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PRESIDENT’S MESSAGE
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 

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 men-
ace 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 togeth-
er just doesn't get fueled in the city. As a species we've 
spared no effort inventing rules and building places that fol-
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low them - places where somebody else has carefully cal-
culated what to do in every situation. Just follow the signs, 
regulations and subsection 2.56a and everything will work 

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 leav-
ing 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 

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.
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EDITOR’S MESSAGE
Karolina Hanula

    Varsity Outdoors Club? I haven’t seen the outdoors all week! 
Perhaps it is because I had scoffed at the warnings of previ-
ous 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 edi-
tion 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, 

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 Cal-
houn’s reading over proofs, while Conrad Koziol and I de-

-
bling, scrambling from mountaineering, and mountaineering 
from climbing. We plotted elevation graphs, and interviewed 
those around us, but to no avail! We eventually decided to for-
go 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 

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 for-
gotten. 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 through-
out 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. 
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HIKING

Hiking back to the cars. From left to right: Evan Morris, Greta 
Raymant, Phillipp Zielke, and Christina Duff.
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Ran Zhang takes in the view of Garibaldi Lake from near 
Gentian Peak.
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Hiking up Tricouni. From left to right: Colin Vincent, Anne 
Vialettes, Ran Zhang.
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Taylor Meadows.

Greta Raymant crossing the icy Borealis Glacier creek in front of 
Fyles Glacier.
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THE COAST MOUNTAIN EXPERIENCE
APE LAKE
Evan Morris

    You’re a quarter century old, and your friends are all out 
-

tination 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 be-
fore 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 

Very tempting, but we are VOCers after all. We heard of 
an elusive place called Ape Lake on the northern edge of 

-

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 

through the alpine and river valleys beyond.
    The route is a true alpine experience. After the short 
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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 com-
ing 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!

avoid steep areas and nasty bushwacking. It is quite chal-
lenging, 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 Purga-

through glaciated terrain, a beautiful camp below Mount 
Jacobsen, the largest moraine I’ve ever seen, and a couple 

Greta at the toe of Fyles Glacier.
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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.

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-watch-
ing 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 

entire glacier since ice is less dense than water. The lake 
would then suddenly and catastrophically drain West down 

-
hlaup, 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.
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CHILKOOT TRAIL
Agathe Lemaire

Teammates: Jannu Casanova, Anne Vialettes and Emma 
Vardy-Bragg

North America’s most fabled treks.

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 

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 

to help out, wherever we were in the country. 

Anne, Jannu & I) were on our way, in the 05h30 bus to 
Bellingham, USA, where we were taking the ferry. My un-

line was ideal. This in mind, I manage to convince my team-
mate 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 
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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 accu-

    The life on the boat did prepare us for the challenge com-
ing. 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, read-
ing 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

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 

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 ava-
lanche” on the other side of the Chilkoot Pass. After climb-
ing 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 my-
self 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 Lin-
derman 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 hik-

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.

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 re-
ally 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.

Hichhiking road trip
    At the highway, we decided to split into two groups to be 

later, a car stopped. Emma & Anne were in the back. Our 
-

ser. There, my trip partners had to report to the immigration 

Anne is from France, and Emma from Australia... I was the 
only Canadian). Afterward, we split up again to get rides to 

Anne Vialettes and Agathe Lemaire : Crossing the border and 
playing with the wind. 
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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 pic-
tures (Bove Island, Carcross, Carcross desert, Miles Can-
yon). 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.

I would say that there is no better way to learn your coun-

Agathe Lemaire and Emma Vardy-Bragg : Tent city on the ferry 
to Alaska.
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ASHLU MOUNTIAN
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 4Run-
ners 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 sweat-
ing 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.

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 over-
heating. 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 

th 

and mostly 3rd class scrambling, punctuated by some snow 
slogging.
   The weather was capricious and deteriorated as we as-
cended into the cloudcover, obscuring our view of the route 
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higher up. The cloud line was starkly visible over the valley, 
a perfectly horizontal line cutting across the horizon.

    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 be-

quite cool and windy and half the group decided to wait 
lower while some went higher to see if the col was in strik-
ing 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 

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

of us retreated far away from the fall line to the neighbour-
ing glacier to await the rest of the group. Given the condi-
tions 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.
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MOTOCROSS WHEEL ON UNNECESSARY 
MOUNTAIN
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 elev-
en o’clock. As we meandered along the trail, some birds 

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 al-
ready 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.
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     Then, after we had descended 200m, there was a slight 

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 real-
ized we weren't going anywhere fast. If I were to try to help 
her down, her backpack strapped to the back of mine would 

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 pur-
pose 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.

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 

-

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.

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 

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 para-

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 mo-
tocross 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, Squa-
mish, 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 fur-

     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 be-
fore being released. She had surgery on Wednesday and 
now has six weeks of healing and another six of physio-
therapy 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 situa-
tion. Had it been a daytrip, I wouldn’t even have had a tarp, 
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now consider when heading out for a hike. I'll be looking 

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!

   SAR on Unnecessary Mountain. 
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WEST COAST TRAIL
Agathe Lemaire

Teammates : Colin Vincent, Anne Vialettes, Emma Vardy-
Bragg, 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 

one in my crew would say the word of the trip was “LUX-

was relatively dry and the walks on the beach were amaz-
ing! 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 

had only one spondanicle to share between three cooking 
teams.

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. 

group decision was to keep on hiking to Camper Bay for 
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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 

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 

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 boul-
dering 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 

started raining. 

      

    Saturday, we had a short hike. With the rain, walking on 
the rocks on the beach was now really sketchy. We arrived 

Despite the smiles and joy in our camp, we decided as a 
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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 be-
fore 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 

-
pen. We chilled at the trail’s end waiting for our shuttle and 
got home under the bright summer sun! 

—Luxury!—
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WHEN WEDGE BECOMES TRICOUNI
Anne Vialettes

    Last summer in Vancouver was spent working during 

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).

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 

-
viously 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 

deciding to pitch the tent. After setting up a bear cache off a 
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small cliff, we admired the view and snapped some moon-
light pictures, using our poles as a tripod.

    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 

nice and forest-y, full of blueberries, and MUDDY.We had a 

some food. 

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 gor-
geous, the sun hot and shiny in the blue sky! 

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 

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 bleed-
ing 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!

and hiking up on snow patches. The slope was getting 
steeper and steeper and the scramble got much more ex-
posed, 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 tra-
versed to access the right ridge, which took us to the sum-
mit 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 Garib-
aldi Park. The fresh air from the summit chased the mos-
quitoes away and time was spent joking around and trying 

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, 

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

RA
N 

ZH
AN

G



Hiking  33

since it was already 6pm, and quickly headed back after 
picking up our gear. 

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). 

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 head-

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 mountain-
eering 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 
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GARIBALDI CIRCUMNAVIGATION
16th-17th 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 

    We all seemed to arrive at the parking lot at a reason-
able 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 

the number of days. Initially, I thought I should put in two 
days, since this was a Saturday/Sunday trip, but then I re-
alized 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 

and I was sure I could catch up. Eventually my business in 
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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 con-
sumed too much tea had affected my sleep. Eventually I 
started seeing glimpses of our party on the switchbacks 

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 por-
tion of the trip.
    We made it to Taylor Meadows in good time, around 
two hours. Beautiful views of the Tusk and Tantalus range. 

-
alized 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 

non-silty stream. I guess in retrospect that this was a little 
dumb, because there was water running around on the gla-
cier, 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 surpris-
ing 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 

could think of was that they had gone into the hills to try and 
avoid the glacier entirely. That seemed really dumb though. 

-
ally I saw some people on the glacier way back at the bot-
tom. Ack!  Where had they been hiding down there? We'd 
just walked right beside the glacier all the way from the bot-
tom. Oh well. I then stood around in view, waving around to 
make sure they'd seen us. No signs of being noticed. Well, 

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 op-
posite 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 slow-
ing 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 seven-
person 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 sub-
summits 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 ex-
hausted it probably wouldn't have been so bad. If this sec-
tion 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 ar-
rived 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 unsuccess-

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 fo-
cused on getting something to eat. I had brought my usual 
amount of food with me (and I usually end up having a bit 

brought twice as much. Ate dinner and went to bed. The 

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 quick-
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nothing to combat the inferno that was the room. Eventu-
ally 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 

-
ous. 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 

tricky, but if you were lucky only the outside of your boots 
got wet. It started to rain a little, but thankfully it was short-
lived. 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 

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 

was not available further on in the trip. Since everyone was 
disappearing into the forest, we decided to not pump wa-
ter. 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 
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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 

    We came to the same channel/valley as on the Brohm-
Price trip from last year. Again, we headed into the forest 
rather than follow the easy valley bottom towards Price. 

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 

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 fash-
ion, taking time to climb peaks along the way and stay in 
some spectacular campsites.
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CLIMBING AND MOUNTAINEERING

Erik Frebold making his way up “De Luge” Gully.
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Richard So jumping over a crevasse.
Co-winner in Photo Contest, Action
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Intro to Ice at Marble Canyon. 
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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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Seth Adams climbing the upper part of the North Face ramp.

Bob Lai bagging Needle Peak.
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Hyun-Seo climbing Robbins crack, 5.9+, Mt. Woodson

Jon Effa climbing Ruins (5.11). Indian Creek, Utah. 
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RUNAWAY TRAIL
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 War-
rick Whitehead from Vancouver Island, avid travelers who 
are old enough to be our parents, and Michelle Finzi, freed 

    We left Vancouver at 5am and made good time to Pem-

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 

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 

the hill behind camp, Peak 6010, to have lunch. This pro-
vided 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 color-
ful 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, al-
though we had a good description from the excellent guide-
book Scrambles in Southwest BC (by Matt Gunn).
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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 

views from the summit were incredible and well worth the 
effort. We also got a good look at the ridge connecting Lo-
comotive and Face, which was our objective for the sec-
ond 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 de-
scent 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 

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 discov-
ered 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 appar-
ently 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 sum-
mit 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 

seemed that it had only started leaking after the long uphill 
to the pass. From there we drove back to Vancouver, arriv-
ing after 11pm, in time for a great late night special all-you-
can-eat of Sushi and other Japanese dishes. Once we had 
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NORTHEAST BUTTRESS OF 
MOUNT SLESSE

Richard So

    Back in early September, Nick Elson, former VOC hard-
man, 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 

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 

-
ing 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 Ab-
botsford 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 condi-
tion, slighty rough in some spots. It’s always good to check 
the local forums for recent trip reports to get road condi-
tions. Otherwise you may end up hiking a long portion of 
the road. It's amazing to think that a big route like this could 

you’re looking, you can actually see it from the Trans-Can-
ada highway. We started hiking in around 10:30pm, and ar-
rived 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 but-
tress 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.
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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 cinna-
mon 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 

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 gla-

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 

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 
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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 experi-
ence. 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 off-
balance 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 

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 

The protection was pretty sketchy, and all the jugs sounded 
hollow. I was quite happy that Nick didn't send any belay-
slayer material down towards me.
    I lead the next pitch up to the bivy ledges. There are 

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 re-
ally bad rope drag here because of the multiple ledges. It’s 
usually better to set up a belay when you anticipate pos-
sible 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 

a lot of simul-climbing on 3rd and 4th Class terrain to get 

is spectacular with exposed climbing and lots of holds. The 
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Three more pitches later and we were at the summit of 
Slesse Mountain. 

-
tress. 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 

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 but-
tress 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 hei-

time, energy, and good weather before doing this descent. 

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 

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 oth-
er 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 to-
wards Crossover Pass. I really shouldn't call these ledges, 
they were more like 45 degree grassy slopes, with a ver-
tical 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 de-
scent 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 de-
scent 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 to-
wards 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 di-
rectly across the alder. Taking a photo of the memorial ba-
sin from the buttress would also help. 
    A fairly reasonable fourteen-hour day, with plenty of day-
light to spare, and still enough time to go to Dairy Queen for 

-
ing for a while. 
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DON’T MESS WITH THE NEXUS!
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 Ja-
cob 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 

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 clear-
ance process for low risk, pre-approved travelers into 
Canada and the United States” (Canada Border Services 

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 card-
holders. 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 
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   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 

time in crushing our hopes of a low-budget climbing week-
end: “So you know violating NEXUS lane laws warrants 

explained, (“with all respect, Sir”) that it really had been an 
honest mistake. His response? He didn’t really care, be-
cause it wasn’t his problem or his $5,000 dollars. It was 

   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 

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 

 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 “Ja-
cob 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 Ares-
tad had informed us that the best he could do was reduce 

car we waited some more, silently cursing the U.S. border 
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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. Ap-

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 
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BECOMING A TRAD CLIMBER
Eric Escobar

     When I was in high school, I was scared of heights. I 
thought that rock climbing was crazy, and that it would nev-
er be for me. Many of my friends used to talk about climb-
ing 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 Sug-

-
tember 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 

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 
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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 start-
ing 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. 

2008. Hyun-Seo Kang, my labmate and good friend, and I 

Laughing Crack (5.7) (I love this crack!!!!) and was really 
happy with how it all went. Hyun-Seo had already been do-
ing 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 

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 rap-

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 

careful in the future.
    Unfortunately my next encounter with a climbing accident 
happened just a few weeks after this: May 3, 2008. Hyun-
Seo, 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, noth-
ing 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 

Then we made him sit down and treated the scratches. 

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 

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 

   Fortunately there were only little accidents for the rest of 
the season. On the last day of May, Jade Littlewood (an-

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 har-
ness 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 

well… 
    Another time I fell in a traverse in the Bulletheads (Gold-
en 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 

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 fan-
tastic, 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 

-
ing. 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 boul-
dering 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.

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 end-
ed 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.
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A DIRT-BAGGER’S GUIDE TO CLIMBING 
AT MT. ARAPILES

Andrew Paré

    This year I decided to skip winter and head to Australia 

scene was at Mt. Arapiles, which is probably the most de-
veloped 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 

beginner-friendly area. You really need to be comfortable 
leading on gear and building trad anchors, and must pos-
sess some scrambling skills to descend steep and exposed 

dirt-bagging lifestyle and I picked up a few tricks that might 
help you on your own adventures. During an Australian 

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 

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 morn-
ing, 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. Nati-
mak has a convenience store with some basic food sup-
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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 

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 

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 climb-

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 

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 

washing it. Here's another good tip: save water from drain-
ing your pasta or rice and wash dishes with it. Save the 
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borehole water too. Arapiles is a favourite spot for week-
end 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 

partners. I found belayers through the local online forum 
at www.chockstone.org and by meeting other solo travel-
lers at the campsite. If you do get stuck without a partner 

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 

-
ous 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 over-
hanging sections and small roofs to overcome. Fortunate-
ly, large jugs lead the way through these sections. If that 

    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. Hope-
fully 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 

-
vours. 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 hang-
ers in Australia and carry them up in your chalk bag to slide 
over the bolt before clipping them. Be sure to use solid-
gate 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 

route before tying in. I learned this the hard way two pitch-
es up a classic but rarely climbed route called Checkmate. 

climbing party to the belay ledge. I accomplished this by 
placing gear in only the top half of the pitch and then be-
layed 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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Scott’s RP popped out of the gear anchor. With no other 

a good RP level with the anchor and headed up. That RP 
would become my only good piece of gear over 38m of 

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 

belayed Scott up who promptly told me how bad my gear 
was.
    The most famous of all routes at Arapiles is the amazing 

Andrew Pare with his back to the Wimmera Plains and Mitre.
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Kachoong. It is a 5.10d double body length roof . I have of-
ten 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 intimi-
dating. You stare up at this monster roof and wonder how 
the hell you can climb past it. (Warning: the next bit is Beta, 

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, 

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 

Getting ready to pull the lip or take a whip.
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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 expo-
sure and reach the top. Kachoong is great for a couple of 

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 

sounds. Here is a list of some of the most common/humor-
ous Aussie slang: 

Pom: British Person Abo: Aboriginal
Seppo: American Shelite: White gas
Esky: Styrofoam cooler Thermals: Long Underwear
Goey:
(Not goo-ey, 
go-ey)

you have to just 
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
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CONCERNING BEARS & ROCKS
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 

James Earl, or “Yames” as he was known during the trip, 

buds in Thailand), and Daniel Hodorek’s fascination of car-
amelizing marshmallows and rum. After a late supper and 

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. 

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 climb-
ers 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 spec-
tacular climbing on both sides. Yannick Letailleur and Peter 

the weekend was going to be a two-pitch rappel into and 
out of a cave. 

seconds of reaching the bottom, we could hear her yelling:
 “No one come down! There’s a bear down here!” 



74 VARSITY OUTDOOR CLUB JOURNAL 2008-09

Brody Granger, being quick to the gun, rappeled imme-
diately 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 de-
scent. 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 spir-
its, 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 Heath-
er 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 near-
by 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 de-
vious plan of terrorizing the crew. The thought had crossed 
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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 

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 dis-
covered Neanderthal roots would come up and we’d get a 
few good chuckles. And like any hardcore outdoors mem-
ber, it was a last minute cram session in the truck for our 
microbiology midterm the next day. The hour-long road-
block, 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.
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A CONFESSION OF MINOR SINS ON MT. 
BAKER

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.

-
head: 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.

-
gled. 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 
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good decisions?

forest, kicking steps in old snow, my skis tangled up in the 
unique coastal bush. We were down to three people, Mat-
thieu, 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 be-
lieve 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 climb-

Following the two guys from Port Moody up a long and 

them halfway up was a bad idea. Reaching the top of the 

standing in the slot between the cliff and the ice, Mike was, 

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 

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 morn-
ing, heading to the Roman Wall, lit by a few eager pho-
tons 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 par-
ents 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 tooth-
paste 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 conve-
nience of it. At the time Matthieu had Swiss citizenship, but 
being tickled pink by life on the coast, he wanted to be a 

some sort, or at least helped him avoid penalties. However, 
gaining permanent resident status requires an awkward bit 

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 con-
cerns 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 ar-
gued. 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 

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 scien-
tists will discover the gene which propels climbers through 
bad weather, bad snow, bad rock, with sometimes bad part-
ners, only to reach a spot that is, typically, the most boring 
point of the whole trip. Our boring spot that day was par-
ticularly windy. It also sported a lenticular cloud. 
    
Matthieu posed for a shot. That’s him in the picture.

Matthieu Sturzenegger at the top of Mt. Baker
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RED ROCKS AND JOSHUA TREE
 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 hon-
estly felt elated. Ever since hearing about the VOC’s tradi-
tion of traveling to Red Rocks for Reading Week, I had been 
keen to go. I didn’t have much climbing experience, and I 

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, Feb-
ruary 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 mak-
ing 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 

after sign advertising the “meat only” fast food chains of-
fered at each exit, I started apologizing for my inconvenient 
diet, but thankfully Bob and Derrick are considerate carni-

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 
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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 expe-
rience 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 engineer-
ing nerds, including Bob and Evan Morris, had gotten lost 

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 daugh-
ter going on a week-long rock climbing trip (to Las Vegas, 

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

  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 west-
ern welcome. Instead, my dad offered his support, and sent 
us off on our adventure the next morning with some home-
cooked 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 oc-
cupied 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 

me with questions about Canadian geography. For a while, 
Bob and Derrick had some sort of male dominance compe-
tition 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 

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 con-
sequently 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 

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 se-
curity offers some peace of mind when you’re a resident of 
Sin City, but for us weary travelers, the endless streets of 

place, and I promptly got my sleeping bag out of the trunk 
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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 rest-
less 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 McDon-
ald’s bathroom and grabbing some breakfast, we returned 
to the campground, where a few sites had fortunately 

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, 

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 climb-
ing 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 

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 intimi-
dated 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 be-
friended 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 col-
lected fellow VOCer Jeff McCord and his girlfriend Beverly, 

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 inevi-
table 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 

few rounds, and as a driver, Andrew had some serious bar-
gaining 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 go-
ing 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. 

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 mo-
bile. As we pull up beside them, we see that Eddie and Mike 
are out of the car and appear to be searching for some-
thing. 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 cred-
it. We eventually reached the town of Twentynine Palms, 
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home to Joshua Tree National Park and the world’s larg-
est 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.

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 

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 

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 

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 roll-
ing 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 repeat-

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 adven-
ture 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 

decided our two cars should not attempt to stick together 
for the journey home. So, after a short farewell, Bob, Der-

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 freewheel-
ing tumbleweeds obstructing our freeway exit also caused 
a bit of delay. In contrast, passing through the miles of in-
dustrial 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 Re-
union,” 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 man-
ager 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, be-
fore continuing north along 101. We decided to take the 
101 for a change of scenery, and were excited about driv-
ing through the redwoods and along the coast. The scenic 
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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 com-
ing 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 plan-
ning 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 Port-
land in time for a late dinner. 
    After a restful sleep, we were back on the road Sun-
day morning. Reaching Vancouver by late afternoon, we 
were greeted by truly glorious blue skies. The weather had 

was good to be back. But oh, what a ten days it had been!

Eddie’s eco-friendly poo bag.
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MY VALENTINE’S DAY DATE
Richard So

    I spent Valentine’s Day climbing the North Face Ramp 
of Mount Harvey with Seth Adams, one of the most charm-
ing 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 differ-
ent VOC party had found styrofoam snow, so it was a rea-
sonable 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 
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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 

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 

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 

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 be-
lay 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 

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.”
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LAZY BAKER ASCENT
2nd- 4th 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 week-
end. 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.

0730 to cross into the US. We had a short stop at the Gla-
cier 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 men-
tioning something about purchasing additional travel insur-
ance 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 it-
self and made our way to the trailhead. There was lots of 
recent blowdown, stumps ripped right out of the ground, 

a lateral moraine overlooking the seracs on the toe of the 
Roosevelt Glacier and watching a group playing in the cre-
vasses. Dinner, watched the sunset, bed. The night was 
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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 Ro-
land's Outdoor Research overmitts (nicknamed "Warham-
mer" 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 Cole-
man, then meandering around in a loop before descending 

    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 par-
ties, 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 cram-
pons. 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 

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.
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BOULDERS, BELAYERS, AND BIKERS

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. Swel-
tering 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 occa-
sional 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 con-
ditions 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 

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 

night to remember.

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-of-
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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 com-
pliment when they started offering us Ziplocs of weed as 
gifts. While Leila was dancing with the bar owner, Sarah 

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 ad-
dress 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 incred-
ibly 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 sur-
rounded 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 sep-
arated. 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 men-
tion 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 Sar-
ah 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. 

-
ing 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 

that we have been spoiled with such awesome climbs and 
breath taking views, it will be hard to come back to Squa-
mish granite. Hiking and climbing around Red Rocks felt 

-
mend the experience for any climber! Just make sure you 
bring lots of warm clothing!
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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 

3,285 metres, was hiding in the clouds. As we prepared 
for the night, we talked to two members of an American Al-
pine 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 after-
noon 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.

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, 

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, 
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we decided to go back. We hoped to lower ourselves onto 

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 direc-
tion of his descent with two ice tools, occasionally scream-
ing 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 disap-
pointment when we realized that while we had the stove, 

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 Mon-
day morning, before reaching the lowest couple of pitches 

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 down-
climbing 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 lat-
est, 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 

one of our friends, the American Alpine Institute, the group 
we had signaled SOS, a random climber seeing our aban-
doned 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 wa-

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, mov-
ing 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 hun-
gry. 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, 

    In an attempt to light our stove, Dan tried to create sparks 
by scratching the rocks with crampons, scratching cram-
pons against each other, using ice axes, knives, trying dif-
ferent 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 

a roof.

Search
    In the meantime our hope that somebody would notice 
we were missing was becoming a reality: The American Al-

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 

    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. 

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 climb-
ers, considering all 'circumstantial evidence' and the wors-
ening 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
-

shift shelter on the ridge, a small search helicopter ap-
peared 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.

-
ter 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 extreme-
ly 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 

and I went to get a vehicle. Dan was released from the hos-
pital, 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 recover-
ing 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 sud-
denly 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 help-
ful doctors and nurses in the hospitals, and all of our friends 
for continuing support! 
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DE LUGE
Erik Frebold

    Most of the snow we got on the North Shore this year 
came in a huge dump over Christmas. The clear weather 

a metre or two of something that resembled melted marsh-
mallows. The North Shore's start zones promptly capitu-
lated, 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 plu-
tonium. 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 diver-
sion? But wait, it was the RED telephone! “Hi, this is Con-
rad 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, how-
ever, are numerous steep-sided gashes, bluffs, promonto-
ries, 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 
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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 

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 wa-
terfall 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, 

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 

wouldn't be great if any loose rock or ice came down. None 
did, but it soon looked like we were skunked, as the water-
fall 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 

yet at the base of the new gully. It was about 5m wide, thor-
-

spite 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 

ended in the waterfall. Suddenly we came up into a warm 
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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 sat-
isfying narrows into steep forest, plodded upward onto a 

-
noon'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 

spots.
    Oh, the name? Our second trip up was a weekday after-
school 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 

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. 
but it felt like one, so who cares. 
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SUPER DELUXE REALITY AWAITS
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 obses-
sion, 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 Pe-
tit high-wire walking between the World Trade Center tow-
ers. At the time, Petit’s accomplishment looked like some-
thing 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 

-
bing, which behaves quite differently from a static wire. The 

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 
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know how I would accomplish this feat at the time, I knew 

    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 

-
cal 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. 

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 suf-

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) high-
line across the coveted gully. It was pissing rain, but after 

Rigging on the second summit. 
Squirrels chewing anchors. 
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crew. We returned a week later with Ryan Warden, who 

    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 

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 

better.

Crossing the highline. Mount Garibaldi looms 
in the background.

M
IK

E 
CH

AP
M

AN



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.
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SKIING

Madeleine Martin-Preney skis down House Mountain, over-
looking Bute Inlet

ST
EP

HE
N 

M
UL

LE
N



114 

Jason Bedard, roaming free around Semaphore lakes. Locomo-
tive, Tender, Caboose and Faceless mountains around the Train 

Glacier in the background.
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Bram van Straaten skiing sastrugi near the Brew Hut.
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The bridge that should not be missed that leads up to Callaghan 
country 
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Skinning up Diamond on a little daytrip.
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PILLOW ACTION IN THE WHITE ROOM 
WITH THE PINK LADIES

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 ex-
tensive 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? 

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, 

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 expen-
sive, they were also boring. I ended up going to the Salva-
tion 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 

-
struction, I knew I could always rely on them for all those 
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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 in-
ner 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. 

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

NA
TA

LI
E 

ST
AF

L

Madeleine heading over Vantage col.
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SKIING AT SNOWSPIDER
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: Snowspi-
der 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 maneu-
vers. 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 Cana-

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 fac-
ing slopes in the valley a beautiful gold. We took turns get-
ting 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 

about 40 cm into the snowpack. We examined the enor-
mous crystals with Tim’s snow kit. Gnocci, tea, chocolate, 
soup and sun dried tomatoes (not necessarily in that order) 
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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) be-
fore 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 bush-
free 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.
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ROGER’S PASS: A REWARDING SWIM 
TO CURE A HANGOVER

Samantha Brett

-
son 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-of-
practice 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 Vil-

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 

-
able 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...” 

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 com-
pared to the previous weekend. We had our touring gear on 
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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 Con-
naught Creek and fumbled our way through the Alder bush-
es 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 

compared to where we started. We ate lunch here and en-
gaged 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, pre-
sumably 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 excel-
lent! 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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-
der 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 

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. 
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DOING THE TURNS RIGHT
Kjetil Birkeland Moe

    To some people the dramatic reduction in amenities and 
the overwhelmingly primitive conditions introduced by out-
doorsy life just don't seem to be challenging enough. Over-
coming 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 res-

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 align-

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. Fac-
ing 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 ran-
donée – 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 person-
ally 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 
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at the age of thirteen. Until that point I had – when speak-
ing 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 

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 dis-
cipline 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, 

be as a human being for many years to come.

And the reasons for choosing telemark skiing are many:

1.  Gear talk does 
-

ally 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/Black-

2. Freedom. Go wherever you want, both uphill and down-
hill, without needing to bend over attaching and detaching 
those heels. E.g. if you feel a half-day pass is way too ex-
pensive ($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.
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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 un-
known snow sport technique. In Big White you will get nar-
row skis and cross-country gear when you ask for tele gear.
7. Ambitious tele skiers can earn medals in competitions by 
simply 

    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 vo-
cabulary and fun-facts expansion for any gear savvy en-
thusiast, the most ascetic VOCer can also enjoy this way of 

    The bottom line is: if you already have experience from 
skiing or snowboarding, involving a certain amount of 

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 

 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 

had invested so heavily in tele gear. So take this oppor-
tunity, and enjoy all the fun with learning how to telemark! 
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AVENTURES SOUS UNE PLEINE LUNE
Andrew Silversides

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 

-
ings, 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 some-
what more than a little odd, when compared to traditional 

-

headlamps, we started out on a steep slope to get down to 
-

plow 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. 

the  trail, I looked like an awkward bird being knocked off 
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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 for-

-
ing 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 famil-
iar 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 span-
dex, 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 ki-
lometre trail, we were exhausted. Little did we know that 
the trail ended with a big hill, which came as yet another 

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 mid-
dle 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. 

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 

started walking. We eventually made it back to our apart-
ment, where we took a little time to eat and then headed 
off to bed. I greatly enjoyed this new style of transportation. 

to make efforts to hone my skills. I’ve already started plan-
ning 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.

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

Meghan Anderson and Afton Halloran, Nordmarka, Norway
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THE KINDNESS OF STRANGERS
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. Per-

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 over-
looking 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 

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 go-
ing to be there. The small 6km journey proved  harder than 
imagined for me as my foot began to throb with pain. (I later 

-
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 
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chairs. I suggested we sleep there because it wouldn't be 

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 

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 

his advice as he seemed like a well informed local. 
     It felt wrong entering the hut like that – somewhat "Gold-
iocks and the three bears-esque". I could see everything 

-
plies. 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 be-
fore. 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 French-
man and two confused/pissed-off Canadians. Our Friday 
to Sunday ski trip had ended on Friday. The bus was sup-
posed 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 

for 1.5 hours into the city center, with me hobbling and us-
ing 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 govern-
ment 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 

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.

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 

I made. 
     "Are you crazy?" asked the man at the door when Meghan 
asked for directions to the hut. Apparently, we underesti-
mated 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 creat-
ed 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.
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DECEPTION NEAR DECEPTION PEAK
Sophia Toft Moulton

   So somehow I tricked a handful of keen and conscien-
tious 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 cross-
ing (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 enor-
mous brick of brownie and some high-octane Nanaimo 
bars): Roland, our trusty Neve-guide, needed to grow new 

blisters, several other would-be Neve-crossers were also in 
various states of disrepair. Though we had anticipated pos-
sible 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 

   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 
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sunshine, we stepped out of the wind for a quick lunch in 

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-inspir-
ing! 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 din-

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 espe-
cially icy and in patches, snow-barren). After more car-faff 

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 merri-
ment, sunshine and pasta was had by all. 

Colin Pither, the spagetti monster.
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MAMQUAM, 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 be-
fore 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 Dia-
mond 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 neverthe-
less we made good time up past Red Heather and on to 

along the ridge and the weather was beautiful. We had a 

(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 
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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 sum-
mer trail route.
    This part seemed to stretch on for a while, and despite 

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 

the minimum possible distance we would make, since it is 

a pretty easy destination. We'd even had some thoughts 
-

tunately 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 

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 morn-
ing at 6 am and underway about an hour later. We gener-

-
ows. Here we were met with an open stream and a swampy 
smell. We followed along the stream until we found a spot 

-
gled up the steep other side with his skis on (fearing that 
he would break through the snow into the creek). His con-
tortions 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 contemplat-

forest, weaving our way through steep sections and gener-

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 descrip-

to go generally up the broad basin to our east. Eventually 
we decided to go this way as it looked like it would work 

about 1500 m, passing under avalanche slopes. The al-
pine avalanche hazard was rated at moderate so we were 

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 
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(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 

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 sec-
tion 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 dis-
cussion about our plans for the rest of the day. We were still 

Mamquam was about 4 km and 400 m more elevation gain 

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 in-
stead 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 

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 mak-
ing 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 Eana-
stick 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 

favoured just going back the way we came, south of Opal 
Cone, partially just because we knew the way, while Chris-
tian and Line thought the slope looked a bit tricky and want-
ed to head north onto the Lava Glacier, then onto the Neve 
and back around the north side of Opal Cone. I pointed out 

travel could be expected. After a bit of miscommunication, 
we headed north up and along a ridge. We expected to 

-
ed on the map, but instead the glacier appeared to be gone 
and there was a big hole instead. Christian mentioned turn-
ing around, but I found this highly frustrating as I hadn't 

trying to get back to Vancouver for a meeting at 7:30pm). 



142 VARSITY OUTDOOR CLUB JOURNAL 2008–09

It seemed to me that it would be pretty easy to traverse 

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 

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 Riv-
er. 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 

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 val-

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 

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 
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THE LAKE THAT NEVER ENDS

UNCROSSING THE GARIBALDI NEVE
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 

   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 

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 be-
gin to come out, the mountains rise around me in majestic 

blue lake and cerulean sky. The Black Tusk rises like a 
deeper shadow among the spires and fades out into the 

It goes like this:
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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 amaz-
ing trip. Being in the backcountry really changes your per-
spective on things: 
      It makes you value the little things: The single lighter 

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 sa-
line 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 ice-
berg lettuce, and an entire large can of refried beans.
    It keeps you on your toes: After a tiring afternoon of ski-
ing, 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 

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 

  It teaches you that you can achieve things you never 
thought possible: Like a passable harmonic rendition of 
Bohemian Rhapsody.
   
   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
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PRACTICING FOR SPEED 
THE SPEARHEAD PASSAGE SKI MOUTAINEERING RACE

Bram van Straaten

   The Spearhead Passage is the longest ski mountaineer-
ing race in Canada, and encompasses a 26km out-and-
back 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 man-
datory transitions to and from skiing, skinning and boot-

were part of the 2008 Canadian National Ski Mountaineer-
ing Championships. 
   To the top male and female athletes, the race is all about 

-
ized 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 

-
ciency while experiencing a euphoric dose of adrenaline. 
Thomas Brunner and I certainly fell in the latter category. 

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 

Brockton Point, six ascents of Pump Peak and two training 

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 pre-
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important information about the race course, we headed 

check of our backpack, that contained the minimum gear 
required (avalanche equipment, 2L of water, power gels, 

go to bed. Excited for the day ahead.
    On Saturday we took the gondola to the Whistler Round-
house, 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 

amazing, with a very well set track that had an almost con-
stant incline, perfect for keeping a steady pace. The course 
was fairly mellow, except for a short boot-pack up the steep 

main Flute bowl, a very short boot-pack up and down Whirl-

Just after the start. Tight one-piece suits and skinny skis domi-
nate.
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wind Peak and one steep single black diamond run down 
Flute shoulder. Snow conditions were great, with even 

hard work for those that were on light, short and skinny 
racing skis with super light boots, but for Thomas and my-
self it was perhaps slightly more enjoyable on our normal 
backcountry gear. 

   Thomas and I kept very similar paces throughout the 
race. Where I was a bit faster on the transitions, and slight-

up for this during the second half of the race as well as on 

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. 

waited for me to join him, which yielded the comment from 
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First uphill after the start, everyone is heading up 'Ridge Run'.
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the race announcer that "these next two are obviously a 

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 activ-
ity. 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. 

4h30m41s.
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LAND AND WATER

Maya Goldstein “enjoying” the extreme heat on the 
Columbia and Western Railway.
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VOC spirit at the Intro to Backcountry Hotsprings trip.

Line and Christian getting ready to paddle back, with the aban-
doned house on the background.
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Spectacle Lakes Sunset. Bowron Lake Park, BC.
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Devon Carr, seconds before being devoured by drag-
ons on the Skookumchuck rapids. 

Tim Blair, crossing the river on the way to Mt. Jimmy Jimmy.
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FROM CASTLEGAR TO MIDWAY 
BY BICYCLE
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 mid-
night 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 Rail-
way (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 

point where we had started out on the Kettle Valley Railway 
ride. I was very excited. 
  We left Vancouver Friday evening after Gili had discov-
ered a problem with our brakes and worked for an hour to 

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 Sat-
urday morning. Everything was closed and there was no 
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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. 

-
row 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 Poul-
son Bridge on Highway #3, but there is actually no access 
from where we were to the road. It was a bit strange to be 

Meandering river 
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so close to the main road, but completely surrounded by 
nature.

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 Chris-

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 kilo-
metres 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 

-
cent 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 bare-
ly 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 art-

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 

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 spend-
ing 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 

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 Can-
ada Day parade and almost all the streets were blocked. 

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 

-
ing and a great opener for the summer.

Gili collapsing in the shade on arrival to Midway
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THE BEST LAID PLANS OF FOOLS... 
Devon Carr

-
able,’ 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 cer-
tainly 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 chal-
lenging 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 ad-
dition 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 mo-
tivation for an annual weeklong trip. I often invite those ad-
venturers 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 de-
cided to paddle around Lemmons Island, a nice protected 

   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 sin-
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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 unbeliev-
able. This would have been mildly amusing if the sun was 
shining with plenty of day left. But our drive from Vancou-
ver 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 every-
thing 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 

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 

away to be investigated. 
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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 op-
tions. 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. De-
spite listing dangerously and with only two of the original 

seemed to be mossed over well enough to keep the inside 
at an acceptable level of moist if not dry. Our only true dis-
appointment was the realization that the stovepipe running 
up through the roof was rusted out making the reality of 

mouse activity. 
   With a few pine boughs we brushed aside most of the 
mouse leavings and laid out a tarp for sleeping. The amount 

-
deniably 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 miser-
able in the kayaks, but I can handle the rain.” How quickly 
we forget. 
    Drifting off to sleep in our derelict moss castle I was think-
ing about how miserable it might have been setting up tarps 

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 discom-

-
natives. The thought of spending a night in a snow cave 

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. 

aspects of my life, I have come to realize that good plan-
ning will make all the difference in a great many cases. Like 

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…
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CHAMPANGE AHOY!
MISADVENTURES IN CYCLE TOURING THROUGH FRANCE 

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 out-
side 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 morn-
ing, to start my 100 km journey towards the town of Lou-
hans, through the Drome region. Unfortunately, I underes-

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 

   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 

along at a good pace, my backpack started to feel a wee 
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bit heavy, so I decided to take a break in the next village 

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 pad-
ding 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 com-
fortable. 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 heavi-
est 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 

of distance, despite the dark and the rain, and set up camp 

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 af-
ter 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 

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 at-
tempted 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.

   This trip was a great learning experience but next time 

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 Okana-
gan.
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NIGHT RIDE UP AT OKANAGAN 
MOUNTAIN PARK

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 

-

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 My-
ra-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 or-
der, 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 

lead us to an epic ride. The single track is endless up there, 

back and forth between the forest and the hydro line. The 
dusty trails have been baking in the Okanagan sunshine 

in my mouth. We kept traversing around the hillside, and 
steadily climbing up into the burnt forest, due to the 2003 

throughout the park from small stand of old-growth Pon-
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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 

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). 

Park in May 2004, it was considered a Protected Area, es-
tablished 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 accom-
plished by making sure the park included a full elevational 
range from Kelowna’s outskirts to the mountain ridge that 

Mountain, as well as a variety of sub-alpine lakes.
     The extensive trails throughout the park have an out-
standing 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 drip-
ping 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 catch-
ing my breath, I can look through the burnt trees straight 

-
tion 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 
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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 

-
mals that have been nailed or stapled to its surface.
  We all reached the junction and continued to climb 

-
scend into the abyss of twilight, as night was falling and 
making the trail hard to see. We were bombing down a sec-
tion of trail that was full of rocky outcrops, technical root-

for adrenaline, I kept my hands off my breaks and pedaled 

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, how-

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 vis-
ible, 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 twin-
kling 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 

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 partici-
pated 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 

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 

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!
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(PROBABLY NOT THE) FIRST OFFICIAL 
VOC KAYAK TRIP

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 em-
ployee 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 Hum-
phrey, 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, 

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 ear-
ly, 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 prob-
ably 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 
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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 

lives.
   Sophia eventually showed up, and our enthusiasm had 
not waned one bit, we just wanted to jump into the kay-
aks, and fuck it - we didn't even need life jackets or those 
funky water sprayers (although they came in handy dur-
ing the water battles). Sophia was a bit more cautious, 
maybe because she saw white-capped waves in the dis-
tance, 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 cap-
sized 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 al-
together, 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 morn-
ing 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 

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 

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 

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.

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 (some-
one made an amazing apple pie) and drinks. Sophia's par-
ents 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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singles, packed the gear and jumped in the water. As we 

seconds later, it started to rain. Sophia claimed that kaya-
king 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 left-
hand shoreline, approaching Silver Falls. We had another 
pow wow before continuing, as expected the newbies were 

Ben Webb posing in front of the abandoned cabin.

IG
NA

CI
O

 R
O

ZA
DA



Land and Water  175

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 Gran-
ite Falls, so we opted to cancel that part of the trip. Sophia 
knew of an abandoned cabin somewhere not too far away, 

shore. The cabin was just a few metres up the shore, with 

the kayaks out of the water and high enough so that noth-
ing could mess with our transport, not even if Greenland 

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. Imme-

orange ukulele. Sophia had a harmonica, we had a couple 
of VOC song books, and it all turned out pretty well. Some-
one tried to engage interest in a reverse strip poker on the 
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Everybody lining as we return to Deep Cove, under perfect 
weather and water conditions.
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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 

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 Is-
lands, and decided to call it a day, as the weather started to 
become ugly. We made it to the Cove before noon, with the 

out the kayaks, quite a heavy rain started falling. Every-
body made it back in one piece, we ended paying around 
$35 each, which is normally about two hours of kayak rent-
al. 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), espe-
cially as people start to realize the potential kayaks have 
as means of transportation in fully or partially self-propelled 
trips.
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HOW NOT TO PEE IN A KAYAK
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 

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 

 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 as-
sured 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 

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 

pants by pulling out the ankle gasket. 

3. The store-your-pee-bottle-in-your-pants-with-pee-hole  
 method

 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 

improved by cutting a hole in the long johns, worn under-
neath 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 wis-
dom. First of all, wear a wetsuit instead of drypants, as 
this makes access easy and spillage much less ugly. Sec-
ond, 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 

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.
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MUD, CHOCOLATE AND ETHICAL 
HEDONISM

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.

weekend in early October 2008, to the Pebble Creek hot-
springs 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 

-

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 to-
gether out in the wild, we set of with two simple objectives: 

-
fect 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 show-
ers we put up our tents and a city of tarps, had lunch, then 
headed down to the hot springs for soak number one. 
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   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 

place worth being for most of the afternoon. Eventually in 
a full state of lobster, we made our way back up to camp 

weiners, and after dinner most of us headed back down for 
an after dark soak, and hotspring-heated chocolate fondue. 

dipped into the bowl of molten chocolate goodness by na-
-

ing river passing by and the rain splashing down. Shame-

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 

hotsprings for a pre-departure soak, and more body art... 
this time in chocolate.

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

M
AT

TH
EW

 C
AR

RO
LL



183 

TRAVELS ABROAD

Along the Karakoram Highway to Pakistan there are many stun-
ning peaks breaking 7, 000 metres. Xinjiang province, China.
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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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Maya Goldstein and Gili Rosenberg on the summit of Fansipan 
Mountain (3143m), Vietnam
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Elies in the riverbed behind our tents. Ugab River Valley, Na-
mibia.
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DOWNS AND UPS IN VIETNAM
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, 

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 laugh-
ing 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 

   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 prom-

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. Ev-
ery day after dinner we stopped at about four regular des-
sert stalls: We started from the banana and coconut syrup 

homemade ice cream and Crème Caramel.
   From laid-back Nha Trang we moved on to crazy Hanoi. 

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 wan-
dering 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 Eng-
lish. 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 peo-
ple 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 some-
body'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 

could climb it by ourselves but we kept on getting one an-
swer - 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 

were beautiful. We kept on riding until we decided it was 
time to start heading back. That same downhill was now a 

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 Fansi-

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. 

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 scen-

- Fansipan Mountain, and from there moved on to China.
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A WORLD IN ONE COUNTRY
BACKPACKING IN CHINA

Michael Fuller

     I graduated last May, with a job lined up in Australia for 
September. China had long fascinated me not only  be-
cause 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 Af-
rica” in VOCJ 50) and managed to hook a few friends (in-
cluding 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 pho-
tographs visit http://phweblog.blogspot.com/ and www.mi-
chaelfuller.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 down-
pours, 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.

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 

-
calators are left-biased, so why not the pedestrians?
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June 12, 2008 — Longji Rice Terraces

-
ly experience occurred when Alex and I were riding on a 
sleeper night bus from Shenzhen (Hong Kong's mainland 

-
way was elevated slightly and I peered out into heavily in-
dustrialized city, which seemed to disappear into a haze 

foreign symbols and corporate logos onto the dark dysto-
pian 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 complete-
ly 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 illit-
eracy 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 

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 ta-
ble. 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 pres-
ent, 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 every-
one knew the lyrics to. The truth was far more instructive of 

-
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port of Sichuan province after the recent earthquake disas-
ter, 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 

results for me), I found nothing but anti-Dalai Lama news 
and more information to back up this story, but I really won-
der 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 pleas-
ant 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 surround-
ings 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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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 

   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 

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 

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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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)

-

Their ability to understand, or patience in attempting to 
understand my 'Mandarin' was lacking.
The city was really sprawling and the sights were more 

However, there were some great things too, like the Met-
ro system, which was super cheap (thirty cents) and fea-
tured computer animated educational videos about various 

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 real-
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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 

same foods, or speak the same languages. We saw gin-
ger-haired children with green eyes, men with long pants 

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 

stopped us at our door. He demanded we show him Jor-
dan's visa, which we didn't have, because it was in Beijing 
being extended!  We were then put on the telephone with a 

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 ex-
tension granted by the Beijing police. They kept his pass-

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. connec-
tions. When the military denied Jordan passage, our driver 

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 Kash-
gar 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 hiss-

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 

misunderstood the Beijing police instructions, and (b) that 

confession, in Arabic, that Jordan had to sign and thumb-
print with ink in thirty places. During the hours I sat in the 

carefully balanced his time between drinking tea, staring 

a word, handed him the equivalent of $800 cash. 
   To make a long story short, we were still being ques-
tioned 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 

receipt). Jordan almost laughed out loud at the piddly sum, 

   Ah, but the fun didn't stop there!  In our next city, Tur-
pan, 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, 

ridiculous heat (forty-four degrees everyday we were there) 
meant that the town would shut down in the afternoon, and 

-
piciously 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 

soon discovered that the airline’s website was being par-
tially blocked by the Chinese government's Great Firewall. 

-

the most exhausting few days of the trip.
    One morning soon afterwards, now in the comfort of Bei-
jing, we read some shocking news. It seemed that karma 
had caught up with the police in Kashgar in a very seri-

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)
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,

noodles]
We laughed until we cried, and the waitress (who spoke 
zero english) must have thought we had gone mad.

-
ty. We couldn't ride the metro to them without tickets, and 
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after crossing an intersection passing twenty-three police 

took us nearby the Bird's Nest and Water Cube buildings. 
As you've probably all seen from watching the spectacu-
lar opening ceremonies last night, the buildings are truly 

-
ers 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 

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 desper-
ately to travel within their own borders before even consid-
ering 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 nat-
ural 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. 
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CLIMBING IN AUSTRALIA... 
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.

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 beauti-
ful, 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, 
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or search for the trad “hidden gems” chockstone had al-
luded to online. We opted for the latter, and started cut-
ting a trail towards some forlorn cliffs. I’m not sure if it 
was North, East, South, or West that we were headed, as 

sense of direction upside down. It seemed that nobody had 
attempted to climb there for ages, and I’m not even sure if 

about themselves, the boys picked two promising angles 

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 my-
self 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 be-
ing at the top of the route at some point, so it is logical to 
deduce that I managed to grunt through it somehow – the 

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 Mel-
bourne 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 nega-
tive 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 middle-
aged man who would sporadically start weeping and blow-

hard to distinguish which. There was a Catholic youth thing 
going on in the streets of Sydney, and thousands of be-
lievers 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 Prot-
estantism. 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 his-
torical buildings with a downtown that seems glazed over 
by immense amounts of sterile looking glass. It seemed 

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 an-

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 sta-
tion 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 

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 ac-
customed 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 

the summit. We set up camp, cooked our dinner, enjoyed 
the stars from a cliffy mountainside, and then got as com-
fortable 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, 

-
metres from Wentworth Falls, where we planned to catch a 
train that evening. We walked along in the dark for a long 

-
ence. Thumbs ablazing and hopeful, we were spotted by a 

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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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 

-
tempted to befriend it. 

Paulina Biernacka and Karolina Hanula some-
where along the way to Mt. Solitary. Blue Moun-

tains, Australia. 
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MIDNIGHT VISITORS
Susie Dain-Owens

   I recently spent three months leading a student program 
in Namibia, in southwestern Africa. This is a program for 

-
servation 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 respon-
sible for the lives of eight students during the fall of 2008. 
We worked on various projects, spending most of our time 

-
ciously 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 Namib-
ia). 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 

-
main sandy thoroughfares for the rest of the year. Huge Ana 
trees (Faidherbia albida -
es 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 terri-
tory!  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, 
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-
ephants 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 

perceived safety of the vehicle. These are such amazing 
-
-

moth size. Their skin is a wrinkly and dry expanse, and 
their trunks are creatures in their own right. 

-
teen elephants (twelve females plus four males) feeding on 
the trees. They were very relaxed, and didn’t mind our com-
pany. As we sat and watched them from our folding camp 
chairs, they continued to eat the branches and seedpods of 

point, one male pressed his forehead against the trunk of a 
tree, then heaved his weight through his shoulders, caus-
ing the tree to sway and shake. Seedpods rained down on 

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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like the precious life-saving gold it was. He had told us ear-
lier 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 sleep-
ing-bag cocooned bodies, and all we could do was lie there 
perfectly motionless. This was no problem for me, since I 

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 phone-
call home to a student’s parent…
   Now, I’m no city slicker. I’ve been in the wilds of north-
ern British Columbia and have had grizzly bears and black 
bears come through camp before. With elephants, how-
ever, 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 dis-
tract me from my fright during the ten seconds it took for 

and it sounded like it had knocked over the water basin. 

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 stu-
dents 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 

mean the world is going to end. 
  Elephants are quite smart, gentle, and sensitive crea-
tures. 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 

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. 
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CULTURE SHOCK IN JAPAN
Michael Fuller

      After a nine-week trip through much of China accom-
panied 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 

-
ily in Kyoto, where I got a taste of what (relatively) normal 
Japanese families are like, and how delicious Grandma-
homemade 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 one-
self 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 pho-
tographs visit http://phweblog.blogspot.com/ and www.mi-
chaelfuller.ca respectively.

August 9, 2008 — Osaka

   So, I'm in Japan, a land where toilets sense your ap-
proach and welcomingly open their lids and heat up the 
seat. If you're feeling adventurous, you can press a but-
ton 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 

and sheets. I'm staying the night by buying a night package 
for $20, and they even have free drinks and a shower. This 
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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 
-

sengers disembark the trains before the others em-
bark. In China, a wave of embarking passengers push 
their way onto trains, as you exit through them like a 
salmon swimming upstream.

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 exer-

more people performing Richard Simmons-esque light 
aerobics.
I realized what a monoculture China is in terms of 

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 busi-
ness attire even in 35-degree heat. Some young peo-
ple have outrageous bleached hairdos, heavy makeup, 
glasses frames that I would only wear on Halloween, 
wild hats, and more. Others dress in traditional kimo-
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nos and wooden sandals. The variation is endless.
 

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 

to pick up than Chinese, because everything has at least 
triple the syllables to remember. It doesn't help that most 

-
ways be added, that sentences are constructed subject-
object-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 bril-
liant 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 camera-
phone, 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 

-
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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 

-
ing 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 

-
ness!
 
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 

right of way.
Public sleeping is totally acceptable, and you see peo-
ple napping all over the place. Sometimes I wake up 

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 

nice chef’s knife and these ones were highly recommended 
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although the brand was relatively unknown. With clear in-
structions from an overseas representative, the secretar-
ies who spoke no English managed to pick me up from 

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 pur-
chased 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." 

     One last shock for the trip came when I returned home. 
-

ver before I’d even left Japan! 

 Mike inside his capsule at a capsule hotel, Hiroshima.
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TRAVEL PARTNERS
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 prepara-

the next morning before heading to the airport. The mel-
ody 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?” an-
swers 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 

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 

the yellow fever shot because she didn’t want to spend the 

    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 per-
fectly synchronized with perfectly matching sneakers and 
perfectly matching allergies to pitted fruits, thus perfectly 
matched and effective trip partners.
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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.

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.

medical kit, he remembers the camera.
   Like ANY relationship, the key is communication. Howev-
er, I have found a couple of points that should make travel-
ling 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 part-
ner wants to go through the green door. Can you sepa-
rate 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 before-
hand 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 inde-
pendent 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?
-

tés, but your partner was planning on dumpster diving her 

around, but your partner expected buses, planes and taxi 

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 responsi-
bilities of trip preparations. We’re both pretty cheap, but 
I’ll spend money on matters that relate to health and safe-
ty. We both knew we were going into the Amazon jungle, 

-
ing 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 some-

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?

-
hand. 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 situ-
ation comes from a friend, my friend’s friend, let’s call him 
Joey and her Maya: Joey bought Maya a plane ticket to 

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 pos-
sibly led him on romantically as well as lost a lot of deciding 
power for the trip. Travelling is kind of like a date some-
times – 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 

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… 
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Sock on the doorknob? Perhaps the two of you will get 

   

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

Chris Michalak and Krystil Koethler relax outside the Har-
rison Hut during VOC Mountaineering Camp.
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CLUB LIFE AND REFLECTIONS
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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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Just seconds before retreat! Solar Bear Swim Club, Wreck Beach.
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Getting logs to pin up the switchbacks on the Phelix Creek Trail.

RA
N 

ZH
AN

G



223 

WE ARE THE VOC
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 south-
east 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 out-
door 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 moun-
tains. 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 do-
main, above the everyday world we spend most of our wak-
ing lives in.

   Climbing a glacier by headlamp in the wee hours of the 
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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 

-
encing 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 moun-
taineering has passed. I read and hear about the "big 
names" in yellowed summit registers, guidebooks, trip re-
ports, mountain lore and talking to the odd leathered moun-
taineer. 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. 
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LONGHIKE 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. Pre-

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 prac-
tice 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. 

-
ty? 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 sa-

frogs. We didn't get all that high due to the hesitancy of the 

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 

[DJ Arlin]

  The night ended at sunrise with dancing to tunes mixed 

waking up in a crowded bedroom next to good friends and 
-

sert before breakfast. Back on the wall, tabling champions 
where easy to spot, chilling on a rock and resting watching 
their students making strong progress.

Did anyone see the cougar?

Left to right: Jaspel Clarke, Roger Woo, Colin Vincent, Bob Lai, 
Evan Morris and Greta Raymant.
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ON PARTNERS AND SELF-ESTEEM
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 

with me, without me even having to ask. If you’re not care-
ful, however, being around unbridled excellence all of the 
time can really start to tear you down. The only time I feel 

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 barely-

 “I dunno, dude, I think you better lead this one.”

Of course, then we’d have to bail.
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TWO BIRTHDAY CAKES, SEVEN MINUTES IN 
HEAVEN, AND POSSIBLE UPGRADES TO THE 

BRIAN WADDINGTON HUT

Roland Burton

   On 17th-18th January 2009, I joined a ski trip to the Phe-
lix (Brian Waddington) Hut to celebrate Matthew Car-
roll'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 dis-
tances, 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 some-
thing 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 
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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 

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 impor-
tance 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.

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 up-
per 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 prac-
tice 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 

   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 tak-
en 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 pre-
fabricated in our back yard in 1998) is doing its job. The 

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 

the ground.

“There is always room for one more.”

Matthew Carroll looking out over Mt Gandalf from Cabin Hill
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GLACIER SCHOOL
20th-21st 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 be-
gan 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 in-
structors 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 will-
ing to learn such useful things as how to self-arrest, tie 



232 VARSITY OUTDOOR CLUB JOURNAL 2008–09

useful knots, walk with crampons, walk roped up (pesky 
business), build snow anchors and discern glacial features. 
  All the students showed great determination and en-
thusiasm, 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 

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 popu-
lar 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 sleep-
ing 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 experi-
mented with more anchors and pulley systems, and were 
shown how to use ice screws as well. Some groups ven-
tured up higher onto the glacier, just below the ice fall, and 
were trying out some simulated crevasse rescues – with 
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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 

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 din-

-
come to Vancouver’ rainstorm.

Just another day in the mountains. Scott & Anne 
Webster on Madhorse Glacier.
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WINTER LONGHIKE 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 con-
trolled 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.

Residence in the dark at 6 am, then running around the res-

couple of other VOCers looking for their rides, and eventu-
ally we found our missing passengers. The drive to Squa-
mish 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 peo-
ple 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 

tire at this point and spent most of the day driving back to 

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 shel-
ter, 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 en-
couragement for a couple of snow caves. Around dark, one 

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 helicopter-
pad-size snow table had been built by Madeleine Martin-
Preney and Line Lund Veenstra and soon about fourty VO-
Cers 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 

verse, both well-known symptoms of alcohol toxicity. Some 
people were able to show off their entertainment capabili-
ties, 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 snow-
ing. 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 down-
ward until there was no longer space for three of the inhab-
itants, 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 aban-
doned 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, vis-
ibility is marginal, and we are carrying way too much in our 
overnight packs.
 
That was my story. Here are a couple of quotes from oth-
ers:

Brianne, whose cave slumped around 2 am: I wrapped my-

Sarah: I was much warmer this year. I changed all my 

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 

-
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ured that I'd settle into a striding rhythm of sorts sooner 

it was quite obvious to those who had stuck around that 
when ones legs are as long as the snowshoes, trouble hap-
pens. The snowshoes were too wide and my hips too nar-

-
fully 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 

money and be happy when going up the mountain.
   The four of us – Kaan Ersahin, Ellie Humphrey, Dan-

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 

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 snowboard-
ing 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 water-
proofwaterproof 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 
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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!

-
nitely 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 re-
ally good at pole dancing with avalanche probes! Overall, a 
fantastic trip, no regrets, lots of fun.
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HOW NOT TO FALL THROUGH THE ICE
Meghan Anderson

   Perhaps I should start with a disclaimer that my title is 
-

ured 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 com-
pany. 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. 

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 
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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 

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 con-
scious 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 

use a slipknot! Also, if someone were to fall through, I have 
never heard of someone using a pulley system to pull him 

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 

-
lowed 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 

-
eryone 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 bring-
ing 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 

   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 exam-
ple, if you are going to cross Garibaldi Lake to go to Burton 

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 ven-
ture 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 

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 

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.

References:
Murry, W.H. 1981. The Curling Companion. Glasgow, Scot-
land: 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.”
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WINTER WATER WISDOM
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 wa-

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 

takes 334 kJ to melt 1 kg (that's 1 L too, convenient eh?) 

to drink rather than boiling death water. This is still true if 

-

   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 

snow until it won't melt anymore. Without losses you could 
extract the 420 kJ back out, which would create 1.26 L ad-
ditional 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!
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TELE SCHOOL 2009
Karolina Hanula

   My very trendy neighbour told me yesterday that tele-

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 

in the past the wiki sign-up has been subsequently followed 
by a parking lot clusterfuck, which eventually sorted itself 

all miniscule details in most miniscule activities meticu-
lously, I decided to pull out my thinking cap and cell phone 
calculator. Mount Seymour group rates are surprisingly in-
expensive, and ultimately saved our group a few hundred 
dollars this year. Students paid for their and their instruc-
tor’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 

-
structors 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 punctual-
ity, 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 tele-
marking, but really just parallel skiing as I would on regu-
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my heels up and bend my knees, Devon informed me 

technique needed improvement - that was certain. Fond 
-

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 com-
pletely 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 

to stop, so I convinced Scott Webster to do one last run 
before we headed back into the city. I daresay, riding my 

thighs were killing me.
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Roll call in the Day Lodge before hitting the slopes. 
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CONFESSIONS OF A SPOONER
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 VO-
Cers 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. 

raised blonde bombshell, Laura Catton. On the annual 
VOC Smith Rock trip few years ago, I happened to tent with 

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 particu-
lar 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 

-
dian, 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, 
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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 ev-
ery 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 

be the last. Some would even say, spooning with Joe is a 
right of passage for all VOC females. Now, if you are plan-
ning on going on some trips that Spooner is not going on, 
I do suggest buying a warmer sleeping bag or nesting the 

   Despite Sophia and Laura’s plans of offering my valu-
able 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 

-
ply two of the biggest heat sluts in the VOC who prey on 
innocent male VOCers. I think it’s the latter case and there-
fore it’s my responsibility to warn other male VOCers be-
fore more pure minds are forever corrupted. Watch out for 
them, boys!
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BUILDING THE PHELIX CREEK TRAIL
Christian Veenstra

was a New Years trip, so the days were short, but despite 
that, and the fact that nobody in my car had been there 

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 be-
fore, but the route climbed into steep terrain almost imme-

followed, well into the night, and we abandoned two packs. 
In summer it wasn't much better - when the hut was con-
structed 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 be-
tween 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 

bushwhack line. There was a healthy mix of workhikes up 
to the area - small crews checking for the wettest spots 
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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 sec-

travel all the way.
   Although there is still a bit of work to do, hanging a few 

this year has prevented us from reaching it), the trail is ba-
-

struction!

Jeff Ferguson working on the lower bridge.
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RECREATION AND CONSERVATION 
UPDATE

Scott Webster

   Over the past year I have been representing the VOC on 
the Federation of Mountain Clubs of British Columbia (FM-
CBC) 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 feed-
back to the government through the Environmental As-
sessment (EA) process. We have several concerns with 
the project. Both restriction of access to the backcountry 

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 en-
vironmental 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 in-
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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 Wadding-
ton area. The application was granted by the government, 
permitting heliskiing in three zones, but requiring further 
consultation with the non-motorized community before op-
erations could begin in a fourth zone directly around Mt. 
Waddington itself. Again, the VOC has participated in these 

where heliskiing will not be permitted (but traditional heli-
copter 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 some-
where along the Chance Creek Forest Service Road be-
tween Highway 99 and the junction with the Roe Creek 
Road (3 km from the highway). Last year there were in-

and Powder Mountain Catskiing (PMC, a commercial oper-
ator in the area with a base area 1.6 km from the highway). 

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 inter-
est 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

of "out of bounds" skiers getting into trouble in British Co-
lumbia. A few skiers died in avalanches near Whistler-
Blackcomb while skiing outside of the ski area boundary. 
Another case involved skiers "ducking the ropes" at Grouse 
Mountain, resulting in a helicopter investigating their ac-
tions (these skiers were subsequently banned from Grouse 
Mountain). There has been public outcry on this issue, 

-
nancial and criminal penalties for ignoring warnings and 
skiing "out of bounds."

   From an access point of view this is a disturbing develop-
ment. Just what is "out of bounds" skiing exactly? Restric-
tions 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 pub-
lic does not have a good understanding of what backcoun-
try 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

use planning in the Sea to Sky corridor. This is a follow up 
from an article Sandra Nicol wrote last year in VOCJ50 (p. 

Management Plan has been released, but unfortunately it 
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mediation process between the motorized and non-motor-
ized 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 ski-
ers and snowmobilers. This represents a loss for the non-
motorized 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 pre-

recommendation for recreational zoning, an idea that had 
once been seen as a given that had fallen back into uncer-
tainty.
   The Callaghan Valley rezoning (to mostly non-motorized) 
has continued to cause problems with displaced snowmo-
bilers, with many now visiting the Chance Creek/Tricouni 
area (see Brew Hut update above). New non-motorized op-
portunities exist in the Callaghan area thanks to the plowed 
road to the Whistler Olympic Park. Parking and access 

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 legisla-
tion is required. The VOC and FMCBC are collecting infor-

create such legislation. The struggle continues.
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SURELY YOU’RE JOKING, 
MS. MANNERS

Conrad Koziol

in as the VOCene editor. Inspired by VOC social issues, 
Ms. Manners evolved into a commentary on common co-
nundrums 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 al-
ways 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 

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 
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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 

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 sug-
gest 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. 

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,

the spoon. Hold that thought though. People who go out-
side 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 ag-
gressive you spoon them. Guys really like this. If you ask, 
especially if you drop hints instead of being direct, they 

-
dent 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 

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? 
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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 mini-
mally and use my daypack, am I still obligated to carry an 

packing?

-Luggage Lugger

Dear Luggage Lugger,

I consulted a few dear friends of mine, and the consensus 

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 hope-
fuls. You need to show that you believe in gender equality, 
so assume that you will take all the group gear, and then 

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 cob-
blers seem to plague trips.

-Ms. Manners
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   People often ask who writes Ms. Manners. They won-
der if that amount of ridiculousness comes from one per-
son. Generally one question is submitted, and occasionally 
more than one answer is spliced together. Writing an en-

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 lay-
ing down the line and saying Ms. Manners was about as 

   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 Mot-
tershead, 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.
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SOLAR BEAR CLUB
Sophia Toft Moulton

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, Jan-

   We invited friends, we invited family, but with the 3:30pm 
-

pants’ started plunging (unfortunately, not into the ocean). 
We started receiving text messages making all sorts of wild 

forgot my towel.” It was clear that what they were really try-
ing to say was “I’m lame” and “I think you’re crazy.”      

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

Mottershead.
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   Fortunately, the VOC turnout was strong enough to save 

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, swim-
ming out into the water for several minutes before turning 
back: thus far, he has only been outdone by Jeff Motor-
shed, 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 

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 tea-
making 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 cool-

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 

Sophia and Rozzy doing cartwheels. 
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PHOTO CONTEST 2008-2009

The Ramparts in the Tonquin Valley
Landscape, Winner

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

One Thousand Eyes
Winner, Flora and Fauna
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Line Veenstra crossing Barr Creek en route to Harrison Hut.
Winner, Portrait. 
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Moose and Mountains
Runner Up, Flora and Fauna
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EPICS

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

Self-propelled approach to Pitt Lake. 
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Piotr Forysinski and Anne Vialettes canoeing down the Pitt River.
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Camp between Diamond and Brig - note the big cornice busting off.
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LEARNING TO SWIM BY GETTING 
PUSHED OFF THE DOCK

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 

it well enough that the likes of Alex Lowe tended to know 
what unconsolidated horror shows he'd been up to lately.

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 

-
sides 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:

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 climb-
ing and the climb that he was asking me to do was right 
at my limit. I agreed though, totally unwilling to forego the 

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 
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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 sad-
dle, 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 bot-
tom 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 actu-
ally called Ghirardelli (after America's longest continuously 
operating chocolate manufacturer), but it has four differ-

favorite, he named it Godiva - a higher form of chocolate. 

the cruxes. There was a small roof near the bottom, and 
right after that roof was a low-angle expanding crack. Jed 

-
ting cold this late in the year, we were getting snowed on 
lightly and every gust of wind was closely followed by a 

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 

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 rub-
ber 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 con-

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 re-

happening and shouted down to Jed to stop cleaning and, 
instead, to back clip the 8mm static rope that he was drag-
ging 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 sec-
onds, but he too realized the potential gravity of me being 
on a traversing ledge, totally unprotected until the belay (...
beginners…)
clipping my rope behind him. Jed then belayed Jeff up the 
last pitch and put me on belay. I began to climb. There was 
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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 

was the smaller, but higher of the two ledges, and the low-
er, wider one. The higher one possessed the greater po-
tential of a fall, but the lower one was closer to the dreaded 
pendulum fall. Both ledges were in a corner, which made 

was wearing. I was already on the higher ledge and, like 

I toppled off the higher one I could stop on the lower one. 
(it 

was abject terror mixed with cluelessness, I know now)
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 

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 

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 

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 any-
thing in the fall, either, as I could easily get my feet onto 
the wall to pad my landing. It was, in fact, actually some-
thing 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 ca-
sual 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.)  

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 

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, 

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 travers-
ing 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 combi-
nation 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 conversa-
tion 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   

My stomach still turns when I remember the feeling of 
swinging out over the face and then imagine the rope slic-
ing 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 rap-
pelling, since I badly burned my hands doing it wrong dur-
ing 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 

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 be-

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 search-
ing 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 

looked, in any direction, there was nothing, just the tundra-
capped domes of the White Mountains. No sign of human 
life in any direction, I was completely alone. I decided I had 

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 three-
hundred range. I slept for a blissful few minutes. I kept hav-

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 

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 an-
ticipation, 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 pro-
vided 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 

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. 

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). 

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 min-
ing 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 sol-
id, 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, 

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, 

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.
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THE WORLD’S HOTTEST BURGER 
A STRANGE TRIP

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. 

after coming off one of the biggest benders I've ever expe-
rienced. 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 aformen-
tioned 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. 

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 

with a handful of broken glass and gravel?" In hindsight, 
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    Sunday afternoon, the six naive challengers (all men, fun-
nily 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 spec-
tacle. 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 Wig-
gum'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.

digits bilaterally. The paraesthesia spread, eventually en-
compassing 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 

contenders throw in the towel. Down to four now. God al-
mighty. I slammed through 3/4 of that burger. And then I hit 
the wall. Hard. My stomach, incredulous, began to protest 

    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 

-
ished the last part of the burger, and cleaned the plate of all 

to drink.
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  Shortly afterward, the third challenger succeeded. Now 

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 suc-
cession, 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 bath-

-
age 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 

else. Second, eating even a normal hamburger bun is not 
easy as it sponges up your saliva and makes swallowing 

should have gotten something more than just our names 
on the wall. 

Would I do this again? Never.

Would I recommend this? Absolutely!
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ESCAPE FROM BRITISH COLUMBIA
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 in-
vites the astute reader to question whether this account 

-
tempts to justify its inclusion by pointing out that our in-
tent was to make a rather long backpacking trip and, more 

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 frontiers-
man in order to achieve any semblance of happiness. 
  My younger brother, Blair, was the second member of 

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 
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one. 
    The third member of our team was my best friend, For-
rest Gainer. Forrest also seemed to enjoy suffering and 
was built out of bricks. Forrest was also in grade twelve 

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 overshad-

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 Rail-

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 

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 

I can’t even remember. As a result Forrest always kept 
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once. It didn’t have any weather stripping, and the wind cut 
right through it. The tires were bald. It had snow chains, 

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 substi-
tute for a jerry can. This system worked well enough except 

over. In order to have some guess as to how much fuel 
was left, Forrest wrote the odometer reading on the ceiling 

truck was yellow, black, primer-grey and rust coloured, with 

   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 start-
ed nine days later. Blair wanted in as well. My parents were 

the idea of us going on a relatively long backpacking trip, 
and of us driving that far in the winter, especially in For-
rest’s truck. After a great deal of bellyaching and arguing, 

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 argu-
ment 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.

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 

-
cently. It was cold with a lot of blowing snow, but nothing 
out of the ordinary. We stayed at the Travelodge in Kam-
loops. 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 break-
fast. 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 

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 eventu-
ally decided that we would chuck the canister off the high-
way into the middle of nowhere. It was littering, but it was 

Thus we threw the open canister in the back of the truck 
and totally forgot about it.

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 nor-

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 decid-
ed that they wouldn’t be making it to Quadra that night, but 
having already demonstrated that we weren’t the brightest 

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 sum-
mit.” 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 pro-
ceeds 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 

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.

-
late 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, suf-
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-
ing 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 

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 sys-
tem in the truck was starting to fail, so Forrest was pretty 
sure that turning off the engine would mean we wouldn’t 

for expansion if it gets hot outside. Clearly no trained pro-

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 
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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 run-
ning 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 frac-
tion 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. De-
spite 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 fer-
ry. We ended up driving the same direction on the West-
minster 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 dy-
ing would be to drive quickly. It was kind of like that movie 
Speed except in slow motion and with much dumber pro-
tagonists.
  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 forgot-
ten 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 

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 

This took an awful long time because stranded motorists 

   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 circu-
itous driveway to the inn. When we got there we discovered 
that they charged a hundred and some a night, but we re-
ally 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 lift-
ed 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 back-
packing 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 complimen-
tary 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 proba-
bly had enough other crap in the box that they were no lon-
ger 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 

the dude that a bumper-to-bumper push from the truck was 
just what he needed. He didn’t like that idea, so Blair, For-
rest, and I resorted to pushing the old-fashioned way. We 

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 di-
saster, and decided to leave the chains on. This didn’t last 
too long—as soon as we got going one of them broke. The 

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 rav-
enously 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 

track.

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 cell-
phone didn’t work. I’m not sure if we were too far from civi-
lization 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 basi-
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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 prob-
ably wasn’t worth as much as the fee to tow it.
    Despite Blair looking like the bad guy in a movie—un-
shaved, 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 mak-
ing 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 ac-
tually 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 un-
plowed 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 

of the normal tow-truck companies did in fact have enough 
to do without making a big drive that they weren’t inter-
ested 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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   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 apparent-
ly 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 

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 overpow-
ered 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 

On, which was also closed. It at least gave us an explana-
tion: “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 

-
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temperate lower B.C. area, crippling public transit and par-
alyzing day-to-day life. In this clip, CBC Television reporter 
Terry Milewski checks in with bewildered west coast resi-
dents as they deal with their biggest bout of winter in nearly 
80 years.
   B.C.'s snowstorm began on the evening of Dec. 28, coat-
ing Victoria, Vancouver, and parts of the lower Fraser Val-
ley with nearly a metre of snow. The province's capital re-
ceived 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 actu-

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 For-
rest 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 ap-
peared 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 

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 

ocean. It was covered in a deep layer of slush. Some Van-
couverites don’t believe that, but that’s how it was.

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 al-
ready 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 mis-
judged 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 

   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 

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 push-
ing 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 

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 

-
ing 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 

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 vocal-
izing 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 wail-
ing. 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 

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 hang-
ing up.

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 pep-
per 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.
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THE SELF PROPELLED CHRONICLES
ACT I

Piotr Forysinski

Preface

   The appeal of self-propelled travel is more apparent to 
some than to others. For some the aesthetic beauty of be-
ing 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 ex-
perience. 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 

-
duction to the consciously-self-propelled trip. I highly en-
courage the exercise – time yourself from the moment you 
leave the UBC clocktower to the moment you make physi-
cal contact with the booth at the top of the highest chairlift 
at Grouse! :-) Riding down from Grouse Mountain is also 
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that night.

MEC Gearswap   numerous dates

    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, 

-

bicycle canoe/kayak trailer. The second were two sea kay-
aks, 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 

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 gear-
swap, was a whitewater boat, transported home in-hand 
while biking on my x-country bike. 
 

The trailer and his boy. 
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Trout Lake        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 es-
cape 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 

up the trailer one Wednesday evening, installed numer-
ous 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 

was with the West Lion.
-

tempt to climb it self-propelled I undertook with Steve “Muf-

on Friday night) and a bunch of logistical problems tired 
us to the point that when we reached the top of the Cy-
press 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 Val-
halla 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 Satur-
day morning, but great weather thereafter. As we gained 
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Elevation-Time graph from Philipp’s watch altimetre.

elevation on the Lions Gate Bridge, snow accumulation on 
the road rose to unpleasant levels. When turning onto Cap-
ilano Road (it’s longer but less steep than Taylor Way to 
get onto Highway 1) Philipp’s rear bike rack collapsed onto 

it was the exact opposite actually, because it was snowing 
wolves and cougars and by the time I was home I was com-
pletely 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 an-
other 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 

-
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ing the easier ledges on our right. The pitons I brought were 

summit was extremely satisfying. On the way down Unnec-
essary 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 down-
town Vancouver immediately raises the intriguing ques-
tion– would it be possible to ski each one, from top to bot-
tom, traveling from one to another under one’s own muscle 

     I was going to be stuck in town one weekend because 

picking them up from the airport wasn’t going to be a par-
ticularly strenuous exercise, I thought that trying my chal-
lenge 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 (su-

biked over to the base of Grouse Mountain, where I met up 
with Ed Estabrook who had called me the previous night 

     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 rain-
ing and complete whiteout had set in, but we didn’t let that 
dampen our spirits. The turns coming back down were ac-
tually pretty damn good. Somewhat knackered, I got home 
at 2215hrs. 
    I must say that overall it was a very satisfying experi-
ence. 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 relation-
ship with them. 

Indian Arm    23rd – 25th May 2008

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 Satur-
day, 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 

-
side 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 crash-
ing 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 favou-
rite 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. 

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 skepti-
cal, 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 attach-
ments, an extra foot of width, and the capacity to carry not 
two, but four kayaks. We were set. The four of us biked 

easy launching spot after the Second Narrows Bridge that 

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 tech-
niques 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 real-
ized that I now also had a Girlfriend. 

Pitt River Hotsprings    6th-7th June 2008

-
guson 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 irresist-
ible question arose – could the hotsprings be accessed en-
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tirely self-propelled in one weekend? There was one way 

-
edgeable sources informed us that the hotsprings could be 

completely not worth going to. The odds were with us.
    Philipp and Anne showed up at my place around 2000hrs 

kayak onto the trailer and set off East. Not entirely deliber-
ately we ended up taking Curtis Street to get onto Burnaby 

unpleasant and avoidable. The second was that we mis-
judged 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 high-
speed 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 

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 say-
ing 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 

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 

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 

-
ticeably. We paddled 11km down the Pitt River and landed 
on the west bank somewhere before the bridge, thus avoid-
ing 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 coef-

    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 

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, espe-
cially if it could be approached by self-propelled means. 
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-
urday morning, through the industrial devastation of What 
Lies East, over the Pitt River Bridge, and onto the Dewd-

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 re-
moved 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 

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 de-
bated 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 

on Friday, and it was my mission to think of something fun 
to do over the weekend. After a bit of thinking and con-
sulting Google Earth, I came up with the perfect plan. We 
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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 

-
dling 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 

required 8km or so Anne was shivering and showing early 

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, 

was on the island however, and re-assured that Anne was 
-

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 

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 

took me way longer than expected to hit shore, and when I 

    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. 

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 

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 

-

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 

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 rain-
ing. 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 san-
dy beach, a section of steep rocky shore, a forest and even 
an outhouse. 
   Our calm was brutally terminated when the ATVers ar-
rived. I had been completely oblivious to the fact that the 
west shore of Stave Lake is motorized sports paradise un-
til 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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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.
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Eagle Lake    1st November 2008

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 week-
end, and we decided to go and explore Eagle Lake at the 
base of Black Mountain, just off the Cypress Bowl road. We 
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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 ap-
pearances 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 

possible to bushwhack through the forest to get a view of 
the lake itself nonetheless. Disappointed by this turn of cir-
cumstances we decided to bike up to the ski resort car park 
instead, and then bike down the main road. The Trans Can-
ada 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 

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 self-
propelled trips I’ve described here are only the very begin-

also hope they will inspire others to discover the reward-
ing 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 hu-
man 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 proj-

-
aphorically 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!!
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ALASKAN CEDAR
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 Septem-
ber. 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 inter-
pretive 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 

surprised to know that this actually wasn’t that much fun. 

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 
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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 deci-
sively 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 

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 (shat-

consumption), all in the name of Getting Better, starting 
university at UBC was a welcome challenge. I’d heard ru-
mours 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 week-
end trips and day trips with the club: climbing, skiing, hik-
ing, 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, encourag-
ing me if I hesitated and waiting for me when I was para-
lyzed by a  bad case of the what-ifs: what if I slip? What if I 
fall? What if I die? 
company: this Varsity Outdoor Club thing seemed to attract 
all kinds of weird, wonderful and welcoming people! 
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    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 Sep-
tember 14th. 
    Summer Longhike this year was pretty exciting, in so far 
as I found out I actually rather like climbing up rocks. This 

was very much about getting back on the proverbial horse. 
This past year has been notably awesome in that I actu-
ally got to ride the damn thing!  And who knows what next 
year will hold!  As time goes on, I am less and less (irratio-
nally) 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 win-

an Alaskan Cedar since “they are awfully resilient!”  I can 
only hope it’s true!

Full moon at slim creek.
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WHITEMANTLE ON SKIS, BY KAYAK 
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 fail-
ure 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 

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-min-
ute 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 

$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 

day towards Quadra. After picking up the second kayak 
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from some friends of Madeleine’s and a three-hour pack-
ing 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 

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). 

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, al-
though 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 

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 pro-
tect our food and ourselves by taking the normal precau-
tions. 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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-
dure, where you tie a cord with a pulley between two trees 
and haul the food up, just ends up pulling the trees togeth-
er and leaving the food more-or-less on the ground. After 

get it up, although it took Steve jumping down a gully at-
tached 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.

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 head-
wind – 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 ski-
mountaineering, 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 ex-
tra 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 sub-
stantial 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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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 wor-
ries that the route might not go, but overall I think we found 

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 

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 

Steve, Line and Christian show off their heavy packs near Potato 
Point.
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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 

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.

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 light-
est, 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 belay-

a way down anywhere - it seemed like there was an inter-
vening cliff band perpendicular to our line of travel (we later 
learned this to be true). As the day grew longer and hot-
ter 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 

route’, and thoroughly worked the areas at a similar eleva-
tion 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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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, 

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 de-
cided 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 be-
fore Cumsack, so we skied down and around on the Bear 
River side. With the heavy packs only Madeleine kept turn-

Christian belays Madeleine out to checkout the cornice
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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 con-
sequences 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 al-
pine 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 dif-
ferent. With temperatures in the tent reaching tempera-

Christian prepares to rappel - Big Cornices require Big Bollards.
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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 

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 avalanch-
es for a few more days in the rain. We became experts at 
tent games, ranging from the very popular “suck the altim-
eter” (Steve eventually managed to max out the altitude 

Steve shows his prowess at the “suck the altimeter” game.
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reading) to the not so popular “guess the temperature in-
side Christian's pants”. At one point we decided it would be 

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 sec-
onds (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.

-
-

fort – but we learned that the NW ridge doesn't go, and did 

The next morning (and I mean morning – we left camp at 
midnight, since the weather was so hot) we kicked steps 

mountain
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straight up the steep snow on the N face. The top end-
ed 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 dur-
ing 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 an-
chor– 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 

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 

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 condi-
tions 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, 

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 

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 bushwhack-
ing 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 re-
trieve” method of carrying skis, which is vastly superior to 

thick.
    At some point, there was a bridge connecting the north 
and south sides of Brew Creek. Although we expected it to 

wouldn't even be able to cross Brew Creek there – it was 
far too deep and swift, and too wide to bridge with dead-
fall. 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 cross-
ing 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 

-
der– 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 simulta-
neously, 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 cel-
ebration, 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 

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, inter-
spersed 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 be-
fore 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 al-
der which had grown on the pad, both to clear a place for 



328 VARSITY OUTDOOR CLUB JOURNAL 2008–09

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.

standing on the Homathko main logging road, where Chuck 
drove up to meet us in his truck. We were happy to be rid-
ing in a truck when we ran into a pair of grizzlies on the 

looked big, but I'm sure they would have looked much big-
ger 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

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 threat-
ened 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 be-
low a cliff) and rapidly unpacked the contents as the rising 
tide and waves threatened to carry away all our stuff. We 

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– com-
plete with a wonderful open-to-all cabin. Knowledge of 

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 par-

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 experi-

is about as hard as it looks, which is to say not really all 
-

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. Look-
ing at the map afterwards, there appears to be a kayak ac-
cess you can drive to directly across from Whiterock Pas-
sage. 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 
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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. Figur-
ing 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, per-
fect conditions for loosing all your gear.

kayak, and will end up with a huge pile of crap strapped to 

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 Eskimo-
roll 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 kay-
ak 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, al-
though slower since you're towing them via the bungees. 
Hopefully, with the added stability, you can now make it to 

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.
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JOURNAL AWARDS
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 

    Many of the articles in this edition merit high praise, but 

Funniest Articles: “On Partners and Self Esteem” by 
Seth Adams, “Surely you’re joking, Ms. Manners” by Con-
rad Koziol & co.
   Seth essentially nailed my climbing mentality, and man-
aged to do so in just a few bomber sentences, and lets 
face it, Ms. Manners is 

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 cross-
ing).

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 ar-
ticle. 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?!
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