDGEHHQVKRRWLQJDÀOPLQ
WKHDUHDDQGSDUNRIÀFLDOVZHUHRQGXW\HYHQLQWKHPLGGOH
of the night. We pitched camp at about 0230hrs somewhere
near the park gate.
In the morning we biked up to the docks, left the trailer
attached to a tree, loaded the canoe up with three bicycles
and set off - Philipp in his sea kayak, Anne and myself in the
canoe. A few hundred metres into the paddling, I was saying my goodbyes to my bicycles and canoe as the waves
and wind tipped us all over the place.
Things eventually calmed down a little bit, and 5h 45min
later we arrived at the far end of the lake. We left the boats
at the logging camp’s dock and rode 21km up the logging
road to the Pitt River Hotsprings. A little wandering on
wrong turn-offs on the logging road wasn’t avoided. The
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hotsprings are just a very short walk away from a branch
RI WKH ORJJLQJ URDG DQG WKH\ ZHUHQҋW ÁRRGHG DW DOO :H
soaked our tired bodies in the delightful hot water for a
while. We were too knackered to stay long – we cooked
dinner and went to bed.
The next morning I awoke with a bad headache and the
feeling you get just before you get a bad cold. I admit I had
my doubts as to whether I’d be able to force my body to
propel itself all the way back home that day. We packed
up camp, rode back to the boats, and paddled back to the
Grant Narrows dock by 6pm. We didn’t much like the idea
RIELNLQJRYHUWKH3LWW5LYHU%ULGJHZLWKKHDY\WUDIÀFVRZH
decided to try something else. We loaded the trailer onto
the canoe too, and set off with the trailer and the three
bikes on board. This, to be honest, was actually quite a
good setup – with the wide trailer frame in the middle of the
FDQRHZHFRXOGOD\WKHELNHVRXWÁDWWHUDQGZLWKRXWWDNLQJ
DOOWKHZKHHOVRIIWKLVORZHUHGRXUFHQWUHRIPDVVTXLWHQRticeably. We paddled 11km down the Pitt River and landed
on the west bank somewhere before the bridge, thus avoiding having to take the bridge itself. However, to get out of
where we were we had to carry the trailer in pieces across
two locked gates – an activity with a relatively low fun coefÀFLHQW
After what seemed like a very long ride, we made it home
by about 0030hrs. It was one hell of a weekend.
Alouette Mountain

5th-6th July 2008

2QHÀQHZHHNHQG,VXJJHVWHGWKDWFOLPELQJ%ODQVKDUGҋV
Needle via its West Face would be the thing to do. You
can see Blanshard from downtown Vancouver, even from
Spanish Banks where VOCers frequently play Ultimate
Frisbee on Wednesday evenings in the summer. Yet I
hadn’t even heard about it until Erik Frebold mentioned it
to me one day. 10 pitches of 5.6 just sounded great, especially if it could be approached by self-propelled means.
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3KLOLSS1DWDOLH6WDÁDQG,ELNHGRXWRI9DQFRXYHURQH6DWurday morning, through the industrial devastation of What
Lies East, over the Pitt River Bridge, and onto the DewdQH\ 7UXQN 5RDG :H SXUFKDVHG QHDUO\ LQÀQLWH TXDQWLWLHV
of fresh fruit at numerous fruit stands along the way. We
arrived at the Alouette Mountain trailhead in Golden Ears
Provincial Park in decent time, and decided to try and bike
up the logging road instead of taking the hiking trail. The
two intersect relatively high up, and we thought that even if
we didn’t gain any time on the way up, the way down would
make the effort worthwhile. The only problem was that the
logging road was not only deactivated, but completely removed from the face of the Earth by UBC Forestry along
one slope. This resulted in a dose of bush-whacking, bike
carrying, and ultimately bike abandoning. We hiked up the
UHVWRIWKHWUDLOHQFRXQWHULQJVLJQLÀFDQWO\PRUHVQRZWKDQ
we were expecting. The other problem was the weather –
by then we were in thick, thick mist.
The next morning the thick, thick mist persisted. We could
see absolutely nothing, and everything was wet. We debated the amount of sense there was in attempting to climb
anyway, and eventually reason won over ambition and we
decided to leave the climb for a better day, if only to actually
enjoy it. We hiked out, and biked home, buying more fruit
along the way. Natalie is a machine. At cheerfully hiking
through drenched bush and at eating fresh fruit too.
I’ll come back for Blanshard some other time.

Lone Tree Island

4th-5th October 2008

My poor girlfriend Anne went home to France for two
ZHHNVWRVHHKHUIDPLO\6KHZDVÁ\LQJEDFNWR9DQFRXYHU
on Friday, and it was my mission to think of something fun
to do over the weekend. After a bit of thinking and consulting Google Earth, I came up with the perfect plan. We
ZRXOG ELNH RXW WR 6WDYH /DNH ZLWK P\ LQÁDWDEOH GLQJ\ RQ
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Saturday morning, paddle over to Lone Tree Island, pitch a
tent and spend most of the weekend chilling out watching
gentle waves splash onto the sandy beach. The island is
RQO\DERXWPRIIVKRUHVXIÀFLHQWO\FORVHWRGHHPSDGdling in a small dingy sensible, yet also isolated enough to
give us a pleasant secluded feeling.
It was cold and rainy just about all day on Saturday.
Biking up the Dewdney Trunk Road was uneventful and
highly miserable. The logging road along the west shore of
6WDYH/DNHZDVQRGLIIHUHQWE\WKHWLPHZHKDGELNHGWKH
required 8km or so Anne was shivering and showing early
VLJQV RI K\SRWKHUPLD :H LQÁDWHG WKH GLQJ\ DQG SDGGOHG
over to the island where I left Anne to pitch the tent. I in turn
paddled back to shore to ferry the rest of our stuff. Since I
was in a bit of a rush to get back to the island and to Anne, I
just locked our two bikes together on the shore of the lake,
ULJKW DW WKH VSRW ZKHUH ZH KDG LQÁDWHG WKH GLQJ\ 2QFH ,
was on the island however, and re-assured that Anne was
GRLQJÀQH,UHPHPEHUHGWKHZDUQLQJ,KDGUHDGLQP\ND\aking guidebook – the water level in Stave Lake is highly
unpredictable due to the lake being dammed, and is known
to rise dramatically overnight during heavy rainfall. It was
pissing it down.
Somewhat reluctantly I set off from the safehaven of the
0(& /LJKWÀHOG LQWR WKH GDUN ZKLFK KDG MXVW VHW LQ DQG
back onto the bouncy deck of the Coleman Three Man.
Anne said she would go look for me if I wasn’t back by the
WLPHVKHÀQLVKHGFRRNLQJGLQQHU,VWDUWHGSDGGOLQJ:HVW,W
took me way longer than expected to hit shore, and when I
ÀQDOO\GLG,UHDOL]HG,ZDVLQWURXEOH
Some explanation of the local geography is needed here.
The entire section of shore is a few hundred metre wide
strip of mud, tree stumps, roots, and little muddy inlets.
6RPHZKDWXQSOHDVDQWWRORRNDWE\GD\OLJKWVRPHZKDWRI
a treacherous maze in the dark of a cold, rainy night. I had
absolutely no idea where I was relative to either the bikes,
or the island. I walked up and down along the shore, but
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couldn’t recognize anything at all, and started considering
the scenario where the water level had already risen by two
feet, the bikes were already submerged and gone forever,
and I was just walking over completely new shoreline. This
wasn’t an encouraging thought.
It got pretty miserable pretty quick. I had my dingy, two
SDGGOHVDSDLURIÁLSÁRSVDKHDGODPSDQGVRPHYHU\WKLQ
and very soggy clothing on me, and that was it. The only
reassuring thought was that I would probably survive till the
morning if I headed inland and huddled under my dingy in
VRPHEXVK,KDGDIDLQWKRSHRIÀQGLQJWKHELNHVEXWHVVHQWLDOO\QRKRSHRIÀQGLQJWKHLVODQGDJDLQWKDWQLJKW²,
wasn’t going to paddle out onto the lake with no slightest
idea of where I was going.
After walking around for what seemed like an eternity, I
saw a headlamp in the distance. I must say that was one
of the happiest moments of my life. Yelling “ANNE!!!” at
the top of my voice I sprinted towards the shimmering light
LQP\ÁLSÁRSVWULSSLQJRYHUURRWVDQGIDFHSODQWLQJLQWKH
mud as I went, all the while holding on to my precious dingy
and paddles. I almost tripped over my bikes too. Ecstatic
to see that they still existed I decided to just leave them
right where they were and paddle towards Anne with all my
might. Memory may be failing me, but I believe we had one
of the longest and soggiest hugs ever shortly thereafter.
The next morning was nice and calm, and it wasn’t raining. We walked around the tiny island, enjoying the view
as the morning fog lifted. The island is indeed a miniature
paradise – despite being about 100m by 100m it has a sandy beach, a section of steep rocky shore, a forest and even
an outhouse.
Our calm was brutally terminated when the ATVers arrived. I had been completely oblivious to the fact that the
west shore of Stave Lake is motorized sports paradise until about a hundred various ATVs, dirtbikes and jacked-up
trucks appeared and started buzzing around. True enough,
we were separated from the rest of the world by a 100m
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PHILIPP ZIELKE

stretch of water, however 100m isn’t quite enough to isolate
oneself from the wrath of the Two-Stroke-Engine.
We buried most of our beer under a tree on the west side
of the island and packed up. The paddle back and the ride
back home weren’t eventful. We stopped at the Stave Falls

Camp on Lone Tree Island.

Eagle Lake

1st November 2008

1RWDOOWULSVDUHSODQQHGZLWKҊHSLFҋLQPLQGVRPHWXUQ
out so nevertheless, but some don’t. This was one of the
ones that didn’t. Anne and I had a day to use up one weekend, and we decided to go and explore Eagle Lake at the
base of Black Mountain, just off the Cypress Bowl road. We
ELNHGXSWRWKHÀUVWVZLWFKEDFNRIWKHURDGXSWR&\SUHVV
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Mountain without ever getting onto Highway 1, and then
took a series of logging roads to get to the lake. Despite appearances on Google Earth, Eagle Lake unfortunately isn’t
your idyllic holiday destination – it’s dammed, and access
to the lake is barred by a huge steel gate, barbed wire, and
ORWVRIҊ1275(63$66,1*ҋVLJQV7KHELUGVWROGXVWKDWLWҋV
possible to bushwhack through the forest to get a view of
the lake itself nonetheless. Disappointed by this turn of circumstances we decided to bike up to the ski resort car park
instead, and then bike down the main road. The Trans Canada Trail conveniently follows a logging road on the west
side of the valley and leads right up to the new chairlift. On
the way home we stopped at a pub downtown to see Yan
who had just gotten back from knee surgery in France after
tearing his ACL biking. We were an hour early – unknown
to us the Time Gods had decided to make the day an hour
ORQJHUDSKHQRPHQRQFDOOHG'D\OLJKW6DYLQJV7LPH
Epilogue – Act I
The board is set. The pieces are moving. It will soon be
time for greater things to happen. I hope that the few selfpropelled trips I’ve described here are only the very beginQLQJRIPDQ\PRUHDGYHQWXUHVLQWKHDPD]LQJ2XWGRRUV,
also hope they will inspire others to discover the rewarding world of propulsion sans engine. Most of all, perhaps,
I hope I managed to share with the reader my awe at the
beautiful world we live in, and the amazing power we human beings have to explore and admire it, when we reach
out and seize it. Carpe diem!
This article would not be complete without an enormous
thank you to everyone who contributed to this ongoing projHFWIRUZLWKRXW\RX,ZRXOGKDYHJRWWHQQRZKHUHERWKPHWaphorically and literally. I remain in debt to all my friends
who toiled with me with pedals, paddles, or just weary feet
and showed more enthusiasm than I could ever hope to
expect in the most miserable of situations. Thanks folks!!

A LASKAN C EDAR
Sophia Toft Moulton

I have taken to celebrating Happy Being Alive Day every
September 14th, and would like to put forward a motion
to institute this as a second statutory holiday in September. Perhaps, like Labour Day, it could be tacked on to the
closest weekend to optimize the doing of cool things. But
why, Sophia? Why? The Government Minister of Statutory
Holidays asks me. Well, I say, you better hunker down now
dearie; this is a bit of a long story…
On 14th September 2006, I had another beautiful, sunny
day free from my seasonal job at the museum and interpretive centre in Geiranger, Norway. After telling friends
and coworkers where I was going and when I planned to
be back, I set off with my matpakke (lunch), some warm
clothes, my phone and compass. I followed the painted
red T markers (T for Turistforening) up the mountain (near
Storseterfossen), eating blueberries all along the way.
On the hike down, later in the afternoon, I missed a trail
marker. In an attempt to turn back and correct my mistake,
I slipped, slid down a dry riverbed, and dropped off a cliff
WKHWULSWRRNPHDERXWPHWHUVVWDUWWRÀQLVK <RXҋOOEH
surprised to know that this actually wasn’t that much fun.
7KRXJKPD\EHLWTXDOLÀHVDV7\SH,,,IXQLWҋVQRWIXQZKLOH
you’re doing it and it’s not fun in retrospect? And maybe
there are some funny things about it? Like the proverbial
sharp pointy rocks at the bottom of the cliff? Who am I and
how did I land myself in a roadrunner cartoon?
What was even less fun was that my cell phone had
fallen out of my bag and shattered (not unlike most of the
bones in my face), and both my lungs were punctured, so
walking home was not such a good option (though I gave it
a shot anyways). In the end, I hunkered down, bundled up
X
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and bleeding, until a police helicopter found me about 24
hours later. Fortunately, my boss, who had tried phoning to
check in with me the night before, acted quickly and decisively when I didn’t show up for work that morning, insisting
that helicopters be sent right away.
Don’t you fret and don’t you frown: time heals all things.
Or rather, time, extra-strength painkillers and twelve hours
of surgery heal all things. I spent some time in a coma, a
day or two tripped out on morphine, and had to potty train
all over again at the ripe old age of nineteen. All in all, I
spent just over two weeks in the Ålesund Hospital before
Á\LQJ EDFN WR 9DQFRXYHU ZLWK P\ PRWKHU ZKRҋG ÁRZQ WR
Norway after getting a scary 4 am phone call from my boss,
i.e.: Sophia’s had an accident).
The following September, after an unadventurous year
of sleeping, swimming and eating mashed potatoes (shatWHULQJ \RXU MDZ OHDGV WR D GUDPDWLF LQÁX[ RI VTXLVK\ IRRG
consumption), all in the name of Getting Better, starting
university at UBC was a welcome challenge. I’d heard rumours that the VOC was fairly cool, and Meghan Anderson,
who was the VOC membership chair at the time, convinced
me that learning how to rock climb was a good idea. What
better way to get over my irrational fear of falling off cliffs?
I made my way to Longhike, and Richard So did a fairly
sensational job of convincing me that I wasn’t going to die
in Rock 1, though I’m sure it took a lot of patience.
Through the rest of the year, I went on a number of weekend trips and day trips with the club: climbing, skiing, hiking, snowshoeing, and most importantly, facing down the
pervasive but irrational fear that I was going to die every
time I ventured into the mountains. I was so, so grateful for
the patience of trip companions and trip leaders, encouraging me if I hesitated and waiting for me when I was paralyzed by a bad case of the what-ifs: what if I slip? What if I
fall? What if I die? ,ZDVDOVRKDSS\WRÀQGP\VHOILQJRRG
company: this Varsity Outdoor Club thing seemed to attract
all kinds of weird, wonderful and welcoming people!
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DUNCAN MCNICHOLL

This past September, I celebrated Being Alive on a trip
up Slim Creek to Wolverine Pass (in the South Chilcotin
Mountains), with Matthew Carroll, Elissa Smith, Duncan
McNicholl, Griffen Barlow, Jannah Uhrich-Chappell and
Leah Butcher. We hiked under blue skies, and toasted the
occasion with hot chocolate and Bailey’s under the light of
the full moon. Really, I try to make a point of being happy
about being alive every day, just most especially on September 14th.
Summer Longhike this year was pretty exciting, in so far
as I found out I actually rather like climbing up rocks. This
UHDOL]DWLRQ JRW PH WKLQNLQJ WKDW P\ ÀUVW \HDU LQ WKH FOXE
was very much about getting back on the proverbial horse.
This past year has been notably awesome in that I actually got to ride the damn thing! And who knows what next
year will hold! As time goes on, I am less and less (irrationally) fearful (though I think a little fear can sometimes be
healthy, when it’s rational and/or warranted). After a small
misadventure with the bindings on some club-ski this winWHU1DWDOLH6WDÁK\SRWKHVL]HGWKDWLI,ZHUHDWUHH,PLJKWEH
an Alaskan Cedar since “they are awfully resilient!” I can
only hope it’s true!

Full moon at slim creek.
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Christian Veenstra

Two years ago, I hopped in a kayak with over thirty days
of food and all the mountaineering gear I owned (much of
which I’d purchased simply for the trip). Although a failure from a mountaineering perspective (see “Escape from
Knight Inlet”, VOCJ 49), this trip opened my eyes to a world
of possibilities. And so, in late April 2008, I found myself
SXWWLQJ WKH ÀQLVKLQJ WRXFKHV RQ D KRPHPDGH VNLGU\EDJ
DQG PDNLQJ ÀQDO SUHSDUDWLRQV IRU D ND\DNDFFHVVHG VNL
WRXU ZLWK 6WHYH 0XIÀQ  0XOOHQ 0DGHOHLQH 0DUWLQ3UHQH\
and Line Lund Christiansen (now my wife). The plan was
similar - kayak with all our food and ski gear up Bute Inlet
from Quadra Island, leave the kayaks and some food at the
logging camp by the Homathko River, do a loop on skis,
then kayak home.
The Beginning
No matter how early you start there are always last-minute preparations, and this trip was no different. After a day
of packing and last minute sewing alterations to our gear,
we rammed everything into my car (an old Toyota Camry
SXUFKDVHGVSHFLÀFDOO\IRUWKLVWULSIRUWKHSULQFHO\VXPRI
$250. Although the passenger side door still doesn’t open it
somehow passed AirCare and is still running almost a year
later) and Steve’s truck (an old Land Cruiser, where the
passengers must wear hearing protection). In the pouring
rain, we narrowly made it to the ferry terminal, and pulled
into Steve’s grandparents’ place on the Island in the middle
of the night. Not much sleep later, we were racing across
7KH,VODQGDJDLQQDUURZO\PDNLQJDIHUU\WKHÀUVWRIWKH
day towards Quadra. After picking up the second kayak
X
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from some friends of Madeleine’s and a three-hour packing job later, we pushed off from Rebecca Spit with kayaks
loaded to the gunnels.
The Kayak In
We were so lucky with the weather. Both kayaks were
huge tandems, and both were thoroughly loaded - the
KDWFKHVÀOOHGPRVWO\ZLWKIRRGDQGSHUKDSVDQRWKHU/
worth of gear strapped to the decks. I normally feel quite
secure in my kayak, but all the weight made them far from
stable and brought the deck low enough that even the
smallest waves would wash over the boat. The weather
held for more or less the whole journey up, with generally
overcast skies and little wind. This was fortunate, as there
is certainly no abundance of beaches along the shores of
Bute Inlet, and the inlet is famous for its strong winds (See
“How Not to Pee in a Kayak,” pg. 177).
7KHND\DNLQWRRNÀYHGD\V7KHÀUVWQLJKWZHFDPSHG
near an oyster tenure where the owner came over and
freaked out on us, but after that we ran into other people
only occasionally. Our second camp on Stuart Island gave
us an amazing beach and a reprieve from doing a bear
hang (we decided there were no bears on the island, although later learned this wasn’t true), although we had
to carry everything up a cliff to get it away from high tide.
Camp three found us at the bottom of a gully, which a little
bit of exploration revealed to be the bottom of an avalanche
VKRRWFRPSOHWHZLWKVQRZ$OWKRXJKZHXVHGWKHҊEHDFKҋ
created where the avalanche chute emptied into the ocean,
we were careful to sleep in the forest close by. This was
also undeniably grizzly country, so we felt obligated to protect our food and ourselves by taking the normal precautions. Of course, one would normally never bring a month’s
worth of food into bear country. A months worth of food for
four people is, not surprisingly, quite heavy. Making a bear
hang can typically be quite a faff, but with so much extra
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ZHLJKW WKH IDIÀQJ FDQ EH YHU\ LQWHQVH 7KH XVXDO SURFHdure, where you tie a cord with a pulley between two trees
and haul the food up, just ends up pulling the trees together and leaving the food more-or-less on the ground. After
WKUHHKRXUVRILQWHQVHIDIÀQJDURXQGZHÀQDOO\PDQDJHGWR
get it up, although it took Steve jumping down a gully attached to a 3:1 pulley system to do it. We were spared the
fourth night, next to an abandoned logging camp, where we
were able to load up one kayak with all the food and tie it to
an old logging buoy.
   2Q GD\ ÀYH WKH RYHUFDVW ZHDWKHU EURNH DQG ZH ZHUH
treated to amazing views as we approached the head of
the inlet. Snowcapped mountains and icefall surrounded us
on all sides with avalanche chutes running straight into the
ocean. The clear weather brought with it a growing headwind – thankfully, before it picked up, we were in relative
shelter heading up the Homathko River and chatting with
Chuck, the friendly curator of the logging camp there. After
exploding our gear all over his yard and re-packing for skimountaineering, we camped at sea-level one last time.
First thing in the morning, Chuck gave us a ride to the
correct side of the Homathko, and we scrambled up onto
logging roads near Potato Point. While exiting his boat and
struggling our heavy packs up the embankment from the
river to the road, I watched in horror as the sil-nylon bag
containing my gloves, toque, all my warm layers and 1 extra pair of socks fell off the outside of my pack and tumbled
toward the water. Fortunately, it came to rest, stuck to a
patch of mud just inches away. We shouldered our substantial packs and began the long slog up.
The Alpine
There are not many traverses where you return easily to
the starting point, and adding a kayak approach certainly
doesn’t increase the options. I dreamed up the plan looking
at possibilities on the maps - into the Whitemantle Range
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Steve, Line and Christian show off their heavy packs near Potato
Point.

over either House or Cumsack Mountain and traversing
West toward the main divide where we planned to continue
toward the Waddington Range and exit via Scar Creek. In
doing the research, we discovered that the connection to
the main divide had not yet been skied. We had a few worries that the route might not go, but overall I think we found
WKHLGHDWKDWLWZDVDÀUVWWREHPRUHSRVLWLYHWKDQQHJDWLYH
At Chuck’s recommendation we found ourselves starting
up logging roads on House. Not only did the logging roads
go quite high, but this would also put us along what was
billeted as a beautiful ridgeline traverse to Cumsack (well
travelled in summer), as opposed to bushwhacking up an
old burn on the backside of Cumsack. Sure enough we had
RXU VNLV RQ DQG KDG UHDFKHG WKH WRS RI WKH URDG WKH ÀUVW
day, despite beginning from sea level with heavy (35kg?)
packs.
We heard that there was a rough trail into the alpine from
the top of the road, but it was a high snow year and we didn’t
spend time looking for it as we could easily ski through the
forest. By day two we had climbed onto the shoulder of
House Mountain and could look back over Bute Inlet. The
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view was truly amazing. By day three we had setup camp
not far from the summit of House, and declared the major
VORJ FKDSWHU ÀQLVKHG$Q DWWHPSW DW FOLPELQJ +RXVH ZDV
foiled by soft snow conditions and a scary runout with steep
slopes almost all the way to sea level on one side and an
overhanging fall into a bergschrund on the other. The next
morning we crossed under the summit and onto the ridge
toward Cumsack.
The ridge itself was spectacular, however certainly not
ideal ski-touring terrain. The ridge is steep, dropping off to
near sea level on both sides in just a few kilometres. The
west side rolls over slowly becoming progressively steeper
until it reaches the Bear River, while the East side is mostly
cliffs with overhanging cornices dropping to the Homathko
valley. The cornices were huge – the largest I'd ever seen.
I guess it should have come as no surprise, given that Bute
Inlet is famous for its wind.
   +DOIZD\ WKURXJK RXU ÀUVW GD\ DORQJ LW WKH ULGJH EHJDQ
to slowly roll away from us, disappearing out of sight. My
cornice sense began to tingle... with such runouts we
didn’t want to take any chances. We dropped our packs
and Steve and I took turns belaying Madeleine (the lightest, and perhaps bravest, of the group) forward to check
things out. We sure were glad that we ended up bringing
those two 60m ropes. We inched forward, but after belayLQJIURPQXPHURXVYDQWDJHSRLQWVEXWZHMXVWFRXOGQҋWÀQG
a way down anywhere - it seemed like there was an intervening cliff band perpendicular to our line of travel (we later
learned this to be true). As the day grew longer and hotter the snow grew softer, and so we pitched camp to think
about our options.
The next morning we rose early and split up to try and
ÀQG D ZD\ DFURVV 6WHYH DQG 0DGHOHLQH WRRN WKH ҊKLJK
route’, and thoroughly worked the areas at a similar elevation to our camp. At some point Madeleine dropped her
shovel and watched as it skittered toward oblivion in the
Bear River – unbelievably, it stopped against a bush just
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Christian belays Madeleine out to checkout the cornice

shy of the edge. Line and I skied down toward the Bear
River until it too appeared to roll off into nowhere, and then
attempted to traverse the steep terrain with crampons and
axes, belaying off the occasional tree. Before it got too soft,
ZH UHWXUQHG WR FDPS WR GLVFXVV RXU ÀQGLQJV 6WHYH DQG
Madeleine found more cliffs, but Line and I had found a
route that appeared possible (although highly unpleasant),
traversing the steep slopes above the Bear River. We decided that, given our heavy packs, we’d rather rappel cliffs
and the cornice - but felt better about it knowing we had the
traverse option if the route didn’t go and we had to return
the way we came. We spent the rest of the day washing
our clothes in the snow then building a huge snow bollard.
By the next morning the bollard was as hard as ice, and we
rapped down to continue our route.
Skiing along the ridge, we were happy that visibility was
poor - it kept the sun at bay and the snow stayed solid.
Eventually, the ridge cliffed-out just past the last bump before Cumsack, so we skied down and around on the Bear
River side. With the heavy packs only Madeleine kept turn-
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STEPHEN MULLEN

ing the whole way - for most of it was a 1000’ sideslip,
thighs burning the whole way down. Once we reached the
level we wanted to traverse, we raced down across the
side-hill as the sun broke through the clouds and began
to soften the crust supporting us. Periodically, the crust
would break, stopping our skis, and the momentum of our
heavy pack would just grind our helpless bodies down into
the snow. Speed was a mixed blessing, as it helped keep
us above the disintegrating crust, but increased the consequences when we really punched through. We climbed
back up and set up camp under Cumsack, where we would
wait in a whiteout for the next few days.
Normally, one has a terrible picture of waiting out an alpine storm - huddled in the freezing cold, bracing the walls
of the tent with your body, praying that the wind won’t blow
the whole thing right off. However, for us, it was a little different. With temperatures in the tent reaching temperaWXUHVRIRYHUÝ&ZHOD]HGDURXQGLQRXUXQGHUZHDUDQG
DWHҊLFHFUHDPҋ VQRZPL[HGZLWKGULQNFU\VWDOV ,WSD\VWR

Christian prepares to rappel - Big Cornices require Big Bollards.
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CHRISTIAN VEENSTRA
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Steve shows his prowess at the “suck the altimeter” game.

have a mixed gender trip.
We took a brief break from lazing around in the tent to
try and climb Cumsack in a whiteout. It seemed like a good
LGHDZKHQZHJRWXSLWDOPRVWORRNHGOLNHWKHZHDWKHUZRXOG
clear up when the sun rose and burned off the remaining
fog, and the snow seemed solid. Near the top, however,
Madeleine and I heard a deep rumbling sound – we turned
to ask if anyone else had heard it and saw Steve dropped
into a self-belay on his axe, and Line running back down
the mountain. The snow had just dropped several inches
under their feet. We returned to the tent and sat around in
our underwear some more.
The weather eventually broke, at least for a day, letting
us move camp over to the big glaciated basin between Brig
SE3 and Brig S5 (which we dubbed Kayak). Here we were
able to sit around in our underwear and listen to avalanches for a few more days in the rain. We became experts at
tent games, ranging from the very popular “suck the altimeter” (Steve eventually managed to max out the altitude
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0DGHOHLQHVNLVDZD\IURP´.D\DNµDIWHUDOLNHO\ÀUVWDVFHQWRIWKH
mountain

reading) to the not so popular “guess the temperature inside Christian's pants”. At one point we decided it would be
IXQWRÀJXUHRXWKRZPDQ\DYDODQFKHVZHUHFRPLQJGRZQ
Standing outside the tent they all sort of blended together,
but from inside the sound of the rain drowned out most of
the small ones and we could make a count. Keeping track
for an hour we heard, on average, one every 54.29 seconds (and got to use the fancy “average lap” function of our
watches). The rain and warm weather were really bringing
them down - we were happy not to be attempting to climb
anything.
2QFHWKHZHDWKHUFOHDUHGXSZHVSHQWWZRGD\VÀJXULQJRXWKRZWRFOLPE%ULJ67KHÀUVWGD\ZDVDIDLOHGHIfort – but we learned that the NW ridge doesn't go, and did
VRPHURXWHÀQGLQJWKURXJKWKHFUHYDVVHVXSWRWKH1IDFH
The next morning (and I mean morning – we left camp at
midnight, since the weather was so hot) we kicked steps
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straight up the steep snow on the N face. The top ended in a large cornice, which I had to dig through to reach
easier terrain along the summit ridge. We left Brig SE6, a
sketchy looking sub-peak of Brig S5, alone. It is likely still
unclimbed.
Continuing along our route we got a great view back
toward our cornice rappel – there really was a cliff band
the whole way across, and we'd found the best place to
make the rappel. The hot weather continued, and the soft
snow forced us to setup camp before crossing Brig the next
morning.
Although crossing Brig had given us the most worry during the planning stages, it turned out to be no problem. We
travelled pretty far that day and Steve and I even made it to
the easternmost summit. After poking our heads through a
gap in the centre we eventually settled on a couloir, which
connected the south and west glaciers, to cross it's cliffy
spine. There was a bit of a bergschrund on the backside
but we lowered the packs and rappelled off a sturdy anchor– me sitting in the couloir. After playing anchor I skied
down and jumped the bergschrund although it certainly
wasn't pretty. (Note: although we rappelled, a determined
party could likely climb over in the opposite direction).
Traversing back over to the main divide was relatively
easy once past Brig, although we'd basically used up all
our time. With what we determined to be an appropriate
DPRXQWRIIRRGUHPDLQLQJZHEHJDQGRZQRXUÀUVWELJÁDW
glacier of the trip, hoping for an exit via Brew Creek.
The Bushwhack
As it turns out, an exit via the south side of Brew Creek
LVQRWUHFRPPHQGHG2XUÀUVWSUREOHPZDVWKDWDWWKHHQG
RIWKHELJÁDWJODFLHUZDVDVKRUWVHWRIFOLIIV$OWKRXJKZH
ZHUHDEOHWRVNLDURXQGWKLVÀUVWVHWWKHER[FDQ\RQZLWK
raging river just a few kilometres later proved to be a more
formidable obstacle. Since it seemed that any route we'd
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choose might end up with a rappel or two, we set up camp
at the top so that we might have daylight if we needed it.
The next day dawned cold and raining – perfect conditions to begin a bushwhack. We traversed into an old avi
path to the east of the canyon and attempted to ski then
climb down it. Eventually, however, it became too steep
and the slide alder too slippery – we feared that at least one
of the four of us would almost certainly fall, and it seemed
to only be getting steeper. But at least we had lost a lot of
elevation. We traversed back across toward the canyon,
where we were able to get the rest of the way down with
only a few short rappels. It seems likely that there was a
better way down in between the bluffs and the slide path,
EXWLI\RXWDNHDQ\DGYLFHIURPWKLVVWRU\LWVKRXOGEHWRÀQG
another drainage.
Then began the long terrible process of bushwhacking
out of Brew Creek. We didn't make it to the start of the old
ORJJLQJURDGWKHÀUVWGD\EXWZHVXUHGLGEXUQDORWRIIXHO
attempting to turn the tent into a sauna that night. We got
it pretty warm, and the wet gear made it pretty humid, but
somehow we still felt cold and wet. We realized that we
weren't going to make it out within the number of dinners
we had left, and began to ration our food. The bushwhacking was fairly coastal, with progress reduced to 100m an
hour in the worst slide patches. I read about a BCMC party
who burned their skis rather than carry them out, and could
really sympathize. Some of us took to the “throw and retrieve” method of carrying skis, which is vastly superior to
VWUDSSLQJWKHPWR\RXUSDFNRQFHWKHEXVKJHWVVXIÀFLHQWO\
thick.
At some point, there was a bridge connecting the north
and south sides of Brew Creek. Although we expected it to
EH ZDVKHG RXW ZH ZHUH GLVDSSRLQWHG WR ÀQG RXW WKDW ZH
wouldn't even be able to cross Brew Creek there – it was
far too deep and swift, and too wide to bridge with deadfall. The only roads we knew of were on the other side, at
least until after the next river canyon on the south side. We
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prepared to bushwhack along and see if we could cross
the canyon – we'd lost radio communication after crossing Brig, so it seemed there was nothing else to do. Since
the terrain near Brew Creek got too steep, and cliffed out
directly into the river, we were forced to climb up again and
EXVKZKDFNXSDQGRYHUDÝVLGHKLOOFRYHUHGLQVOLGHDOder– the best kind of bushwhack. We spotted a black bear,
and followed him for a bit since it was the only direction
where travel was possible.
Coming back down, right when we'd lost most of our hope,
we fell onto a logging road. Logging road? We hadn't come
across it in our research – but there it was. Almost simultaneously, I made radio contact with the logging camp, and
Madeleine reported that the logging road bridged the river
canyon one switchback lower. Now travelling fairly fast, we
crossed the bridge, ate what little food we had left in celebration, and radioed the logging camp to let Chuck know
that we'd be back some time that night. “Are you sure you
don't want to get picked up by helicopter?” Chuck asked
RYHUWKHUDGLR´7KHUH VRQHLQFDPSULJKWQRZÁ\LQJVRPH
engineers around in your area”. Although we were sitting
on what seemed to be an old helicopter landing-pad we
scoffed at the idea – the tough part was over.
However, just 50 metres further along the logging road
the whole slope was totally washed out – it was replaced
by a giant 150m wide, 50m deep swath of steep sand, interspersed with huge teetering boulders. A little disappointing,
considering we'd just eaten the last scraps of food and it
was getting late. We started to bushwhack up and around,
reduced to our previous speed records. That helicopter
seemed more and more tempting...
Standing in the middle of the steep forest, one hour before dark, with nowhere to set up the tent and no food, we
decided that maybe that helicopter wasn't such a bad idea
after all. We bushwhacked back to the helicopter pad and
made the call. The next morning we chopped down the alder which had grown on the pad, both to clear a place for
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the helicopter and as revenge for all those kilometres of
bushwhacking. Steve even managed to chop down a 6”
diameter conifer with the adze of his mountaineering axe.
7ZRVKRUWÁLJKWV LWZDVDVPDOOKHOLFRSWHU ODWHUZHZHUH
standing on the Homathko main logging road, where Chuck
drove up to meet us in his truck. We were happy to be riding in a truck when we ran into a pair of grizzlies on the
URDGWKHÀUVWQRQEODFNEHDUVZHVDZWKDWWULS7KH\VXUH
looked big, but I'm sure they would have looked much bigger had we been pedestrians. When we got back to the
camp Chuck treated us to dinner, and we sure ate well.
We also got a chance to chat with the helicopter pilot, who
tipped us off to some good beaches on Bute Inlet.
The Kayak Back
    2Q RXU ÀUVW GD\ EDFN ZH KDG D VWURQJ WDLOZLQG ZKLFK
didn't really present itself until we'd gotten clear of the river
and out in the open of the inlet. Periodically it would gust
harder, and turn the kayak sideways – the huge drybags
strapped to the deck were acting like a long sail, and threatened to tip the kayak when they caught the wind. Once we
were turned sideways, I would brace the kayak to keep it
upright and Line would paddle hard. When the gust was
over, we would be able to point the direction we wanted
and carry on. After tucking behind a small point for lunch we
didn't notice that the wind had increased. When we pulled
out again the wind was noticeably stronger, and instantly
pulled us away from the safety of the point. The second
gust was long and hard, and I couldn't keep the boat from
tipping. It seemed like slow motion, but I couldn't skim the
paddle any faster or push any harder – we capsized. We
struggled the boat to shore (a loose jumble of rocks below a cliff) and rapidly unpacked the contents as the rising
tide and waves threatened to carry away all our stuff. We
VFUDPEOHG XS WKH FOLII DQG SDVVHG HYHU\WKLQJ XS ÀUHOLQH
style before bringing up the kayaks on belay. As the day
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lengthened, the wind grew stronger, and we were happy to
be off the water. The next morning was no different, and we
began rationing our food for the second time since there
was no way we were heading onto the water.
The following day was a bit calmer and we left before
dawn. Although the wind threatened a few times it never
blew too strong, and we made it to the amazing beach near
Moh Creek, recommended by our helicopter pilot– complete with a wonderful open-to-all cabin. Knowledge of
WKLV VSRW DORQH ZDV ZRUWK WKH FRVW RI WKH ÁLJKW ,W ZDV D
ÀWWLQJELUWKGD\SUHVHQWIRU0DGHOHLQH7KHUHPDLQLQJGD\V
we were treated to glass-calm waters on the inlet, and we
were reminded why some people might kayak for the sake
of kayaking.
Overall the trip was amazing, owing mostly to the parWLFLSDQWV$OWKRXJKLWZDVP\LGHDLWZDVGHÀQLWHO\DJURXS
driven trip and things were done as a team every step of
the way.
Beta for Kayaking up Inlets
If you're considering doing something like this you're
probably a skier/mountaineer who knows nothing about
kayaking (like I was). You've probably got enough experiHQFH WR ÀJXUH RXW WKH DOSLQH VWXII IRU \RXUVHOI .D\DNLQJ
is about as hard as it looks, which is to say not really all
WKDWKDUG7KHUHDUHVRPHÀQHUSRLQWVZRUWKQRWLQJKRZHYHU7KHÀUVWEHLQJWKDWRQHFDQGURZQSUHWW\IDVWDQG, YH
heard it's a terribly unpleasant way to go, so don't screw it
up.
Having now kayaked up both Bute and Knight Inlets, I
can say with certainty that Bute is the superior Inlet. Looking at the map afterwards, there appears to be a kayak access you can drive to directly across from Whiterock Passage. This would let you do the inlet in three solid days,
camping at the cabin near Moh Creek (located in a small
bay a few hundred metres west of the creek) and Snar's

330 X VARSITY

OUTDOOR CLUB JOURNAL

2008–09

Beach (an abandoned logging camp, the cabin is located
north from where the SW drainage from Sir Francis Drake
hits the ocean). There's shelter at both these locations so
you don't need to use a tent and you could probably even
get away without doing a bear-hang by being creative,
which will save you many hours.
The wind on Bute Inlet (and ocean in general) can
blow up quickly. You better be off the water before it gets
bad. It seems straightforward, but there are not many good
places to bail, so don't take the weather lightly. Throw a
few big jars of peanut butter (or similar) in the bottom of the
kayak so you don't need to starve yourself waiting out bad
weather (like we did).
The Government of Canada publishes handy books,
which tell you what the tidal rapids will be doing on any
given day, and how high the tides will be. Bring one. Figuring out how to use these guides is shockingly non-trivial, so
doing this at home with the aid of the Internet is advisable.
For us, the high-high tide came consistently at night, perfect conditions for loosing all your gear.
   <RX SUREDEO\ ZRQ W EH DEOH WR ÀW HYHU\WKLQJ LQVLGH WKH
kayak, and will end up with a huge pile of crap strapped to
WKHGHFN,I\RXFDSVL]HLQWKLVFRQÀJXUDWLRQ\RXZRQ WÁLS
DOO WKH ZD\ RYHU7KH GU\EDJV ZLOO DFW DV ÁRDWV DQG \RX OO
just lay sideways and helpless in the water. You won’t be
able to Eskimo-roll it back - the bags will be too heavy. After
our capsize when we'd dragged our boat to shore, I was
unable to dead lift the kayak upright while standing on a
rock (until we took some bags off) – so unless your Eskimoroll is stronger than my legs, you can just forget about that.
During some practice capsize sessions close to shore on
the last day, we came up with the following procedure:
Pre-rig your kayak with extra webbing and buckles, so
that you can just throw the drybags on deck and buckle
them down (it will be more convenient for packing your kayak later anyway). There are probably pre-existing fasteners
that you can unscrew and use, so you shouldn't need to
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drill any new holes. For every pile of bags, make a long
bungee cord leash tied to the deck with a clip on the end
so you can weave it through all the drybags in the pile and
clip them together to your boat. If the kayak tips over you
can then undo all the buckles to jettison your deck-top gear,
making it possible to right the kayak in the water and get
back in without swimming to shore. The kayak should also
be more stable now that the drybags aren't on deck, although slower since you're towing them via the bungees.
Hopefully, with the added stability, you can now make it to
VKRUHEHIRUHZKDWHYHUFRQGLWLRQVFDSVL]HG\RXLQWKHÀUVW
place get worse. You may decide to cut the bungees and
loose your gear to get away faster, depending on your level
of desperation. You have a dive-knife attached to your life
jacket for this purpose, of course.

J OURNAL A WARDS
Karolina Hanula
Awards? I haven’t budgeted for this. And on top of that,
who am I to judge these articles, having stared at my own
KDOIZULWWHQGUDIWRQO\WRVHQGLWWR3DXOLQDIRUÀQLVKLQJ
Many of the articles in this edition merit high praise, but
,ҋOOEULHÁ\SRLQWRXWP\IDYRXULWHV
Funniest Articles: “On Partners and Self Esteem” by
Seth Adams, “Surely you’re joking, Ms. Manners” by Conrad Koziol & co.
Seth essentially nailed my climbing mentality, and managed to do so in just a few bomber sentences, and lets
face it, Ms. Manners is IXQQLHUWKDQWKHÀYHRҋFORFNQHZV
Best TR: “The Lake That Never Ends–Uncrossing the
Garibaldi Neve” by Eliza Boyce
I really enjoyed reading this trip report, as it did far more
than just objectively point out the amount of elevation that
was gained with each passing hour (as very little elevation
was gained throughout the course of the Garibaldi crossing).
Most Informative: “Whitemantle on Skis, by Kayak” by
Christian Veenstra & co.
The great thing about Christian and Piotr’s articles is
that they relate to many different outdoor subcultures.
Kayaking, skiing, mountaineering, cycling – all in one article. Complete with beta on the inlets, as well as on how
not to pee into your kayak, the Whitemantle article is great
for amateurs like me.
Honourable mention: “Escape from British Columbia” by
Jeff Motershead
Fifteen pages later and we’re still in a car?!
X
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