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At omnis sunt aut venis aut esse sed quas que minti cus maios-
sum quia pratecu sanitati ut doloribus molupti consed qui tem 
ventur sequianis evel etur? Eribustrum quibus quiam estotati aut 
venis aut fuga. Nequibust aut et quatem ipsunt, qui ommo cum 
int, iminctur aut aut officatisci voluptium res nim que plic te 
doluptame quidelit, ullent, accum voluptatus, tento que volum-
que nam quiatat maximet acest aliantist que cores ex et perro in 
nit volupta tistiur archilit liqui odit, ipsam si totati omnitatius a 
quatur molecerum adit et, omnissi mosande ntionsed ut ut inci-
unt enihit repra del ipsapit et, officiis dem volupti optatur sectet 
molorepelit omnihil iciminim ut verehen dandus mi, odi optaecu 
llorum remquia de perorposanim lab int ut volore sae volum in 
endes simus volupidipsus de vel in nus dolorehendi doloratur aut 
et quo blaccae quid esci cus doluptur sero occullatam etureprati 
nossit quia dolor abore demperf eruptatem quae labo. Ugitaturi 
dolupit quate et odigenihil in rernam id ut que erum adis pe-
rum quos dolupta sinvelescia di utecte eost occulparum volor-
em. Nequam que nobis quata nobit aut laborem conse voluptas 
exerunt iusam, nestrum re vitem quae sim faceatque elest velis 
ne asiment rae nias autaquae nis minvel min ex eritatq uamusci 
magnihicium quid quis num evendem dit, etur re omnis as eum 
ipitias restion sernam, et aliti ilibus maximi, asperitio. Voluptate 
nis aliqui imus ad quos mincitati omnimpo reicatu santius.
Umque delluptate et ratis doloria vit ommolo con eaqui dest qui 
offic te plabo. Ribus prorporibus doluptatur aborrovid miliame 
ndamus eatas qui apis simolupta voluptur, quost et ad es eaquatur 
reprati vollab ipid everspis et eosantis idi blaudiorum quis autatate 
exero tem accum nia voluptaque idest, volentum veles sit periori 
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Artem Babaian
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It’s 1 am and pouring rain outside the office. I’m here alone, with 
the glow of the monitor lighting up my keyboard. The stories and 
photos of the 58th VOC Journal light up the room.

Many of the stories don’t sound like all that much fun. People are 
hungry and wet, cold and bruised. They have blisters on their feet 
and cuts on their hands. They ran out of water hours ago and all 
they want to do it is go home.

Yet all I want to do is stand up, unplug my computer, throw it out 
the window, and then walk until I’m in the mountains.

It makes no sense.

Filling a pack with everything you need for a weekend, walking up 
a mountain and then turning around to walk back down doesn’t 
make much sense. Nor does tying yourself to a rope and climbing 
up a big rock. Or strapping yourself to a plastic floating thing and 
throwing yourself into the biggest rapid you can find. None of it 
makes sense, so why do we do it?

We do it for the mountain views and the friends, because we like to 
feel free and to smell fresh airs.

But really we do it for the stories.

It doesn’t matter if the trip is an easy day hike or a weeklong slog 
that ends in failure and a helicopter ride — every adventure leaves 

Editor’s Note

Koby Michaels

behind a story. It’s how we remember the smell of fresh air when we 
are sitting in lecture and how we remember the warmth of dinner 
after a long, cold day of skiing. It’s how we remember the friends 
and loved ones we went on adventures with when they are gone. 
It’s how we reconnect with Earth and not reconnect our phones.

It’s why I’m sitting here with the rain falling outside the window 
and my eyelids threatening to fall shut and it’s why I’m happy about 
it.

Read the stories in this, the 58th Varsity Outdoor Club Journal, 
and go make some new ones.

Keep Adventuring,

Koby Michaels
VOC Journal Editor 2015-2016
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On a hot Saturday morning at 6:30 am, Caitlin, Anne, and I left 
Vancouver on Highway 1 towards Washington to climb the Twins 
Sisters. The plan was to take the standard scramble of the West 
Ridge up the North Twin and then descend the south east side to 
reach the ridge crest connecting to the South Twin.

We crossed the border at Sumas, which, unfortunately, took almost 
an hour. As with every other time I’ve crossed the border, I still 
had my expired three month visa for the U.S. in my passport and 
got nervous. And as with every other time, I just removed it but 
kept it handy in case the border guard decided to throw a tan-
trum. They like doing that once in a while, especially if I screw up 
the questioning part, which is surprisingly easy to do: just have a 
super honest passenger sitting next to you who answers the food 
question with a “yes” after you, the driver, had already answered it 
with a “no”, having totally forgotten about that stupid can of black 
beans. Anyways, there were no problems this time.

We reached the trailhead at 10 am and were looking forward to 
a three hour long, five and a half mile logging road slog in the 
blazing sun, already knowing that it would totally suck on the way 
back. We reached the North Twin-South Twin junction just over 
two hours later. Anne and Caitlin had a small break while I was 
busy running around frantically with a horsefly chasing me in cir-
cles. We went up a steep trail that was supposed to quickly lead to 
the top of the west ridge of the North Twin or, in our case: it quick-
ly led to a heat stroke for Caitlin, so we stopped and took a very 
pleasant and long nap in the shade.

The Twin Sisters 
June 27-28, 2015

Veronika Schmitt

Lesson 1: a heat stroke can be easily acquired using sun and little 
water.

At around 3 pm, we went off again, reached the ridge and slowly 
moved along in the sun. The route finding was a little bit difficult, 
with cairns and possible small trails all over the place, but we fi-
nally made it to the summit around 7pm and were happy to find a 
big snow patch. We thought there would be some snow along the 
way where we can get more water, but there was none. Also, Caitlin 
should have probably not left the four liter water bladder in the car.

Lesson 2 (specifically for Caitlin): On a hot day, carry four liters of 
water instead of two.

From the summit, we peaked over to the ridge and glacier between 
the North and South Twin and decided that it did not look like a 
good route for us. The view was incredibly nice, but our route op-
tions to reach the South Twin via the gully down the North twin to 
the south ridge and glacier were not looking tempting, especially 
considering the time it took us to just get here. The ridge looked 
quite crumbly at the top and the glacier too steep. We had brought 
ice axes, harness and a 30 metre glacier rope, but Caitlin and I were 
in approach shoes as we thought the glacier crossing would be “a 
walk in the park.”

Lesson 3: A glacier crossing should not be assumed to be a walk in 
the park.

Happily procrastinating the final decision to the next day, we de-
cided to stay on the summit for the night and made ourselves com-
fortable at a flat sleeping area with a stellar view on the Gulf Islands 
and the San Juan Islands, with Mount Baker to the other side and 
a vastness of mountains scattered along the horizon. By now, the 
mosquitoes had found our camp too and the feast began — for the 
mosquitoes and us. Anne cooked us some delicious dinner and we 
watched the sunset. Afterwards, we quickly went into our sleeping 
position and were looking forward to a good rest, which we never 
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got.

Lesson 4:  You cannot hide from mosquitoes inside a 0 °C sleeping 
bag when it’s 20 °C outside.

The next morning, we got up shortly before 4 am. If it was up to me 
I would have started anytime between 10 pm and 4 am, because 
the mosquitoes were unbearable. Anne seemed to be ok hiding,al-
most naked, under a tarp, but Caitlin agreed: her super light sleep-
ing pad had gotten a hole which made the whole sleeping adven-
ture impossible. We packed up quickly, had a small bite to eat and 
were soon on our way again. We downclimbed into the east gully 
and descended steep loose terrain towards the south, rappelled 
15 metres and reached the bottom of the gully after two hours. 
Somewhere on the way, probably when we were most fed up with 
the mosquitoes and loose rocks, we decided against ascending the 
South Twin via the south ridge and were now heading directly to 
the camp at the base between the two sisters, the starting point 
for the standard route, on the West Ridge, of the South Twin. We 
hiked through a dry lake, dropped our stuff and started with amaz-
ingly light backpacks towards the ridge crest.

The scramble was really nice and not all that hot with a refreshing 
breeze. Nonetheless, after two hours, Caitlin and Anne were al-
most out of water, again, and we were at least another hour away 
from the summit. I had two liters of water left and there was a pret-
ty good possibility to find snow on the way, but as we did not know 
for sure, we discussed turning around. Anne seemed overall a little 
bit light on eagerness and was also pretty tired. I did not want to 
give up yet and I had spotted a tiny snow patch a short downclimb 
from where we took a rest, so I went to explore. I found two more 
small snow patches when I had downclimbed and I proudly re-
turned with around seven liters of ice cold water and three bottles 
of nalgene ice cream.

Lesson 5: If you are looking for water, there are always two more 
snow patches to the left of a tiny snow patch.

We were perfectly hydrated again at 11 am and Caitlin and I start-
ed off to the summit. Anne decided to stay behind as she wanted 
to save some energy for the reasonably long downclimb and hike 
out. The route finding was easy enough and the scramble was very 
pleasant. After a tricky steep section with some loose rock, small 
drops of rain were starting to fall. We had not looked up until then, 
but we could see now that it was raining over the ocean. We had 
been scrambling for an hour and were only 30 min from the sum-
mit, but we turned around. The path up would not have been fun 
on the way down in the rain.

Anne was waiting for us and we scrambled back down to get our 
backpacks. We filled up our water again at the creek 10 minutes 
below and headed straight into a bushwhack. Anne seemed really 
eager to cross that small patch of forest directly rather than just 
hiking around pleasantly, so I followed grumpily. To be fair, Anne 
was actually looking for a trail and following old trail markers. The 
logging road later on was expectedly quite unpleasant but we even-
tually made it back and even enjoyed some salmon berries on the 
way and a swim in the river near the cars.

It was a very nice trip with excellent company and the camp spot 
on top of the North Twin with views on the sparkling ocean was 
miraculous. 

Just one more lesson: I will never go on a trip without proper mos-
quito shelter again.
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It imposes on the already formidable skyline of the Sea-to-Sky. 
It stands vanguard; this giant, volcanic, blackened pinnacle that 
beckons and tempts. Black Tusk has been on my mind since I first 
saw its jagged peak, almost two years ago. It sticks its mighty head 
above the surrounding mountains and I, gazing from the window 
of the car, knew I was going to climb it.

Music pumps in the background and mingles with drunken laugh-
ter. I lay my head back, resting it on the cool glass of the window 
behind me. I lazily reach out for my beer and bring the cold glass 
to my lips, sipping slowly. The drink goes to my already exhausted 
brain and a smile creeps onto my face. Someone cracks a joke at 
the table and everyone starts laughing but I’m in my own world, 
the long day running through my head over and over again.

The day started off with a very different kind of drink, the caffeinat-
ed kind. It was to be a long day so the start was early and the warm, 
energy-filled fuel of Galileo Coffee Company was a welcome stop 
on the two hour drive to Garibaldi and the trailhead. Everyone 
grouped up, clutching their coffee’s tight, as the last minute details 
were ironed out. Then we packed back into the cars and onto the 
highway.

The keys clatter on the concrete of my doorstep. I am too tired to 
hold onto them as I fit them in the lock. My body creaks as I lean 
down to pick them, my legs threatening to collapse from under me. 
Finally, the lock clicked and the door swung open. I stumble in and 
unpack the few supplies that accompanied me up the mountain.

The Tusk 
September 7, 2015

Koby Michaels

The trail is deceitful. It starts gently, slopping up over several kilo-
metres. The trail is a highway of switchbacks, slowly working its way 
up to Lake Garibaldi. The long weekend had attracted the crowds 
and the characters hiking up to the lake to spend their weekends 
lounging and camping by the water. It was great to see such a di-
verse crowd out exploring BC but I couldn’t help but chuckle at 
families lugging up grills, inflatable boats and lawn chairs.

As I pull of my sweaty clothes, I wince. The clothes have stuck to 
my sunburnt skin. Blood is caked on one knee and the other elbow. 
I slowly peel my socks off to reveal my destroyed feet. 30 kilome-
tres later my feet are feeling it. I’ve ripped a hole in the side of my 
boot and a rock has lodged itself into my toe.

After the switchbacks, we headed towards the lesser-travelled path 
towards the tusk and left the crowds behind. The forest opened 
up and the Tusks peaked its mighty head above the surroundings. 
I stopped to catch my breath and stare down the peak. The sun 
was shooting down on the open trail, my water supplies were al-
ready running low and a blister had formed, digging deeper and 
deeper into my foot. I stood back up and do a 360. Lake Garibaldi 
stands, the deepest of blues, below me with its namesake rising to 
the clouds above it. I turned back around and keep onwards, up 
towards the volcanic goal.

 Mt. Fee never fails to amaze. Photo: Koby Michaels
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The peak was within my grasp, but the loose, piled igneous rock 
slides out from under me, threatening to start a rockfall with my 
every step. I top out on one rock pile and traverse the ledge over 
the the crux move of the scramble, the chimney.

The chimney is a narrow scar that leads to the peak of the moun-
tain, serving as the only way reach the peak. I crawled into the 
crack, sliding my body between the rocks. I avoided looking down 
or turning around to see the 1700m drop to the bottom of the 
mountain. I reached my hand over the lip of the chimney and pull 
myself up. But now I have to jump across the chimney. I shake out 
my sore legs and take a deep breath and ... I didn’t move. I took 
another deep breath but I’m frozen; I can’t jump. Another few min-
utes of deep breaths and false starts before I make the jump and 
scramble to the top.

It was worth the pain and the fear and the exhaustion. I’d made it 
to the top of the Tusk. Now I just had 15 more kilometres before 
the car, my bed and sleep.

The hot water soothes my sore muscles but does little to clean the 
volcanic dust off my skin. It’s caked all over my legs and hands. I’ve 
wiped it into my face, under my eyes and in my hair. I scrub, but 
I’m too tired to bother pulling all the dirt off. I crawl into bed and 
fall into dreams of the next mountain, the next objective and the 
next challenge.

On June 7th, we set out to conquer Hanes Valley and Crown 
Mountain. After our previous weekend to Coliseum Mountain, the 
spectacular views made many of us want to come back to explore 
other routes in the area.

The Hanes Valley Trail is a considered an intermediate hiking 
route that starts at Lynn Creek, crosses Lynn Headwaters Regional 
Park, and ends at Grouse Mountain. This route spans about 16 km 
and a notable feature is it’s fairly large scramble in the boulder field. 
Further into the trail, Crown Mountain is a point of interest found 
at 10 kilometres, and is a total diversion of about approximately 4 
km. With panoramic views, this mountain is well worth the extra 
effort on a clear day. The total km for the group for the day was 
roughly 20 kilometres.

A group of seven of us met up downtown at 7:30 am to catch the 210 
bus at 7:52 am to Lynn Valley Headwaters. After some ice cream 
and some obligatory pre-trip stoke photos, we set out around 9:00 
am. The area was already quite busy, with many people and dogs 
ready to take advantage of the 30°C plus called for that day. The 
trail was fairly flat and tree shaded until we reached Norvan Falls 
Junction around 10:30 am. Setting out determined, we were able 
to do the first 6 kilometre at a fairly quick pace. At Norvan Falls 
we took a break for some snacks, beautiful views, and for some 
a quick dip in the river. Then we set out to do the Hanes Valley 
section. The valley was very beautiful. We stopped to take some 
pictures on the helicopter pad, look at the outdoor storage cache, 
and admire Crown Mountain from below. The day had started to 

Sunday Funday 
June 7, 2015

Lianne McRadu
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heat up by then and we could definitely feel it. Once we were in the 
boulder field, there was little escape from direct sun. We were able 
to find little patches of shade under large boulders and trees along 
the way. The boulder field was well marked, and many of the group 
members had fun romping about. However, while we were in the 
boulder field, we had an unexpected incident.

Incident: Because this event involved me, we decided that I should 
write the trip report (ha)! Around 1:00 pm. we were halfway 
through the boulder field when I cut my finger open. I went to sit 
down on a rock for a break and was putting my hand down when 
I didn’t notice that the rock had a very sharp edge. I apparently 
caught the edge just at the right angle, lowering myself by putting 
all my weight on my hands, slicing my finger pretty deep. The cut 
was on my left index finger and extended about 2 inches from my 
second joint to the palm. I cannot say it was some epic story where 
I tried to pull a cool move, but just caught off guard. It did not 
hurt as much as I thought it would but was bleeding fairly quickly 
and split open somewhat deep. I called the group and fortunately 
one of our group members had their Wilderness First Aid train-
ing. Excited, he quickly jumped into action by cleaning the wound, 
putting some butterfly Band-Aids on, and wrapped it with gauze 
and tape so it wouldn’t get dirty. We noted the time of day (around 
1:00pm), my level of pain (which was about a one out of ten, more 
surprised then hurt), and evaluated the situation (what happened 
and how much I wanted to pursue). I choose to continue on and 
partake in Crown Mountain as well because it stopped bleeding, 
was not throbbing, and not really impacting my range of motion. 
However, I was very cautious the rest of the hike, making sure to 
be deliberate in my movement, and mainly using the palm if nec-
essary. We were not sure whether or not I needed glue or stitches. 
So after me being a little stubborn, it was agreed upon that I go to 
the hospital afterwards to have it looked at.

After I cut my finger open and bandaged it, we decided to take our 
lunch there. We then continued to finish the boulder field. As the 
boulder field was in direct sunlight, we had the sun beating down 

on us for a solid 2 km. I believe it drained everyone more than we 
thought it would, and therefore, we drank more water there than 
we thought we would need for this section. Unfortunately, there 
were no good water sources beyond the Norvan Falls area, so once 
we got to the diversion to Crown Mountain, many people were 
running low. At this time, our group was still quite alert and ambi-
tious, so we still decided to do Crown Mountain. One of our group 
members decided not to do Crown, as they had done it the week 
previously and wanted to take it easy on their knee. Therefore, six 
of us did Crown Mountain and discussed meeting up with the 
member at Grouse afterwards. Crown Mountain was very steep, 
rocky terrain. We did not stay up very long due to the time of day, 
and concern about water.

Dehydration and Mild Heat Exhaustion: After descending Crown 
Mountain, our group was quite tired and dehydrated. We had little 
to no water left between the six of us and we discovered that there 
was no real water source until Grouse (last little bit of water we 
saw was on the trail at Crown Mountain). We had another 4 km till 
Grouse, which took much longer than usual due to the intense heat 
and lack of water. We agreed that we underestimated how long it 
would take us to add Crown to our trip and believed we would 
have been fine if we had more water. Therefore, we realized that if 
we would be hiking in that heat again, to bring more water than 
we would usually want (at least 1-2 litres). Several group members 
were starting to feel the mild effects of heat exhaustion: parched 
throat, headache, and one member had moments of feeling light 
headed. Fortunately, our member that decided to not hike Crown 
was messaged and asked to bring us water on the trail! He met us 
part way and in the end we were all ok! We had a quick refresh in 
the Grouse Lodge, and then chose to take the Gondola down.

Trip to Hospital: After heading down to Lonsdale on the bus 
around 9:00 pm, our group parted ways. I headed to the Lions 
Gate Hospital Emergency Care with our Wilderness First Aid At-
tendant to get my finger looked at. After waiting together for about 
2.5 hours, I was finally seen by the surgeon. It was decided that 
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my finger be stitched up to heal faster (Sorry for gory photos, they 
were requested)! I’d like to thank Dan Joseph for staying with me 
and keeping me company at the hospital till 11:30pm! We probably 
didn’t get home till around 12:30am.

Summary of considerations:
    - Wear long socks in your 6’ hiking boots to avoid potential hot 
spots and blisters from coming on. A couple of us were wearing 
ankle socks (thanks Else :P)
    - Not necessarily bad if everyone carries their own basic first aid 
kit
    - Bring at least 3-4 litres of water EACH if you know it is going 
to be a hot day! Because it was very hot, we drank a lot more water 
than expected
    - No good water sources beyond Norvan Falls area, so fill up!
   - End of the day can be a bit rough. Everyone is tired and every-
one handles being tired differently. Lack of water can also add to 
people’s moodiness and inability to make good decisions. Hence, 
be honest, don’t take things personally, and stick it out as a team!

Over the past year I have been learning a bit about bushwhack-
ing, yup that wonderful activity in which you duck, push, and beat 
your way through bushes and trees that are entirely bent upon 
your eventual demise. In particular, I would like to relate the tales 
of four trips that have taught me a bit about the art of bushwhack-
ing. Two of the trips ended in success, and were some of the most 
wonderful trips, one was a bit of a non-start, and the last taught me 
to expand the limits of misery.

Hozomeen

The first trip was to Hozomeen, a spectacular looking peak just on 
the other side of the US-Canadian Border. Indeed, you are sup-
posed to start just on the US side of the border, hack your way up 
the border to a ridge, and then follow the ridge to the peak. No 
problem. We drove to Hope, found the never ending logging road 
that leads to Ross Lake and spent the next while uselessly trying 
to dodge potholes. It was early in the spring, and about that time 
when you are not sure you will need skis up high, but surely don’t 
need them down low. Hozomeen is listed as a class 4 scramble, 
so we loaded ourselves down with skis, ski boots, climbing gear, 
and camping gear. We wore our mountaineering boots since they 
would be better to climb in anyway. We walked towards the border, 
didn’t see a single soul, and headed up the trail which we would 
soon leave to adventure into the bush.

We realized soon that our packs were somewhat heavy. But ok, we 
should be able to put our skis on soon. We also realized that there 

Learning the Fun in Whacking 
Summer 2015

Caitlin Schneider, with help from Julien Renard
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was a lot of micro terrain, little hills, and gullies that prevented 
easy uphill hiking. This caused us to consult the GPS all the time, 
and slowed our progress more than the bush itself. Actually, in 
comparison with what was to come, the trees and bush were mere-
ly a minor nuisance, but at the time it seemed a bit of a struggle to 
climb up over all the logs and duck the branches, with the skis and 
boots catching on everything. Really, after about 2-2.5 hours, the 
weather caused us to pause. It was supposed to be clear with minor 
sprinkles, but it had been raining steady on us all day, and did not 
seem to be clearing at all. Looking at the GPS, we hadn’t made very 
promising progress, the rain dampened our spirits, and we decided 
to just go home.

Kumkan

So up to this point, bushwhacking consisted of climbing over a 
few logs and avoiding some branches. Our next adventure was to 
teach me the real and true meaning of the word. In true Team Bad 
Idea fashion, we ended up deciding to try a somewhat random, but 
nice-looking mountain in the Fraser Canyon. Access was in the 
valley north of the Nahatlach valley, in the valley of Kwoiek creek. 
Don’t ask how to pronounce that, I don’t know.
Looking at the map, things seemed straightforward: drive along 
the road to a river, cross the river, walk along the road to the end, 
about 2 km of forest bushwhacking, and then cross a lake to the 
base of the glacier…. All seemed to be easy. But there was the as-
sumption that we would be skiing for much of this adventure.
Drive was fine, albeit tight through the rows of alder. We arrived at 
the end of the road and looked at the river to cross, actually a fairly 
shallow creek. We loaded up our packs with skis, ski boots, and 
some glacier gear. We had on our running shoes to walk the road, 
and I had even brought sandals for the two river crossings. We 
did have a few doubts… The road across the river was so choked 
with alder you could barely tell there was a road, and the snow line 
seemed way higher than expected. It was also very warm.
Off we went. We had originally snapped the boots into our ski bind-
ings as this keeps them from swinging around so much, but after 

the first few feet, it was evident that we couldn’t squeeze between 
the alder. I would also like to take a moment to tell you about bush-
whacking clothes. I had imagined a nice stroll along the road, and 
then some skiing, so I had worn my normal long johns and shorts. 
Fearing turning my long johns into tatters, I decided to just wear 
my shorts. It turns out, shorts are a terrible idea for pushing your 
way through alder, and very soon, my legs were in tatters, and I put 
on my snow pants to protect my legs, but ugh it was soooooo hot.
Ok, alder. Death be to the God that invented that tree. In the sun-
shine of the exposed road, the trees had grown tall and strong. 
Thankfully these were mostly upright, so you could just put your 
head down, and push your way through. But damn those ski boots, 
getting stuck on everything! I also learned, which will come back 
later, that I HATE, absolutely HATE things hitting me in the face. 
Anywhere else, fine, but damn when the little twigs attack my eyes 
and try to steal my glasses from my face… ugh.

So seven kilometers and one more river crossing later we left the 
road and started through the forest. This will be better right? Well, 
the forest turned out to be a breeding ground for devil’s club inter-
spersed with slide paths. Devil’s club was annoying but manage-
able since I had my rain pants on anyway, but the slide paths were a 
new frustration. Whereas the slide alder had been growing mostly 
straight up on the road, here it grew at approximately horizontal. 
The alder was quite mature, and some of it about 4 inches in diam-
eter. Big enough that you couldn’t really push it out of the way, and 
with skis on our backpack, there were some moves that would have 
done a performer in Cirque de Soleil proud.

Where was the snow? On the far side of the lake it seemed. We 
arrived at the lake shore to see not the frozen lake we had expect-
ed but a very long expanse of very wet water. We decided to head 
up the hill side and attempt to get around the lake that way. More 
slide paths to cross with more gymnastics. Some 10 hours later we 
had reached the other end of the lake and it was getting dark. We 
decided to set up camp and ski in the morning.
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The night was miserable, it was hot, the mosquitos were attacking 
me, and all I could think of was the hike out, and the 10 hour fight 
against the alder. Needless to say, I didn’t sleep. When the alarm 
went off at around 3am, I tried to get up and eat, but my breakfast 
turned my stomach, and I wanted to throw up. I wasn’t going any 
further. I felt horrible. I felt horrible in general, and even more hor-
rible for not wanting to go any further for fear of the return trip. 
So, I turned into a puddle of confused hurt. We didn’t get up, actu-
ally the wind picked up and blew the mosquitoes away and I was 
finally able to get a few hours of sleep, cuddled up to my partner.
The way back was just as bad. We picked the low route around the 
lake, thinking we could walk through the water to avoid the trees. 
Well, the drop off into the deep water was steeper than we thought. 
Sometimes it worked, other times I hung off the alder branches 
bracing against the rocks and rappelling along the lake shore. I fell 
into the lake only a few times.

By the time we reached the road again, it seemed like easy going. 
Oh man, everything is a matter of perspective.

The Judge

So two mostly failed trips of bushwhacking did not leave the best 
impression on me, and I thought that maybe I was better designed 
for trails. But when Julien decided that we should go try to climb 
the Judge, one of the most awesome looking peaks, I couldn’t say 
no. It was another adventure. A canoe ride across the lake with 
two bikes, bike down the road, cross a river, and then bushwhack. 
Whew, I can do this.

We got to a poor start on Friday evening. After reading old trip 
reports we ended up on the wrong side of the lake, driving my 
tough little car up and down ATV tracks trying to get to the lake 
shore. Around 3am, we got stuck in some horrible mud, around 
5am we gave up and made camp near the main road. At 8am we 
were rudely awoken by gunfire. WHAT THE HELL!? Yup, our nice 
little camp spot was the parking lot of one of the shooting ranges. 

We tried to ignore it for about an hour, but finally gave up and 
drove back into town to get more food before continuing.

Ok, drive to Mission, get more food, drive back to the lake, unload 
and load up the canoe. The area we launched from was a common 
ATV and mudding spot. It was covered in people driving in circles 
in the mud with various modes of engine-powered vehicle. There 
had been some talk about cars burning in the area, so I chatted 
with some of the locals and they said I shouldn’t worry as most of 
the cars that burned were stolen in town. Great. Let it be known 
that the guys I talked to were sitting in lawn chairs in ankle deep 
water next to their RVs. In the end, I drove the car off the beach 
and parked it next to the gate to the logging site. At least people 
would be driving past it on a regular basis.

Into the canoe went the bikes, the gear, and finally us. We had a 
tailwind and paddled in a bit of a lazy fashion down the lake, still 
making good time. We arrived at the logging camp, which was to-
tally empty and looked strangely abandoned. We stashed the ca-
noe behind one of the buildings, reconstructed and loaded up the 
bikes. It was about 15 km on a fairly flat and well constructed road. 
Not a problem, even on our skinny tire commuter bikes.

We found a spot to ford the river, hopefully where the trail would 
start on the opposite bank. Artem had crossed the river two weeks 
before, so we had good hopes that it would be relatively painless, 
and thankfully we were correct. The water was cold and swift, but 
only about knee deep, so after stripping down, the crossing went 
off without a hitch.

The far shore was rocky and we set up camp to bask in the sun 
for a bit. Our change in plans led to a short day, so we had time to 
enjoy the sun, swim in the river, and get to sleep for a long day of 
bushwhacking ahead.

The bushwhacking started out alright. Artem had been up and left 
flagging at some interesting intervals. In the beginning, the trees 
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and bushes were thick, so we quickly lost the trail and ended up 
at the bottom of a rock band that looked climbable. After Julien 
made some sketchy moves, he made a quick anchor and I climbed 
up behind him. At the top of the cliff band we caught sight of some 
flagging and made our way over. Our GPS was having a bit of men-
tal breakdown, still saying we were at the river, so we were thankful 
for the bits of pink tape hanging from branches.

We moved slowly through the trees to the waterfall platform. The 
old trip reports say that the bush should get better after this, but in 
reality it got worse. Leaving the rock platform we needed to climb 
over a huge pile of deadfall. The trees were so thick that we had no 
idea where the real ground even was. Thankfully it didn’t last long, 
but the slide paths began soon after. Back into alder gymnastics! 
This time it was easier without the skis on our packs. But the devil’s 
club and raspberry bushes grew thick along the path and loved to 
put their thorns into my hands... arms... and every bare piece of 
skin.

Finally, we could see the valley with its beautiful rock water slides 
and pools. There was a field of spiny plants between us and the 
water, but after some dirt sliding, we made our way to the pools for 
a nice swim. After that, there was some more route-finding to get 
out of the valley and up the other side towards the summit. Julien 
managed to climb up a slippery cliff but I decided that maybe a dif-
ferent route would be better. I took a roundabout route up through 
steep trees and really thick bushes.

Then we were freeeeeee of the bushes and trees, and on to the slabs 
and scree. So much scree, loose enough to go sliding all over the 
place, and big enough to cause your partner some excitement. We 
hiked up for another hour or two and then found a flat spot near 
a stream to make camp for the night. We were treated to a lovely 
sunset, and a damp dewy evening.

In the morning, we hiked up more scree to the little snow and ice 
slope near the summit that justified the ice ax and crampons we 

had hauled around for the last two days. I was happy to have them. 
The final summit scramble was beautiful (and easy), and left us to 
enjoy the view and a snack.

From the summit, we scree skied back to camp, and headed all 
the way back to our bikes. We then biked about halfway back to 
the logging camp, stopping to make camp on the side of a branch 
of the river. On the way down, I began to learn how to be Tarzan, 
grabbing tree branches and using them to swing down the steep 
slopes.

The canoe paddle back was considerably slower and we learned 
just how much our tailwind had helped us. But finally we were 
reunited with our unburnt vehicle, and we made our way home.

Kwoiek

On our previous drive up this way, we had seen this beautiful peak 
called Kwoiek Needle. Some old trip reports had described an ap-
proach from another valley, but some bridges had failed since then 
so we decided to try from the Kwoiek creek side. This would in-
volve some logging road, clear cuts and some trees into the alpine.
We drove up and found the bridge across the creek intact! Across 
the bridge, the road was amazingly clear of slide alder, at least for a 
little while. Then it got bad. The alder started coming into the road 
at funny angles, and a creek started to run down the middle of the 
road as well. At some point we lost the road entirely, decided that 
we were in about the right spot and then just turned uphill.

And then I learned that I hate blueberry bushes when trying to 
climb uphill. Again, I hate things in my face, and it seems that blue-
berry bushes love to be in my face, up my nose, in my ears, trying 
to rip off my glasses and poke my eyes out. To make things even 
more annoying, they didn’t even have the decency to have berries 
on them. Maybe it is my height and the general slope of the hill, 
but man, was I glad to see the alpine; with beautiful frozen heather 
that caused you to slide almost as far down as you stepped up.
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I think it was type 2 fun, in that I spent most of the time cursing 
the bushes, but also thinking that it was nothing compared to the 
Kumkan trip. And that afterward, I’ll think it wasn’t so bad. But 
once we got to the alpine, I was still relieved. The views were awe-
some, and the peak ahead looked amazing.

We walked through the rocks until we got to the base of the glacier. 
It wasn’t that late, the weather was supposed to be nice, and there 
were vague thoughts of heading to some other peak, so we geared 
up and headed toward the ice slope leading to the ridge.

We opted to solo up the steepish ice, since it didn’t look too bad. It 
actually turned out to be a bit longer than expected, and when we 
got off the ice, we moved on to snow covered loose rocks. This was 
actually the scariest part of all. The loose rocks were unpredictable 
and slippery. You would step on something that looked stable, only 
to have a microwave sized rock shift under you, or grab a hold of 
something only to have it come off in your hand.

It was dark by the time we reached the summit, but we made a 
lovely little camp and watched the lunar eclipse.

Getting down was slow. We ended up simul-climbing the ice on 
the way down, but with 4 screws and a 30m rope, this was a very 
slow (albeit safer) process.

The blueberry bushes finally came in handy on the way down. 
Grabbing a handful and just swinging down was the easiest way. 
The bushes were so thick that I was generally just following the 
sound of Julien crashing his way through the bushes ahead. It did 
occur to me at least once that I might have lost Julien entirely and 
was merely following a bear or something.

After downclimbing bushes for about 1.5 hours, we hit the road 
again and recommenced the rage against the alder.

Overall, I think my bushwhacking technique has improved. But 

mostly I think that my bushwhacking tolerance is what improved 
the most. Such that things just don’t seem that bad anymore. In my 
head, it will take a lot to trump the trip to Kumkan, so maybe it was 
good to have that experience early on, since nothing, nothing, can 
be worse than that!

Edit from Julien: It wasn’t actually that bad...
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Owen and I were finishing a road trip through some National 
Parks in the Northwestern US, and we chose to drive back via Can-
ada due to the prospects of a much more scenic route. I remem-
bered Matt was working for Parks Canada in the Kootenays, so I 
hit him up and asked whether he’d have time for a trip, and it was 
pleased to hear that he was as stoked as I was for a mountaineering 
objective.

The route we chose was the West Ridge of Pigeon Spire, an easy 
but awesome 5.4 alpine climb in the Bugaboos.  Often described as 
“the best 5.4 climb in the world,” it was a good pick, since, only a 
week before, I had done my first multi pitch climb — a stiff 5.9 on 
which we bailed after four exhausting pitches.  I was therefore glad 
to hear that the climbing on this trip should be relatively straight-
forward.

The Bugaboos
June 21, 2015

Tobias Klenze

 Glaciers and Peaks from. Photo: Tobias Klenze

There was a lot of faff packing everything on Saturday, and the 50 
kilometre logging road to the trailhead took time as well, such that 
after arriving at the luxurious (by VOC hut standards) Conrad 
Kain Hut, we only had time to play in the nearby glacier ice for a 
short bit. We went over essential glacier skills such as self arrest, 
travel with ice axe and crampons, and how to organize a crevasse 
rescue.

After a short night, we got up at 5 am to witness the beautiful Bug-
aboos scenery in the morning light, and after some more faff made 
our way quickly up the glacier.  The infamous Bugaboo-Snowpatch 
col, a 45 degree climb on snow, was in great condition, but nearby 
sluff avalanches from the night before’s snow kept us on our feet.

We continued on towards the West side of Pigeon Spire. As we 
were walking across what was presumably the bergschrund, I no-
ticed that my ice axe had very little resistance once pushed in half 
way. Not wanting to spend too much time at a dangerous spot, I 
moved on.

As we were already roped up, we decided to simul-climb the ridge. 
Progress was steady though somewhat slow and the snowy weath-
er moving in made us extra cautious, since much of the rock was 
slippery. I jokingly asserted that once we’d be on the summit, the 
weather would get better, and was pleasantly surprised that exactly 

En route to Pidgeon Spire (left). Photo: Tobias Klenze
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that happened after we reached the summit at around 2:30 pm. 
Posing for couple of victory photos, we decided to go down the 
mountain a bit quicker, since we knew we had to do the descent to 
the hut and then down to the car all in the same day. We rappelled 
and down climbed the rest of the ridge, which was easy enough on 
the now sun dried rock.

As we crossed the bergschrund a second time, indeed one of us 
broke partially through the snow bridge, but was easily able to get 
himself back on stable ground in an instant.

Descending on the glacier was a lot of fun; we basically ran down, 
our potential energy being gently absorbed by the increasingly 
softer snow. The col was partially down climbed and bum-sled, to 
much of our own enjoyment. We were back at the hut at around 
8:30 pm, packed everything up and got back to the cars at 10:30 
pm. During the two hour drive back I had to battle with myself 
to stay awake, while my front-seat passenger was dead asleep and 
would not even be woken up by the bumpy logging road. Nonethe-
less I was happy, this was my first, and best, summer mountaineer-
ing trip, and will inspire many more adventures.

Rapelling down. Photo: Tobias Klenze

Yosemite. This is where climbing history is made, where the cocky 
upstarts come and turn into legends. Warren Harding, Lynn Hill, 
Alex Honnold. It is a climber’s Mecca. To visit it, to touch the big 
stone, is a sacred duty each of us has to undertake at least once in 
our lives. 

At least that’s what the hype wants us to believe. Movies such as 
2014’s Valley Uprising fuel the stoke and paint a wild and romantic 
picture, linking the Valley’s spirit to that of its indomitable inhab-
itants. But Yosemite is also a place of the stark contrast. Endless 
convoys of tour buses and rental cars unload in the shadow of El 
Capitan. Within seconds you can run into a legend of the sport 
or into a tourist with selfie-stick and dubstep blasting from their 
smartphones. 

This trip report then gives an account of our — Clemens Adolphs, 
Cindy Gu, Caroline Jung, and Derry Lappin — two-week road trip 
to Yosemite and to the lesser known Tuolumne Meadows. I will 
try to capture our experience during this adventure and not bore 
you with the minutiae and logistics. A quick summary with helpful 
info is given at the very end. This part of the trip report deals with 
just the week in Yosemite Valley.

First Impressions

We arrived at night. Glad to leave the car, we took deep breaths 
of the fresh valley air. I looked around, wondering why I couldn’t 
see any stars. My eyes adjusted and I realized that they were being 

Yosemite
June 2015

Clemens Adolphs
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blocked out by the wall of El Capitan rising high above us. I had to 
crane my neck far, far back to see the Milky Way. Those far-away 
gas balls, undergoing violent nuclear fusion, reminded me of what 
was going on in my own stomach. Damn you, Walmart sandwich! 
Or was it the gigantic blueberry ice cream milkshake from earlier 
that day? Or the greasy diner breakfast? Probably all of them. So 
much for serenity and awe in the face of nature’s wonders!

The others were more ecstatic but practical concerns waited for us. 
The only walk-in campground on Yosemite is Camp 4. No reserva-
tions. You show up at the Ranger’s booth in the morning and hope 
for a spot. To ensure that, you sleep in the lineup. So, we got our 
pads and bags and settled down under a glaring light. At 2:00 am, 

we were second in line. At 6:00 am, there were 30 more. Everyone 
was lucky, though, since lots of parties were leaving. The other re-
striction at Camp 4 is that you cannot stay longer than a week. It’s 
a short time and you might want to stay longer, but it also means 
that the campsites don’t get snatched up by the pros, never to be re-
leased. While Cindy and I dealt with registration, Caro and Derry 
went for a walk to scope out the area and to bring us much need-
ed coffee. My stomach was still in uproar (I’m sure it’s grumbling 
scared some of the fellow-lineup-campers into thinking bears were 
around), so I decided to get some rest in my tent while the others 

 Mt. Fee never fails to amaze. Photo: Koby Michaels

went to explore Camp 4.

Life at Camp 4

Oh, Camp 4. Depicted in Valley Uprising as a hive of depravity, we 
found it rather laid-back. Many times we walked along the main 
corridor to load or unload Derry’s Toyota Camry, and so we’d get 
plenty opportunity to take in what was going on. There were no 
crazy parties and no excessive consumption of booze or weed. We 
were more likely to see the odd family cooking their burgers, big-
wall parties prepping their haul bags or dirtbags lazing around. 
It was constantly bustling with people running around, and even 
when we got up “super early” the camp would already be alive with 
climbers embarking on their adventures. To give you some idea, 
you can compare it to a slightly bigger, slightly dustier version of 
the Squamish Chief campground. With one exception, the squir-
rels. They are many, they are vicious, and they are obese. If you 
leave your food unattended for just a moment, they’ll be poking 
their round heads in there, running off with a granola bar, or try-
ing to open the zipper on your backpack. We tried to get revenge 
by splashing them with water, but either we missed or they didn’t 
care. The one animal we were actually concerned about, however, 
never reared its head. We expected that bears would at least come 
and snope around, but from what the rangers told us, they were 
currently busy eating and mating in the higher valleys. In any case, 
we figured that small oversights in bear-awareness on our part 
would go largely unnoticed among the much larger infractions by 
the average tourist. Sure, bears have been reported to slice open 
car doors just to get to a discarded granola bar wrapper. But why 
bother when the next car over has loads of actual food? 

Groups in the camp tended to stay among themselves, with the 
exception of an old climber from Korea who was in the area with 
a larger group but wandered over to our site on the invitation of 
some Americans who were sharing our campsite. He told lots of 
funny stories, asked probing questions about everyone’s marital 
status and shared copious amounts of a special Asian alcoholic 
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beverage that was a stronger form of Sake. He insisted that drink-
ing a bottle each day was what kept him in such good shape, so he 
had brought enough from Korea to last the whole trip. He con-
cluded his visit with singing a song about cowboys from Arizona, 
much to the delight of the Americans. 

Finally, a word about the rangers. In Valley Uprising, it seems like 
rangers give everyone a hard time. We found them attentive but 
friendly. Once a week they invite all the climbers for coffee and 
some discussion, asking about bear encounters, about the best 
spots to climb when it’s hot and sunny, and whatever else might be 
a current issue.

Canadeh

Late afternoon on our first day we decided to go top-roping Yo-
semite style. There was a crag five minutes from the camp with a 
few easy climbs. Not knowing what to expect, I led up a 5.6 hand-
crack. It turned out reasonably straight-forward, but the granite 
is much more smooth and polished than in Squamish, making 
smears feel more insecure. While playing around there, we ran into 
a couple of other climbers and the following exchange happened:

Us: Hey, how’s it going, where’re you from? 
Them: Sacramento
Us: Ah, just a short drive in then?
Them: Yup. And you’re from Canada!
Us: How can you tell?
Them: Because of the eh...

If you don’t see the eh in that dialogue, that’s because we didn’t 
notice it either, until someone pointed it out to us. Later, there’d be 
many more occasions where either the eh, or our use of reasonable 
(that is, metric) units gave away our origin.

A Nighthike

After being lazy for most of the day, we decided to expend some 
more energy by taking the touristy hiking trail up to get a view 
from the Yosemite Falls. On the comfortable trail, we had lots of 
fun pointing out obscure cracks and features in the granite and 
proclaim that they’d “totally go,” if only we were 5.12 climbers. Af-
ter being silly like this for a while, we eventually made it up to the 
falls, but the sun had already set. We absorbed the dark view for 
a while and then made our way back. About halfway down the 
winding path, we spotted a young guy sitting on a rock. He didn’t 
have a headlamp or flashlight and was unable to find the trail back. 
He had resigned himself to spend a cold night out, but gladly took 
up our offer to escort him down. According to all the warning 
signs posted along the major trails, this level of unpreparedness is 
not uncommon in the park. There’s plenty of signs telling you how 
not to kill yourself, yet tourists continue to do stupid things. One 
thing in particular sounded incredibly stupid. A park ranger we 
chatted up about bears told us about the “bear jam”, where people 
who see a bear get all excited and completely forget that this is a 
dangerous animal. They all stop their cars wherever they are, get 
out and start to crowd up on the bear, until the trapped and scared 
animal lashed out. 

Climbing Days

I’ll have to speed through a few of the next days because it’d be too 
much to detail all of them. We started off Day Two at the crack 
of dawn with two stellar multi-pitches, After Six and Nutcrack-
er, then headed to the Merced river to cool off and call it a day. 
Day Three we spent at the base of El Capitan with some truly in-
your-face climbing. Caroline led, and set up a top rope for us on 
Moby Dick, a 10a that goes from fingers to hands to fists to stacked 
hands. It was my first time ever using that type of jam and I can’t 
get over how much fun it is. On the final day, we cragged at the 
Campground Wall, where we all got thoroughly trashed by a flar-
ing offwidth. 
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My personal favorite of Yosemite. Caroline and I teamed up for 
this climb on Cathedral Rock. We got up early on a bluebird day, 
and I admit that I was a bit nervous as I racked up all three #4 
camalots we brought, gazing at the first pitch. The guidebook de-
scribed it as awkward stemming, something I’m not particularly 
talented at, and it was definitely out of my comfort zone. But that 
made me want to try it even more. I did well enough for the first 
part, surprising myself even a bit with the moves I made. This is 
why I love climbing so much. But I couldn’t quite figure out what 
direction to face for the final stemming bit. If you have ever strug-
gled with chimneys, off-widths and the like, you know how the 
heaving and shoving and pushing leaves your mouth dry and your 
heart beating fast, and if you overdo it you feel like throwing up... 
Given that this was only the first pitch, I decided to damn style, 
ego and ethics and pull on some gear to get around the final cor-
ner. Caroline made it up in no time and without breaking a sweat 
beyond what was caused by the summer heat. It was now her turn 
to lead a finger-crack. But first, we had to sort out quite the faff, 
caused by my suboptimal handling of the double-ropes I suggest-
ed we should use for the long rappels. I think Caroline wasn’t too 
stoked about this extra faff, but that’s what we were stuck with for 
the day so we tried to make it work as best as we could. The pitch 
itself was incredible. Caroline flew through the wild moves in per-
fect finger cracks at mind-blowing exposure and I followed shortly 
after, much more comfortable with that style of climbing as op-
posed to the weird stemming from before. 

Before tackling the next pitch, we had lunch. We were now quite 
exposed to the sun and needed to reload on water and electrolytes. 
The next pitch, although a lower grade, still looked intimidating, 
with a big roof followed by another offwidth section. It was my 
turn again, but this time I did much better. The roof took me a 
bit of feeling around for where the jugs were to make it as easy as 
the guidebook promised, but then it was into a less-than-vertical 
offwidth that was the perfect size for me. The feet just stuck effort-
lessly, and I could feel like a total badass with my stacked-hand 
jams. This is also the pitch where I placed all three number 4 cams. 

I still had to run it out a decent amount, but the jams felt bomb-
proof. I had an absolute blast and was laughing all the way up. Caro 
enjoyed it just as well, and now it was her turn for the fourth of 
the five total pitches. The half-ropes were still causing considerable 
faff, unfortunately. It seems like whatever way to direct them to not 
make them tangle while bringing up the second would then make 
them tangle when lead-belaying them past your station… I’ll have 
to practice this at home. 

I do not have too much recollection of the fourth pitch, because 
we were preoccupied with something else. While Caroline was a 
bit more than half-way up the pitch, we started to hear thunder, 
and the first soft raindrops fell on us. We decided that we had to 
bail fast. Being high up on the rock during a thunderstorm can end 
very badly. Since Caro was making good progress and was almost 
at the anchor, we figured it’d be definitely faster for her to finish the 
pitch and bring me up rather than trying to build a gear anchor 
right where she was. I climbed up as fast as I could so we could 
start to rig the rappel. We made sure to check everything at least 
three times out of fear that the urgency of the thunder would allow 
mistakes to sneak into our setup. The optimal rappel route would 
have led us straight down to a station in the middle of a blank 
section of the face, but we couldn’t see if from above and didn’t 
want to risk rappelling past it to then waste precious time climbing 
or prusiking back up, so we just reversed the route via two long 
and one short rappel. In the end, shortly after we made it down 
the rain had stopped again and the thunder and lightning came 
nowhere near us, but you can never know where it moves and we 
were elated to be back on the ground after a few incredible pitches 
of intimidating, humbling but also encouraging rock.

Half Dome via Snake Dike

After El Capitan, Half Dome is the other immediately recognizable 
feature in the Yosemite Valley. It can be hiked all the way to the 
top, but of course we had our eyes set on a climb. Snake Dike is 
an eight pitch 5.7 that ascends a unique feature of alien rock fused 
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into the bed of granite. Climbing it feels like walking up the back of 
a sleeping dragon. We picked a day with reasonable weather fore-
cast and got up early for the three-hour approach. At first, we were 
among the throngs of tourists on their way to the hike. Some had 
dubstep blasting from their speaker phones, others waved the sel-
fie-sticks in their hands, but soon we branched off and were alone. 
Following cairns through the shrubs eventually brought us to the 
base and the sun was already burning down on us. For this climb, I 
teamed up with Derry, who’d get the first lead. The concave form of 
Half Dope meant that the first two pitches were the hardest ones. 
Derry had to navigate quite a bit of run-out but did so with a level 
head. The challenge of my pitch was a bit of ambiguity caused by 
old abandoned bolts and lots of rope-drag, but then the real fun 
began. The middle pitches offer very easy climbing on mind-bog-
gling exposure: 50 metres anchor to anchor with but a single bolt 
in the middle. We knew we weren’t going to fall but we also knew 
that we most definitely did not want to fall.

The final pitch, which I got to lead, confused me as to where it went 
and how it ended. The guidebook wasn’t too helpful, talking about 
a 5.2 roof feature that I couldn’t see anywhere. It got complicated 
by the fact that the last pitch doesn’t actually end at the summit 
but rather at the point where the slope gets low enough that you’ll 
unrope and walk up the rest. I faffed around quite a bit between 
different spots until I was happy with what I had to build a gear an-
chor and I brought Derry up. As we waited for Caroline and Cindy 
to catch up, the wind picked up considerably. 

A little later we could hear thunder in the distance. Again, a thun-
derstorm had assembled out of seemingly nothing, and it was 
headed our way. Caroline belayed Cindy up the final pitch and then 
rushed up after her, encouraging us to hurry up, since the only rea-
sonable way down was to go up and over the summit. Luckily, the 
terrain was now very easy and we just headed straight up the line 
of steepest ascent until we emerged onto the wide summit plateau. 
We briefly recollected ourselves and caught our breath when a 
lone tourist lady ran up to us asking for a picture. With the pros-

pect of being caught in a thunderstorm on the top of the highest 
point all around we were in no mood for such shenanigans but the 
lady didn’t seem fazed at all, so we quickly got it over with, then 
encouraged her to follow us down the hiking route. That descent 
starts with what I felt was the sketchiest part of the whole day, and 
that includes the 25-plus meter runouts. The final, steep slope up 
Half Dome has been equipped with cables and boards, intended 
to make it easy for the hikers. I don’t feel bad admitting that I was 
glad I had my harness. We all quickly fashioned our quickdraws 
into redundant security slings, allowing us to stay attached to the 
cables at all times. While we carefully picked our way down, the 
touristy lady followed us, again completely unfazed and unaware 
of any danger and instead subjected us to endless chatter, the con-
tent of which I have since forgotten. 
Once down from the cables, we realized that the thunderstorm had 
deflected and was now reasonably far away. We relaxed and re-
freshed, then headed further down. During the hike, the touristy 
lady would repeatedly bump into us, then disappear somewhere to 
take pictures, then run into us again. She reminded me of a com-
ic-relief character in a cartoon, bumbling in and out of the scene 
with some funny antics to break tension. It sure gave us lots to 
chuckle about on the long slog back to camp.

Conclusion

Yosemite is amazing. If you’re at all interested in more than the 
most casual climbing, you should go and experience its marvel-
ous rock. Accept the touristy nature of the park and you will be 
rewarded with some of the most exhilarating climbing in a spec-
tacular setting. 

For practical considerations: Climbing in Squamish, at the Smoke 
Bluffs and on the Chief, is excellent preparation for Yosemite as the 
style is very similar. Yosemite is wider and wilder, but the grades 
are not overly out-of-whack. That 5.9 finger crack on Central Pillar 
of Frenzy would likely be a 10a in Squamish. Get the Supertopo 
Yosemite Valley Freeclimbs guidebook — it is written specifically 
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with the moderate climbers in mind. Not only will it focus on the 
5.9 to low-10s grades (while still describing the harder classics), it 
will even tell you which of the climbs have cruxes that you could 
pull through on gear if need be, and it is littered with amusing an-
ecdotes about the various climbs.

Rising to a modest 1550 metres, Blanchard is not the tallest of 
the peaks in the area, but to me it always held significance as the 
pointy objective in my own backyard. I see it driving back home 
to Porteau Cove, and often driving to work on a clear day. In my 
head I think of it as the K2 of Coquitlam, even though it’s actually 
in Maple Ridge.

After harassing most of my friends for months, Marcin Mirski, 
Anne Vialettes, Iman, and myself picked a sunny Saturday in July 
to get up there. The beta seems to vary from source to source, both 
written and first-hand. I was told it was a day-hike, and I was also 
told to take two days and bring a 60 metre rope for three pitches. 
We decided the optimal amount of gear was a light alpine rack and 
a 30 metre 8 millimeter rope and hiking boots.

We chose the more common approach route over Allouette moun-
tain over the less used Evans Valley route. Using bikes for a speedy 
descent on the way back would have been nice, as it’s largely a road, 
but at the time I did not have a bike and my car could not carry 4 
bikes anyway, so we went strictly on foot.

The hike up to Allouette was a pretty typical walk uphill through 
the forest, rewarded with a lovely view from the top and many de-
licious blueberries on the way.

From the top of Allouette, our objective looked imposingly steep 
and moderately bushy, just as expected. We quickly found a way 
down from Allouette to the saddle, and after a bit of exploratory 

Good Times On Bad Rock
July 18, 2015

Dmitri Oguz
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bushwhacking found a way up to the base of Blanchard.

After some poking around, it was agreed that the most obvious 
route up was indeed the way to go, confirmed a few minutes later 
as we saw a couple climbers rappelling down. They had camped 
on the top of Allouette the night before, and had a 60 metre rope.
Marcin, a.k.a. “Balls of steel” led the way, scrambling up the first 
section where the rest of us were not comfortable without protec-
tion due to exposure. The pitch was actually very straight-forward 
but the three of us were happy for the belay. Next bit was fairly 
steep and holds were not amazing, but we got past it without an 
issue. After that it was generally steep-ish fun scrambling on rock 
of sometimes questionable quality.

The highlight of the way up for me was when I leaned against the 
rock and felt a cold draft coming out of a crack, like air condi-
tioning on a summer day. Which made wonder how much of the 
mountain was hollow. We felt the cold breath of the mountain 
from a few large cracks and continued up. Eventually we reached 
the false summit on the right (oops), dropped down and traversed 
to the left and continued up. As the way up near the summit got 
easier, the rock got even worse, raising the question how this choss 
pile was still standing at all. 

We had lunch at the summit, took in the view of the rest of Gold-
en Ears group, the lower mainland and other mountains in the 
distance. It was a beautiful day to share with good friends on a 
peak I’ve wanted to bag for a year or two. After having lunch, we 
started on the way down. Down-scrambling was mostly good fun, 
except for the moment about two thirds of the way when a micro-
wave-sized rock that felt solid at first almost tumbled once I put 
weight on it. Shortly after that we reached the steep section with 
dubious holds and got down in two rappels off of slung trees and 
roots.

Once back on Allouette, we enjoyed the views once again, and 
started on the hike down. There was still a surprising amount of 

delicious blueberries left near the trail, and between Anne and my-
self we made the best of the opportunity. The hike down felt like 
it went on forever and we soon wished we brought bikes. In all, it 
took us 12 hours and we were tired but happy. To finish off the day 
we went for a swim where Gold Creek enters the lake and it felt 
fantastic, as did the burger at the Black Sheep Pub afterwards. And 
now everytime I see the Golden Ears group, I think of that day and 
the good times we had getting to the top of the pointy peak on the 
right.
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Part 1: Driving, Driving, and more Driving. And some Ice.

BEEP BEEP BEEP BEEEEP!

I awoke with the cardiac arrest I associate with all alarm clocks. It 
was 7:30am, December 23rd, 2015, the morning after my last exam 
and the subsequent festivities as you’d expect on such an occasion. 
I sprung out of bed, excitement destroying all traces of hangover – 
I was going to the Rockies!

The Canadian Rockies contain some of the most magnificent 
mountains in the world, and were one of the main reasons why 
I chose Vancouver as my study abroad destination. Extending 
from the American border to northern British Columbia with a 
length of 1,450 kilometres, they offer first-class mountaineering, 
gob-smacking natural beauty and world famous skiing, and are re-
nowned internationally as being one of the best ice climbing desti-
nations in the world. Cascades hundreds of metres high are frozen 
by the harsh northern winters, as well as every other creek and 
brook, providing thousands of routes waiting to be climbed and 
fantastic opportunities to learn.
I was heading to the Rockies with my climbing buddies John McK-
enna, an eager Scotsman from Falkirk with many Scottish winter 
climbs already under his belt, and Cora Skaien, the convivial Ca-
nadian, a fellow novice whose ridiculous amount of excited energy 
matched my own. Ice climbing uses a pair of axes and a pair of 
crampons (metal spikes you strap to your boots) to ascend walls 
of ice, and as an ice climbing noob I was super keen to develop my 

Woo Rockies! 
December 23 - January 3, 2016

Jake Jones

technique, fill in the skills gaps in my mountaineering repertoire, 
and most importantly have fun. I suppose I’m one of those mas-
ochists who enjoy hanging from two axes smashed into a wall of 
ice in sub-zero temperatures, or I’m mentally disturbed.

At 8 am Cora arrived in Foxy, our trusty steed, and we set out on the 
880 kilometre journey to Canmore in the eastern Rockies, where 
John and I hoped to hire a car whilst Cora continued south for a 
family Christmas before rejoining the ice climbing crew. The car 
was full to the brink with camping and climbing stuff, plus enough 
food for several days in the wilderness. Sadly all fruit, cheese and 
anything with the slightest trace of water turned to stone after a 
short exposure to the Canadian winter.

Our route mostly followed Highway 1, the so-called Trans-Canada 
Highway or Yellow Brick Road, due to the fact that it’s the only 
road in Canada. Leaving the sprawl of Vancouver behind, the drive 
was breath-taking with mountains beyond mountains, the road 
winding through spectacular glacial landscapes, snaking canyons 
and past ethereal frozen lakes and waterfalls, often being the only 
car on the road for miles. Despite its astonishing beauty, the high-
way is also deadly in the icy winter months, with burnt out vehicles 
and erratic sliding tyre tracks being common – a large section of 
opposite lane was closed for a day after a truck jack-knifed and 

 Sizing up the climb. Photo: Jake Jones
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caught fire. Luckily Foxy was a sturdy lady with the only damage 
being a crust of dirt and a cracked windscreen.

After a long day’s drive fuelled by caffeine, chocolate and tunes, we 
crashed in Canmore before an unexpected visit to Calgary in the 
Albertan prairies the next day to hire a car as nowhere was open 
in Canmore on Christmas Eve (Google lied!). After a horrendous 
amount of car hire faff, a farewell to Cora and an evening investi-
gating the culture of downtown Calgary (or lack of), me and John 
spent the night in the flat of a Scottish friend of John’s (resulting 
in much rapid, unintelligible Glaswegian, of which I could only 
conclude that a black eye is a sign of affection). The next day we 
headed to the Rockies – finally!

Christmas Day started with porridge, a thermos of hot water for 
John (no proper British tea) and a temperature of -27ºC. The sun 
slowly came into view over the horizon as we drove down the high-
way, turning the starry skies into a cool wintry blue and drawing 
the Rockies out from the darkness. I sat gobsmacked as we passed 
through Kananaskis Country where the mountains soar abruptly 
above the prairies, trying to snap every frozen peak, forest and lake 
with my camera. Arriving at the trailhead for King Creek, with me 
looking like the Marshmallow Man in a gazillion layers, we set off 
following the creek seeking waterfall ice. The canyon gradually nar-
rowed until the surrounding evergreens were replaced by walls of 
rock until we found the waterfalls. It was cold (really frickin’ cold!), 
but we had a great day of climbing. The gorge was filled with the 
sounds of swinging ice axes, kicking crampons and excited shouts. 
The climbing was fantastic, the shady canyon was gorgeous and it 
was tremendous fun, despite my first case of ‘screaming barfies’ 
where your hands get so cold you want to chunder. The cold was so 
intense that my camera died within minutes and my water bottle 
froze within a couple of hours. After a good full day we returned 
to the car in high spirits and excited for the next week of adventure 
and ice. We dumped our bags in the back, started getting ready for 
the drive back to Canmore and oh shit John’s toes are purple!

Part 2: Pretty Plains, Country Culture, Copious Cows, and The 
Church of the Latter-Day Saints

Fortunately, John’s frostbite wasn’t severe but he had lost sensation 
in his toes and was going to lose his toenails, sadly putting an end 
to his climbing for the next month or so. I’d developed mild frost-
bite (or ‘frostnip’) with swelling and a loss of sensation in my toes 
without discolouration, so using my good judgement I decided to 
continue seeking opportunities to smash my feet into ice. These 
injuries were a complete shock, as neither of us felt any of the char-
acteristic discomfort or pain signalling the early stages of frostbite, 
and we had excellent insulated layers. Lesson learnt, don’t hang 
around on ice at -27ºC all day.

Whilst vegetating in the Canmore area (including an unexpect-
ed evening in the Lake Louise ski staff accommodation, drinking 
with drugged up Australians and mad Scotsmen, that I’d like to 
forget) things were looking bleak. John was in and out of hospital 
having his toes drained and other such grimness whilst trying to 
sort a ride back to Van, and it looked like my trip was over too. 
But lo and beyond a Christmas miracle! Cora, the kind Canadian, 
offered for me to visit her family in southern Alberta (i.e. the prov-
ince of prairies, oil and cowboy stereotypes) for a couple of days 
snowshoeing, consuming large quantities of cow, and enjoying the 
warm Albertan hospitality. After saying goodbye to John, I caught 
a Greyhound south-east. 

Cora’s family, the lovely Skaiens, live in the village of Stirling, one of 
Canada’s three National Historic Sites — there aren’t many historic 
places in Canada apparently — and originating from a Mormon 
settlement founded in 1899. Like many communities in Alberta, 
the village consists of a few homesteads, grain silos and farms, 
surrounded by miles upon miles of plains. The enormous prairies 
of central Canada and the US were formed in the Jurassic Period 
from the sediment of the Sundance Sea, a vast inland sea spanning 
much of North America during times of higher sea levels, with the 
Rockies bursting abruptly from the plains with hardly a trace of 
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foothills or increasing elevation.

Today Wikipedia says that 78 per cent of Stirling’s 1147 people are 
members of The Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-Day Saints (i.e. 
Mormons), and my short time with some Mormons showed them 
to be a very kind, generous and welcoming people. The Skaiens 
were of the non-Mormon minority, so fortunately I didn’t have to 
censor my views too much (Mormons aren’t big on sex before mar-
riage and alcohol, and are often homophobic), and I was delight-
ed when Cora’s dad Gord took pride in his daughter responding 
with ‘F*ck you’ when commanded to do the dishes. To my amaze-
ment one evening I found myself enjoying moonshine and Cards 
Against Humanity (a great game in which you’re encouraged to let 
loose your inner offensive evil bastard) with some lively locals, but 
Cora later assured me that they weren’t Mormon.

One day me and the Skaiens went for a hike in Writing on Stone 
Provincial Park, so called due to the numerous rock carvings 
and paintings (or ‘petroglyphs’ and ‘pictographs’ for archaeology 
fans). The park consists of a labyrinth of bizarre sandstone spires, 
or ‘hoodoos’, sacred to numerous First Nation tribes and adorned 
with carved buffaloes, battles and other figures, as well as the more 
elaborate ‘TJ was here’ and so on. I’m amazed that these still exist as 
the rock is as crumbly as biscuit. A key whiskey smuggling passage 
to across the border from the days of US prohibition ran through 
the park until the smuggling was thwarted by the construction of 
a Mounted Police outpost, which was then burnt down by locals as 
its existence was devastating for nearby communities.

On the final day of my fantastic and enlightening cultural experi-
ence in southern Alberta, Cora and I explored the gorgeous Water-
ton Lakes National Park by snowshoe and loaded up Foxy to head 
north – it was time to climb again!

Part 3: Comely Canmore, Majestic Mountains, and (err…?) Nice 
Ice

Following a day of driving through the frosty plains with their 
wide blue skies, Cora and I arrived in Canmore for a few days of 
ice climbing. The pretty town of Canmore (Gaelic for ‘Big Head’) 
was named after King Malcolm III of Scotland and originated as a 
mining community in the 1880s, surrounded by snowy peaks and 
pines. The community boomed until the 1970s when the coal mar-
ket began to diminish, but the arrival of the Calgary 1988 Winter 
Olympics transformed the town into the affluent, touristy, hippyish 
place it is today. Cora had managed to snag us beds at her friend 
Max’s place, whose immense kindness meant that I was provided 
with all the warmth, wifi and Cards Against Humanity needed to 
survive the harsh Canadian winter. This was a huge relief – like hell 
did I want to camp at below -20°C with a 3-season tent!

Mine and Cora’s first couple of days were spent in an area called 
the Junkyard getting used to the rhythms of ice climbing with top 
ropes (i.e. when you set up a rope like at the indoor climbing gym, 
so if you slip you’re caught by the rope held by your belay part-
ner). With its easy access high above Canmore, views over the Bow 
Valley and broad curtains of ice, it was easy to see why this was 
the perfect beginner friendly spot. As such it was very busy and 
we encountered the full spectrum of climber friendliness, from 
the quintessential Canadian ‘Hey! How you doin’? Great day for 
it! Want a hand setting up your top rope?’ to the macho hard-ass 
‘Grrr, I have no respect for young people, get off my ice!’ These 
climbs were invaluable as they honed our technique, got us used 
to the crazy cold (by wearing seven layers and eating about a brick 
of cheese or chocolate per day) and taught other valuable lessons, 
such as how not to use a non-dry treated rope as a several milli-
metre coating of ice will accumulate on the rope, making a simple 
abseil take a fecking lifetime!

After much mileage on top rope, I plucked up the courage/idiocy to 
lead my first big ice route. Setting off early from Canmore on third 
January, with the sun rising into a clear blue sky and irradiating 
the snowy peaks in gold and rose, I was a bundle of excited energy. 
We arrived at the base of Grotto Canyon and started hiking up the 



VOC Journal 2015-2016

60 61

Climbing and Mountaineering

frozen river, a ribbon of white ice snaking through a rocky gorge. 
Despite the now high midday sun the canyon was untouched by 
sunlight; cool, still and silent without a breath of breeze, as if time 
had frozen as well as the water. Eventually the canyon forked and 
we turned right, with our objective appearing before us. Grotto 
Falls consisted of a 60 metre cascade of ice stretching to the lip of 
the canyon, its crest shining in golden sunlight high above us. With 
the springs these falls melt and the mountain snow and glacier wa-
ters plummet into the canyon, onwards on their 2,000 kilometre 
journey to Lake Winnipeg in the heart of Canada. The climb is 
graded as WI 3, consisting of a sustained 70 degree climb with 
sections of 80-90 degree ice, and typically done in two pitches (sec-
tions of climbing between secure rests) due to a handy ice ledge 
halfway up.

After a moment stood awe-struck at the beauty and scale of the 
falls, I dropped my bag and began attaching ice screws and quick-
draws to my harness. When leading an ice climb you tie in to a 
rope and insert ice screws into the ice as you climb, where you 
attach quickdraws to clip your rope into, catching you if you fall. 
Whilst I geared up my trusty belayer Cora began preparing the 
ropes, requiring multiple attempts as the sociable dog of a climb-
ing party following us up the canyon sought attention by repeated-
ly dancing on Cora’s tidy stack of rope.

The crux of the route was at the very beginning, where the falls 
were vertical with ice brittle and hard from its long confinement 
in the shady canyon. With a deep breath and last quick gear check 
I began to climb, Cora belaying below and giving encouraging 
shouts of ‘you got this!’ whilst bracing herself to avoid a potential 
falling crampon in the face. After a tense few minutes climbing – 
swings of the axes causing splinters of ice to shatter and drop into 
the sloping ravine below – I arrived at the first bulge in the ice flow 
allowing me to rest easily. I let out a sigh of relief. I can lead ice!!!
As I continued up I lost all sense of time, my mind purely set on 
each axe placement and crampon kick, the ice gleaming beneath 
me. Suddenly I topped out onto the crest of the falls, standing on 

horizontal ice as the river continued snaking high into the moun-
tains. This came as surprise and I stood still blinking in the low 
winter sun, it casting rays through the pines and giving the ice a 
warm golden glow. I quickly recovered my senses and burst into a 
grin – “WOOHOO!!!”

After an awkward victory dance with spikes on my feet and the 
obligatory top out selfie, I made a secure anchor on which I at-
tached myself safely, and brought Cora up on the rope for much 
triumphant chatter and hugging. We enjoyed the moment, savour-
ing the sun on our faces and admiring the gorgeous secluded glade 
in which we now found ourselves, and then abseiled back down 
into the ravine to begin our trek back to civilisation.

We were now super psyched for more climbing, knowing that we 
could open any guidebook and (in theory) climb any WI 3 route 
we desired, as well as eventually try an easy WI 4 (sustained 80 de-
gree with long sections of 90 degree) after more practice. Not bad 
for two novices. But sadly this was the last day of our awesome trip 
to the Rockies, so after a relaxing hike and dinner back at Max’s, we 
prepared for the long journey home the next day.

So my initially disastrous trip turned out to be fantastic overall. 
I’d climbed incredible ice, enjoyed warm Albertan hospitality, ob-
served first-hand the mind-blowing majesty of the Rockies, and 
above all else made friends and had terrific fun with amazing peo-
ple. I’m eternally thankful to all the wonderful folks who put a roof 
over my head, endured my puns, drove me for hundreds of miles 
and gave great kindness. Fingers crossed I’ll have chance to get out 
on the ice again this winter, but if not Canada can easily distract 
me with all manner of amazing winter activities.

I bloody love this country!
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Many things around Squamish have been climbed. Certainly 
all the aesthetic big faces that aren’t ridiculously hard have been 
mopped up, so if you’re looking to become famous for some first 
ascent, then you need to be pretty good. If you’re looking to climb 
something that no one has climbed before and don’t expect any 
fame, there are lots of options for the not-particularly-good, espe-
cially if you’re cool with heinousness.

Looking from Britannia Beach across Howe Sound, you can see 
cliffs that certainly look like the kind of thing I’d want to wrangle 
with. There’s a good 200 metres of very steep stuff out there. My 
first attempt was with Scott Webster. This one didn’t go so hot. I 
was young and naïve and Scott wasn’t as amazingly stoked as he 
really ought to have been and was somewhat discouraged by the 
puddles being frozen in Britannia Beach (it was January), and it 
was pretty windy. We paddled over there and had quite a time get-
ting out of the kayak onto the wall. We managed to get up on some 
rocky outcrop and hoisted the kayak up a tree a ways to make it 
safe from the tide. We did our best which wasn’t very good. We 
made it up a couple pitches until it was dark. Scott slept in a bivy 
sack in a salaly notch and I hammocked off a couple trees growing 
out of the cracks. Both of us remained roped. The next morning it 
was highly windy, and a decent-sized branch from above broke off 
and landed on Scott, which didn’t exactly float his boat, so we pad-
dled back against a determined headwind and went to the Smoke 
Bluffs, where we demonstrated that being not very good to start 
with and then abusing yourself leads to lousy climbing.

Wasps are Jerks 
A Multisport Adventure

Jeff Mottershead

I didn’t go back there for quite a few years, but it was always there, 
asking me to give it a go. After floating it by a few potential part-
ners, I decided that people were in general lame and it was just 
going to be me. This time I was going to do whatever it took to get 
out of the water where I wanted to climb, regardless of how poorly 
it lent itself to landing a boat, so I grabbed a grappling hook that I’d 
welded up for this other thing that didn’t go so well. The intention 
was to toss the hook up to something, ascend the rope and tow the 
kayak up after me. Maybe if I’d tried before I’d gone to just sit in the 
boat and throw something upward I would have known to work on 
a launch mechanism, but that’s not what I did.

After paddling over there, I went to throw the grappling hook and 
discovered that it’s damn near impossible to throw upward from 
a kayak. Overhand, underhand, and sideways throws all failed ri-
diculously. The great thing about the ocean, though, is that I was 
rewarded for my persistence by the tide going up enough that my 
feeble throw could hook some questionable edge. Jugging out of 
the boat was a bit of a circus, and after I was up I discovered that 
my chunky butt had deformed the hook. I guess if I do this again, 
I’ll make the hook of drill rod and do a real heat-treatment instead 
of just using mild steel.

I barely made it anywhere, but I left a short fixed line to make 
it easier to get out of the boat next time and a coil of static rope 
clipped to it so that I could make some real progress when I re-
turned. I came back a couple weeks later and discovered that my 
rope had been stolen. It was clipped with a locking biner, so there’s 
no innocent explanation. Pirates are lame.

For the next couple years my standard sea cliffs trip was paddling 
over, jugging out of the boat, hauling it up, ascending my fixed 
lines, doing some roped solo or solo aid, moving up the fixed line 
a little further, and then paddling back in the twilight. If it wasn’t 
raining, there’d be a bunch of Britannia Beach folk around a big 
fire, and they’d tell me I was nuts, drink some beer, and occasion-
ally do some duelling banjo.
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The real crux was near the top. After aiding up a steadily shrinking 
crack, I discovered that it just ended agonizingly close to a ledge 
with a tree and a bunch of hanging salal. It was definitely way too 
far to dyno, so I had to make at least one placement. There was 
this little indentation that I could reach from the top step. What 
I really wanted was a copperhead, but I’d taken them off my rack 
to make room for more bugaboo knife blades, which was the only 
hammer-applied thing I ever seemed to need over there.

After extensive humming and hawing, I ended up with stacked #1 
and #2 RPs. In all the pictures of stacked nuts they want you to put 
a runner on the upside-down one so that you don’t lose the piece 
if it pulls. I couldn’t do that as the weight of the carabiner would 
always cause the top one to tip over and then they’d fall out. 

So there I was, with a long ways down to anything solid, thinking 
about dynoing off a dubious pair of stacked RPs onto hanging salal. 
Eventually I was going to end up doing it and sitting and thinking 
just increased the chances that I’d be nighted, so I just did it. 

Everything seemed to go well. I jumped without the RPs pulling, 
I made it to the salal, and as it always seems to, it supported my 
fat ass. This seemed really good, but then I started to get stung. I 
ignored the first few because I didn’t want to jeopardize my stance 
on the salal, but it rapidly became excessive.

I was sharing the salal with a small wasp nest and wasps don’t like 
sharing because they’re a bunch of jerks. I didn’t really want to be 
there anymore, but I couldn’t un-dyno, nor could I move up at any-
thing even remotely resembling wasp-escaping speed.

I ended up deciding that defeating the wasp nest was likely the best 
thing to do. This involved taking one hand off the salal, which I 
didn’t like, but realistically I’d need to do that anyways to move up. 

I punched the wasp nest. It swung back and forth and wasps came 

out of it, so I punched it some more. They say that the definition of 
madness is doing the same thing over and over again and expect-
ing a different result, but that’s probably not true at all, as one of the 
punches dislodged the nest, which is what any reasonable person 
would want. I watched it fall until I couldn’t resolve it anymore. I 
hope that it made it all the way to the ocean and was devoured by 
a shark.

I got stung some more, but the bulk of the wasps went down the 
with ship, so things got much better.

After reaching the end of my rope I set up anchor. Roped soloing 
a multi-pitch requires rapping down, cleaning everything, taking 
out the bottom anchor and jugging up again before starting the 
next pitch. Rapping down went well—it was only five minutes or 
so after my wasp battle—but jugging up was lame, because by the 
time I returned a cloud of angry wasps had amassed at the former 
location of their nest. I ascended through this as quickly as I could, 
but that probably didn’t help as they likely all emptied all of their 
nastiness into me.

I reached the summit of the sea cliffs that night and began my tri-
umphant rappel to the kayaks. There was a larger cloud of wasps 
than before on the way down, but each sting was a badge of glory.

Afterwards I was telling Christian Veenstra about my distaste for 
wasps. He replied that I had nothing on Eliza Boyce and he told me 
of a poignant debacle.

I should give a bit of background on the Squamish cable cross-
ing. The Tantalus Range on the other side of the Squamish River 
contains Lake Lovely Water and an associated hut. I don’t know if 
the water is actually lovely or not, as I’ve never been there, but I 
think the name is good enough to convince people that they want 
to cross the Squamish River to get there.

Crossing the river is a bit of a doozy. If you work for the govern-
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ment and have the key, then you get in this little gondola, which 
runs under the cable. There’s probably a crank that turns the pulley 
wheel in there, but that’s speculative and mostly irrelevant, as the 
rest of us don’t have the key to get into the gondola and have to 
make it across by other means. 

The main cable is thick enough that you can’t clip it with a biner. 
Some people try to sling the cable and drag themselves along un-
derneath. This is normally way harder than it sounds. (As a veteran 
of other cable crossings, though, I can tell you that the secret is to 
use a one foot-long length of chain, and then it slides almost as well 
as a pulley, but that’s beside the point.) Many people who sling the 
main cable have themselves a time but eventually make it. Other 
people tightrope. A few feet above the main cable is a thinner cable 
which holds a couple giant, bright orange balls and cones to let 
planes know that the cable exists, much like those on power lines. 
If one puts a runner on the main cable for safety and puts their 
hand on the upper cable they can more-or-less walk across.

There are two pit-falls with the one-sling tightrope. First, the small-
er, upper cable is kind of floppy and the balls on it are longer than 
some people’s arm span, making it fairly easy to fall off. Once off 
then you’re really in a pickle because you’re hanging from the cable 
on a runner that’s long enough to make it hard to pull along the ca-
ble effectively and make the runner slide. It’s damn near impossible 
to get back up again, so a fall results in a real kerfuffle.

The optimal way is to have one runner on the lower cable and two 
on the upper. Remaining attached to the upper cable in the event 
of a fall allows the tightroper to get back on again. Using two run-
ners on the upper lets you get around the balls and cones without 
completely unclipping. One is unclipped and clipped on the far 
side of the ball before removing the second.

Eliza Boyce wasn’t familiar with the optimal tightrope procedure 
when she invited her two beginner friends to Lake Lovely Water. 
In lieu of knowing their names, I’m going to call them Gwendolyn 

and Gertrude. 

Gwendolyn got set up to cross, tightrope style, with only one sling, 
attached to the lower runner. Things seemed to be going more or 
less okay past the cones, as they pushed out of the way, but the ball 
was a real issue. She didn’t have the arm span to reach across it and 
had to let go completely, which was pretty nerve-wracking. 

Then she started to get stung, so she tried to quickly get around the 
ball and failed. The next thing she knew she was hanging, unable 
to get up or move either way along the cable, in a swarm of an-
gry wasps. Although it wasn’t visible, there was clearly a five-alarm 
wasp nest in the ball. Wasps are a bunch of jerks. Presumably they 
detected that Gwendolyn was completely helpless and not a threat 
at all which prompted them to redouble their attacks.

On the distant shore of Squamish River Eliza and Gertrude could 
hear Gwendolyn’s plaintiff wails. Clearly a rescue was in order, but 
if they all ended up hanging and helpless, that wouldn’t do any-
one any good. Eliza and Gertrude decided that they’d better up-ar-
mour, so they opened up their packs and found their Gore-Tex 
jackets and bug nets, suited up and tightroped as quickly as they 
could to Gwendolyn, who was at the centre of a wasp party the 
whole time. 

By the time they’d dragged Gwendolyn out from under the ball 
and away from the wasps, she’d had it with the idea of crossing the 
cable. The water probably wasn’t that lovely anyways, so they all 
went back to Vancouver and purchased some ointment. 

When Christian told me about this, I was quite impressed and had 
to admit that Gwendolyn’s wasp experience was way spicier than 
mine.

All of this makes me glad that we just have little wasps here and 
don’t have to deal with Asian giant hornets, which are real and 
truly horrifying.
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After finally scrounging up every penny I didn’t have and assem-
bling a decent rack, I set about trying to go trad climbing. 

My previous attempts at this had been foiled for three consecutive 
years at Lead Ladder due to my climbing ineptitude, inadvertent-
ly being in a different province, and being irreversibly occupied 
learning to get my sorry ass out of swift water. I found someone 
perfect for my first exploits — he was equally funemployed, not 
too prone to unwanted epics, and would likely not kill me. We 
had a brief discussion about my experience placing gear or doing 
multi-pitches (both non-existent) whereby I tried to instill how in-
competent I was and repeatedly had my fears blanketed by asser-
tions that “we’d be fine”. This came from someone whose first time 
climbing, and trad leading was getting dragged up the Apron and 
Squamish Buttress, half-injured and starved, in the dark by some-
one much more experienced. 

I feared my first time would end similarly and I’d end up more 
traumatized than Jeff ’s ladies with an epic to rival Christian’s first 
time if I made it out alive. None the less, I was coerced to do Die-
dre, a ‘classic’ six pitch route up the Apron of the Chief. We did it 
on a Tuesday because the route is extremely popular and I worried 
I would create too much blockage and anger on a more celebrated 
weekday. 

All-in-all not much happened - which is remarkable considering 
my ineptitude at the time. I attempted to kill my partner with an 
interesting top-belaying anchor setup – or maybe I should say, he 

Trad Leading 
It’s All About Not Dying

Lea Zhecheva

attempted to have me kill him since my setup was fine until he gave 
me some wind-garbled instructions from below (inducing doubt 
and second guessing). Then he promptly started soloing up a 5.6 
slab off belay to see the outcome of his tutelage like an excited kid 
too eager to hear the end message of a broken-telephone game. 
I then gave it my best shot at killing myself through semi-conscious 
incompetence. After leading happily and attempting to overstuff 
the crack with cams I decided to space gear out more in order to 
progress from grass-growing-pace to snail-pace. I then decided to 
use a bunch of my nuts because I didn’t want them to feel neglected 
and strike out in revenge at some later point in life. I also didn’t 
quite want to weigh the nuts since I don’t like wrestling them out 
while seconding, and didn’t want to induce that kind of suffering 
on my partner, who I’d already tried to kill. So I was still happily 
leading, having now successfully placed two nuts. Or so I thought, 
because when I looked down with glee and accomplishment at my 
partner, they had both escaped as far away from me as they could, 
until their vie for freedom was impeded by a cam. Suddenly I re-
alized the dire consequences of my predicament, now more than 
5 metres above my last maybe-viable piece of gear, and the fear set 
in. 

Realistically I was climbing below my limit, and apparently ‘couldn’t 
have died if I tried’ since the cam below the nuts had supposedly 
been ‘one piece anchor’ quality but this being my first trad lead, I 
felt like I would surely perish on this 5.12a 5.7 climb as a result of 
prematurely upsetting my nuts. I was two moves away from a com-
fortable ledge but instead quite rationally decided to stay in my 
awkward, tiring, fear-gripped pose until I stuck in so many cams 
that I obliterated my hand/foot placements for the next two meters 
and then calmly but awkwardly continued. 

I then started really running things out until the anchor in order 
not to run out of gear, but my fears were blanketed by the low prob-
ability that all of the cams in my blockage would walk, and that I 
would now in no way be able to end up below my belayer. I didn’t 
touch the nuts again out of traumatizing fear for the rest of the 
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route, nor try to kill anyone else since then my relationship with 
the nuts has improved, and I have still not killed anyone else. My 
partner has also since decided that it’s better for my nerves to alert 
me to gear popping immediately. I think he was hoping I’d place 
something eventually and maybe not even notice the nuts’ escape, 
and I think he was afraid I’d want to bail if I got too sketched out, 
start associating him with death-gripping fear and never want to 
go climb with him again.

Artem Bylinskii and I had been planning a grand August ad-
venture for some months, but as the departure date drew near it 
seemed like it wasn’t going to happen. Climbing conditions in the 
Bugaboos were less than stellar and work and family were pull-
ing me towards a shorter trip anyways. We batted around a couple 
ideas until Artem struck gold: “We should climb the Judge!” It was 
immediately decided. The Judge’s long history of miserable failures 
somehow made it seem like a grander adventure than anything we 
had yet considered, even though we planned to do it in only three 
days. This would be my first attempt, but Artem’s third visit to the 
mountain. His first two were foiled by an off-route bush-bash and 
bad avalanche conditions in winter. I secretly wondered if Artem 
was jinxing the trip and setting himself up for another disappoint-
ment by bringing a Judge rookie with him - a reading of the local 
mountain journals established a reputation that the Judge will not 
allow his summit to be reached unless the party had failed at least 
once before. I was not alone in my superstitions as throughout the 
entire trip we avoided conversations about possible places where 
things could go wrong even though we were both clearly thinking 
about them; somehow the mythology of the Judge inspired super-
stitions even in two engineers.

We made arrangements to depart the day after we decided on the 
Judge. Artem and I begged bikes and a bike rack from friends, and 
after work I rushed to Horseshoe Bay to try and borrow a zodiac 
and a motor. The zodiac mostly floated, but the motor needed a 
carburetor rebuild. Artem thought we might be able to get Piotr 
Forysinksi’s motor running, so we convened at his house at 9:00 

The Judge! 
August 11-13, 2015

Nick Gobin
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pm on a Monday evening to see if it would start. Some new gas and 
2-stroke oil plus a bit of TLC for the pull starter soon had it roaring 
to life on a sawhorse in his backyard. I’m sure Piotr’s neighbors 
were as thrilled as we were when we got the 2-stroke engine run-
ning through all revs at about 10:30 pm. After patching the leaky 
auto-bailer on the zodiac we now had a setup that would hopefully 
get us across Stave Lake and back without any paddling! Artem 
and I departed for Stave Lake that night and slept in the nearby 
Rolley Lake Park as the gate to the Stave Forest Service Road was 
closed at night to prevent bush parties during fire season.

We awoke early and were at the gate exactly in time for its 6:00am 
opening. We proceeded to Sayers point where we inflated the zodi-
ac, mounted the motor, packed our gear and voile-strapped bikes 
on top. By 7:30 am we gave the motor a few pulls and it roared to 
life, so we set off across Stave Lake with our fingers crossed that 
we wouldn’t be rowing back after an engine malfunction. It took 
us two hours to cross to the log dump at the Northeast end of the 
lake where we unloaded everything and stashed the boat on shore.

It took us perhaps an hour to bike up the Forest Service Road to 
exactly kilometre 14. We had brought a second little inflatable raft 
that was purchased for $20 at Walmart, but the river looked low 
enough to ford so we left it with the bikes. We crossed about 200 
metres upstream from the 14 kilometre marker and the water was 
thigh deep. This was great news; we had been concerned about wa-
ter levels since the Stave River gauge at http://wateroffice.ec.gc.ca/ 
read 2.5 metres before we left. Also, based on past misadventures, 
Artem would like me to strongly note that we crossed at kilome-
tre 14, not kilometre 15 as referenced in a couple of Fred Touche 
reports!

We were across the river and the little pool on the far side by 
12:30pm and stopped for a bite of lunch. Having been here twice 
before, Artem was able to lead us right to the start of the faintly 
flagged trail; we reinforced the flagging at the river crossing so the 
starting point is more visible, and we reinforced the aging flagging 

on the way up the trail from here. After our quick lunch, we set off 
up the trail. A short section of brush near the river gave way to a 
“trail” that ascends very steeply and efficiently through old-growth 
forest above; both of us were quite impressed with the route. A 
little more bushwhacking and vertical bush-climbing was required 
before we popped out at 2:00pm directly onto the water platform 
at around 500 metres. After another quick break at this gorgeous 
spot, we ventured into the bush on the far side of the platform.

This is where I finally felt the full force of the Judge’s bush. Avy 
debris that resembled a bad clear-cut gave way to a brief respite of 
old-growth, followed by three successive slide paths of bad alder 
and devil’s club. While it was not the worst bush I’ve ever whacked, 

that can probably only be said because I wasn’t carrying skis. It 
took us three hours to travel half a kilometre and gain 200 metres, 
finally depositing us in the Hanging Valley at 5:30pm. What a relief 
to be out on clean slabs with gorgeous waterfalls in every direc-
tion and plentiful water sources! We decided to make the most of 
the light and continued up the slabs on the left side of the valley 
to ~1100 metres where we camped at 7:30pm because the flat-ish 
bivy spots were getting increasingly sparse. A blazingly quick din-
ner in Artem’s MSR Reactor and a gorgeous sunset had me passed 
out in my sleeping bag before it was fully dark.

Artem submits the Judge. Photo: Nick Gobin
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We awoke at 5:30am the next morning but were a little slow getting 
going, hence, we only left camp at 7:00am. Nonetheless, the meters 
fell away rapidly and we had fun climbing on rocks through the 
waterfall in the hourglass couloir at 9:30am. We put on crampons 
and deployed our ice axes for two short snow pitches above the 
couloir and that took us to the col between the main summit and 
the false north pinnacle. This is where we encountered our first 
puzzling obstacle; how to get off the sharply overhanging moat 
onto the rock wall when the only place it connected was a blank 
slab? I belayed Artem as he cautiously crept over the snow to the 
main crack that lead up the main summit block. He stepped onto 
the rock uneventfully, and after removing our crampons, Artem 
lead up the low-5th crack with our minimal rock rack (1 set of 
tricams, 1 set of nuts). After 30 metres Artem called that it was 
getting easier, not harder, so we simul-climbed until it became ap-
parent that we really didn’t need the rope at all. We unroped and 
quickly ascended the last metres to the summit.

Wow! Finally! The Judge! The views were a bit limited by smoke 
from the forest fires but still spectacular. We poked around for Tom 
Fyles’ original summit register but unfortunately couldn’t find it. 
We found a teddy bear and two water bottles with registers - the 
only parties in the logs were Lena Rowat and Rich So in 2012, plus 
another party in 2011 and one in 2007. This peak doesn’t get much 
traffic! There was also a curious collection of old canvas, graph-
ite bolts, and light bulbs near the Department of Defense summit 
marker. We struggled to explain this and the best theory we con-
cocted was that a weather balloon had crashed.

After a leisurely time on the summit we began to down climb the 
crack. It was very straightforward and we didn’t end up roping up 
or rappelling, though other parties might choose to do so. After the 
snow, we began our descent which suddenly became very slow and 
painful. The loose scree that had been relatively fast climbing on 
the way up was actually pretty difficult to descend without slipping 
and starting rockfall. We finally got back to our bivy spot at about 
4:00pm and decided to push on as the weather forecast was dete-

riorating and we wanted to be out before the rain arrived. When 
we got to the hanging valley, I slightly regretted our decision as the 
bottom of it is a surreal place to bivy surrounded by waterfalls and 
cool rock formations, but we forged on nonetheless. After filling 
water bottles at the last source, I tried to throw a full Nalgene back 
to Artem. It was actually Piotr’s Nalgene that he had borrowed. 
My throw was a miserable fail that Artem couldn’t catch, and the 
Nalgene shattered on the granite - not ideal, but, fortunately, not 
the worst time for this failure to happen.

The bush seemed slightly less bad on the way out than in, maybe 
because the summit was in the bag. We bivied at the water plat-
form, woke up at 6:00am the next day and headed down. Fording 
the river went smoothly despite the fact that it had risen by ~10 
centimetres; we realized we’d taken a big risk by leaving the boat on 
the far side! Artem lost a flipp-flopp to the stream, but ecstatically 
fished it out of an eddy lower down. We biked back along the road 
and stopped at the 7.5 kilometre bridge to jump into the pools of 
gorgeous clear water. We ran into a team of surveyors and forest-
ry engineers rebuilding a bridge with 4 excavators and I think we 
were the most interesting thing they’d seen all week: two shirtless 
dudes on bicycles in their underwear and carrying big packs with 
paddles, ice axes, and crampons strapped to the side.

The motor started cleanly and we were back across Stave Lake by 
1:30pm. Both of us finally breathed a sigh of relief - the trip had 
gone smoothly without any major hiccups! How was that possible? 
It was probably thanks to Artem’s previous two experiences on the 
mountain, the great trip reports on bivouac.com, and all the help 
from Piotr. I am pretty thankful that I was able to benefit from all 
of it and be lucky enough to stand on the summit of the Judge on 
my first attempt.

Gear tips for the conditions we encountered:
- Essential gear - bushwhacking stuff (pants, gloves, snag-free pack 
configuration)
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- Really good to have - crampons, ice axe
- Probably a good idea - rope, very minimal rock rack
- Boots - I wore approach shoes and Artem wore boots. Both 
worked, but if I went back I’d take boots as the approach shoes 
were bad for bushwhacking and the scree descent.

ROCK!!!” Dmitri heard Marcin’s shout and looked up to see two 
potato-sized rocks coming down, quickly ducking below the over-
hang beside him. Not close enough to be scary, but close enough 
to hear the distinct whoosh as they tumbled through the air. Below 
us lay the blue waters of the Jervis Inlet and the impressive peaks 
of Marlborough Heights. Above us, the summit of Mount Chur-
chill. We were finally close to our goal, the result of lessons learned 
during our first attempt a month ago, and of much slogging on the 
previous day.

A month ago, we took a Friday off in order to try to climb Mount 
Churchill, a 2000 metre peak towering above Vancouver Bay. It’s a 
20 kilometre paddle up the Jervis Inlet from the town of Egmont 
on Sunshine Coast. We, namely Marcin the “Giddy Instigator” and 
Dmitri the “Clueless Optimist,” were joined by Phil D the “Sus-
pecting Victim” a few days before the trip. Phil decided to join 
mainly to remind himself why he rarely participates in silly adven-
tures of this particular kind, while Marcin had earlier succeeded 
in convincing Dmitri this would be an interesting objective. A late 
launch coupled with aggressive bushes and attempting to travel via 
paths of least resistance resulted in completely failing to make it 
anywhere close to the planned camp spot at Churchill Lake, with 
no hope of summiting the next day.

As consolation, we bushwhacked instead to Marlborough Lake and 
were treated to a pleasant swim, lots of delicious berries, gorgeous 
views, and sunny weather. More bushwhacking returned us to our 
kayaks, after which we had a nice late evening paddle that got us 

Churchill 
July 31, 2015

Dmitri Oguz and Marcin Mirski
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back to the car at midnight, a day early. Dmitri, no longer clue-
lessly optimistic about the ease of travel through sometimes-dense 
prickly bushes, pledged that if he was to try it again, he would bring 
a machete. Not long afterwards, he purchased one.

To maximize our chances of success, we arrived at Egmont on 
Friday night before the BC Day long weekend and launched at 7 
am on Saturday morning. After 4 hours of paddling, we arrived at 
Vancouver Bay where our objective patiently awaited round two 
with Team Bad Idea.

We landed, moved the boats above the tide line, changed, and 
faffed with packing. As we marched up the logging road, we came 
across a bear who bolted upon hearing our voices. Reaching the 
overgrown section, we realized that the delicious berries were gone 
and the bushes were a lot less prickly, a pretty fair trade. After a bit 
of trail clearing through the worst part, Dmitri put away the ma-
chete for the rest of the trip.

Instead of trying to go up High Creek, which includes the outflow 
from Churchill Lake, this time we crossed the stream at the log jam 
at the end of the logging road and started the uphill slog through 
the forest. The time was 2:30pm and we had 1.7 kilometres to go 
and 700 metres of elevation to gain. After a few hours of pushing 
through and climbing over deadfall, the GPS showed that we had 
covered close to half the distance, but surprisingly little elevation. 
It was about to get a lot steeper. We spent the next few hours pick-
ing our way through slabby drainages and bush-infested gullies, 
weaving between large slabs, and trying to avoid getting cliffed out. 
Some of this involved pretty interesting scrambling with shrub-
bery as handholds, and climbing loose, rock-filled roots, with 
sometimes a surprising amount of exposure.

After a couple hours of such fun, both of us were happy when ter-
rain started to flatten out. By 8 pm, we reached a point that gave us 
amazing views of the summit tower and the nearby Marlborough 
group peaks, and for the first time, the slog started feeling worth-

while. Soon the GPS showed we were within 300 metres of the 
lake. Some 20 minutes later, Dmitri thought he saw some water 
reflecting the fading sunlight, but a closer look showed them to be 
light grey slabs. We realized we were looking at the slabby upper 
stream coming out of the lake, and they looked far more pleasant 
than the bushes we were pushing through. The open slabs led us to 
the lake and in another 20 minutes we had set up camp on the first 
reasonably flat section, tired but feeling accomplished. We were 
hopeful that the ridge wouldn’t be nearly as nasty as the approach 
to the lake. Once up the ridge, we could enjoy climbing the summit 
tusk.

Sunday morning, we got on our way at a leisurely 8am after sort-
ing gear and having breakfast. After a pleasant walk around the 
lake and many surrounding tarns, we pushed through a section 
of easy bush and reached the ridge. Following along and taking in 
the breathtaking views, we found ourselves at the upper lake just 
below the summit tower. Marcin wondered aloud why he had ice 
cream on my mind, and was informed that a call of “мороженое!” 
(ice cream) was one of the many unsuccessful methods Dmitri had 
used to try to wake him from his deep slumber in the morning. We 
had been going at a steady but moderate pace, so having plenty of 
time due to the early start was nice. As the rock face loomed over 
us, Dmitri wondered aloud, “where do you climb this thing?”

We found a lower angle section and scrambled to a ledge. Dmitri 
put on his harness, left behind some water and a bit of gear, and 
came up shortly afterwards. The scramble was about 12 metres of 
exposed steep rock but the holds were good. Here after some faff 
with trying to find good pro, Marcin set up an anchor and led the 
first pitch. As luck would have it, this turned out the only section 
we needed to fully pitch out. Good placements were a bit sparse 
and we brought just a small rack. Four pieces protected the entire 
50 meters, but there was plenty left for a nice anchor. Thankfully 
the grade was quite easy, with good holds and reasonable-quality 
rock.
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After that we scrambled upward. The holds were for the most part 
very good, with lots of ledges, though all of it very exposed. Dmitri 
got a belay up in two spots where the exposure made things more 
intimidating. As the terrain continued flattening out, we thought 
we were approaching the summit ridge, but instead we reached a 
scree field with what looked like a second headwall facing us. Af-
ter some scratching our heads, Marcin saw a route to the left and 
after scrambling over a few small ledges, we found a surprisingly 
easy line. The summit ridge was within our grasp, and after going 
around an ominous looking gendarme, we were standing on what 
felt like top of the world. We were both very happy to have made 
it, knowing that the hard work had finally paid off and that we 
wouldn’t have to come back a third time. The views were magnifi-

cent; the upper and lower parts of the Jervis, the impressive Marl-
borough group, Mt Diadem and Mt Alfred, and other mountains 
and ranges all around.

Legend has it that a giant Swede once climbed Churchill, but peo-
ple did not believe his story, so he returned and put up a cross with 
mirrors on the summit that could be seen from far away. The cross 
now is broken with wire cable strewn about, but it was still neat to 
see. We ate lunch, during which Marcin almost sat on a small dead 
mouse, and started thinking about getting back to less vertical ter-

 Marcin at the belay station early in the climb. Photo: Dmitri Oguz

rain before dark.

By that point Dmitri was very tired and a bit nervous about getting 
down in one piece. Once we got moving, though, it was actually 
very straightforward. On the edge of the giant scree ledge we set 
up a rappel from a tree and the rope reached another ledge with a 
tree. Then we got to the next ledge and the only thing that looked 
reasonable(ish) to rappel from was a massive block that was dubi-
ously supported, and probably weighed as much as a truck. After 
many kicks and shoves failed to move it whatsoever, we figured 
it was trustworthy enough. It took 6 meters of webbing to sling 
it, and soon we were pleasantly surprised when the ropes reached 
bottom. Just like that, in 3 rappels we were off the tower.

After packing, some high-fives, and taking more photos, we re-
turned to camp the way we came, arriving at 9 pm. The multi-fla-
voured instant mashed potatoes tasted terrific, and we were opti-
mistic about the return route. For some reason, Dmitri had good 
cell coverage and managed to confirm with his brother that the last 
ferry would be at 9:40pm. With a 14.5 hour day on Saturday and 14 
hours on our feet on Sunday, we felt we should still give ourselves 
plenty of time for the return leg of the journey in case we ran into 
unexpected difficulties.

On Monday morning, we got up before first light, and just after 5am 
were on our way down the slabs. The plan was to stick to slightly 
lower angle terrain closer to the creek, longer but less steep than 
our route up. We made very efficient progress down the slabs, but 
eventually had to get into the forest when they cliffed out. Progress 
through the forest was good, until, with very little elevation and 
just a little distance left to reach the log jam we crossed on Satur-
day, we managed to get ourselves into a gully with terrain too steep 
to comfortably sidehill on either side. Not wanting to climb a fair 
ways back up to look for an alternative route, we continued down 
into the canyon and followed it until it boxed in and went from 
mostly dry to mostly wet.
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We found a ramp on the opposite side and decided to climb out. 
The first part was easy, then we had to traverse a scree ledge below 
an overhanging roof that was low enough you had to crawl on your 
stomach. Marcin managed without issue, but Dmitri had his most 
unnerving moment of the entire trip when he started moving up, 
had his pack catch the roof, and felt like he might tumble off the 
ledge down to the canyon floor 5 metres below. After some curs-
ing, he crawled up to a safe spot while Marcin, on dubious footing 
himself, could only watch. Happy to be in one piece, we continued 
and the rest of the climb out was straightforward.

After some moderately annoying bushwhacking we reached 
the Marlborough Creek fork of the logging road, near where we 
camped after our first attempt went sideways. From there it was a 
glorious straightforward march back to the boats, and by noon we 
started the final leg of the return journey.

Apparently the bushwhack wasn’t enough, as nature decided to 
spice things up with a nice headwind that made the first hour feel 
like we were standing still. With our early start we had time to 
spare, before getting on the last ferry became a concern, and after 
a while the wind eased. We eventually reached Egmont, after pad-
dling through some pleasant chop and small current rips on the 
final stretch. The return paddle only took us an hour longer than 
on the way there, and we even had time to take a cold shower and 
try to catch an earlier ferry.

We returned to civilization exhausted but victorious, after a trip 
that felt like a proper adventure in a fantastic place with good com-
pany.

Burgers and Fries

The sharp rock digs into my two fingers, wedged into a small cre-
vasse in the rock. The skin threatens to tear as all of my weight 
dangles from the muscles of just two digits. I take a deep break as 
rain hits my face, pushing my contacts out of focus. With all the 
strength left in me after a full day of climbing, I swing my legs up, 
shouting with exertion as I struggle to stay on the wall. My toes, 
crushed into my tiny, rubber-soled climbing shoes, fight to find 
grip on the wind and rainswept granite. By some miracle, my big 
toe finds a groove big enough for me to balance on. With a shak-
ing leg, I stand, relieving the strain on my now crushed fingers. I 
grab the crack over my head with my other hand, shaking out the 
lactic acid and adrenaline that has filled my right arm. The hard 
part is over; I’ve bridged the gap between the sets of easily-climbed 
cracks.

 To get to the gap, I climbed up two successive cracks and up onto 
a ledge. There lays the gap, the crux of the climb. Three metres 
separate the ledge, the end of the first two cracks, from the second 
set. In between are only three small holes in the rock with almost 
nowhere two place your legs, the basis for most of the power and 
balance in climbing. With my left hand firmly crammed into the 
the top crack, I’ve bridged the gap. To do so, I used the tiny hand-
holds to pull myself up, my feet slipping on the slick slab.

From here, I use a move called a lieback to climb the final crack. 
The lieback is a climbing move that uses tension to help you stick 

The Smoke Bluffs
March 28, 2015

Koby Michaels
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to the rock. To do one, you need a crack where you can wrap the 
fingers of both hands into. Then you lie back, parallel to the wall 
with your feet, placed below your hands, pushing you away from 
the crack. This tension keeps you firmly stuck to the rock and by 
sliding your hands and feet up the crack, you can easily gain height

Lieback Flake

It’s a little after 11 a.m., and after being awake for four and a half 
hours already, I’m ready to start climbing. After all of the pre-climb-
ing checks with my belayer (everyone is tied in properly, harnesses 
are strapped and all carabiners are locked), my fingers finally find 
rock. The first few moves are simple but I’m quickly at a loss for my 

next move. The big toes of both of my feet are balanced on a ledge, 
but above them is a smooth slab of granite. The only handhold is 
well above my head and seemingly out of reach.

I have no choice but to jump for it.

I go through the move in my head, visualizing it in perfection. And 
then I go for it. Or, rather, I try to but fear freezes me up and I do 
little more than bend my knees stupidly. Again and again I con-
vince myself to go for it and fail to move a muscle.

 Nice butt Artem. Photo: Koby Michaels

One of the best (and worst) parts about rock climbing is that as 
physically demanding as a sport as it is, it is more mentally de-
manding. Every move is a puzzle to be solved and once it is, you 
have to execute it. Something that is more simply said than done. 
I’m pumped full of adrenaline and it has short circuited my fron-
tal cortex, the logic centre of the brain. (Thanks Artem, for the 
physiology lesson). I know the rope will catch me. I know I’m tall 
enough to reach the handhold. I know my feet will find grip when 
I go for the reach. But my brain refuses to believe and trust my 
body. To beat my brain, I let my muscles go loose, take a second 
to collect myself and then explode upwards. The tips of my fingers 
reach the elusive handhold and a foot finds a tiny indent to stick 
to. I’ve done it.
From here I complete a few more moves before I get to the name-
sake lieback. But in the rainy conditions, it is above my ability and 
I am belayed down, slightly disappointed.

Cornflakes

Cornflakes, the line next to Lieback Flake, is the most rewarding 
climb of the day. More successful than its brother Lieback, but 
more challenging than Burgers and Fries. Most of the climbing has 
chunky handholds, tight cracks to wedge feet and hands into and 
flat slabs of granite. The most exciting — and difficult — problem 
is presented by two rocks that stick out from the main wall, cre-
ating an upside-down triangle shaped hole above a tiny ledge. I 
manage to get my feet to the ledge but there are no handholds. I 
yell down to the group below for suggestions. “Jam your arm into 
the hole,” I hear. Okay, let’s try it.

 I stick my arm, up to my elbow, between the two outcroppings and 
twist it until it’s stuck. Then, I move one foot off of the ledge, out 
onto a tiny foothold. Then I move my second foot off the ledge, 
my weight resting on my wedged arm. My arm is screaming, but 
my new foot positions allow my right side to grab a ledge and pull 
my other arm out of its crevasse. But I’m not clear yet. Now, I have 
both feet on a outcropping but the only handholds are half a metre 
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to my left. I grab a vertical crack with my right hand and slowly 
inch my arm, and body weight, over my feet to my left until my 
longest finger reaches the handhold. I have enough of a grip to 
swing my feet onto a step stuck between two layers of rock and I’m 
home free. Only a few more moves to the top.

 At the top, I take a second to turn around and see the entirety of 
Squamish, outlined in front of the giant granite Chief. At the top I 
soak in the view as it should be seen, from the top of a climb, and 
reflect on a successful day of climbing.

Originally published in The Ubyssey.

When I was eight, my friends and I would play in the forest be-
hind our apartments, often hiking, wading the creek, and climbing 
trees. One day I climbed up an enormous oak tree, bear-hug and 
stretch chimney, until I stood on a large branch. I was proud to 
make it up what seemed like 20 metres, but soon realized I couldn’t 
get down. After half an hour of my friends yelling at me how I 
should get down, nearby neighbours called the fire department to 
get me down with a ladder, not unlike a cat.

On March 1 at 5:00 am, Chris Lazatin and I met at the base of the 
BCMC trail with the plan of climbing Crater Slabs on the North 
side of Crown Mountain. We were equipped with a light alpine 
rack and ice axes for the 4th class route with the possibility of snow 
patches.

10:10 am we arrived at the base of the couloir and there was more 
snow then anticipated, but we traced a line skirting the snow over 
moderate 3rd/4th class terrain. We discussed our options while 
eyeing the gulley and agreed to at least attempt the line. We climbed 
the first half of the gulley quickly, cutting steps in the patchy low 
angle snow. About half way up the couloir we continued to the left 
North Couloir instead of the right Crater Slabs route, reasoning 
there was more rock with opportunities for protection instead of 
the snowed over slabs. We didn’t bring crampons or pickets with us 
to make our way over steeper snow.

Starting at about noon, we heard a second pair of climbers from 
below on Crater Slabs across the mountain. We yelled back and 

On the North Coloir of Crown 
March 1, 2015

Artem Babaian



VOC Journal 2015-2016

88 89

Climbing and Mountaineering

forth to each other communicating that both parties were ‘OK,’  
We were having a great, albeit scary at times, climb. There was a 
clear view of the route ahead and we followed the rock into a 4th 
class looking chimney which would top us out of the couloir and 
onto the summit ridge and standard trail. Over the next few hours 
Chris Lazaten and I roped up for several pitches of low-to-mid 5th 
class climbing, working towards this chimney. Generally protec-
tion was run-out, the rock was compact and had few cracks but we 
worked away at it, that is to say the mountain worked away at us.
By early afternoon, the climbers on Crater Slabs reached the sum-
mit of Crown. They watched us pitch out the Eastern wall at a slow 
pace and yelled asking if we needed help, which we casually de-
clined. We got ourselves into this, we would get ourselves out was 
the mentality. We had several hours and a few hundred vertical 
meters to go but we were well on track to top out before sunset.

At about 4:30 pm we rappelled into the top of the a steep snow 
slope. Chris scrambled along the edges and into the final chimney 
which we found was actually full-on climbing, and not as easy as 
it looked from below. The only protection possible that he could 
get into the rock was a single hex, which he bounce-tested, and he 
belayed up, sitting wedged across this chimney. This was to be the 
last rope-length before we would reach the big tree ledge and ramp 
to the ridge. All I wanted was to get to solid ground, or at least onto 
a real anchor. The last few hours wore away at me and I was nau-
seous from the heady climbing, but I held together to kept going. 
We were almost off this rock.

I climbed into the base of the chimney, there was no protection: 
zero. Chris assured me the hex was bomber and he could climb 
over and finish this last pitch. Something felt really wrong to me 
in having a single-point anchor, so I yelled up repeatedly to wait 
while I wedged my hips into a constriction in the rock. It wasn’t 
ideal but at least it was something I thought, and we were close to 
finishing. Chris assured me that the route would go and I focused 
on toughing it out.

As Chris climbed, all the choss coming off the wall funnelled into 
the chimney right on top of me. I stared forward as tennis-ball 
sized rocks rained on my head, shoulders, and backpack. I couldn’t 
watch Chris but suddenly heard something big crashing down. 
By instinct I leaned towards the back of the chimney protecting 
my head and braced myself against the walls around me. I felt a 
sharp pull backwards, my body rag dolling backwards, but my hips 
locked me into the rock. Chris had fallen, our ‘protection’ ripped 
out of the wall and we clung to the mountain from my bruised 
hips. Chris hung off the rope 6 metres below, directly weighing 
me. Immediately I screamed at him, repeatedly, ‘take your weight 
off the rope!’ less I get pulled out. He had fallen at least 10 metres, 
cracking the back of his helmet but remarkably, he was only dazed.
Chris got back onto the rock and climbed to another chimney to 
our left, built a shitty anchor on a shrub, and belayed me over. We 
eyed this second chimney and our poor excuse for an anchor, I 
was sceptical it would hold any fall. We took a few minutes to re-
group ourselves and Chris tried to climb this mid-5th crumbling 
chimney but the first clearly protectable crack was 4 metres from 
the anchor, and about two metres over loose rock. We both were 
too shook and mentally exhausted to complete these last few bold 
moves.

At about 5:30 pm we decided that we would have to back off. I 
strongly urged a bivouac through the night as we didn’t have much 
daylight nor mental focus for the technical retreat needed. At 5:45 
pm we rappelled into a spot well protected from rockfall at the 
intersection of the steep snow slope and mountain. Tethered to 
our shrub anchor above, we dug out the snow sufficient to sit. We 
turned on Chris’s phone to call for help and let my partner Kat 
Rothe know that we’re going to be late, but there was no reception 
on this North-facing couloir.

The sun set around 7:00 pm that night, we prepared for the cold 
night, putting on all of our clothes. Our backpacks and rack in-
sulated us from the snow. I had brought one thermal emergency 
bivouac sack which we cut to use as a large shelter. We were antic-
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ipating waiting between 18 and 48 hours from the time a rescue 
would be initiated to being found. We rationed our remaining one 
and a half litres of water and food for at least another day.

I had left clear instructions with Kat that we would be back, or at 
least in cell phone reception range, on the ridge of Crown, by 7:00 
pm that night. At 8:00 pm Kat called 911 to reach the RCMP and 
was adamant that we should have returned by now and something 
was wrong. By 10:00 pm our car was found near the base of Grouse 
and a search was initiated.

Given the conditions, the bivouac was comfortable, we retained 
our warm air well enough that there was liquid condensation on 
the inside of the bivouac sack. Outside temperatures would drop 
to - 5ºC that night. Me and Chris rubbed each other’s extremities 
to promote circulation and were mindful of the risk of exposure we 
faced. It was a long, dark night.

Into the night, we heard what we thought it was rockfall initial-
ly but hearing it again the sound was explosive, like an avalanche 
bomb. We were completely at a loss to think of anything that would 
be bombed in this season or area. We blasted SOS on our whis-
tles and yelled for help after the first couple, but then reasoned it 
could be coming from a long way away. Soon after, we saw a flash 
and heard a flare being fired and resumed whistling and yelling at 
intervals. Someone was nearby. At 3:00am we heard yelling in the 
distance which culminated in approximately two minutes of verbal 
contact. We were asked if we needed help, yes, if were we hurt, no, 
and then told to stay where we were. We heard nothing else that 
night, and as the hours went by I questioned if I dreamt the whole 
thing or if it really happened. Chris also heard this voice so we 
were optimistic.

In the night it began to snow and clear conditions deteriorated 
which dampened our hopes for being found early. Later, at about 
5:00am, while shuffling our positions we dropped our emergen-
cy blanket, and were left without shelter. The conditions luckily 

cleared up by this point. Without the bivouac we became notice-
ably colder. I tore up my map and all the paper I had to use as 
insulation, stuffed my pockets with a compass, binoculars, camera, 
anything I could find to add insulation.

Dawn finally came around 6:00am, I watched the sky and strained 
to listen for any sounds. Several times I mistook the wind for a 
helicopter. Minutes later and to my amazement I spotted a yellow 
North Shore Rescue helicopter fly in from the west. Instantly we 
beaconed with our lights and waved the reflective blanket rem-
nants. We were spotted instantly. The SAR crew assessed the ter-
rain, beeped at us to let us know we are spotted and told us over 
loudspeaker they would return shortly.

We prepared our things and I became overwhelmed with an in-
tense happiness, with gratitude to SAR who came for us at first 
light. I openly wept in this moment. I felt an urgency, and love rush 
in from Kat as I knew she had called for help. I knew she was wor-
ried terribly at home and I knew I would see her again soon. There 
was an incredibly deep and powerful connection at that moment 
which was overwhelming.

At 7:30 am the SAR helicopter returned with two rescuers hanging 
60 metres below the helicopter on a longline. The rescuers were 
delicately placed beside us, when they asked us about our anchor, 
I embarrassingly pointed to our shrub line, so they remained at-
tached to the helicopter while they put a body harness on Chris 
and pulled him out. They left me a heating vest and large jacket and 
assured me they would return.

I did my best to prepare for a fast extraction and soon was picked 
off of the North Couloir as well. We flew into the nearby SAR base 
and walked directly into a waiting ambulance for treatment for ex-
posure and a ride to the hospital for observation. I was cleared 
within the hour, Chris suffered from frost nip on his pinky toe and 
was observed overnight for signs and symptoms of head injury 
from his fall. In the morning he was cleared to go home.
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Later in a phone call with the rescue crew from North Shore Res-
cue they told us that they had been using bear bangers to make 
themselves heard and were on the summit of Crown throughout 
the night. They didn’t hear any whistles that night but heard our 
yells for help during the short window of around 3:00 am. Our safe 
and largely unscathed return is the direct result of the amazing 
work of the North Shore Rescue team, we had not even dared to 
hope that they would come out at night to try and reach us, and 
further that they would extract us by longline as quickly as they 
did. It is with complete humility that we thank our health and lives 
to the volunteers at North Shore Rescue for doing much more than 
we dreamed for ourselves. We are deeply indebted to them for put-
ting themselves at risk to save us.

Wednesday, January 28, 6:11 p.m.
I have two midterms, several assignments due, and a book to read 
for next week. So where am I? No, I’m not drinking away my sor-
rows at Pit Night or hunched over a textbook in Koerner library. 
I’m in the basement of the SUB in the VOC Clubroom.
7:03 p.m.
I fumble trying to get crampons over my boots for the first time. 
They finally click into place and I pick them, my boots, harness and 
helmet up and run back to my door and get a start on all my work.
Thursday, January 29, 9:01 p.m.
I text my parents, telling them I’m going ice climbing this week-
end. They are anxious over the prospect. I explain it’s safe (as safe 
as climbing up a frozen waterfall with a bunch of metal spikes can 
be). I also explain I love adventures; this is what I live for. New 
experiences and new places, all in the beauty of the outdoors. My 
dad, a fellow adventurer, understands.
11:53 p.m.
I have a similar conversation with close friends. They have a hard 
time understanding. I find it hard to explain.
Friday, January 30, 3:00 p.m.
I run back from class and finish packing my bag. I triple-check 
that I’ve packed my batteries, all of my jackets, my helmet and my 
harness.
4:41 p.m.
The Modo Van, already crammed full of five fellow VOCers and 
their gear pulls up. We faff (Fuck Around For Fucking ever) pack-
ing the car just to do it all over again when we pick up our seventh 
passenger.

Ice Climbing Marble Canyon
January 30 - February 1, 2015 

Koby Michaels
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7:35 p.m.
Mandatory Tim Horton’s stop.
9:01 p.m.
We pull over on the side of the highway somewhere outside of 
Cache Creek. The nearly full moon reveals a side of British Colum-
bia foreign to me. There are few trees, a thin layer of snow and roll-
ing mountains. The moon reflects off of the snow and the whole 
landscape glows. We take in the outlines of mountains and the 
stars bright enough to be seen through the brilliant moon. Unlike 
Vancouver and Costal B.C., there is little precipitation here and 
sparse trees. It’s beautiful, in a more minimalistic way. The cold 
forces us to cram back into the van.
10:30 p.m.
We arrive at Marble Canyon Provincial Park, set up our tents and 
crawl into our sleeping bags. I pull the hood closed, cinching it 
tight over my face. It’s cold.
Saturday, January 31, 8:30 a.m.
I wake up and scrape the ice from my glasses and dive from my 
sleeping bag into several layers. Hot oatmeal warms me as it slides 
down my throat. The anticipation of ice climbing for the first time 
drives us all to eat and pack for the day quickly. It’s also a great 
technique to stay warm.
11:00 a.m.
After hiking across the frozen lake and up above the frozen wa-
terfall to set up ropes, I find myself belaying several climbers. I’m 
grateful for my crampons and heavy mountaineering boots. The 
slope leading to the base of the climb is covered in centimetres of 
slick ice.
All the beginners are clumsy with their ice axes and crampons at 
first, making climbing the wall of frozen water difficult. I watch 
carefully, noting what works and what doesn’t in hopes to be more 
successful.
12:30 p.m.
I am not more successful. After 15 minutes of swinging madly, 
kicking the crap out of the ice and being pelted with falling ice, I 
make it less than half way up before I’m so pumped I can hardly 
hold my tools.

When my feet are on solid (icy) ground again I’m given several 
tips: “Hit like you screw, kick like you poo.” “Make a triangle, with 
your feet in the base.” “Swing less, use your feet more.” “Trust your 
tools.”
I’m tired and hardly listen.
5:00 p.m.
I’ve attempted several more climbs. I enjoy one in particular, 
named Icy B.C. (very funny). There is an ice cave part way up that 
I climb into. The ceiling of the cave is plastered with a mosaic of 
icicles.
10:00 p.m.
Couscous and sausage is poorly cooked but it doesn’t matter, it’s 
warm and I’m hungry. We light a fire and huddle around it, pass-
ing around hot chocolate, flasks and chocolate bars. We laugh at 
the day’s events, old stories and memorable characters in the club. 
Alfred says he will climb naked to be written about in The Ubyssey.
Sunday, February 1, 1:00 a.m.
I wake up after losing my hat. My head is freezing. I spend 10 min-
utes looking for it before I realize I’m lying on it.
4:33 a.m.
I wake up with a start. What was that? “Ba ba ba baaaaa, good 
morning!” Someone’s alarm is going off -- an a cappella good 
morning. I curse whomever’s phone it is.
10:00 a.m.
I discover it was my tentmate’s phone. Damn him.
2:00 p.m.
My feet slip and I hang from my tools, my forearms screaming in 
opposition. I manage to kick a crampon into the ice and shake out 
one arm at a time. I’m halfway up Icy B.C., determined to finish the 
climb this time.
2:07 p.m.
I’m lowered off of Icy B.C.. I no longer have the strength to hold 
my ice tools.
4:00 p.m.
Alfred does not climb naked.
10:30 p.m.
I unlock my dorm room. Another week of work lies ahead of me.
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Tuesday, February 3, 7:21 p.m.
As I write about my weekend, I curse my exam tomorrow. Even 
though ice climbing is scary, cold and physically exhausting I’d 
rather be halfway up a waterfall right now that procrastinating 
studying for my midterm.
Wednesday, February 4, 2:59 p.m.
T-minus one minute to midterm number one. Ice climbing was a 
bad idea, I should have studied.
No, ice climbing is better than studying.
Should have studied.
Definitely a good idea. Great weekend, great experience. And it’s 
just a midterm, right?

Originally published in The Ubyssey.



The VOC Photo Competition

Overall Winner: Phelix Hut on a cold and clear night during New Years Eve. December 30, 

2016. Nathan Starzynski
Overall Runner Up: “The Mighty Atwell.” VOCers discuss lines on Atwell Peak during a cross-

ing of the Garibaldi Neve. March 2015. Matt kennedy



Overall honourable mention: Amund posing in front of the tantalus range on a hike to Mt. 

Mulligan, Squamish, BC. may 23, 2015. Alexander Westbye

action winner: Matt kennedy climbing pidgeon spire in the bugaboos. june 21, 2015. tobias 

klenze

action runner up: Katie sends it in the backcountry of babine mountains provincial park, 

northern bc. february 2015. nathan starzynski

Flora and fauna winner: curious marmot posing in front of the hidden lake in glacier na-

tional park, usa. June 19, 2015. tobias klenze



flora and fauna runner up: after an early september snowfall, a hungry deer eats quietly 

in assiniboine provincial park. September 2015. nathan starzynski

landscape winner: while being eaten alive by mosquitoes, north twin sister, washington. 

june 27, 2015 veronika schmitt
miscellaneous winner: No sky, no landscape, no horizon. the dizzying whiteouts at brew hut 

are a spectacular experience. artem babaian

landscape runner up: dance of the northern lights over mount robson provincial park. 

august 2015. nathan starzynski



miscellaneous runner up: katie pauses before taking the plunge into the frigid glacial 

waters of berg lake, mount robson provincial park. august 2015. nick starzynski

portrait runner up: katie cullun ecstatic for the first fresh snow fall in days, babine moun-

tains. February 2015. nick starzynski

portrait winner: thomas herbert in true form. last vegas, nevada. november 2015



Photo Nathan Starzynski
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with cheerful smiles. We continued on the road for a while lon-
ger, crossing the stone bridge, but the front group (Nick Matwyuk, 
Stuart, Christoph Kuhlmann, Katie, Matteo, Jake Shore, Tim How-
ard, and Mitch) and back group (Spencer Rasmussen, Sandra, and 
Claire) grew further and further apart. Somewhere along the way 
Nick gave me one of his poles, making creek crossings a lot easier.  
It was on the trail after the log bridge that Stuart said he would 
hang back to wait for Spencer’s group. Wanting Claire’s company 
the rest of the way, I told Stuart I would slowly continue through 
the meadow and wait for them to catch up.

I spent a lot of time examining the large feather-like ice crys-
tals (‘hoaring crystals’, according to Katie) on the snow’s surface, 
avoiding the frequent piles of elk poop, crossing creeks, and ad-
miring the view of the mountains and cloud layers at the mouth 
of the valley. The meadow was a tangle of roots and shrubs, with 
the occasional boulder, and it was a challenge with my clumsy ski 
feet (aka, I feared for my eyes, and fell, a lot). After a few hours the 
sun was sinking quickly, and I began to get nervous at the forest’s 
edge – I was sure that Spencer, Sandra, Claire and Stuart would 
have caught up by now. I didn’t want to continue sitting and get 
cold, but I also didn’t want to backtrack through the meadow in 
the dusk alone, and accidentally twist something. And the hut was 
a beautiful goal.

Since I had done the switchbacks before, I didn’t see a problem 
with doing them now.  I had my pack and emergency gear on my 
back, and I could take snack breaks as needed. But let me just say, 
that hiking up in early November, and skinning up in late Novem-
ber in the dark are two very different games. Although I thought I 
could get up a little after dark, I completely lost track of time as I 
made my way through the snow. After some frustrating attempts 
to skin on steeper sections with rocks, I took off my skis and used 
them like poles for stability. Only then did I appreciate the arm 
strength I assume most backcountry skiers have. The stars came 
out, and everything was peaceful until the rustling started. I’m still 
pretty sure it was my coat hood but…harsh headlamp light can 

It was pitch black when my alarm went off, way too early. That’s 
the way every good VOC trip starts, but in the moment it didn’t 
make it any better after only getting 2 hours of sleep. A special pre-
trip breakfast of mac and cheese was eaten, and then my roommate 
Claire Shrestha and I geared up and waited for our driver Matteo 
Agnoloni’s text. 

Loading the car, picking up Mitch McGuire, casual chatting, and 
meeting up at a Pemberton Coffee shop with the rest of the group 
were all a blur, as most of the car ride was spent sleeping. Inter-
spaced with it were periods of waking to gorgeous scenery of red 
diffused light and blue snowy shadows over mountains, and Mat-
teo’s energetic house music pumping in the background. 

Upon arrival at the trailhead however, the cold air and snow were 
more than enough to drive off any sleepiness. I quickly learned 
how to receive and send signals from my avalanche beacon, and 
wear my skins and skis. Everyone was ready, and the morning light 
was getting stronger as we started up the logging road, with Sandra 
Diaz and Spencer sweeping in an attempt to find a lost card wal-
let.  Due to a gear mix up, Claire didn’t have poles, and used mine 
while I practiced working on my balance. Katie Moreland helped 
us learn how to use skis and lengthen our stride, while we kept 
a comfortable pace during the gradual climb, stopping for breaks 
and to regroup somewhat frequently. Katie expertly dealt with a 
painful blister on Claire’s heal around noon, but it was still giving 
her pain in her too-small ski boots. Lunch was eaten with rapture, 
and potato chips, chocolate, and shortbread cookies were traded 

The ‘Beginner’ Phelix VOCyssey
November 28-29, 2015

Caroline Sutton 
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vidual looked a little confused before I realized it wasn’t Claire…
awkward. The now clearly bearded person smiled though, so all 
good. A few more hours were spent dosing until people began to 
rise and make breakfast. I stepped outside to collect water and the 
beauty of the day hit me - the sky was a perfect endless blue, and 
the detail of the snow, trees, and mountains were that of a National 
Geographic magazine. As a group readied to leave for some runs 
on cabin hill, Sandra, Claire, and I struggled to put on our frozen 
felted ski boots. Mitch joined us because his skins weren’t working 
well, and together we all formed the lead party and left the hut.

The trip down was one of skinning, falling, and walking, most-
ly with several repeats in that order. Sandra injured her knee in 
a face-first fall just after the lake, and took some Advil. Later in 
the meadow, Mitch had a particularly fabulous fall into a tree well 
and took a while to half pull, half crawl out with some team effort. 
After a few hours, we were met by the late group and crossed the 
log bridge to the road. It was beginning to get dark, and Claire’s 
feet were quietly killing her. My skins kept falling off, and a few 
kind people helped me scrape the ice off of them as we contin-
ued to cross the never-ending creeks. It was difficult to maintain a 
steady pace together, so I gave my headlamp to Claire and urged 
her to lead.  We continued and I occasionally stopped to look at the 
stars, until a fast group behind us caught up and took Claire’s pack. 
Alone again, we made steady pace downhill, but now I was sure we 
were the sweeping group. 

A headlamp appeared in the distance and Stuart was suddenly 
there, encouraging us to take off our skins, and teaching us how to 
use our ski edges. In a stroke of genius, he pulled out his phone and 
turned on its flashlight, giving me his headlamp. Now we could all 
see! This made skiing at least 40% easier. Who would have thought.
Learning how to snowplow with a pack on was a whole adventure 
on it’s own. I was unconsciously leaning forward to try and balance 
better, but it only helped me pick up speed and make more impres-
sive butt slides into the trees lining the trail. I got my face washed, 
and smelled like Christmas, which was actually a nice change. Af-

make any woods look a little sinister as soon as you begin to imag-
ine hungry bears. Realizing my thoughts were ridiculous, I tried to 
imagine the Berenstain Bears, and other cute forest animals. Even 
more ridiculous. 

Beginning to feel exhausted, my pace slowed a lot, and upon some 
lightheadedness, I stopped to eat the rest of my cookies. Continu-
ing plodding, I suddenly heard a vaguely tribal, high-pitched cry. 
A headlamp appeared in the dark several meters up, and I yelled 
out a response with relief – another human! Nick practically blast-
ed down the trail, bringing updates on the fast group, a flurry of 
advice and encouragement, and took my skis from my sore arms. 
About 200 vertical meters to go! With new energy, we continued 
up and I got some coaching on proper technique on skin-able sec-
tions. We discussed where the other group was – how far had they 
gotten by now? Is there a chance they had turned back? And was 
there a way to send them a message? I was really worried for Claire. 
Christoph appeared a little later, and soon I felt wind on my face. 
We were almost there! I saw the light of the hut in the distance, and 
the whole sky was revealed in minutes, the entire expanse of the 
milky way stretching out and sparkling as clear and crisp and as 
ever. I couldn’t stop looking up. We skied our way across the lake, 
feeling a little like runners on a treadmill…the hut wasn’t getting 
farther away was it? 

Finally reaching the door, I unlocked my bindings in record time 
and practically inhaled the hot rice and sausage Katie had saved for 
me, neglecting my own packed dinner and stove. Intending only to 
warm up in my sleeping bag before going back down to socialize, 
I was shaken awake several hours later. Claire and Stuart had ar-
rived! I was so relieved, I almost couldn’t believe it. But where were 
Spencer and Sandra? Feeling a little like an emotional mother, I 
hugged Claire as we prepared a bag and mat for her next to mine, 
before falling back to sleep shortly after.
 
The next time I woke up it was 4:00am, and I rolled over and lazily 
finger-waved at the sleeping bag next to me – the drowsy indi-
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The trip was unique with many aspects to it!

Even though we set out to visit and fix up three of the four VOC 
huts in a week, only one of us made it to all the huts in the end. This 
was a trip of firsts for most of us.

After an extraordinary amount of faff and organization, Roland, Is-
abel, Benoit and Cassandra set out Friday afternoon for the Phelix 
Hut trailhead. Being Benoit’s first VOC trip, we had the opportu-
nity to admire the spectacular scenery of the Sea to Sky through 
fresh eyes.

Isabel: I was amazed by the optimism of Benoit, whose weather 
forecast of sunny days was always spot on and his curiosity and 
stoke was contagious. He listened attentively to the stories of 
mountains and people that Roland knows to tell in such a special, 
funny and grounding way.

The drive up to Phelix was great! We removed a slide that blocked 
the Phelix logging road and we carefully crossed the two tonne 
bridge with the unusually heavy Jeep packed full; with the chain 
saw, brush saw, and all of our gear for the next eight days. Cassan-
dra used the chainsaw to cut a huge log that had fallen across the 
road but because it was getting dark, we only removed enough of 
the log to make the road passable. After setting up camp near the 
Phelix trailhead, we cut some alder with the brush saw, and we at-
tempted to remove a small log across the road using the bow saw. 
Benoit set up his first tent!

Two and a Half VOC Huts 
May 2015

Cassandra Elphinstone, Isabel Verse, Tom Curran, and Roland 

Burton

ter Stuart gave me more tips on distributing weight and making 
S curves, the snowplow got easier and Claire and I both fell less 
often. And then we hit the uphill section of the logging road. After 
learning to sidestep up, it was a short section of steep trail secretly 
sabotaged with rocks. My snowplow got more strained, and jolted 
with every rock, but then Spencer showed up to check on us, and 
the trail leveled out. We were almost to the car, and the trees far 
ahead glowed faintly with their lights. The last few stretches to the 
parking lot were adrenaline filled, and we arrived to hear tales of 
sparks flying off of people’s skis, and news that Claire’s alcohol had 
been well-deservedly enjoyed by those that had helped carry her 
pack. Everyone was high on post-trip thrill, and happily chatted. 
We tried to convey our gratitude to everyone for helping us new-
bies survive, and were surprised to be met with such enthusias-
tic encouragement yet again. Goodbyes were said as people piled 
into the warm vehicles.  Matteo expertly navigated on the snowy 
roads down, and somehow stayed awake enough to keep us all safe 
on the drive back, while Mitch ordered pizzas of an unintelligi-
ble price via phone (it was either $17.00 or $70.00, but somehow 
none of us really cared). Spencer, Sandra, Stuart, Nick, and our car 
group stuffed our faces at Boston Pizza in Squamish before split-
ting ways again. As we drove back into the city, I knew it was one 
of the most memorable (bordering on crazy) VOC trips I had been 
on yet – and I couldn’t wait for more.

A huge thank you to every single person on this the trip.  Spencer, 
Stuart, Nick, Katie, Christoph, Matteo, Mitch, Tim, Jake, Claire, 
and Sandra; your advice, aid, and encouragement were immeasur-
able, and immensely appreciated. You guys are what made this trip 
possible for me, and I learned so much while feeling respect in the 
moments I felt it wasn’t deserved. I hope to see you on future ex-
cursions! In the meantime, happy adventuring.
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Initially dismayed by two week wait times for special order down 
sleeping quilts (lighter sleeping bags that are great for side sleepers 
like myself), I was able to find a quilt that would reach me before 
I left, and also ordered some ski crampons, all to be delivered by 
Saturday to Point Roberts.

On Thursday, I had my first after hours adventure at the Broadway 
MEC. I had just bought a significant amount of stuff for the trip, 
including the lightest ice axe MEC sells (which was especially light, 
because at 50 cm it was too short for me). I got back to my bike 
and could not for the life of me find my bike key. I was tired and 
frustrated, and went back to the doors of the store. After searching 
around the customer service area where my panniers had been, 
someone came over who was able to find my bike keys in the men’s 
washroom. Phew.

On Friday, I exchanged my 50 cm ice axe for a more reasonable 60 
cm one and bought some merino wool boxers at MEC in North 
Vancouver. I wanted to make sure they fit, but are they really an 
item someone wants to try on…? In the end I decided they had to 
be tried on over existing boxers and found a reasonable pair.

It was going to be a busy Saturday, and it started with a quick and 
uneventful trip to Point Roberts to pick up ski crampons and 
sleeping bag. However, when I got to my friends house and started 
trying to install the ski crampons (to be installed only by trained 
ski technicians with an understanding of how ski crampons work), 
we soon realized that the crampons would not fit with my cur-
rent heel riser setup, with long climbing wires forward. This led to 
some panic and a call to Vancouver Ski and Board, where the lone 
attendant almost laughed when I asked him whether he would be 
able to mount ski crampons that day. I considered giving up on 
the crampons, but remembered a few recent trips (Baker and Cay-
ley) where ski crampons were much missed by me. Not something 
what I wanted to deal with, along with the heaviest pack I’d ever 
carried.

On Saturday, we headed up to Phelix with daypacks and snow-
shoes. We nailed down new mesh onto the one log bridge. The 
bridge seems to be rotting a little and will need to be replaced in 
the next few years. Benoit hiked on snow for the first time! The 
snow was very wet and slushy but we quickly made it up to the 
hut with the help of the snowshoes. At the hut, we measured its 
perimeter for wire mesh, which needed to be installed to prevent 
flickers from drilling holes into the hut. Moreover, we took mea-
surements of the door frame for the new door and collected the 
hut money.  That evening back at the Jeep, we enjoyed a campfire 
while eating canned soup and chilli as well as a slightly over rip-
ened (distressed) mango.

In Pemberton on Sunday morning, we disposed of the broken cat-
alytic heater from Phelix. Before uniting with Tom in Pemberton, 
we joyfully filled our stomachs with saturated fats. Tom arrived on 
the bus from Vancouver and we managed to squeeze him and his 
stuff into the Jeep.

Tom: This was my first trip longer than 4 days or so, and I was ner-
vous about a few things – weight and ski crampons chief among 
them. 

As I tend to leave things to the last minute, I figured I would get an 
early start and buy things for the trip on the Tuesday before we left. 

Skiing on the Pemberton Icecap, endless ice. Photo: Cassandra Elphinstone
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I pulled out cash, offering to leave money. They said it would be too 
complicated, but that it would just be on them this time. They had 
me stay near the customer service desk while they went and got my 
skis. I was relieved. My panniers and ski boots were over there, so 
they escorted me there and let me pick them up. I breathed a huge 
sigh of relief when I left the store with my skis, with ski crampons 
mounted.  

The next morning I packed all of my food. Not wanting to add too 
much sodium, I held off adding the flavour – mushroom powder, 
freeze dried peas, vegetable powder, and onion soup mix – to my 
nightly dinners. In the mad dash to get out the door, I ended up 
leaving my flavour at home. Seven nights of dinner, with no fla-
vour.

Luckily, the Greyhound stopped in Whistler and I was able to buy 
some soup base to fill my need for flavour/sodium.

We set off for Harrison. There was a surprising number of people 
heading into the hot springs at the trailhead. We heard a rumour 
that a helicopter had just flown out a group of thirty along with 
their DJ from the hot springs! Leaving as much as we could in the 
Jeep, we set off with packs loaded with seven days of provisions.

We did not quite move at the 240 km/h speed of the Meager land-
slide but got to the hut/hot springs junction in good time. We 
dropped our packs for the night and Roland was bursting with en-
ergy. Before Benoit could determine the purpose of all the excite-
ment, we decided on a little 10 km side trip before we set up camp.
On Monday, we began the hike up to the hut. We had lunch before 
the Barr Creek bridge and a beautiful butterfly decided to make 
friends with Roland. That evening at the hut, Tom, Isabel and 
Cassandra sat around the maps and analyzed the route across the 
Pemberton Icecap and Powdercap. We also got a lesson on how to 
fix stoves from Roland and managed to fix the pump on Cassan-
dra’s stove.

Luckily, MEC Vancouver was able to mount my ski crampons. I 
brought the skis, boots, and crampons in and found that the cram-
pons would fit with my wires reversed. Phew.

I went home and soon got a call from MEC that my skis were ready. 
I asked if I could pick them up later sometime before 7:00pm that 
Saturday. Sure, come in anytime before the store closes, said the 
attendant.

I made a whirlwind trip to Famous Foods, where I scrapped my al-
ternating Nutella/peanut butter lunch plan in favour of the simpler 
Nutella every day plan and also bought the two ingredients for my 
chalky protein powder and oatmeal breakfast. Then I headed over 
to MEC, getting there at 6:20pm with plenty of time to pick up my 
skis before 7:00pm – or so I thought.

As I approached the store, something seemed wrong – the doors 
weren’t opening, no one was coming in or out. I went to the doors, 
and read the terrible news: MEC closes at 6:00pm on Saturdays. 
What an idiot I was! I rapped on the door, but the staff studiously 
ignored me. Other potential customers came up to also discover 
that the store was closed.

I was distraught. I considered borrowing a friend’s skis, but they 
would be too heavy. I realized my boots were also in there. I was 
panicking. I called a long time VOCer, who no longer works at 
MEC (which I knew but somehow did not prevent me from calling 
him). He expressed his regrets but said there was nothing he could 
do.

I called home, where my parents remembered hearing 7:00pm 
over the phone – but that was me saying it, not a staff member.
I went up to the doors, and begged. Someone came over, and said 
the store was closed, there was no way they were opening the 
doors. I pleaded – my skis are in here, I’m leaving for a traverse 
at 7:00am. Eventually they relented. They let me in. However, the 
store’s payment system was off for the day, which had me worried. 
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Cassandra: Before I knew it, my leg was twisted at a seemingly im-
possible angle.  My tele-ski bindings did not release and I felt a 
sharp pain up my leg. Using voile straps and shovel handles, we 
fashioned a splint and continued up to a col some kilometers away. 
Skiing felt a bit awkward because I had to keep my leg bent at a 
strange angle to avoid pain but slowly I dragged it up the skin track.
When we reached a high point that amazingly was equipped with a 
first aid station and cell phone reception, we stopped for the night, 
watching storm clouds on the horizon head our way. After setting 
up the tent overlooking the steep Callaghan glacier, we called Phil 
Daoust to let him know that we were planning to exit early out 
Callaghan Lake, and that it would be great if Roland could pick us 
up there.

With the arrival of a storm, we spent the evening discussing our 
options. At some point, Cassandra tried to exit the tent and was 
surprised to discover that without the splint she could barely walk. 
With a storm now in full force around us, calling a helicopter be-
gan to seem like a real possibility.

Cassandra: I felt that a helicopter rescue should only be used in a 
life threatening situation which this did not seem to be. However, 
I could see that if my leg got much worse, I might not make it to 
Callaghan Lake which was our closest exit point.

We went to bed, deciding to sleep in, believing that it was about an 
80% chance that we would call a helicopter on Thursday morning.  
Luckily, in the morning the swelling in Cassandra’s leg had gone 
down a bit and the weather along with her mobility had improved. 
We splinted her knee again and she tried skiing downhill before we 
made any final decisions. Skiing down was okay, so we loaded up 
our packs and continued on our way.

The route we were on was riddled with avalanche slopes and as 
the day progressed the snow quality declined rapidly. Our group 
had an abundance of caution regarding wet slides because of past 
experience. By the time we had skied down about 600m vertically, 

Isabel: Bringing the packs, skis and boots up to the hut made me 
curse. Enjoying a Campari during sunset at this beautiful hut with 
people that were all so different and special let me gratefully fall 
asleep.

At 5:00 am on Tuesday morning, Cassandra, Tom and Isabel set off 
for Brew with six-day packs, and plans to meet Roland at Brew a 
few days later. The weather was perfectly clear and we made good 
time getting onto the Pemberton Icecap.

Cassandra: The ice was endless and the scenery was spectacular! 
As we skied down the Squamish glacier, we had a front seat view 
of a massive thunderstorm that luckily decided to avoid us. There 
were grizzly tracks crisscrossing the icecap but we did not run into 
any of these furry friends. Looking back at the glacier, we could see 
the crevasses and occasional cliffs on the icecap. Over a few hun-
dred square meters, small worms, presumably iceworms, seemed 
to inhabit the glacier! I had never seen this before but perhaps they 
were the offspring of the infamous snow snakes that leave their 
winding trails in regions frequented by skiers.

Isabel: We skied to the terminal moraine of the Pemberton Ice-
field on the first day! We found a great spot for our camp near 
Little Ring Mountain, overlooking the icecap we had crossed. My 
aesthetic senses were satisfied by the beauty of the white and soft 
contours of the mountains against blue skies. My sense of camara-
derie was satisfied with the company of two beautiful people as we 
wound our way through the gentle terrain. Three little birds came 
visiting us along the way, one curiously coming closer to look at 
these strange creatures we were, roaming the icecap all bundled up 
like pirates to be safe from the sun.

An early 5:00am start on Wednesday morning helped ensuing the 
snow stability when we set off towards Ring Lake and the Powder-
cap. Here, however, things went a bit awry. Cassandra’s skis and 
backpack went in opposing directions and the knee was angled 
quite strangely.
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trip fun had, however, not run out.

We discussed the poor ice conditions on the lake and decided to 
traverse around the side of the lake. Tom, however, decided for fun 
to go for a short skate ski beside the lake. After two kicks, one ski 
flew off his foot and headed straight for the center of the lake.  Tom 
started to try to run after it but without both skis, quickly discov-
ered how deep the snow was. Cassandra had just taken her skis off 
and watched horrified as the ski glided frictionlessly down the hill 
and straight into the center of the lake. Isabel took off rapidly after 
the ski and looked like she would almost catch it but it was going 
too fast.  The ski sat out in the middle of the lake, tempting us out 
onto what looked to be partially frozen ice.  Tom looked ready to 
run out onto the ice to retrieve it but after some yelling from us 
decided this was not the best option. We thought about trying to 
lasso the ski with some rope. Eventually Tom set up an anchor and 
Isabel (being the lightest and the only one with two good knees 
and skis) set off towards Tom’s ski.  She retrieved it without inci-
dent and we continued on our way.

Cassandra: Skiing down from Ring Lake with a bad knee was in-
teresting to say the least. My leg felt a bit like a wooden stump, that 
I was dragging down the tree covered hill while trying to balance 
a heavy pack. We had decided at our last camp to replace the ava-
lanche shovel splint with two tree branches in case we needed the 
shovels for more urgent work. This new splint worked quite well 
but when I looked down at my leg I did wonder what exactly I had 
gotten myself into. Here we decided it would be safest, if I dropped 
my pack and skied down to the base of the hill without it. Isabel 
returned with Tom to retrieve the pack. I could not believe how 
lucky I was to have them helping me.

There was still more fun ahead since a creek needed to be crossed 
in order to get onto the Callaghan cross-country trails. We took 
our boots off and crossed the creek carefully, freezing our feet in 
the ice cold water. Finally, once we made it to the cross-country 
runs it was very quick travel on the snow.

the high avalanche risk led us to search for a relatively safe camp 
in trees away from obvious avalanche paths. Shortly after we set up 
camp, a huge avalanche came down off Ring Mountain adjacent to 
the route where we were headed. Sometimes one has the opportu-
nity to know the decisions made were good ones. The rest of the 
day (still Thursday) we spent napping and meditating.

Isabel: During our sleep/meditation time that day I had some in-
teresting and enlightening moments, reflecting on our ancestors 
and how they first found their way through their environment 
without google earth and maps, not knowing which route would 
lead to which challenge, which cols, which rivers to cross, which 
sheer drops, the next water to drink, the next source of food. Now 
we were sitting in ‘comfort’, looking at the map to find the best and 
most moderate route out. A luxury it seems regarded from that 
perspective, but too far from a hospital other minds might say. We 
feel so small when surrounded by something so much bigger than 
us, like little ants we must have tried many different routes in error 
until we finally created maps, taming the wild environment into 
the frame of a sheet of paper.

We woke up for dinner, deciding to get up at 2:00am the next day 
and ski all the way out to Callaghan Lake while the snow condi-
tions were stable.

Tom: The girls laughed at my dinners throughout the trip, espe-
cially my pork floss/pork slice (see http://www.bkhjerky.com/
shop/pork-floss.html). However, I loved it and only regretted not 
bringing more of it (my dinners were a mix of it and textured vege-
table protein, which is sort of small bits of flavour vacuum).
We were very glad for the thick crust and well frozen snow that 
we discovered when we woke up early Friday morning. The sun 
rose while we were traversing beneath Ring Mountain and we got 
some amazing views looking down on the cloud banks below us. 
We skied down into Ring Lake in a whiteout but luckily we found 
snowmobile tracks to follow. Once we got to Ring Lake, we stopped 
for a short break, jubilant in having safely reached this point.  Our 
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Tom: We all reeked when we came back from the trip. After the 
girls had been dropped off, my father insisted I roll down the win-
dow in the car. It took three runs through the washing machine 
before my clothes no longer smelled horrible (apparently soaking 
and different loads for socks is the way to go. I clearly should have 
solicited advice before washing the clothes). Even now, a week and 
a half later, my new sleeping quilt smells disgusting if I get too 
close. All in all, I’m pleased I took the time off to explore this beau-
tiful area with these awesome folk. Thanks so much to everyone 
for their help getting there and back safely.

Roland, in the meantime, was the only one of us to complete the 3 
huts tour by completing his journey to Brew!

Benoit’s and Roland’s Adventure

On Tuesday, we left the Harrison Hut and headed back to our 
camp at the half-way-to-the-Jeep-point, where we had stashed the 
tent.  My back was giving me a lot of trouble so we stopped for the 
night. Benoit started off for the hot springs but turned back short 
of the destination when it began to rain. A few couples passed by 
our tent, going down to the hot water.

The next day, we headed back to the Jeep, removing some rocks 
on the 4WD portion of the road. Driving towards Pemberton, we 
encountered a large black bear, which pleased Benoit greatly; they 
don’t have wild bears in France. In Pemberton, we put Benoit on 
the bus as he had business in Vancouver. By now I greatly missed 
the loss of my travelling companions, so to console myself I bought 
a night in the venerable Pemberton Hotel, which was fortunately 
being renovated, so fairly quiet, not counting the alarm going off in 
the beer and wine store three or four times during the night.

Pemberton is an interesting place. Everybody knows where to get 
chainsaws fixed. You can buy stovepipes. There’s health freaks and 
organic produce, yuppies selling $5 cinnamon buns, lots of first 
nations people, and most of the female population sports tattoos. 

Cassandra: Unfortunately, the snow ended about a kilometer from 
Callaghan Lake and with gratitude, I passed my pack on to Tom 
who generously carried it this last snowless distance, since my leg 
was not up to much walking.

Tom: Coming down some parts, I had a bit of a heavier pack with 
some of Cassandra’s things. My knees were not super happy either, 
and this made me a bit worried for my knees. For the last kilometer 
of trail, I was also the sacrificial post-holer, putting in a trail for 
Cassandra. This worried me as well because hiking in tele boots 
gives a lot of potential for hyperextending the knee when what you 
thought was firm snow ends up being a rock or log at the toe and 
nothing at the heel. Luckily, no significant harm occurred.
Fortunately, on Saturday, two campers at Callaghan Lake offered to 
drive us into Whistler where we got burgers and caught the Grey-
hound back to Vancouver. Tom’s father picked us up at the bus 
station in Vancouver.

Cassandra: I picked up my things from Roland’s house and headed 
back to Vancouver Island that evening. When I arrived in Nanai-
mo around midnight, I went off to emergency where many hours 
later they determined I had torn my ACL in my knee.  This was 
a great trip with many aspects to it. I will remember it for a long 
time. I am so thankful for all the amazing people on this trip!

Isabel: It was my first time in a rescuer position and I admire Cas-
sandra’s will to get out herself, her stamina to deal with a 2:30am to 
7:00pm day on a well-splinted but destructed knee. All that with-
out any emotional meltdowns but a calm and sunny spirit. My re-
lief was probably greater than the mountains we had left behind 
when seeing the first car, knowing that we made it out without 
further damage. This trip was great! The group was colourful and 
a pure joy that we could help out a bit with the huts. This gave the 
trip some purpose other than pure leisure and I could discover 
new terrain. Now I am looking forward to taking the brush saw 
and wire-mesh back to Phelix and fix things up a bit.
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somewhat.

I’ve always claimed that group dynamics makes the trip for me, 
and I could not have done better than we did on this trip. You 
might wonder why I spent so long at Brew. Well, Jens and Ruanne 
were proposing to bring in about 20 people for a prenuptial bash, 
and though I thought this unlikely, I didn’t want to miss it if it hap-
pened. And there was still the possibility that the traversers would 
exit via Brew, though this seemed a 50-50 chance. Finally, there 
was work to do up there, and it’s a nice place to be.

The trail is deceitful. It starts gently, slopping up over several kilo-
metres. The trail is a highway of switchbacks, slowly working its way 
up to Lake Garibaldi. The long weekend had attracted the crowds 
and the characters hiking up to the lake to spend their weekends 
lounging and camping by the water. It was great to see such a di-
verse crowd out exploring BC but I couldn’t help but chuckle at 
families lugging up grills, inflatable boats and lawn chairs.

As I pull of my sweaty clothes, I wince. The clothes have stuck to 
my sunburnt skin. Blood is caked on one knee and the other elbow. 
I slowly peel my socks off to reveal my destroyed feet. 30 kilome-
tres later my feet are feeling it. I’ve ripped a hole in the side of my 
boot and a rock has lodged itself into my toe.

After the switchbacks, we headed towards the lesser-travelled path 
towards the tusk and left the crowds behind. The forest opened 
up and the Tusks peaked its mighty head above the surroundings. 
I stopped to catch my breath and stare down the peak. The sun 
was shooting down on the open trail, my water supplies were al-
ready running low and a blister had formed, digging deeper and 
deeper into my foot. I stood back up and do a 360. Lake Garibaldi 
stands, the deepest of blues, below me with its namesake rising to 
the clouds above it. I turned back around and keep onwards, up 
towards the volcanic goal.

The kids get bussed from all over the valley to attend school. It’s a 
bizarre mix of tourism and active logging. I like it.

I got the chainsaw fixed on Thursday, bought some distressed but-
ter tarts, some Tylenol, and headed for Brew. Car-camped at the 
trailhead after nailing up a bunch of trail markers and working on 
the start of the trail a bit. Last time I worked on that bit of trail, it 
was with Stephanie Grothe.

Friday morning I still had back trouble and decided I had to pack 
very light for Brew. No mat. Not much food. No snowshoes. I was 
at Brew well before noon and spent an enjoyable afternoon fixing 
things around Brew. 

I hung out until 3pm on Saturday and headed down, narrowly 
missing several thunderstorms that passed up the valley. Camped 
at the Jeep again. I do like car camping, Ninja-style.

On Sunday I hung out at the trailhead until noon. I found a sol-
itary person with a chainsaw, a splitting axe, and a pickup truck, 
getting in some excellent firewood for the winter. Finally, I had my 
two cylinders of restorative Starbucks instant coffee and headed 
for Vancouver. The drive was uneventful until I drove into my ga-
rage with the brush saw still on the roof and bent the saw’s antlers 

 Isabel enjoying the views. Photo: Cassandra Elphinstone
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none of us wanted to be the one to break the tie votes. But after a 
fair amount of email faff and Google spreadsheet editing, it was 
finally decided on Thursday night that we would go back to the 
original plan and tackle the Powder cap traverse, starting from 
Brandywine meadows.

Saturday

Waking up early in the morning is never easy, but for me that day 
was an exception. 

Excitement, with a little nervosity mixed in, made it difficult to 
close my eyes, and I woke up a couple of times before my alarm 

rang. That is to say, I could barely handle my level of stoke, and that 
level got even higher as we drove along the winding Sea-to-Sky 
highway and I noticed all that white dusting on the mountaintops 
that wasn’t there just a few weeks ago. I couldn’t wait to get into my 
ski boots and start skiing!

The three car groups met at the old Timmy’s in Squamish. As we fu-
eled up on coffee and breakfast sandwiches, we reviewed the route 
and sorted out the car shuttle from Callaghan. Luckily, there was 
no significant hiking in ski boots needed at the beginning as Line’s 

 Vulcan’s Thumb, Pyroclastic and Cayley. Photo: Caroline Jung

Planning
Ever since I moved to Vancouver, I have been dreaming of getting 
into backcountry skiing. Combining downhill with nordic skiing, 
and backpacking, three things that I love to do, and the amount 
of awesomeness can only be tripled. I had never been on an over-
night backcountry ski trip before but all stars aligned when April 
brought fresh layers of snow and I saw Caroline Jung’s women-only 
ski traverse trip posted. Two days hanging out in the backcountry, 
surrounded only by gorgeous mountains and like-minded women, 
no boys (and for some of us, it also meant no babies), enjoying the 
fresh new snow and indulging in chocolate and Baileys? 

The idea was irresistible.

The original plan was to do the Callaghan to Brandywine traverse 
(or vice-versa), via the Powder mountain ice cap. However, early 
the week before the trip, weather forecast looked pretty ugly in the 
Sea-to-Sky, and it was decided that it would be safer to prepare for 
an alternate route at the pre-trip meeting, somewhere more inland 
where weather was looking more promising. Among the numer-
ous ideas that flowed, Line Veenstra’s idea of the Owl-Tenquille 
traverse near Pemberton got everyone excited about exploring a 
new area. But as we were getting ready for this new route, gather-
ing GPS tracks and topo maps, the weather forecast started to look 
better and better, seemingly every hour, and there was no longer 
any reason to depart from our initial plan. There was a lot of sus-
pense about the final destination as everyone was equally charmed 
by both the initial and the new destinations, and it seemed like 

No Boys Allowed
April 25-26, 2015

Geneviève Savard
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that skiing with an overnight pack was definitely not as trivial as I 
had naively thought. I lost balance a few times, but fortunately the 
snow was deep and heavy and would stop me from sliding farther 
downhill almost instantly.

There was one part where the ridge became very narrow for a few 
dozens of metres, with a big, impressive cornice on the right and a 
long, very steep slope on the left. Caroline was leading and break-
ing trail for the group. She swiftly skied across, at a safe distance 
right of the cornice, followed all the same swiftly by Anne Vialettes. 
Looking at them crossing it with so much ease, it seemed straight-
forward, but as I got closer, I started getting nervous. And then I 
realized I was not moving anymore. I looked behind and the other 
girls had stopped to look at the map. For a second I hoped they 
had found an alternate route. But maps don’t lie and this was the 
best option. I saw Isabel Verse smile at me and point with her pole, 
encouraging me to go ahead. Alright, I can do this! Focusing on 
moving slowly one limb at a time, I reached the other side before I 
even realized it, and felt epic.

After that we took off the skins for the first time. We had to ski 
down a small bowl filled with deep and heavy snow, which I would 
best compare to vanilla cupcake frosting (to keep things girly). It 
was not steep, but I had never skied in that kind of deep wet snow. I 
made my way down clumsily and I was almost at the bottom of the 
run when I hear a snowmobile approaching. By the time I realized 
it was coming very fast behind me, I barely had the time to turn 
and stop on the side to let it pass, hoping the guy would not decide 
to pass me on the same side, knocking me off. He then proceeded 
to make drifts in front of us. Perhaps he was trying to make an im-
pression, but none of us was impressed, to say the very least.

Later, we had a quick lunch on top of a small hill, which had sweet 
views. As we were preparing to continue, Line walked a few meters 
away from the group to pee. Now, I hear you say, “you know, trip 
reports don’t need to be that detailed,” but the funny thing is that, 
as she was in the middle of business, naked bum facing the slope 

truck was able to carry all the ski gear and tough it out all the way 
to the upper trailhead despite the deep water bars and the steep 
road. We could start skinning right away from there. As somewhat 
expected, when we arrived the parking was filled with huge trucks 
hauling equally huge trailers carrying snowmobiles, which were 
also huge, and making a terrible amount of noise. At first it was in-
timidating, but somehow I felt more badass than them as I walked 
by carrying my skis, ice axe and big backpack. We were going to 
traverse these mountains and glaciers with only our leg power!

We reached the Brandywine meadows in almost no time. The val-
ley was filled with snow and bathing in sunshine. There were dark 
grey clouds rolling by, and the contrast with the glowing snow was 
mesmerizing. After an easy creek crossing, we started skinning up 
to reach the left ridge of Brandywine mountain. With the direct 
sun and all the snow reflection, it started to get hot, very hot, and 
I’d say our elevation gain progress was proportional to the number 
of clothing layers dropped.

When we reached the ridge, we were rewarded with glorious 
mountain views and a crisp, glacial breeze that felt incredibly good 
on the skin. Pure alpine bliss.

From there, we would mostly ski sidehill across the slopes, follow-
ing more ridges towards the powder cap. That was when I realized 

On the way up Powder Mountain. Photo: Caroline Jung.
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for life.

Sunday

I was woken up by the sun rays beaming on the walls of the tent 
and it made me happy to think there was another sunny day ahead. 
I told myself “just another five minutes of sleep and then I get up,” 
but I don’t know how much time stretched during that five minutes 
because when I got outside, the sun had completely disappeared 
and we were now in a whiteout. It was cold and windy so we fin-
ished breakfast and packed out camp promptly. Seeing Erica Lay 
taking care of the hot spots on her feet reminded me I had to do 
something about mine. I joined her, and without asking for any-
thing, Erica, Anne and Jen Wiliams made me lay on my back, lift 
my feet in the air and put the most advanced blister bandages I 
ever saw. Thanks to this (and drugs), I almost didn’t feel any blister 
pain for the rest of the trip! I was so well taken care of, it left me 
without words.

We were now alone on the icefield and the only sign of snowmobiles 
was their frozen tracks from the previous day. It was such a drastic 
contrast from yesterday: silence, solitude and huge white clouds 
swallowing us. Visibility was poor at moments — we couldn’t even 
see Mt Cayley — but with so much experience, route finding skills 
and leadership in the group, we didn’t have any trouble making our 
way up Powder Mountain, and everything went smoothly.

The snow was crusty but breakable, but we followed the snowmo-
bile tracks for most of the ascent, which saved us some energy. 
When we reached the very broad, flat, not-pointed-at-all summit 
of Powder mountain, we saw a bunch a mysterious wood boxes 
and other stuff wrapped in blue tarps dispersed around. At about 
the same time, a big cloud engulfed us and we couldn’t see any sur-
rounding peak. One of the mysterious boxes was very large, and 
we took shelter at its base for a short break. The atmosphere was 
somewhat eerie. It all seemed like a strange dream. It reminded me 
of the TV show Lost: it was like if we had just landed on a mysteri-

below, we hear the roar of a snowmobile going up that same slope. 
It was too late of a warning and the snowmobiler’s confused look as 
he reached the top, facing Line’s derriere, was hilarious.

The rest of the day was mostly downhill skiing. We went two-by-
two at a time, watching over each other at the end of each section 
of the route.

At this point, my boots were torturing my feet. What felt like a 
comfortable, tight-enough fit at the MEC store turned out to be 
cruelly too short and narrow around the toes after several hours of 
skinning. I guess boot fitting is somewhat like relationships — you 
can’t really tell if it’s going to work unless the boots and your feet 
have spent a considerable amount of time being intimate. Fortu-
nately, we just had another small uphill section to travel to get on 
top of the ice cap where we would set up camp. I later found out 
when I removed my boots that my toes had swollen and there were 
large four centimeter wide blisters behind each heel, ripped open. 
Ouch.

Our camp spot couldn’t have been more amazing. We were sur-
rounded by the towering Mt. Cayley and Pyroclastic peak, and in 
the distance, we could see the alpenglow reflect on Mt. Fee and the 
surrounding peaks. It was a stunning spectacle.

In the evening, plenty of chocolate, alcohol and laughs were shared. 
I had brought a box of Ferrero Rocher chocolates to share, but per-
haps I should have thought this through because the cold soon 
turned them solid like a rocher.

The sky was clear that night and we could even distinguish the 
Milky Way. I would have spent the whole night hanging out and 
staring at that sky if the cold and fatigue didn’t get the best of me. 
Before falling asleep, I realized how incredibly cool it is that I’m 
spending my Saturday night camping on an icefield at the foot of 
a stratovolcano. Never thought before I would someday spend my 
weekends like this! I guess this is how British Columbia spoils you 
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end of the run, I immediately wished I could climb back up and ski 
it down again. It was awesome!

After a quick lunch, some brief but exciting tree skiing and a creek 
crossing, we reached the Solitude loop cross-country trail that led 
us to the Callaghan Country lodge, which was then deserted. The 
trails were now unmaintained, and we didn’t see another soul un-
til we got to the cars. It was fun to have the trails for ourselves 
and be able to ski at high speed without worrying about knocking 
off someone coming in the opposite direction. We followed the 
Wild Spirit trail back to the Alexander Falls parking and there was 
enough snow to ski until the 7 km mark.
We had to hike in ski boots the rest of the trail. It was quite a slog 
but with the great company and mutual encouragements, it wasn’t 
too bad. At that time, the only thing I wanted in the world was the 
opposite of Saturday morning: I could not wait to remove those 
ski boots! I felt like I had a wrench clenching on each of my toes 
and for the last couple of kilometers, I definitely had to focus all 
my thoughts and energy on reaching the next km mark. I wasn’t 
walking very fast but Jen stayed with me behind. As we got closer, 
we saw a heart drawn in the gravel with ski poles. And when we 
finally reached the parking gate, we were welcomed with high fives 
by the others. Walking over that gate felt really great.

The drive back to Vancouver was not uneventful: we saw no less 
than three bears and a deer along the road towards Squamish! Per-
fect ending to a perfect trip.

When I woke up the next day, with swollen feet, stiff legs, red eyes, 
and the face so tan I barely recognized myself in the mirror. But all 
I could think about is how awesome ski traverses are and how ex-
cited I am about the next one. It was a wonderful trip with a group 
of rad mountain women and I can’t wait for more trips like this!

ous island and some crazy weird stuff was about to happen.

With my body not moving anymore and the absence of sunshine, 
it started to feel cold. We didn’t lounge around for too long. Erica 
distributed another dose of chocolate to everyone, spirits were lift-
ed and we prepared to ski down the mountain.

I had never skied on breakable crust and the experience was quite 
interesting. There were different strategies adopted. Some of us 
would make wide zigzags, stop sharply and turn the skis one-by-
one to change direction. Others would just link beautiful tele-turns 
with the grace of a swan, like the breakable crust wasn’t even an is-
sue! For a moment I tried to make regular turns, but was rewarded 
with my first faceplant on crusty snow. A good thing about back-
country skiing is that you have the whole slope for yourself, and 
you can make ridiculously wide turns without feeling judged like 
you would inbound and still be a cool kid. So I opted for that. The 
whole descent was actually much more fun than expected at first!

The next part of the route was almost flat and very straightforward. 
We had to traverse along the middle of the ice cap to reach Banner 
pass and then again, there were snowmobile tracks to follow. On 
this part of the terrain, you realize how immense the ice cap is 
and how small you are. The clouds were still low and everything 
around us was white and shades of grey. The only sounds were 
from the wind and the friction of the skins against the icy tracks.

When we got to Banner pass, clouds cleared up for a moment so 
we could see Mt. Callaghan and its surrounding mountains and we 
seized the opportunity to take a group photo before skiing down 
the Solitude glacier. This ski run was my favourite part of the trip! 
Somehow, I had magically found back my balance, my pack was 
now just like another part of my body and I was no longer both-
ered by it. The snow just had a very thin crust on the upper part of 
the glacier and the lower part had none at all. For safety, we again 
paired up and skied down by groups of two. The skiing down the 
glacier was pure type-1 fun to the point that when I reached the 
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tourers who also caught the early lift to the alpine. Pretty quickly 
we bumped into the other group at the base of the Decker Glacier. 
From there, we leapfrogged each other all day until we reached the 
Naden near sunset, stopping for a great lunch together under the 
sun near Mt. Pattison.

The route is pretty obvious if you look at the Baldwin map, so I 
won’t bore you with a super detailed description of it. Suffice to say, 
the travel was spectacular! Views were amazing, especially skiing 
onto the Platform glacier. Derry and I also got some nice turns in 
on the Ripsaw glacier retrieving Elliott’s dropped helmet, which 
slid a ways down the glacier before luckily stopping in a flat area. 
In fact, dropping gear and bad falls were a bigger concern for us 
this weekend, with avalanches and crevasses a very distant third. 
Derry learned this the hard way after taking a fall and watching his 
ski shoot perilously close to the Benvolio Icefall.

Camping on the Naden glacier was fantastic. While setting up 
camp, we were treated to memorable views of the McBride range 
with alpenglow. The moon was almost full and incredibly red as 
well, making headlamps unnecessary. It was also Derry’s birthday, 
so we secretly brought along a chocolate cake that Caro made, 
I brought berries-turned-pulp/sauce, scotch, and a watermel-
on-scented car air-freshener as birthday presents, which turned 
out to be absolutely necessary for the drive home.

The next day we got up early, watched the sunrise, and headed off. 
Many mountains and glaciers clicked by over the day. Macbeth, 
Diavolo, Fitzsimmons, Overlord all grew and receded from our vi-
sion. Just like the previous day, we constantly played tag with the 
other VOC group, which called itself Team Punk Rockeros, TPR. 
It should be mentioned that getting around Overlord and onto the 
Overlord glacier involved a slightly spicy downclimb through a 
rock band, which we all navigated safely thanks in part to a hand 
line anchored to a boulder. We debated for a while whether that 
boulder would budge and if it would tumble down on us while 
downclimbing. As that involved ice-covered rock, it was very 

As per usual for this year, this trip was conceived while crying 
about lack of snow and drowning our sorrows with plenty of beer. 
The thought was that instead of bushwhacking for hours on end, 
which some of us have done too much of this season, we could 
simply take the Whistler lifts into the alpine for sixty bucks. An 
email faff was started, it grew. The trip was publicly posted and 
it grew even more. At the pre-trip on Wednesday evening, many 
people found themselves in the club room. Plans were made: three 
independent groups and plans to camp on the Naden glacier, a 
spot recommended by John Baldwin due to morning and evening 
sun, as well as great views.

Saturday rolled around and we found ourselves at Whistler with 
bluebird skies and excessive amounts of stoke. Elliott and I pur-
chased backcountry passes at guest services in the village, where 
we bumped into Jannu, Cassandra, and Pawel from the other VOC 
party. They had waited in line only to discover they could not get 
passes unless they could show their avalanche kits. Not having had 
their packs on them, Jannu and Cassandra had to run back to the 
car and get back in line. Due to this head start, this was the last 
time Elliott and I would get to see them on the weekend.

Minor hiccups along the way included Clemens dropping his ice 
ax while on the lift and getting his backpack stuck on another lift. 
Caroline and I laughed a little bit too much at this. Negotiating lifts 
with heavy packs turned out to be just as much of a challenge as 
travelling in the backcountry. Anyway, no harm was done and we 
were skiing up the Blackcomb glacier along with a long train of ski 

Unadulterated Type 1 Fun
March 7-8, 2015

Ian Johnston
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Part I

Friday, 7:30 pm. I was solemnly resigned to the fact that I would 
not be able to find a ride to the Mount Brew Trailhead when my 
phone went off, and Amanda Johnson cheerfully told me that she 
had found me a ride up! Next thing I knew it was 6:30 am and I 
was loading my gear into the back of Dylan Hereema’s car, with 
great levels of stoke, and probably far too little trepidation for the 
weekend of new experiences that lay ahead. After a drive along 
the sea-to-sky, and a brief coffee break in Squamish, Dylan, Claire 
Thomsett, and I arrived at the trailhead. 

Having never telemarked before and with extremely limited expe-
rience in the backcountry, the next nine hours of my life proved 
to be an adventure to say the least. After Dylan gave a brief demo 
on how to use skins the group began up the trail. The first 500 
metres or so were spotty for snow but the snowpack drastically im-
proved after that. The group gradually drifted apart but managed 
to reform after the frontrunners took a wrong turn, meeting us 
for lunch at the top of the logging road. At this point, telemarking 
had proven to be far more difficult than I had imagined but I was 
starting to get the hang of it, receiving much needed advice from 
the more experienced people on the trip. 

We stopped for lunch and started up again. I was continuously 
floating between groups and trying — unsuccessfully — to keep up 
with the pack. By the time we got to the forest I was getting more 
comfortable and was further determined to get to Brew. The steep 

Total Eclipse of Brew Hut 
January 29-31, 2015

Bill Shmygol, Sarah Taylor, Amanda Johnson 

and Roland Burton

tempting to use the hand line for extra security. After Elliott gave 
a solid push on the boulder with his legs and it did not move, we 
figured it would be safe.

We had an extended lunch in the sun on the Overlord Glacier, 
watching TPR downclimb the aforementioned icy section in the 
distance. We exited via Whirlwind pass and the Musical Bumps. 
Skiing down the Fissile-Whirlwind col, we got some nice corn 
which was the first of the traverse, as all previous runs were too 
high to experience any significant thawing. We got to the summit 
of Flute by the time Whistler lifts had closed, allowing us peace 
and quiet on the long ski to the valley. It’s a sad comment on the 
season when the most continuous run done is skiing down Whis-
tler. At the base, we got watered up and promptly headed to Splitz 
for some (veggi)burgers, where we bumped into TPR again on our 
way out. Seems like after two days of long travel, we all had the 
same ideas about what to do once we go back into civilization – 
burgers and beers!

I’m not sure how the other people feel, but this was likely one of 
the best weekends on skis that I’ve had in a long time. It’s really 
a shame that the VOC shuns this area as much as they do – it’s 
simply fantastic. I’d recommend this trip for skiers who are confi-
dent at skinning and skiing. There are a couple spots where falling 
would not be a great life choice. Glacier skills are necessary – we 
carried ropes, but didn’t use them. An ice axe was probably the 
most useful and necessary piece of extra gear, and we were glad to 
have them at some of the trickier sections. Ski crampons also made 
our lives much easier, although Caroline broke hers early on and 
demonstrated some excellent skinning skills by doing most of the 
traverse on the icy crusty snow without them. 
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Zeroes. Eventually things quieted down. The exhausted 20 or so 
people in the hut eventually drifted off to sleep, exhausted from the 
day. I curled up on a bench by the fire, and dozed until the rescue 
team returned. They had found the girls and everyone was ok. El-
liott and Emily had camped with them, while Tom, Arran and Ian 
made the trek back up. How a group of humans can have so much 
energy is still beyond me.

The descent went smoother than the upward trek. Having spent 
my childhood skiing downhill, I felt at ease. There was so much 
snow that bailing was fine. Those who had difficulty getting down 
were saved by Tom and Ian who double packed through the hard-
est stretches (seriously, HOW CAN THEY HAVE THIS MUCH 
ENERGY?). We passed the ‘rescue camp’ along the way, taken 
aback at how far down they were. I reclaimed my tent, and Dylan, 
Tom, Claire, Ian, Tim, and I made our way to the parking lot. We 
got slightly lost along the way, which resulted in eating it off of 
a minor cliff in order to get back on track. Overall it was an in-
credible weekend and I think I might be hooked—once I can walk 
normally again, that is.

Part II

Meanwhile still on the trail to Brew…

Darkness falls in the forest. Amanda and I make slow but steady 
progress along the tracks left behind from the other group mem-
bers. We realize how efficient we are moving along the trail togeth-
er; completely unsure if this is from advice we offer each other in 
navigating the icy incline, or just company to keep our spirits high 
after seven hours of skinning in rental boots that blister and bruise 
our feet and shins. We made resolutions as we passed through the 
forest. Acquire a GPS for future trips, invest in a good tele setup 
and better gear in general, have an earlier start, and keep a faster 
pace early on since as we found out later, this trek was long and 
strenuous even for the more advanced members on the trip. I felt 

grades and tight trees proved to be challenging at parts but almost 
everyone made it up in the end, albeit slowly at stretches, without 
too much trouble. Amanda and Sarah Taylor were nowhere to be 
seen, but we knew they were in the back. 

The hours after getting out of the forest proved to be some of the 
most physically demanding of my life. If it wasn’t for the help and 
extra voilé straps of Elliott Skierszkan, the final stretch could have 
been much more difficult than it already was. The sun was get-
ting low, the snow thick, and visibility was slowly diminishing. In 
the last kilometre, with the hut lights visible through the newly 
formed blizzard, I encountered great technical difficulty with my 
skins. The Voilé strap Elliott had lent me had sheared off and one of 
my skins kept sliding off of my ski. This resulted in Boris Dalstein 
helping me ski, hike, crawl, and overall exhaustingly faff my way 
up the final stretch. I don’t think I have ever seen a more beautiful 
sight than Brew Hut that night.

Far too exhausted to set up my tent, I entered the kerfuffle that 
was the inside of Brew hut. The warmth of the crowded hut was 
definitely welcome after the ascent. As I slowly regained my sanity 
I realized that there was a huge issue. Amanda and Sarah were still 
nowhere to be found. There was some decision-making and orga-
nization. Then, Cora Skaien established contact with the assistance 
of the ever superior network of Koodo. The girls had gotten turned 
around at the top of the forest, and were still hours away from the 
hut. At this point, darkness had fallen and the blizzard was getting 
worse. A rescue team consisting of Tom Herbert, Ian Johnston, El-
liott, Emily Rossnagel, and Arran Whiteford was created, and they 
headed down the mountain to aid our fellow skiers. I sent my tent 
down with them in case they needed to camp out. 

The potluck went ahead as planned, but without the haggis. Dylan 
tuned the hut guitar, and the atmosphere in the cabin became more 
cheerful. Dylan and I took turns playing music, he living up to his 
title of Bard of the VOC, and I attempting, with varying degrees of 
success, a rendition of Home by Edward Sharpe and the Magnetic 
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of our rescuers, Emily, called and said they were on the way and 
shouldn’t take long to find us. We passed the time by keeping warm 
and talking, and communicated with Cora and the rescue team in-
termittently. I was unsure of how much time had passed but surely 
they should have arrived by now. They called again and expressed 
concern that they had passed us somehow, and asked us to check 
that we were close enough to the trail that they would see us. They 
did not think it was possible we were any farther away and consid-
ered turning back in case they passed us, but decided it was best 
to continue right back to the logging road before turning around, 
just in case. Eventually they did find us! When they saw how far 
away we were they realized we got turned around at some point. As 
we ended up backtracking most of the way, we decided to set up a 
tent they had brought and Emily and Elliott camped with us. Even 
though we got completely turned around, and did not make it to 
the hut, we managed to salvage the rest of our trip and had a blast! 
Shout out to the five members who made up the search party that 
came to find us. We truly appreciate it!

Part III
Jim Steinman, with substitutions by Amanda Johnson

(Turned around)
Every now and then I venture into backcountry
when I know I’m not prepared
(Turned around)
Every now and then I don’t try out rental gear
before I hit the trail
(Turned around)
Every now and then I get a little overconfident,
understating nature
(Turned around)
Every now and then I don’t clarify
the meaning of the term ‘Beginner Friendly’
(Turned around in a white out)
 Every now and then I have a fall
(Turned around in a white out)

comfort in knowing we were together and making good progress 
along a marked trail, and that we would be on the final stretch up 
to Brew hut in short order. What made me nervous was our lack of 
GPS, and how much time was passing without Jeff Taylor and Bir-
git Rogalla returning to make sure we made it up. I knew that once 
we reached the final stretch up to Brew, we would be faced with 
a white out that has already removed the skin tracks and made it 
near impossible to navigate to the hut on our own.
We reach a section of trail that is quite steep and iced over. There 
are no more tracks in front of us, but rather side-step tracks that 
lead up to tracks going left. There are also no markers in front of 
us. We struggled to get up this section but found ourselves on 
the tracks it lead to which had markers in front. I questioned at 
the time whether this was the right way since it seemed to lead 
downhill. We looked at our other options which didn’t make much 
sense either and decided to continue on as this is the only place we 
could find markers and a track. At some point we should have real-
ized we were going the complete wrong direction. We were skiing 
down. Brew hut is a 1,200 metre elevation gain! It just shows how 
exhaustion can affect you in the back country, and how important 
it is to stop, eat a snack, and question where you are going, and 
what you are doing. There are markers on the trail to bring you to 
Brew, but there are also markers to bring you home!

As we continued in the wrong direction, I heard my phone receive 
a text message. It was Cora. We both had enough reception to speak 
on the phone. They were sending five of the quickest folks from the 
hut to come find us. There were no trees ahead of us, as we had 
managed to back track completely out of the forest, so we turned 
back and found a tree to take shelter under until they arrived. 
From here on out, the worst was over. This was our final destina-
tion and where we would spend the remainder of the trip. Aman-
da very quickly laid down a thermo-rest, got out her stove, and 
made some oatmeal. I warmed up my frozen feet and we huddled 
together under our warmest and driest clothes and fleece blanket. 
We then made instant coffee. Life was good again. We decided to 
read ‘Ode to the lads’ as she had a copy of it folded in her bag. One 
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But now I’m burned and turning around
These things happen every trip
A total eclipse of Brew Hut

Part IV

TR Another Brew Trip Feb 20-21

This was originally to be Anna Geller’s and my trip because we 
both have birthdays on Feb 20. I looked at the Huts Registration 
page and it said that there would be 8 people at the Hut. I emailed 
the guy and he said that they were definitely going, so I figured one 
carload of our people would be about the right number.

I didn’t post it under Upcoming Events because I figured, no prob-
lem getting a carload, but the usual faff ensued. Anna got herself 
a job interview so she had to bail. Then we were oversubscribed 
because I offered Emily K a ride and then had to tell her that my 
Carla had taken the last seat. In the end we had me, my Carla, oth-
er Carla, Crystal, and Amanda. 

To show we were Beginner Friendly here’s what we did: we had 
2 snowshoers, one reformed snowboarder on tele, plus two AT 
skiers. To show our lack of competence, at the start Amanda dis-
covered her snowshoes were broken. Crystal found her ski poles 
needed baskets if she wanted to use them for something other than 
measuring snow depth. Other Carla had a small day pack plus a 
brutally heavy handbag. Fortunately I had a spare set of snow-
shoes, a spare set of ski poles, and we tied Other Carla’s two packs 
together into a nasty lump that she carried happily until it started 
snowing hard and we had to encase the lump in a plastic garbage 
bag to keep it dry. 

All this took some time, so it’s good we left Vancouver around 7 
am. We parked about half a kilometre past the snow-cat shed in a 
tangle of snowmobile trucks. Thankfully the snowmobiles mostly 
didn’t go where we went. We were watching our location and the 

Every now and then I have a fall

(Turned around)
Every now and then I miss a trail marker
and I think we might be lost
(Turned around)
Every now and then I get a little bit nervous 
when I see eleven hours go by 
(Turned around)
Every now and then I get a little bit angry
When my fingers freeze and shins bruise
(Turned around)
Every now and then I know things happen for a reason 
and that this will build my competence
(Turned around in a white out)
 Every now and then I have a fall
(Turned around in a white out)
 Every now and then I have a fall
 
And I’m going to have a cry 
when I’m curled up snug in Brew Hut 
And if you only hold me tight
we’ll be warm under this fir tree

And I’ll solemnly ponder my plight
And count the things I’ve done wrong:
I should have stuck with people with the GPS,
Brought extra batteries, been self-sufficient
 
I don’t know what to do; it’s snowing and it’s dark
We’re skiing downhill when we should be hiking up
 
I need a rescue tonight
The rescue team will come tonight
(The rescue team will come tonight)
 
Last week I signed up for Burns ‘n’ Turns
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There is something about early season turns that never gets old. 
It has many elements: the bootpack to the meager fall-snowpack, 
which is thin and punctured with menacing rock sharks every-
where, the thrill of arriving at the first snow, the joy of finally clip-
ping into the bindings and beginning to skin, rather than hike up a 
mountain. And sure enough, that moment when it is time to click 
into ski mode, and see if your legs remember how to make a turn.
A year prior — to the day  — Neil Mackenzie, Arran Whiteford, 
and I kicked off our 2014-2015 ski season with some great laps 
down Diamond Head, behind the Elfin Lakes shelter. Neil, sadly, is 
no longer with us, but that was no reason not to do a repeat in 2015 
— he would have fully condoned that! Coincidentally enough, this 
year’s version of the trip had Arran and I accompanied by our good 
friends Fiona and Bob from Nanaimo, whom were introduced to 
us by Neil. Completing the crew was Joane Elleouet – whom Ar-
ran and I are slowly convincing that winter and skiing are worth 
spending November weekends hiking up to seek. As of this writ-
ing, it is looking like she has been persuaded. 

We picked up Fi and Bob from the ferry terminal at the relatively 
gentle starting hour of 8:00 am on Saturday, under pouring rain. 
They had received lots of odd looks from fellow ferry passengers 
with their splitboarding and snowshoeing kit! Somehow we man-
aged to get confused in Squamish getting to the trailhead, but 
eventually we were there, and so was the rain.

The concept of early season turns always involves some amount 
of self-doubt, questioning and wondering what we will find as we 

Early Season Turns at All Costs
November 7-8, 2015

Elliott Skierszkan

passage of time carefully, and by noon we were only about eight 
minutes behind schedule. We didn’t get much of a chance to play 
with the GPS other than to get encouraging messages, because the 
other hut users had made a lovely efficient track all the way to the 
Hut. Just after lunch we had an intense but short blizzard. Soon 
Amanda was saying things like “This is the tree we slept under.” 
We watched carefully to make sure she didn’t turn around. Time 
passed, snow accumulated, and it began to get dark. Soon the GPS 
was saying less than 1000 metres, which is exciting because when 
you walk one metre, the number changes. 

We arrived at the hut to see the light on, the hut warm, everybody 
was pretty happy. Our crew found the guitar and the songbook, 
Amanda and Crystal tried some harmony; I’m not musical but it 
sounded very nice. I hummed a bit. The full moon came out, scen-
ery happened, the five alpha males went out for some night skiing. 
Then we went to sleep.

Next morning we got up around 7 a.m. because we thought it 
might take a while, and mostly because the sunrise was pretty gor-
geous. The skiing down in the powder was pretty good mostly. At 
the road my Carla decided she didn’t like skiing and her feet hurt, 
so she switched boots and skis with Amanda. Turns out Amanda is 
the only one of the five of us who could actually ski, instead of just 
survival ski. We arrived at the Jeep around 3:30 just in time to get 
the big traffic flush from Whistler.

I totally enjoyed the people on our trip, which works for me. I didn’t 
do anything particularly graceful, other than maybe two linked 
turns up in the powder. I crashed quite hard on three occasions 
and side-slipped down a small cliff by mistake. Crystal got used up 
doing pizza for speed control and complained that when you crash 
on skis your feet go all over the place, unlike on snowboards. My 
Carla is growing new feet, she may have them ready by next week-
end. Other Carla said she liked the trip and wanted more. Amanda 
finally made it to the hut, which we both enjoyed. I’m not going up 
there again for a while. The road’s just too long for an old guy.
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managed to make up for his forgotten boot liners with a variety of 
extra clothing items stuffed into his splitboard boots, and two pairs 
of thick socks.

Meanwhile, Joane, Arran, and I got ready to ski down to the col 
leading up to Diamond Head. Thick clouds were interspersed with 
nicer clearings. Skinning up to Diamond Head we enjoyed views 
of Howe Sound below, but struggled a bit on the icy rime that cov-
ered the summit ridge. We didn’t have much time on the summit, 
but did have a ‘wee dram’ for our pal Neil, whom we credited with 
giving us good snow coverage and a break in the clouds from his 
viewing point, wherever that may be.

I was expecting a pretty icy ski down, but after transitioning at the 
summit we ended up finding an absolutely beautiful stash of excel-
lent powder. First turns of the year baby, and boy were they nice!

Back at the hut, we were surprised to find a huge group who had 
hiked in for Sunday Dim Sum brunch. We gathered our things and 
headed back to the cars after lunch, thankfully, still on skins rather 
than bootpacking. As we headed out we noted the incredible di-
versity of activities we noticed people around us doing; some hik-
ers, some snowshoers, some dim-sum brunchers, one trail runner, 
one skiing party (us) and even someone riding a fatbike through 
the slush! What a mix!

Thus concluded the 2015 Edition of Early Season Turns, anoth-
er successful mission to find snow despite doubts and naysayers. 
Even though right now we are in the middle of a great snowy win-
ter, I’m already looking forward to the anticipation and excitement 
for a repeat next fall!

start hiking up mountain trails completely devoid of any snow. It 
typically involves hopeful comments such as “well, if nothing else, 
hiking with skis and boots on our packs will be good training!” 
This year’s hopeful snow-seekers started out on the trail under 
these familiar circumstances, compounded by the warm air tem-
perature and a steady downpour. 

Sometime shortly before the Day Use Hut at Red Heather, slush 
began to appear on the trail and by the time we stopped for lunch 
by the hut’s wood stove, we were starting to feel optimistic about 
the sanity of our weekend plans, although the rain had still not 
relented.

After lunch, we were off to Elfin Lakes and sure enough, a few hun-
dred meters away our backs were finally relieved of our skis as we 
transitioned into skinning mode, still under the rain, but pretty 
excited nonetheless. The only mishap here was that Bob forgot his 
boot liners at home, so he ended up skinning on his splitboard 
using his leather hikers! A bit uncomfortable, but it got him to the 
hut.

Elfin Lakes is a very popular spot, which is why I tend to prefer to 
go there during the off-season, for example on a very rainy week-
end November after the hiking crowds are gone, and before the 
skiing and snowshoeing hoards arrive. Somehow, there were still 
a full 30 plus people at the hut despite the weather! Most of the 
crowd was hikers in running shoes, and I didn’t envy them one 
bit, hiking up all the way from the parking lot in mostly slush and 
puddles.

We got up bright and early Sunday morning hoping to get to high-
er elevations for some turns. Coverage was pretty decent, and Sat-
urday’s rain compacted everything to make a nice crust and pre-
vent us from punching through to all of the menacing rocks under 
the thin snowpack. After about an hour and a half one the move, 
we reached the Gargoyles-Columnar Saddle, where Fi and Bob 
decided to stay back and ski off of Columnar Peak, as Bob had 
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Crossing the clearcut was a bit of a thing because there was enough 
snow to hide holes but not enough to support us, although it went 
shockingly well considering. Once we got into the forest, things 
got a lot better and I was feeling like we’re totally going to make it 
without anything meriting a trip report happening.

There was a lot of snow falling and it was pretty wet. It made things 
reminiscent of a seasonal greeting card.

Devlin was still plugging along and everything seemed good.

Just before things started to suck.

Shortly after the picture was taken, my binding broke in a some-
what annoying but not so disastrous manner. This plastic thing 
that stops the heel block from spontaneously turning, broke such 
that using the heel riser resulted in the heel block turning to de-
scent mode and locking my heel down. After having several faffs 
with it, I resigned myself to finishing the trip with no risers. Not 
the end of the world but moderately annoying.

A couple hours later Devlin was starting to run out of gas. I point-
ed out that he’d need to pick it up a bit if we were going to get to the 
hut before dark. He made it clear he wouldn’t be able to. Since I’d 
suspected that he might not make it I’d brought the tow line, so we 
took off his skins, locked his heels and I starting trying to tow him. 
This didn’t work at all. I was initially blaming Devlin, suspecting 
that he was intentionally falling over and I tried to emphasize the 
importance of making it possible for me to take him to the hut.

Last year, I’d routinely tow him around. It worked poorly going up 
to the Waddington hut because of all the switchbacks but every-
where else it seemed to work great. Here it felt like I was pulling an 
anvil at the best of times, and, at the worst, he was just fallen over. 
It was pretty frustrating because he was recently an expert at being 
towed, he’s a good skier now and he used to be towable when he 
couldn’t ski worth a damn, so I was beside myself.

My son, Devlin, was all fired up to skin up to Brew on his own 
steam. I’d been looking at the snow forecast thinking that maybe it 
wasn’t meant to be this weekend, but we went anyways because he 
didn’t know any better and I thought I ought to do something to 
make an entertaining trip report.

I started things off right by being way behind in packing, large-
ly because of work, Friday hockey and general disorganization. In 
the morning, Devlin was the epitome of distractedness and eating 
breakfast took an agonizing amount of time.

We didn’t get nearly as close to the trailhead as I was intending 
to. I’d brought the V-bar chains for the truck I borrowed off Scott 
Webster as well as his normal chains such that we could make it 
all the way up. We were foiled by a log blockade where we should 
have turned off from Roe Creek FSR. This added an extra 11.9 km 
of logging road that totally would have been drivable. Devlin did 
a good job skinning up it, though. As usual he was highly cam-
era-resistant:

[Devlin making his camera face]
[Still fighting any urge to smile]

After I showed him how ridiculous he looked on the camera, he 
couldn’t help but laugh.

[After seeing how ridiculous he looked on the first two pictures]

Brew Smackdown 
With Devlin

Jeff Mottershead
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ing it back to the truck without being able to ski down was dumb. 
In retrospect, I probably should have tried to ski down with the 
skins on as that would have been less resistance than having snow-
ball skis but that’s not what we did.

I put the skis on my pack and we started booting it back down the 
skin track. Devlin weighs 23 kilograms, and with his boots, clothes 
and a bunch of water the total package is maybe 27 kilograms. 
On the other hand, my chunky butt is 105 kilograms, plus a pack 
for two and two pairs of skis it is probably over 135 kilograms. 
That factor of five difference between the two of us did actually 
matter as Devlin was mostly walking along the skin track while I 
was often sinking below my waist and sometimes ended up going 
through the snow and between the boulders. There was a lot of 
full-on swimming.

Our boots were doing the same thing the skis were which compli-
cated walking. I’d periodically break the snow off Devlin’s feet to 
make things a little more reasonable.

In order to try to show that things weren’t so bad I told the story of 
the 17.5 hour Brew Hut epic where someone, whose name I’ll re-
frain from disclosing, decided that melting drinking water would 
take too long, filled her water bottle with snow, peed in it to melt 
it and drank the mix. Devlin found this entertaining, showing that 
Schadenfreude is still fun even when you’re getting spanked by life.
When we got down to the logging road, I tried to put Devlin’s skis 
on again, hoping that it’d be warmer or colder or something such 
that skis would slide on snow again.

This was a complete failure. He wouldn’t slide. I tried dragging him 
and he just nose dived. I tried telling him to lean back to keep his 
tips up. He got himself into a ludicrous limbo stance, but he just 
wouldn’t slide.

I popped his skis off and told him that he was walking to the truck. 
With the pack I had and the skis, I just didn’t have the means to 

I told him that we could either bail and go back to the cars, snow 
cave it, or he could just suck it up and skin to the hut but that we’d 
be getting there in the middle of the night. He said he was going to 
skin up which is not what I was expecting. I asked him if he really 
meant that a few times and he said that he did, so I started putting 
his skins on.

When I picked up his skis, I had to scrape a giant pile of snow off 
the bottom of each ski. I thought that it was annoying, but I hadn’t 
yet put it together that the snow stuck to the bottom of the skis was 
both the reason why towing failed and ominous foreshadowing.
We skinned up for a while and it was getting towards twilight. 
Devlin’s skis were shorter than the rock-to-rock spacing and he 
was falling through a fair bit. I asked him again if he was sure that 
he wanted to make it to the hut instead of heading back or digging 
a cave. This time he decided to head back.

I got Devlin set up to go down. He was on top of a little drop off. I 
told him to go down. He said that he couldn’t. I told him that he’d 
dropped off things five times as tall last week and to just suck it up 
and do it. He said it was impossible. What was actually going on 
here was that his skis had fifty pounds of snow stuck to the bot-
tom and just wouldn’t go. I thought he meant that he had forgotten 
how to ski. We had a heated argument for a while and I eventually 
dragged him down. He still wouldn’t go. I put on my skis and I 
wouldn’t go either.

I finally figured out what was happening. The skis were well waxed, 
so that wasn’t the issue. I think the root cause was that the air and 
the skis were well below zero degrees but the snow was still total-
ly wet and was freezing onto the skis on contact. I tried scraping 
them down a bunch of times but the snow froze on again basically 
instantly.

Realistically, the right thing to do would have been to just suck it 
up and skin to the hut as skins seemed to be working. The next 
most reasonable thing would have been snow caving it, and mak-
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The drive down to the highway was interesting. Even with chains 
on all tires and two of the chains V-bars we were still sliding around 
driving at about 10 km/h. We were driving through all kinds of 
vegetation that had leaned over onto the road.

When we got to the Watershed, Devlin tried to order a Shirley Tem-
ple, a hot chocolate, the kids chicken nuggets and a prawn cocktail. 
They’d changed to their winter menu so no prawn cocktail and the 
hot chocolate machine was broken, so he didn’t get the meal of his 
dreams that I’d promised. He didn’t seem to really care, though.

carry him for more than 50 meters at a time. He’d been fairly chip-
per up until now with occasional periods of being upset, but he got 
really despondent and was whimpering. I felt somewhat guilty, but 
at the same time, I think, we were well equipped to at least bail with 
class if we didn’t have good snow.

I told him that I’d take him to the Watershed in Squamish and he 
could eat anything he felt like when we got there. I gave him some 
Chewy bars and did my best to make conversation. The Chewy 
bars I think helped more than anything else and he went back to 
being mainly okay with occasional periods of discontent.

“Dad, what’s the biggest thing someone has ever eaten?”
“All at once, or over time?”
“Over time.”
“I think that Cessna.“
“Are you sure no one ate something bigger?”
“Pretty sure.”
“Did someone eat the outside of the universe?”
“No.”
“How do you know?”
“I just do.”
“A Chewy bar is part of the universe so when someone eats a 
Chewy bar they’re eating the universe.”
Walking down the logging road was a royal pain because the snow 
would build up on our feet and get taller every step until it broke 
which would cause the foot to slide sideways. It happened to me all 
the time and I could see it getting Devlin on about every fifth step.
I asked him if he knew what Type II fun was. He said he didn’t, so 
I told him how Type I was just normal having fun but Type II was 
when it doesn’t seem fun at the time but is fun when you’re telling 
people about it afterwards. I then said “This is really Type II fun, 
isn’t it?”. As soon as it came out of my mouth I was bracing for a 
firm denial that this would ever be construed as fun under any 
circumstances but he surprised me by agreeing.
We were pretty happy to come to the barricade on the road be-
cause it meant the truck was nearby.
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Ring Creek at the new bridge, built farther downstream than the 
old one. They ventured to say that Garibaldi Lake was not frozen, 
confirming our suspicions. 

Side Note: many people consider February 14th nothing more 
than Valentine’s Day (certainly not the middle of spring as the un-
frozen state would suggest), though Valentine’s Day 2015 certainly 
rivalled the warmest of spring temperatures. 

We crossed Ring Creek using the human chain technique to shut-
tle gear across, artfully stepping on a carefully planned sequence of 
rocks to keep our feet dry - almost successfully! We only had two 
instances of wet feet, but a 67 per cent success rate is good, right? 
At least that’s what I keep telling myself… 

This was all after spending hours (note the use of the plural form) 
trying to find a feasible place to cross, and debating the sketchiness 
of the washed out route to the ranger-recommended bridge.

A party of three skiers who had zipped across the creek behind us, 
saving themselves the time of scouting, joined us at our lunch spot 
next to the creek bed at a high bench. One of the guys, after daring 
himself, stripped in all of five seconds and jumped right into the 
frigid water. And lay back to enjoy(?) it. 

The rest of the day was spent climbing, and as sunset drew nearer 
and nearer, and I grew tired-er and tired-er, I transitioned from 
Energizer Bunny Mode into Slog Mode.

Setting up tents that night was fun - one of the tent poles went to-
bogganing down the slope followed by another that was fortunate-
ly tackled before it too was lost. A ski pole and a probe offered the 
most functional solution. But it was one hell of a cold night; one 
that would have been significantly improved had my hut booties 
made it into my pack. But despite being certain I laid them out at 
home, they were nowhere to be found.

Friday night: The plan was to meet at the Timmy’s in Squamish. By 
now, Mike, Taylor, and Tobias are beginning to doubt which one of 
the two caffeine hubs we agreed upon because our car was (very!) 
late. Then, Mike gets a text from me: “We just escaped downtown 
traffic, and are now really on our way.” Keeping in mind this text 
was sent 30 minutes past our theoretical Squamish arrival time. 
The boys were about to get well acquainted with the inside of the 
Timmy’s over the next few hours. 

It took three passes to find the turn-off to Cat Lake in the dark, 
while we annoyed many drivers on the single lane road. Cue a 
white Corolla speeding off in a huff at the first opportunity. There 
we left Taylor’s car and shuttled the other to the Diamond Head 
parking lot to start the plod up to the warming hut at Red Heather.

It had been dark for hours – about eight to be precise. After walk-
ing through increasingly long patches of snow amid the mud, we 
mustered up enough confidence to take the ‘putting on skis’ gam-
ble. Happy with our decision, we rounded the corner to discov-
er…. MORE MUD. A slew of muttered curse words ensued as the 
mud stretched as far as the headlamp could see. Which, much to 
our relief, wasn’t very far at all. 

After a delightful four hours of sleep, we started up from the warm-
ing hut, pausing periodically for delayering breaks and touristy 
photo shoots in front of peaks – of which many more would follow. 

We crossed paths with a couple rangers who advised us to cross 

Sphinx Bay
February 14-16, 2015

Katie Moreland
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Turns out that there was an extra fuel bottle in the car. Sometimes 
faff is good to make sure that all the group gear is accounted for. 

Seeing as a hot breakfast was out of the question now that we had 
two stoves but zero fuel, I opted for a half bagel and an eggsicle 
(aka frozen boiled egg) generously donated by Taylor. 

Since Garibaldi Lake was not frozen, we followed Brohm Ridge 
out to the highway. On one steep section heading up to the ridge 
proper, half our group opted to boot pack and the other to skin up. 
Halfway up the slope, I managed to twist my binding and ended up 
locking in my heel on the uptrack. It was much too steep to do any-
thing about it so I limped my way up the rest of the switchbacks, 
executing some of the scariest kick turns of my life. I was margin-
ally (keyword) comforted by the fact I was wearing a helmet. 

From Brohm Ridge we could see all the way out to Howe Sound 
– the views were astounding and it was such a beautiful bluebird 
day. All weekend we had outstanding weather; I don’t know which 
one of us did the ‘good weather’ dance, but it sure as hell worked.

By this time we were all extremely dehydrated because the lack 
of fuel meant that the only method of melting snow available was 
to cuddle a Nalgene in one’s jacket. I was certainly feeling the ef-
fects of dehydration; I was wilting as the day wore on, but when 
we finally came upon running water it was an instant pick-me-up 
– pure nectar of the gods.

There was snow up to 1,300m elevation, and below that we were 
forced to walk down the logging road. Since we had not been able 
to drive the car farther up the logging road when we were shuttling 
cars because the gate was closed as it was so late, the plan was for 
Taylor to run down and drive the car up while the rest of us got to 
treat blisters and massage feet.

Mike, Andrew, Tobias, and I walked just up the hill to marvel (for 

We roped up for the crevasse field approaching the Sharkfin, 
though we were fairly comfortable with the snow bridges. My rope 
team had some trouble finding the middle of the 30m rope, so I 
ended up trailing ~20m behind Andrew.

We stopped for food, water, and a view at the Sharkfin. After con-
templating the logistics of a 3-2-1 naked pyramid, we settled for 
beacons and ski boots in a classic butt shot with the mountains. 

We got some turns in dropping under Garibaldi, then gained the 
opposite ridge where we decided to camp. Mike and Andrew set 
off to get some beta on conditions for Garibaldi from another par-
ty while the rest of us skinned up to get a run in above our camp. 

Man was it great skiing without an overnight pack.

That night, setting up camp was slick because by now we had fig-
ured out how to improvise a tent pole with mild success. Dinner 
and the subsequent melting of snow however, was not entirely a 
success. We had exhausted our fuel supply. 

Aside: On a previous trip for six people (our group’s size), Cassan-
dra had taken the same amount of fuel, but for a trip twice as long. 
Investigation into stove efficiency pending.

 Tasteful portrait of four gluteus maximi. Photo: Katie Moreland
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the umpteenth time) at the Tantalus Range. There was some con-
crete climbing (Mike), some discussion of paragliding dreams (To-
bias), some feasting on dates (me), and some complaining about 
terrible profs gone by (Andrew). 

Meanwhile, Cassandra was playing queen of multitasking: stuffing 
chocolate covered raisins into her mouth by the handful while jog-
ging down the logging road to the highway. Taylor’s car only had 
seats for five people so she volunteered to be the castaway. 

During this time, Taylor was well on his way to fetch the car, pass-
ing a guy riding a dirt bike in the opposite direction. He must have 
been a little taken aback to see Taylor running bottomless (yes you 
did read that correctly). You see, soaked snow pants don’t make for 
the most comfortable of running attire. 

After playing Tetris with the packs in the back of Taylor’s car and 
lashing the skis to the roof, someone jokingly called for a beacon 
search (we had been notoriously bad at turning off beacons at the 
end of each day). Andrew’s beacon picked up a signal 12m away – 
too far to have been from one tucked away in a pack. While Tobias 
entertained the idea that the car may be distorting the signal, An-
drew followed the beacon. Lo and behold, an abandoned Tracker 
was nestled in the grass, sure to be forgotten. 

Moral of the story: always trust the beacon.

It was a scenic trip right to the end, even the logging road offered 
stunning views. As Taylor put it, the run down would have taken 
him much longer had he brought his camera with him. 

Worn out from the past few days, all I wanted was to dump my stuff 
and climb into bed. I opened my bedroom door, and my beloved 
hut booties were lying on the floor where I had been packing. 
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Preamble: I finished my Master’s degree in the winter and was yet 
to be gainfully employed, when a posting on the VOC message 
board caught my eye. It was an opportunity to go to Pitt Island, 
about a 3 hour boat ride south of Prince Rupert, with the goals of 
finding and determining human use in the alpine and seeing if we 
could find the mountain goats living in the area. Charles Menzies, 
an anthropology professor at UBC, was coordinating the trip. I was 
excited – it sounded like a grand coast-to-alpine bushwhack in a 
place I had never been before.

Trip 1: June 2015

I was travelling from Calgary to Vancouver for commencement, so 
I stayed for an extra couple of days until we flew to Prince Rupert. 
Cora and Monica, two of the other volunteers, flew with me, while 
Charles and his son Jarek drove to bring a van full of supplies and 
a small skiff. The Prince Rupert airport is on a different island than 
the town. When you get off the plane, they load your luggage from 
the plane to a truck, which takes it to the terminal. Inside the ter-
minal, you grab your bags, walk them outside to the same truck 
which has driven around and then load your bags on it again. A 
quick ferry ride and you are dropped off downtown, where you 
take your bags off of the truck again.

The whole group met and we went for fish and chips to discuss the 
plan. We would be picked up the next morning by the Gitxaala 
Fisheries technician, and be taken to Pitt Island, towing the small 
skiff. We then got some groceries and had some time to explore 

Goatfest 2015 
June and July 2015

Alfred Larson

Prince Rupert (and the sun even emerged)!

The next day we got coffee at Cowpuccinos and unloaded our fu-
ture base camp onto the dock — many tupperwares, a generator, 
some plywood, and all of our backpacks — and waited for our ride. 
Soon we were off to Ktaay (Heavenor Inlet), passing the terminals 
south of the town. We stopped to find some seagull eggs on the 
way for the Gitxaala village. These eggs are used in cakes and ap-
parently make them pink, fluffy, and dense. We were left trying to 
understand how they could do all three things at once.

Once at Ktaay Inlet, we ferried all of our belongings to shore. It 
was a nice, sandy beach, where most of the coastline is steep rocks 
and promptly got the skiff beached as the tide went down. This was 
to be our basecamp, an ancient village site. We set up our tents on 
flat pads covered in thick moss, previously house sites. Soon we 
had set up a tarp and some flooring. This camp was ideal – shel-
tered, well drained, and beside a freshwater creek. We even had 
seals watching us, and minks slinking around grabbing dropped 
food. Nothing larger, luckily!

The plan for this trip was to try and find routes to the alpine, with 
additional goals of exploring the general area. Once in the alpine, 
we would look around for signs of human use or mountain goats, 
but that was secondary to accessing the alpine areas. This was 
based off of a vocal narrative that there had been goat hunting in 
the region, but not on specifics or living memories.

On the first morning we got the skiff, pushed off, and ventured up 
the creek behind camp to a lake. We followed the creek bed, then 
went up a steep and bushy slope to a bushy animal trail to a bushy 
swamp to a bushy beach. This was great practice for the remaining 
hiking we would do. The beach was a gorgeous spot for lunch, but 
I think the mosquitoes ate far more than we did. After getting back 
to camp, we took the skiff to investigate the rapids into the lagoon 
and see if we could find the site of an old cabin where a small re-
serve was labeled on the map.
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The lagoon we were trying to get into was tricky, as it had tide-de-
pendent rapids. At high tide, the flow was gently into the lagoon. 
But at low tide, there was a flow out with a 5 metre drop. Timing 
of access was crucial.

The next day, we packed supplies for a few days and went into the 
lagoon. Paired with an early afternoon high tide and unknown 
hike up, we spent the night there.

The morning heading up was a beautiful day and we went up some 
logging slash to vertical bus, to a meadowy area with open gran-
ite slabs popping up. From here, it was a steep coastal bushwhack 
upwards to a ridge. After a rock step, it was a mountain hemlock 
bash to a couple small ponds. After lunch, we continued up the 
remaining 100 metres on open rock slabs to the summit. What a 
lot of topology for 850 vertical metres!

There was an alpine ridge leading north, further into goat habitat. 
We took this, following animal paths and the odd goat print. Soon 
the fast travel ended and we ended up back in the trees. A short 
bit of suffering up the steep side of a mountain (which the group 
had little interest in bagging) and back down the other side and we 
were at a great campsite near a small lake. The weather had started 
to turn from beautiful sun to wind, but we had a quick supper and 

View of the lagoon. Photo: Alfred Larson

went to bed, all quite tired.

The next day was the sort of day that makes you want to sit in your 
tent and pretend that, in fact, you are on a mountain and your tent 
is being hit by an aggressive mist. So this is precisely what everyone 
did. I lost this waiting contest by going to the bathroom and leav-
ing my tent first, which got the others up and moving. 

I was interested in going and bagging another peak. I asked the 
others and thought that we all were excited by the idea, despite 10 
metres of visibility and lots of water “falling” horizontally. We went 
up the peak, following Charles and his GPS. Before long, we were 
at the high point. 

It turns out that I was the only person really interested in getting 
to the summit, and this was actually a false summit, slightly below 
the real peak. Nobody was going to tell me, until I asked why our 
tracks on the map didn’t quite reach the peak.

After descending and packing our tents, we reversed the route 
from the other day. It was still oppressively wet, but got better as 
we went to the pond from the day before. Before long, it was appar-
ent that it was actually just a cloud perched in the area. We spent 
another night there before descending to base camp.

Summit shot! Cora, Monica, Jarek, and Alfred. Photo: Charles Menzies
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We spent the remaining week in the area drying off, doing day-
trips, digging archaeology pits, and doing some fishing. During 
our pre-trip meeting, Charles stated that if we harvested anything, 
we would need to use it. This rule included anything caught while 
fishing. Most of our catches were rock cod, but one time the hook 
came up with a sea cucumber. It got tossed into the fish pile in the 
skiff and Charles again mentioned his rule. I was fascinated, as the 
sea cucumber’s defense mechanism was to expel its innards, effec-
tively cleaning itself for eating. I still had my reservations about 
eating it, but told myself that I would at least try it. The “meat” on 
the sea cucumber is in five radial strips but quite thin. We roasted a 
fish for each of us, with a side of lentils and rice. At some point, the 
sea cucumber was “forgotten” during cooking and discarded after 
supper. I was not terribly disappointed.

The fishing greatly supplemented our food on the trip. Breakfast 
was the tried and true oatmeal, with lunches and snacks consisting 
of trail mix, Clif bars, and Larabars. Dinners were largely com-
posed of lentils, plus some root vegetables that we had brought 
along. We also had fruit, but it disappeared quickly. Most difficult, 
however, was the coffee situation. The instant coffee that we had 
was vile, so we all completely switched over to tea. I started dream-
ing of a good cup of black coffee soon after starting the trip.

Before we knew it, it was time for us to pack up and return to civili-
zation. The previous days, we had tried to decide what would hap-
pen first: coffee, fish and chips, or showers (my preferred order). In 
the end, it turned into shower, coffee, then fish and chips. One day 
and many coffees later, we were back in Vancouver.

Trip 2 – July 2015

After spending a month camping and climbing in Squamish, al-
most entirely with sunny weather, it started to rain and it was time 
to head back north. Another VOCer, Knut, joined us for the trip. 
This time, the goal was to head straight to the alpine and look 
for mountain goats and traces of humans. And instead of being 

dropped off at Heavenor Inlet, we would take a luxury Bayliner 
from one of Charles’ relatives. It had been out of the water for years, 
but was being prepared for our trip. Charles thought the hardest 
part of the trip would be getting us off the boat!

We flew into Prince Rupert and did the ceremonial airport dance 
of unloading and reloading a cube van. We went for lunch, and 
then got the supplies organized for our trip. As we would be carry-
ing everything, portions and packaging was a little more import-
ant than on the last trip. With Knut’s inspiration, we soon had all 
the food we needed and split up amongst everyone. I did some 
last minute gear repair to patch my crampon-kissed gaiters, and 
bought some extra chocolate.

The next morning was not-so-rainy, and after some Cowpucci-
nos, we met the newly serviced Bayliner at the dock. Soon after we 
left, alarms started ringing. Water in the fuel line! We couldn’t fix 
it ourselves, so we returned to the shore and called the mechan-
ic. The adventure to reach Pitt Island today quickly turned into a 
day of sunbathing on the docks of Prince Rupert when the clouds 
cleared. After the mechanic came, we went “out fer a rip” around 
the harbour and nearby channels to test the boat. Again, alarms! 
The mechanic kept working that night, while Knut, Cora, Monica 
and I went exploring the town. The hotel was fully booked by tour 
groups, so we set up camp in Charles’ cozy basement.

The following day was Friday, and we again set off for Pitt Island. 
Thankfully the boat didn’t act up and we were on our way, again 
towing the skiff for lagoon access. 

We arrived at Ktaay Inlet and anchored the Bayliner. To ensure it 
didn’t end up beached, we used two lines to shore and a third to 
an anchor. After some napping and Sudoku-ing while waiting un-
til high tide, we set off on the skiff to the lagoon. The rapids were 
exciting with the fully loaded boat, but we soon made it to the 
trailhead in the early afternoon. We started heading up to “Goat 
Pond” camp, about 800 metres up the ridge. With several days of 
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food and supplies, my pack tipped the scale at “too damn heavy.” 
As a result, I propelled myself into a happy place and soon made 
it to Goat Pond with no uncomfortable memories of suffering. I’m 
not sure the others were so lucky, and we were all relieved to drop 
our packs for the day.

On day two, we explored the immediate area. It had many inter-
secting animal paths, as well as one of the only consistent sources 
of water. We also explored a ridge headed east, which looked like 
it could link a series of peaks. After bagging the peak, we headed 
back for the day.

The next day, we headed over “Goat Bridge,” the ridge connect-
ing some of the peaks. We found many stagnant puddles and hoof 
prints, as well as more and more goat hair here and there. Know-
ing the route made this trudge a bit easier, and the weather was 
good. After a snack of sardines, peanut butter, and wasa crackers, 
we went up to the summit. This is one of the highest points on Pitt 
Island and had expansive views to the inside passage and Banks 
Island. As a result, it had a radio repeater tower on top. We scoped 
out possible locations for future hikes, then went to set up camp, 
not far from where we were rained out the previous trip. With time 
still in the day, we went towards another peak, finding more and 
more goat poop. A tuft of hair here and there turned into giant 
wads, and dirt baths. We went up to the summit (just up from last 
trips false summit) and then we saw it! A goat! Then more of them! 
We crept closer, trying not to startle these creatures that had prob-
ably not seen a human in several generations. Our group was ex-
cited and made grand plans to explore a long alpine ridge for the 
following day.

The next morning, the sun came down with an intensity never 
seen on the North Coast. We went back up the peak from the pre-
vious day, seeing the goats back near the peak. We dropped down 
a gorgeous ridge with steep cliffs on each side, then into an al-
pine meadow. This also was the only place we saw a black bear 
the whole trip! He seemed intrigued by this group of two legged 

creatures, but soon ran off. We scrambled up a small prominent bit 
of rock,and then turned around. The sun was taking its toll on us, 
so we stopped at a lake on the return journey for some swimming. 
Most of us had a mild sunburn, but poor Jarek had one of the worst 
burns I have ever seen. On the other hand, the blackflies in the area 
loved me the most and the back of my arms had dozens of bites. 

The following day had some feeling of déjà vu. The aggressive mist 

had returned, and we all hid in our tents for half of the day, occa-
sionally yelling between tents. We eventually got up, not because 
the weather had gotten better, but just to move back to Goat Pond 
camp. Again the weather got better as we got to Goat Pond, where 
we spent another night, drying our gear out, and eating.

The following day was a mission straight down the mountain to 
the lagoon. We got there, but didn’t know exactly when to expect 
high tide, as the lagoon barely changed water level. We sat around 
and drank tea and made a few reconnaissance trips to the rapids. 
After some waiting, we made a fairly spicy descent down the rapids 
to the Bayliner, anchored just where we left her. 

The lines to shore had collected algae over the six days away, but we 
soon were on our way. Then just out of Ktaay Inlet the fuel alarms 

Alpine swimming. Photo: Knut Kitching
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came on again! One of the twin engines refused to work. With the 
reduced power, we couldn’t tow the skiff and instead took turns 
riding in it. The ride was very moody, with dramatic cloud and fog 
on calm seas. The ride got a bit rougher as we approached Rupert 
and by the time we got to the dock, we were happy to be back on 
land. We had arrived a day early, and again had a slumber party in 
Charles’ basement, with warm showers and a pizza supper.

The following days were spent exploring Prince Rupert, cleaning 
up, and drinking Cowpuccino’s. The two trips had been very suc-
cessful, with several routes to the alpine identified, one confirmed, 
and a great deal of exploration in the alpine areas. We even saw the 
elusive goats and had two great adventures, for a total of almost a 
month on the North Coast.

As the saying goes, Yosemite is the Cochamo of North Ameri-
ca. Cochamo is unequivocally the most spectacular place for pure 
rock climbing that I have come across. Big walls, trad gear, and 
balls of steel. During my six week stint, I hauled my ass up many 
classic routes, met the most colourful of characters, chilled plenty, 
and perfected disaster style. But something was missing. One of 
my passions had not yet found its way into the valley, and I would 
be the one to bring it there – canyoning.

With waterfalls and granite aplenty, there must have been many ex-
citing options, but several scouting missions didn’t reveal anything 
of worth. At last, we found the perfect combination: a six pitch 
climb leading into a deep cleft, with perhaps four rappels in flow 
into a lake for a swim back to the start. A multi-sport combination 
I’d been dreaming of! But, due to unfortunate circumstance, it got 
abandoned just as we intended to send it.

I was furious and alone but would not be defeated. I decided to 
take a chance and explore the Trinidad creek from its source at 
the aforementioned lake, all the way down to the Cochamo river, 
La Junta, and base camp. With 700 metres of elevation to drop, it 
would be quite the challenge. On top of that, all of my overnight 
gear and climbing kit was with me. Perhaps being stubborn and 
stupid makes for a dangerous combination.

So in I went, right from the bivy boulder. I marveled at the gor-
geous clear waters and stunning scenery of 1000 metre cliffs. A 
couple of low jumps led me to a couple of short rappels, where I 

Canyoning In Climbing Paradise
July 23, 2015

Artem Bylinskii
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first started to realize that I was in for more than I bargained. My 
pack was too heavy. When free-hanging, my abs could hardly sup-
port all that dead weight on my back. The lower I went, the more 
horizontal I became. My pack hit the ground first.

Oh well, minor obstacle right? Some down-scrambles and slides 
later, I was proven wrong. I was working my way down a slab in a 
crouched position, controlled sliding. But suddenly, the moss end-
ed and clean granite started. My foot stopped, I didn’t. With all the 
extra weight adding to my momentum, I toppled over and felt as if 
something snapped below my knee.

Shit met the fan. I’d always considered canyoning to be a benign 
activity, to the point where I was comfortable doing it solo. Well 
here that was being put to the test. I kept my leg submerged in the 
cold water to numb the pain for about half an hour, and took some 
painkillers, but it was evident that it could not bear weight it what-
soever, though it didn’t appear that anything was broken. I would 
have to sound the retreat and escape the creek as the previously 
useless hiking stick now became indispensable.

The trail closely paralleled the creek most of the way, but even a 
hundred meters of that jungle would take forever to cross. But 
faced with the decision to bushwhack or negotiate slippery boul-
ders I chose the former and bit the vegetation. By some stroke of 
luck, the relative security of the trail was but a dozen metres away. 
A short distance downhill, the trail merged briefly with the creek. I 
would leave my kit here and only proceed with the necessities. Ei-
ther I’d get better in a few days and come back to finish the descent, 
or I’d have to bribe someone to go get it for me. In either case, it 
slowed progress, and I could not carry it.

The rest of the day turned to a painful hobble down the trail, while 
the next few were spent medicating with Advil, beer, and ice. That 
interrupted only by a bridge demolition project that my crew 
would be rewarded for with a pizza dinner at the hut. Still with 
some lingering pain, but no longer walking with a cane, I got the 

jump back in my step. I would go back.

I was determined that with an early start, and a sprint up the trail, 
I was sure to make it back in time for 7:30 pm pizza. And it was go-
ing smoothly; rap after rap I managed to make off of a retrievable 
anchor, and without placing a single bolt. I was efficient, and losing 
elevation quickly. But when things go wrong, they all go wrong at 
once – I got my ropes stuck four times in two rappels.

It started with a short stepped rappel off a jammed log. I figured 
simply throwing my short rope around it would do, but it ended up 
in a pinch and would not pull. I self-belayed up the rope, but each 
step had a deep pool and a constriction above it with all the flow. 

Through a contorted battle, I made it back to the wood and rapped 
again off some tat to the next jammed log. The next rappel would 
require my 60 metre rope with my 30 mtre to pull the retrievable.
I coiled my ropes, tossed them, and started down. Half-way down, 
my anchor rope landed in a shattered log inside the whitewater. 
Tugging and pleading did nothing to free the end. I had to sub-
merge my upper body and head, still on rappel, to finagle it out. I 
was ever so close to abandoning it. Near the bottom of the rappel, 
the exact same thing happened to my rappel line! Bollocks. A re-
peat ensued, with increased frustrated yelling. I’d now considered 

View from the canyon: Photo: Artem Bylinskii
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cutting the line, pulling what’s left, and down-scrambling. But in 
another breathless desperation effort I managed to free it.

With relief, I pulled the rappel line, and began tugging at my an-
chor line. It would not budge. You have got to be fucking kidding 
me! It would not pull, and treading water, I could not give it the 
flicks or the fucks it deserved. Done with it. That whole sequence 
took the better part of two hours. And to make sure I was having 
fun, there was no natural anchor for the next rappel, nor any solid 
ground to stand on while placing a bolt.

This resulted in one of my sketchier climbs out of a canyon. Ten 
metres up soaked moss on top of a slick slab is unnerving to say the 
least. At least I had a deep pool of water to slide back into. Reach-
ing the safety of the veggie belay, I realized it was past 17:00 with 
at least a third of the canyon to go. Scouting downstream, there 
appeared to be more committing rappels. I would once again have 
to make my escape.

I quickly bushwhacked back up to rappel and retrieve my retriev-
able, and jogged back out. To make matters worse, the trail was on 
the opposite side of the canyon. I thus sought a reasonable spot 
to climb up the other side, and rapped back into the canyon. The 
scramble went, but ran me into the jungle. This time, less hurt and 
motivated by free dinner, I put my head down and bull rushed 
through the brush.

Unbelievably, the trail again was only a few dozen meters away. 
Busting out onto the trail, looking like a member of the special 
forces, I scared shitless some Chilean chuffers casually promenad-
ing. All neoprene clad and with battle cries of “PIZZA!” I sprinted 
down the trail to burst into the hut just as the warm deliciousness 
was set upon the table.

My project was not complete. Needless to say, I would make my 
return in a couple of days to continue from where I left off. I 
re-entered the canyon and then made a stellar 30-plus metre rope 

stretcher off a chockstone. At this point the canyon really opened 
up into a creek again. The many nuisanced rappels, and multi-rap 
slabs have mostly blended together in my memory as the exciting 
part was now behind me. But as I boulder hopped my way into the 
Cochamo river, an immense sense of accomplishment and com-
pletion came over me.

I had persevered through all the obstructions vying to derail me. 
I’d spent at least 15 hours over three days to make 25 rappels and 
establish this route. I opened a canyon in climber’s paradise, offer-
ing respite and a different serving of adventure. Likewise opening 
the eyes of canyoneers to establish more first descents in this won-
derful corner of the world. I will certainly be back, though I don’t 
think that I will be canyoning solo again.
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I went on this trip alone so this made all of the organization rou-
tines a bit easier than what usually happens in group tours. Al-
though this was my first journey in Canada, and in North Ameri-
ca, so things were a bit unpredictable.

I was almost late for the bus because I had to wait in line with ev-
eryone else who didn’t have a ticket for the bus, and I had to buy a 
box for the bike. Since only three minutes were left until the depar-
ture, I had to carelessly throw my bike in the box with unremoved 
pedals and rear rack (usually packing the bike into the box takes at 
least 20 minutes).

After an eight hour long trip east I got out of the bus with my poor 
bike at Castlegar, where I spent the rest of the day and night in the 
local campground. The price for one night on campground was 
$10 per night which was pretty cheap in comparison to the other 
camping I was staying at in Nelson.

I didn’t spend much time in Castlegar on my first day since I 
knew that I will return back to it on my last day. Although while 
on the trip to Kootenay I always felt that I left something inter-
esting behind and wished to get to Castlegar soon. I heard about 
this town from many locals throughout the trip, especially when 
we were talking about the Russian community in Kootenay. A big 
Russian community, called Doukhobor, is thriving in Castlegar 
to these days keeping a unique blend of weird old-fashion Rus-
so-Ukrainian and Northern American cultures. But we will leave 
this lovely town and people for later when I eventually come back 

Bike Touring in Kootenay
April 28 – May 9, 2015

Ilia Capralov

to it after ten day journey.

I was very lucky with weather and snow conditions on high-ele-
vation road passes. From the first day of cycling until the very last 
day of trip, the sky was always blue and it was warm enough to ride 
in a T-shirt. The spring air was cooling down to about 10-13ºC 
during the nights which made me dress very warm before going 
to bed.

Probably the main factor that made me decide to go to Kootenay 
was the developed system of cycling roads, which are a heritage 
of the rich history of Kootenay. 100 or so years ago, Kootenay 
was a very developed economic region. Mines, mills, jam facto-
ries, orchards were sustained by a developed railroad system that 
in our century became antiquated as automobiles took over the 
land. Now, instead of old railway roads, we have long cycling paths 
with unique surface quality, elevation gain gradient and opening 
landscapes along the way. All these things are truly different from 
other types of roads because railways had unique architecture in 
comparison to other roads.

My first 70 kilometre-long day from Castlegar to Caterina Lake 
ran entirely along an old railway. The mild, almost imperceptible 
but infinitely long climb sucked all of the first-day freshness out of 
me and I started to feel the real struggle of the bike trip.

On the summit I encountered the first snow on the trip which was 
a harbinger of further challenges which were awaiting  me. Further 
along the way the elevation was much higher and the snow depth 
would cause some serious problems. But this time I was easily 
passing through rare batches of shallow snow.
w
The nice thing about cycling in Kootenay is that you encounter 
posters with historical or ecological remark about the place you are 
travelling through. Is it true about all of Canada? These remarks 
are surprisingly interesting in contrast with similar posters along 
the traveller’s way in Europe. They add more dimensions to the 
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landscapes you see, animals you encounter, mountains you climb 
and people you meet. All the historical or ecological information 
that you read or will read in this report was taken from these post-
ers and sometimes confirmed by locals.

One of these posters on this old railway told me a story of ups and 
downs of Russian community in Canada that came in in 20th cen-
tury, about their leader Peter Verigin ‘The Lordly’ and about his 
mysterious death due to a bomb explosion on this railway.

I stopped for the night in a tent leaving Christina Lake a bit ahead 
of me. Before me, the place was occupied by a railway station and a 
small village that served as an overnight place for miners.

On the next day I reached a town near Christina Lake where I 
needed to ask about the accessibility of high elevation passes on 
Old Cascade Highway. The hospitable owner of the outdoor shop 
made his prediction that that the pass should be fine at this time of 
the year, especially with so little snow in the previous winter. I was 
the first person to check whether this prediction was true because 
the Old Cascade Highway is not used in winter season. Despite the 
encouraging prediction I ran into snow 1 kilometre before reach-
ing the pass, but I decided to push through it anyway.

Between Canada and Thailand. Photo: Ilia Capralov

Since I was delayed by the snow, which I had to walk through, 
I was a bit behind the schedule, so I had to stop in a very small, 
nameless farm between two passes on Cascade Highway.

In the next few days I was riding along the US border, passed a 
chain of lovely towns named Rossland, Warfield, and Trail.

Then I went deeper into the forests on the shore of Pend Oreille 
River and turned North on Nelway border crossing. This was the 
first time I had to use a high traffic highway, which I always try to 
avoid.

This highway took me to Nelson where I planned to camp for 
the night. Nelson is very nice and cozy town. It’s colourfulness 
of streets, old architecture, cozy cafés and relaxed ski instructors 
trapped in the off-season makes its unique charm. The attributes of 
civilized life, like the music concert in the café, real meat for dinner 
and a hot shower, were very refreshing and helped me to cover the 
75 kilometres route to Slocan Town on the next day.

The Slocan valley was by far the most beautiful place in my trip. 
Starting from Crescent Valley, where the old railway turns north 
to the valley, the nature changes dramatically. The Slocan Riv-
er that flows in the bottom of the valley creates a unique habitat 
for blooming marsh plants that I don’t even know names of — I 
should have taken that vascular plant course last term. The trail is 
well maintained, very flat and has almost no elevation gain. I had 
a feeling that I was going downhill at all the time up until the lake.
This road wasn’t much different from the railway trail that goes 
from Castlegar – it also had interesting ecological and historical 
posters. One of them was talking about the unfortunate fate of 
thousands of poor Japanese in 1940’s who were deported to these 
places because of the fear that they would be helping the Japanese 
in the Second World War by conducting a guerrilla war against the 
Canadian state. 

Fortunately, nowadays this wonderful place is a campground with 
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the best restaurant I have ever eaten in.

It was only 10 kilometres left to Slocan Lake, so I got there in the 
morning of the next day. Slocan town used to be a major city in 
Kootenay. Silver mines, which were driving the life in the city, pro-
vided workplaces for thousands of people. When the mines were 
exhausted the city turned into a small, almost a ghost town. I didn’t 
see much people there but those who I met were either old miners 
who worked their entire life in Slocan, or people who came here 
to spend their old age here after the restless city life in Vancouver 
and other major Canadian cities. One of them was Joe, who is now 
a kayak instructor. He told me a lot about his life: how he was liv-
ing on Wreck Beach in a self-made hut for a few semesters while 
studying in UBC; about his job as a biology statist and about his 
fatal disease which should have taken his life 10 years ago but he 
sarcastically notes that he is still alive. Surprisingly to me, he thinks 
of his disease as an advantage rather than a weakness. He was tell-
ing me: “I am the happiest and the most independent person in the 
world now, I can die in any moment which makes me appreciate 
every day I live, I can also do whatever I want now”. Good luck Joe!

I spent four days at Slocan Lake, three of which I was travelling by 
kayak and one day hiking. I spent all three nights on Evan’s beach, 
which is just about 7 kilometres away from Slocan Town. The 
campground is well equipped: there are at least 11 spots for tents, 
one shelter with a shelf-like bed, a toilet, a few fireplaces, and food 
cases, but no door. I was the only guest on the campsite not count-
ing the two guys who met me there when I just arrived on the first 
day. They left a few hours after I arrived, so I felt a bit lonely there.
In three days I have explored the Western side of the lake up until 
New Denver, but I didn’t risk to cross the lake to get to the other 
side because it was my first time I was swimming from a kayak 
(unfortunately Eastern Europe doesn’t have a strong aquatic back-
ground) and the water was as cold as liquid nitrogen. My chances 
to survive after falling out of kayak would decrease if I swam far 
out from the shore, although there were a lot of interesting attrac-
tions on my side of the lake.

Initially I was planning to go up to the Wee Sandy Creek which is 
opposite of New Denver. There is a lodge about 14 kilometres up-
stream Wee Sandy Creek where I wanted to go for a two day hike, 
but Joe stopped me from doing this because on time of my trip it 
was not maintained and chances to get to the lodge were very low. 
Instead I decided to stop at Evans beach from where I could go on 
a hike to Cahill Lake, which is on elevation of about 1,260 metres. 
Slocan Lake was the last check in my ‘athletic’ checklist. After pad-
dling part of my journey I spent one and a half day completing the 
Kootenay Loop returning back to Castlegar.

As I approached Castlegar I saw more Russian town and street 
names and felt the spirit of the Doukhobor culture. When I finally 
got to Castlegar I left my luggage in the campground and went to 
look at the town.

One of the most impressive events in Castlegar was meeting with 
a Russian speaking woman, who I met in the Russian museum 
which was pretty boring. Her name was Kate — Katya in Russian. 
I couldn’t distinguish her from the other visitors of the museum, 
but her accent revealed her. The main reason why I wanted to 
meet a Russian in the Kootenays was because I wanted to listen 
to how they speak Russian. I was delighted, when I finally heard 
it! Her speech was full of ancient Russian and Ukrainian vocab-
ulary which I only knew from the odes of 18th century and my 
Ukrainian grandmother. There was not even a trace of an English 
accent, what I heard was ancient generations’ voice which travelled 
through time, crossed the atlantics, and bounced out of Canadian 
culture right into my ears only in 21st century.

We were talking for a good hour. In this conversation I learned that 
the Doukhobor community keeps contacts with their Doukhobor 
brothers in Russia and Ukraine. Most of Doukhobors which live 
in the Kootenays remember Russian and they even have their own 
journal called Iskra (or Spark in English), although when Kate was 
reading it out aloud, it was obvious that she needed more practice 
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reading in Russian.

Afterwards, to be honest, I never expected to find a part of North 
America so historically diverse and interesting, maybe due to some 
European misconceptions. I was pleasantly surprised by the Koo-
tenays in terms of its unique culture and history as well as beautiful 
and peaceful nature and trails. I will certainly return back to Koo-
tenay but next time with skis. 

Kayaking in Oregon is amazing, a wonderful wonderland of 
amazing creeks and rivers. Early on a mid-fall morning, a Canadi-
an invasion of Portland took place. Five Canadians took the long 
drive from Vancouver and Vancouver Island to the floor of Alex 
D.’s house.

In the morning, after Alex came home from his shift, we headed 
out to Canyon Creek. More specifically, the Canyon Creek of the 
Lewis River in Southern Washington is not to be confused with 
any of the other Canyon Creeks in the area. This one involves a 
bunch of awesome ledge drops, and then a series of waterfalls, the 
first being Big Kahuna, 6.7 metres, and then Champagne and then 
Hammering Spot which are both 3.7 metres.

My first waterfalls I ran were on my last trip, and I was excited to 
run a few more! It was a bit of a shock, running the hardest river on 
the first day, but none of us wanted to miss this opportunity since 
it was at the perfect level. We met up with two of Alex’s friends, 
both good paddlers. Thankfully, the river has a nice warm-up, a 
few little drops that get bigger and bigger.

The first complicated drop is called Swizzlesticks, a weird, narrow, 
twisty drop in which the river narrows down to about 1.5 metres 
wide. After getting some beta, I headed into the unknown, and 
dropped into a huge wave. The nose of the boat pointing towards 
the sky, I fought to get things back under control but suddenly 
there was a rock wall! Over backwards I went: roll up, continue.
There were a few more beautiful ledge drops with nice lines and 

The Phenomenal Playground
November 2016

Caitlin Schneider, The Voice of Reason, who loses all sense of rea-

son when it comes to kayaking
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fun moves. And then came Big Kahuna! I had heard about it from 
numerous people, that there was a flake to slide down that allowed 
you to get a kick out into free space avoiding all the difficulties of 
running a waterfall. The others got out to scout the fall from the 
top, but I decided that you only get a chance to run a waterfall 
blind once, so what the hell. Getting some last minute instructions 
from Alex, I watched where he disappeared over the edge.

I paddled up to the edge and then weeeeeeeee!!! Over the edge, off 
the flake and into the water again. Whew, that was fun. Looking 
back, it looked pretty impressive, and man it was fun to fly off the 
edge, and into the total unknown. Everyone else came over the 
edge with minimal havoc. Jess managed to disappear under a rock 
cropping for a few seconds, and Sarah had a closer encounter with 
the rock wall than desired.

Next up, Champagne! Another horizon line with a little glimpse of 
the pool below. At least you could see the pool. The line involves a 
hard right stroke to propel you out into free space. Weeeee! A nice 
landing again. The next drop is called Hammer Spot, another hori-
zon line, another right stroke, this one I missed. I was a bit too far 
left and bam, straight into the Hammer Spot. As I swished around 
in an aerated washing machine, I felt my helmet started to leave 
my head — don’t leave me! A bit freaked out, I decided that getting 
my head above the water was most important, so for the first time 
in about three years, I pulled my skirt and swam out of my boat. 
Thankfully, everything that comes out of the Hammering Spot gets 
flushed into a nice little eddy. My boat, helmet and cap all washed 
up there, but my goggles were gone. Oh well. I got back into my 
boat and down the river again. The last drop on the river is a bit 
gnarly, an unpleasant drop with horrible consequences. A few of us 
decided to walk around, though we put back in at a horrible spot.
Finally, we made it into the reservoir and a bit of flat water until 
the takeout. A wonderful day of amazing whitewater, followed by 
a lovely dinner in the pub.

The next day the water was a bit low, but we headed to Opal (on 

the Little North Santiam). Opal is one of the most beautiful and 
fun runs I’ve ever done. It’s hidden in a valley and the water is clear 
and green. The river was pretty low, but still fun. Most of us walked 
the biggest two drops, Big Ugly and Big Fluffy. Normally you can 
run Big Ugly, but at the low water, the only line open was along 
the far left wall, where Alex had broken his rib last week. One of 
the girls ran the line, coming out alright, but not super gracefully. 
Then Clay ran it, but half way down, while scraping along the wall, 
he stopped dead. The water was pushing him against a notch in 
the wall, pouring over him. We all jumped forward, throw bags in 
hand. But as we stepped up, Clay washed out safely. Phew, that was 
uncomfortably close. They both also ran Big Fluffy, this time with-
out too much fuss. Big Fluffy is fun to walk anyway, because the 
method of getting back into the river is a 3.7 metre drop! Weeeeee!

On the last drop though, I made a bad choice of line. I tried to hit 
a line that would have been fun (though not the most glamorous), 
but I guess I was looking too far ahead, and got flipped by a cross 
wave. This sent me over the last almost dry, rocky ledge upside 
down, squishing my face between the boat and the rocks. Not a 
pleasant feeling. I finally fell into the swirling pool at the bottom. 
I felt like shit. I gave a half-hearted attempt at a roll, mostly to say 
that I did, but my paddle was all wonky and I wasn’t sure what the 
state of my face was, so for the second time in two days I pulled on 
my skirt and bailed out of my boat.

I swam to the shore and did a quick check to make sure all the 
parts of my face were still where they were supposed to be. Check, 
now where did my boat go? Oh good, my friends collected it all. 
I collected myself and paddled over to the take out. I got out of 
my boat and realized that I could walk back to the top of the drop 
and get a second try. Hoping to redeem myself, I dragged myself 
and my boat back to the top and went for round two. Not super 
smooth, as I ended up getting turned around and almost went over 
the drop sideways. But, I turned myself forward at the last moment 
and went over smoothly.
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Whew, redeemed, mostly. Back to the pub! And then over to a 
friend’s house where everyone piled into a hot tub and I fell asleep 
in a hammock chair with a cat on my lap.

Friday — the West Fork of the Hood. More awesome boulder gar-
dens and bigger water. It felt a bit more like home, complete with 
marionberry milkshakes on the way home.

Saturday —back to Opal! This time at perfect water level, which 
meant that all of Portland was going on the run as well. But, chaos 
was minimal as we spread out into small groups. This time, I hit 
every line perfectly: totally redeemed, beautiful run. 

Sunday was the last day in kayaking heaven. The river of the day 
was the East Fork of the Lewis. I had run this one before but at low 
water. This time, water levels were perfect and the river crew was 
awesome. We were able to start at a higher put-in which allowed 
us a bit of a nicer warm-up. There are also two awesome waterfalls, 
Sunset and Horseshoe. Nice waterfalls. An awesome run to finish 
five amazing days of paddling.

Now — to start planning the next trip.

Here I was, completely disturbed by the sound of my alarm clock 
while it was still pitch black outside. I don’t know how I did it, but 
somehow I was able to get my stuff together and ride my hot ride 
(1990 Miele, friction shifter, many, many problems) to our meet-
ing point, the VAG, sometimes also known as the Vancouver Art 
Gallery. To tell the truth, I was everything but physically prepared 
for this trip. I panicked after I had barely made ‘Google time’ to our 
meeting point. I called Kevin Pierce after crossing Burrard Bridge 
and with a defeated sigh I said, “I can’t do it! I barely made Google 
time!” On the other line of the phone… silence… and then… “Just 
do it, come. You committed! You have to.” It was actually this mo-
ment, which defined my whole mindset throughout the day. I was 
going to get through this, go into it and enjoy the ‘free fall’ feel of 
the adventure.

Once I met Nick Hindley and Kevin, we had just gotten notice of 
the first flat tire of the trip, Jeff Taylor’s fancy ride had decided it 
had definitely not agreed to going on this trip.

The prodigious Jeff caught up to us few minutes after arrival to 
Horseshoe Bay after a hilly route on Marine Drive. I, on the other 
side, was hoping my body would make it alive to the end of the 
trip.

We met up with Omar Sul when waiting to board the ferry while 
sipping on some Blenz coffee; a true wild, outdoors experience.
I hereby name Omar, the king of customizing bikes for touring; 
panniers made out of plastic recycling bins covered with alumi-

Cycling to Hornby Island
August 14 -17, 2015

Jessica Mellage 
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num foil as insulators, tightly covered with cut out plastic bags pre-
viously used as chess mats for kids. Within these exotic-looking 
things rested four days worth of meals, clothing, extra layers for 
weather change, a hammock, a stove and pots.

I was so looking forward to two hours of sleep on the ferry ride, 
but somehow Kevin’s deep analysis of vicuñas (South American 
camelids living in the high alpine areas of the Andes) was much 
more interesting. Did you know that male vicuñas have a harem 
of lady vicuñas that follow them around? When frightened, the 
females all run away and the male stays to make a high-pitched 
alarm sound and to spit on the attacker.

Enough said about animals. We each decided to act as one by put-
ting ourselves through 100 kilometre of bike riding under the bare 
sun.

Of course some prep and checking of bikes had to be done. So we 
got through that sort of ‘faffing’ mostly with the help of Jeff who 
had all the tools for it.

The real journey started with Kevin, Nick, Omar, Jeff, and myself. 
Daniel Joseph had said he might join us later, leaving Vancouver in 
the afternoon after his class.

After five flat tire incidents from Jeff ’s bike, some swimming in the 
sea, Omar’s yoga stretching breaks, and of course Tim Horton’s, we 
made it to Buckley Bay. We were seconds away from missing the 
ferry to Denman Island, but we managed to buy food and drinks 
for dinner and still make it! Those pretzel hot dog buns were com-
pletely worth it though.

Getting through Denman Island was torture! I was going at a dead 
man’s pace. My legs were failing on me. We had travelled a total of 
120 km and I was no longer up for dealing with the complications 
of my old friction shifter or the soreness of my legs. Luckily, Kevin 
had planned for the scenic route around rather than the shorter 

and torturous route up the centre mountain on the island. To him 
my legs say… thank you.

We finally did arrive to the next ferry terminal to Hornby Island; 
Jeff of course was the last one due to a flat tire…again. I couldn’t 
think of anything else but the full and filling, bubbly, soothing feel-
ing of a cold beer running down my throat. I don’t even know how 
but I drank three full beers as if they were water on a hot day. Feel-
ing warm and reenergized I remember crossing to Hornby Island 
in complete bliss. I had made it…I survived! I was also ahead of 
everyone…crazy what a couple of drinks can do! Oh wait…no… 
Jeff had to fix another flat tire!

Little Tribune was our destination. Behold … civilization. Curi-
ous town people kindly wondered where these odd, dirty looking 
bunch of bikers were headed to in their land. And without a ques-
tion directed us to the campsite. But what is a VOC trip without a 
bit of rebellness? Naturally, we discreetly made our way to Tribune 
Bay Provincial Park where camping is not necessarily allowed. We 
went on into the depths of the woods to find the most secluded 
camping site, completely surrounded by lush, old trees and thorny 
bushes (we’ll have a reminder of these on our legs for a long time). 
So we settled our things and went out to the beach to cook our 
dinner on some wooden tables.

The Hornby Island Crew. Photo: Jessica Mellage
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While our bellies were getting full of pretzel-bun hotdogs and 
beer, we saw a light in the distance flashing. For a moment we 
were scared it might be a police officer, our guess was close enough 
though. It was Dan, the master Jedi of bike riding of the group, 
after finishing his journey from Vancouver to Buckley Bay in half 
the time we did. ‘Tis sad to say.

Good thing he brought wine, or else his presence would have been 
an insult to our physical abilities.

About an hour later we saw another light flashing in the distance. 
I panicked as the guys said, “Just be calm, our story is that we are 
staying at the camping site across the forest, we’re not breaking any 
rules.”

The light got closer and closer until it got to our faces and through 
our table full of beer and wine and food. With an intimidating, 
deep voice the policeman said, “Grab your shit and leave now!”

“Yep!!” My thoughts: Darn it… why hadn’t I told my parents I was 
going on this trip beforehand so they could come and bail me out 
of jail.

Like scolded puppies, we walked out the trail towards the legal 
camping site. We waited and waited until it felt safe to go back to 
our nitch.

The next morning it was time to forget about outdoors life skills and 
experience the comfort of the great Hornby island civilization… 
The Co-op had everything you could ever need: Coffee! Donuts! 
WIFI! After breakfast, we decided that we wanted to check out the 
free store. Where everything is free! On the way was a local farm-
er’s market going on within the forest. The market was interesting, 
full of island hippies selling cool crafts and locally-grown produce. 
From there we went on to the free store which was located at the 
top of a hill. I guess the work of making you go up the hill is a way 
to make you pay for the ‘free’ stuff. We found candy! Nick found 

the perfect skiing boots…for free. This was a painful experience as 
he had to choose between having to deal with the burden of riding 
with the boots’ weight or save his body this discomfort.
After indulging in some free store action, Jeff, Kevin, Omar and 
I decided to head to the beach while we waited for Dan and Nick 
to do some shenanigans. But they never came. Instead we found a 
letter on our bikes when we headed back.

We met up at the beach on Tribune Bay Provincial Park on which 
we played a game of ‘Frisbee Wine:’ throwing a Frisbee and a bag of 
wine interchangeably while standing in the water. We then chilled 
by the sunset, playing around with wood logs, weird yoga poses 
and Omar’s hammock.

On the beach, we cooked ourselves some dinner. Needless to say 
swimming was involved, a mixture of languages were spoken, and 
tales were shared.

Jeff and I decided to stay on schedule and return to Vancouver the 
next day. Our Sunday consisted of a journey of hitchhiking, me 
getting convinced that robots will take over the world by Jeff, and 
more biking.

The rest of the guys were consumed by the island life and were 
never seen again.
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No one’s going to like me after this,” I bemoaned as Michael, 
Taylor, and I trekked our way up the longest hill section of 

the run. “No one is going to want to come over afterwards because 
everyone is going to resent my sadistic route planning!”

Growing up in North Vancouver, hills are pretty much just a part 
of day-to-day life. I don’t think that I have ever gone on a truly flat 
run in my entire life. The route I planned for the Harvest Hustle 
was no different. 20 kilometres, 933 metres of elevation gain, and 
all of the roots, rocks, and mud you can imagine. In other words, 
a blissful combination of fun and pure hell. To sweeten the deal, I 
promised a potluck feast at my house after the run, then posted the 
event on the VOC calendar, wondering if anyone would be crazy 
enough to join me.

We met at Old Buck parking lot at 2 pm. I hid in Gabe’s minivan 
and we watched as the sky opened up. It was as if every drop of rain 
that did not fall this summer had been waiting for this particular 
moment to make a cheeky descent back down to ground level. Re-
markably, all of the runners showed up, and after a little faffing, we 
were on our way. 

We started off on a hill, of course. We quickly split off into two 
groups: the “let’s try to run up all of the hills” group composed of 
Michael, Taylor, and myself, and the far more rational “let’s pow-
er-hike up the hills so that we don’t die” squad led by my ultra-run-
ner mom.

Adventure of the Drowned Turkeys
October 10, 2015

Hannah Jensen

Our first loop took us through a maze of mountain bike trails and 
up Seymour Grind, a particularly treacherous section of the Baden 
Powell trail. The rain had let up, and between conversations we 
quietly took in the low misty clouds and mossy forest. Still feel-
ing strong, we took on the second, much longer loop. We followed 
the Baden Powell down to the Seymour River, and then began a 
windy, endless ascent that peaked at the Vancouver Lookout Park-
ing Lot on Mount Seymour. Our legs were burning and we were all 
(internally) questioning my sanity, but somehow we managed to 
run the last four kilometres back to the car without any permanent 
damage. High fives were exchanged at the parking lot, and then we 
headed to my house to wait for the second group.

Our efforts were well rewarded by the unintentionally vegetarian, 
but delicious, feast that followed. Runners enjoyed between one 
and three platefuls of salad, broccoli casserole, lasagna, mashed 
potatoes, quinoa, yams, and bread. We finished off with chocolate 
cake and pumpkin pie. Our bodies were tired but our spirits were 
high as we told stories of past VOC trips, shared knowledge from 
our diverse fields of study, and discussed the merits of barefoot 
running.

I’m new to the VOC, and I’m convinced that I’ve found a slice of 
magic. As an SFU student, I was hesitant to join the club because 
I was worried about being ostracized, but the welcoming attitude 
of every member I have met has erased all of my doubts. The ca-
maraderie between members is unbelievable. Everyone is eager to 
share their expertise and help each each other out. The connection 
created by our common interests is amazing; it is a truly special 
thing to begin an event as strangers and finish it as friends.

At the end of the night, Gabe suggested turning the Harvest Hustle 
into a series, and offered to host the next run. Everyone is excited 
to see where he will take us. Hey Gabe, 10 points if you can create 
a route with more elevation than mine.

Title credits to Gabe Frame.
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There probably hasn’t been enough mention of how awesome Bo-
livia is. Let’s phrase it a new way. You can do a week long paraglid-
ing course for $450, including accommodation. In comparison, an 
equivalent course in Canada costs around $2,500. The course I did 
in particular is run by the company AndesXtremo, in the lovely 
town of Cochabamba.

We did a day of learning to get the wing off the ground, followed 
by two tandem flights with the instructor and then straight to solo 
flights. Holy Neuticle is that first solo takeoff scary! It felt sort of 
like sending big air, with the actual airtime drawn out from a mere 
split-second into more than 10 minutes. My butt-hole could make 
diamonds if you just put a piece of carbon in it. Once you make 
your run, inflate your wing, and get airborne, there is no more 
abort option. You are in the air, you are in control, you have to 
land and if you fuck it up; you will get fucked up. The instructor is 
guiding you over a radio, but it is up to you to pull your head out of 
your ass, keep calm, and actually pilot your wing. And dang-o, is it 
awesome! Flight, human flight. Soaring hundreds of meters above 
the ground. What a new experience, what a new sport for me. Af-
ter the first flight, it got less scary, but no less exciting.Through a 
total of eight flights you get less direction from the instructor and 
work more at your own discretion. You learn some new skills, and 
try out different manoeuvers. And most importantly you learn to 
read the wind and approach to land. 

Done properly it is smooth, soft, and painless. Done wrong and 
you eat shit into ground, which here wasn’t a nice green pasture, 

Team Bad Idea Expand Their Horizon
April 16, 2015

Artem Bylinskii

but rather a trenched out patch of gravel with the occasional bro-
ken glass. But no worries, you learn faster that way.

I got to live conveniently in the house where the course is based 
out of. Flights were done early morning — before the ground got 
too hot which gives rise to convective currents — so we got the rest 
of the day to chill and hangout at the in-house bouldering wall.
During my stay I also had the pleasure of helping to organize Cam 
Tracey’s BASE jump off the world’s tallest Jesus statue (yes, it is in 
Cochabamba and not Rio). Now there is a flying sport I’d better 
never get into.

I am hooked. It has been a long standing dream of mine to climb 
mountains and descend by paragliding off. These are the first steps 
towards that potential reality. Further still, there is the adventure of 
vol-bivvying, which is essentially multi-day cross country excur-
sions with just your wing and whatever can fit in the harness pack.

To say the least, my parents are overjoyed. 

Runnnnnnnn! Photo: Artem Bylinksii
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Day 4 of 9: Bidwell and the White 
The next morning, we got up around 9:00am and started the day 
with a big breakfast to prepare ourselves for the long and excit-
ing day. Then we had to do several fixes and modifications before 
plunging into our adventure. 

Once we were packed and had strapped the barrels and the box 
back on the raft, I made some comments about Artem’s „milk-to-
go“ cloth on his head. According to him, he looked like a „milk-
to-go“ representative, Skyler like a bushman, and myself like a 
pro-snowboarder.

At 12:30 pm, we started our day. So much for starting early. 

A few kilometers down river we met up with the gear boats of the 
commercial group, which was somewhere ahead of us. We decided 
to stop and have a quick chat. Once they were convinced that we 
didn’t require any help or anything that might require effort on 
their part, they were nice enough to give us a heads up about a rap-
id upstream of Bidwell. We would need to barely avoid a hanging 
tree on the left, while staying away from a boulder on the right, 
behind which a tree was hiding in the water.

It wasn’t long before we approached that very rapid and spotted 
the tree reaching across the water from the left. „Right!“, the shouts 
started, since we had to avoid that tree! Everything happened too 
fast, we missed the tree on the left but went too far right and the 
giant boulder came closer rapidly. Artem, on the oars, managed 

Team Bad Idea Raft Against the Odds

Annika Lennarz and Christoph Schilling

to turn us at least slightly sideways but it was already too late and 
we crashed into the boulder at full speed. I had just enough time 
to pull my paddle out of the water before we were jarred by the 
collision. We had lost control of the raft when we realized that 
we sat right on the tree, which we had wanted to avoid. We didn’t 
get stuck though, the force of the water caused us slide down the 
tree, riding on the frame, accompanied by some horrible metallic 
scratching noises. Somehow we managed to eddy out right behind 
the rapid and caught our breath. 

Ok, this hadn’t been the best start, but we probably needed this 
wake-up call to remember what we were getting ourselves into. If 
the power of this rapid had caught us by surprise, what might hap-
pen in the White Mile? Or Bidwell? Looking at the faces around 
me, it seemed that thoughts like that were reflected on them while 
the noise of the rushing water surrounded us. Of course, a dis-
cussion started. Skyler said we went too far right, which was now 
pretty obvious and Piotr said, that he might have misunderstood 
the rafting guides before. I think we all were confused about which 
tree to avoid the most.

Amid the discussion, we failed to notice that we’d started to drift 
out of the eddy. The oar inched closer and closer to a tree stump, 
almost in slow motion and eventually hit it. It seemed like we all 
saw it happening, but none of us reacted in time. Piotr’s warning 
cry came too late and Artem hadn’t braced for impact. It was done, 
we had broke the oar blade off completely (yes, the one that had 
just been fixed the evening before).

Clearly, we had to collect our thoughts and calm down. It took Ar-
tem a while to swap in the spare oar, but eventually we were ready 
to go again.

Back on the river, we anticipated Bidwell around every corner 
and eddied out quite frequently. Suddenly, we spotted a Grizzly 
with two cubs high up on the embankment to our left. Some of us 
had never seen a Grizzly before and were rather excited! Such a 
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stunningly beautiful sight after the first little moments of bad luck 
eased our minds and we became more cheerful again. Not too long 
after the Grizzly, we saw a black bear with a cub, not to mention the 
rash of bald eagles that were almost everywhere.

Time passed and tensions were rising with the endless waiting 
for Bidwell. The sudden sound of thunder made us look up to the 
sky at the grey clouds that were now above us. Finally, we reached 
an eddy river left directly upstream of Bidwell. In that moment 
it started hailing. We refused to take this as a sign of doom and 
climbed along the shore down river to scout the rapid. We found 
a good line relatively quickly and all agreed on avoiding the giant 
boulder on the right.

Full of excitement, we returned to the raft only to get hit in the face 
by another, and this time rather devastating, surprise - we had bro-
ken the frame on our very first maneuver. We looked at each other 
and were speechless. Was this the final end of the trip? This would 
have meant leaving the raft and everything else behind and walk-
ing at least 40km to reach civilization. Gladly, we came perfectly 
prepared for such a situation - ratchet straps and Gorilla tape.

The frame broke at one of the joints in the front, but was still con-
nected with a little bit of metal. So the obvious first measure was to 
wrap this piece in as much tape as possible. We then discussed the 
best way to take forces of the joint by directing straps in a variety 
of directions. The whole process still took at least an hour before 
we were confident enough to descend Bidwell.

Piotr mounted the oarsman seat and we were on our way. I be-
came more nervous as we got closer to the rumbling sound of what 
lay ahead. But that nervousness suddenly turned into pure me-
ga-stoke when we hit the first wave of the rapid. It was impressive, 
what looked big earlier was now huuuuuge! The wave gave way to 
a massive hole pushing us towards the boulder. Hard right!!!! Piotr 
plunged the oars and we paddled as hard as possible. We hit the 
line just perfectly, did another left turn and got flushed out over an 

amazing big wave train to marginally calmer water below.

We were now more-than-stoked and knew there would be lots 
more to come. An endless odyssey of eddy-out attempts started 
so that we could switch out the oarsman. We finally made it and 
caught our breath. Piotr and Artem switched on the oars, and Sky-
ler and Christoph swapped places. 

Now, we all knew about the White Mile, however, we also heard 
rumors of it becoming five miles at high water. Well, we had high 
water. We took off and there was no stopping. We raged down the 
river through endless class IV rapids, around boulders and holes 
and frankly, did a pretty good job. Including a mid-rapid oar-lock 
adjustment. Artem kept us straight and we had the raft ride of our 
lives!

We were cheering and overwhelmed by the time we got into Lava 
Canyon, which looked like a float in a video we watched a month 
ago. Well we couldn’t even take pictures. It was narrow enough that 
we had to retract the oars and paddle steer in a hurry. Only after 
the confluence with the Taseko River could we relax a bit and open 
our first beer, with a cheers to our victory.

A few ripples here and there allowed Artem and Piotr to hand over 
the oars to Christoph. He got us down the little ripples and there 
was talk about an exit drop we might have not noticed due to high 
water. Not quite… We floated around a bend out of the last bits of 
canyon and the first thing we heard was a whimper from Chris-
toph. We had found Exit Drop. It was underneath a bridge and 
little wider than the raft and it was too late to switch to an experi-
enced oarsman. We began to paddle in order to gain some speed 
to increase maneuverability and were heading straight for the gap. 
The oars were pulled in at the last moment and we pinballed down 
the drop to calm water and open terrain on ice blue water. We even 
heard some native fishers cheering from the bridge.

We were happy and exhausted and soon found a camp spot that 
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provided grassy spots for our tents. And of course cowshit. It start-
ed to rain at some point but that could not change the good mood 
we were in. We sat under a tree and finished the day with some 
pretty hilarious conversations about mice and blue barrels. I swear 
we even so a Piotr mouse - it had a tiny red dry bag with tools in 
it. Piotr was dealing with the cowshit and after he stated: “I’m an 
animal; I scrape away other animals shit!” We decided it was time 
to get some sleep.

Read the full story at teambadidea.wordpress.com The first time I went mountain biking was very uneventful – we 
did Bobsled, a green trail a bunch on Fromme and it was great. 
Apparently too great because my then significant other thought I 
was great enough to do Espresso — a blue — on my second time 
biking. I think he was deluding himself about my abilities, hoping 
I’d soon be able to do “hardcore” trails with him that he can’t rea-
sonably convince others to join in on.
 
So Espresso was fine, even fun, but maybe too fine, because he 
talked me out of doing the nice, safe, comfortable, easy, lovely, and 
magnificent Dempsey, a green, in favour of some “easy and quick” 
trail he likes to ride. Sometime later on the Baden Powell, we ar-
rived at some god-forsaken patch of forest with a few strategically 
rearranged pine needles by way of a trail. The “trail” also involved 
steep banks I would have rather rappelled down, roots jarring 
enough to render any male sitting on their seat childless and other 
obstacles yet to be described. For sadists, it is somewhere below the 
general vicinity of the Big Stupid, a double black, and yes, you can 
take beginners there to distress them. 

While trying to get talked into doing one of the overly steep banks, 
which culminated in the “perfect” runout some 10 metres below 
(“perfect” being classified as only containing five to ten trees/
rocks to avoid, versus ten to twenty) my ex decided I would absorb 
mountain biking prowess best by watching him. So away he went 
some unreasonable distance out of sight, leaving me feeling like I 
was about to ski cut a 50 centimetre slab with a faulty beacon.

Mountain Biking Mount Fromme

Lea Zhecheva
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I fully thought this was foolish and rolled up to some point be-
tween the critical and inflection before becoming too distressed by 
the possibility of actually biking down, jumping off my bike, and 
proceeding to silently* cry in my helmet with dread for the rest of 
the trail and peer pressure. Simply hiking down was a challenge, 
my arms being barely able to reach up to my bikes brakes in be-
tween finding footholds that would not slide out beneath me. An-
other few banks like this (where thankfully none had the notion of 
me biking them) and we reunited where the “trail” no longer even 
had displaced pine needles to show the way. Instead there were 
various North-Shore style gullies, a bunch of fallen logs, inconve-
nient rocks and not much in the way of a path of least resistance.
Even my ex was reduced to walking and admitting this was not the 
right trail and that we should have done the beautiful Dempsey. I 
didn’t bug him about it because I was still crying silently in my hel-
met (unreasonably still, scared for my life and limbs even though 
I was basically just hiking), and he apologized profusely until we 
ended up in someones back yard. 

For the record, this is not what caused the demise of the relation-
ship.

*The crying is silent, because my full face helmet muffles basically 
any emotion, speech and weather – including hail. onsent aliqu-
is ciissitis simil ius vid quiatur aut fugia delesequam vendam ea-
tur aceseque pario demquam des escia ipitianimi, tenti debit ut 
doleseque sequuntium aut la commoluptas andam veriore pre do-
luptatem quam everibus molorum quostrum aut pelendunt.
Ceratis est, et andi volorum inti sunt, sundam as aut reperit et ip-
idendit raeprov iduciti anda sed qui unt occus volupic ilitate dolor-
em quamus mod min
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Refreshes forecast* yup, it’s still going to rain. 

What do we do when we can’t climb? We go drink in hot springs! 
With another successful Rock Party behind us it was time to hon-
our the age-old VOC tradition of seeking out some hot water to get 
naked in. Ostensibly billed as some kind of “recovery trip” from 
the previous weekend’s climbing and shenanigans, we all knew 
what we were getting ourselves into. Party hats acquired, we all 
settled in and prepared for a 10 am bridge crossing time, surely one 
of the most relaxed timelines in VOC history.

Despite the carefree nature of the trip, Kevin and I did have some 
trip-leading trepidations. Our plans to visit Meager had been foiled 
in spectacular fashion a couple weeks earlier, when a trip into Har-
rison Hut had left several cars stranded by washouts. With more 
rain in the forecast we weighed our options. Considering the wis-
dom of crossing the Lillooet by canoe to be questionable at best, we 
had settled on Keyhole. Now, as my ever-faithful Blue Steel sped 
down the Pemberton Meadows road, I heard the news from Kevin. 

“Yeah the road looks super duper sketchy, we are definitely bailing 
on this one… how about Tenquille?”

I consulted briefly with my lovely passengers Mikayla, Lianne, and 
Mirko — there was absolutely no way in hell we were consenting 
to any activity that involved that much effort, not when hot water 
and nudity was still an option. A brief group meeting back in Pem-
berton over second breakfast confirmed this inclination. So, after 

Something in the Water 
October 10 -11, 2015

Dylan Heerema

much discussion of just how far and how crowded other options 
might be, we settled on Skookumchuck and all was well; we were 
almost away.

“Wait, has anyone seen Chrisel’s car?” 

Oh, no. Only a couple hours into the trip and we had already man-
aged to lose an entire car’s worth of people. We called and texted 
to no avail, and realized that they had already lost cell service and 
were no doubt halfway up the road that looked in imminent dan-
ger of washing out. We were concerned for our friends, but there 
was not much to be done, and the party must go on.

After an hour of giving hell to Blue Steel’s suspension, we arrived 
at the campsite, where we were informed that “Sloquet is busy, and 
we’re having a pig roast.” Okay, we’re sold. We fashioned a tent city 
in the pouring rain, and did our best to cover some picnic tables 
with a patchwork assembly of tiny silnylon tarps, the irony of car 
camping with ultralight backcountry gear not lost on us as we lust-
ed after our neighbours’ giant canvas fortress-shelter, complete 
with party lighting. No matter, there was hot water and plenty of 
beverages to go around.

Skookumchuck is one of those love-it-or-hate-it places, and it’s 
certainly a far cry from the rock pools at Sloquet or Keyhole, but 
I’ve always found the motley collection of cedar tubs, old Jacuzzis 
and repurposed septic tanks to be kind of endearing. In any case, 
there was ample room for twenty-something drunk twenty-some-
things to strip down and pile in. Naturally the full events of the 
evening should not be described here or anywhere, but they did 
include a poolside guitar serenade in a thunderstorm, rather a lot 
of whiskey, and a visit to the strangest of parties.

Those of us who made it to the pig roast will never un-see what they 
witnessed that night. As we walked into the Lewis Carrol mad-
house of lanterns, chandeliers, and formalwear, we were greeted 
by a man in a dress shirt ravenously tearing the flesh off a pig and 
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dumping it into a bucket. He explained to us that he was in rather 
a hurry to complete this task, as the amount of hallucinogens that 
he had taken was making the experience a little bit on the intense 
side. We accepted his offer to consume a hunk of pig. It was pretty 
good. Two girls who had earlier in the night seemed entirely sane 
suddenly appeared with wild eyes and a machete. They told us, in 
no uncertain terms, that it was time to “EAT THE BRAINNNN-
NN!!!!”

And so it was. I watched in disbelief as this frenzied young lady 
hacked the pig’s head into a pulp, scooped out a piece of brain, and 
fed it to her friend, who immediately started retching. 

“Ahh, it’s like pork but, three times as much!!” 

Undeterred, the first girl grabbed a plastic fork and started doling 
out brains. By this time what was left of the pig’s head was on a 
stake in the fire, and, in keeping with the Goldingesque theme, 
chants of “ONE OF US, ONE OF US!” had begun.

Most of us escaped but poor Mirko was not so lucky, and succumbed 
to being force-fed pig brain by this exceedingly well-dressed and 
psychedelic mob. Truly we had wandered into the darkest time-
line. We high-tailed it back to the hot springs to recover from our 
ordeal, and watched the stars together until the whiskey was gone 
and our eyes were heavy.

So there you have it, our mischief was managed, and we left the 
next morning feeling connected in the way that only uh, getting 
very drunk in hot water and wandering into a cult ritual can. But, 
you’re asking, what about our poor lost companions? Yes, this al-
ready overlong tale has an epilogue; it turns out that our missing 
car had in fact gotten themselves into a spot of trouble as we’d 
feared. But I will leave that tale to Chrisel:

“The service road didn’t seem as sketchy when we got there. We 
reached the hot springs with a few other hikers but didn’t take a 

dip in ‘em.

The rain showed no signs of abating & there was a mudslide near 
the raging Lillooet river, so we took that as our cue to get the heck 
outta there haha. The service road was washed out near a bridge 
only about 10 kilometres from Pemberton Meadows Road. We 
were that close to getting back out. Some 4x4s made it, but my Jetta 
was pretty susceptible to getting stuck so we headed back.

We were mostly good for food because I had carried enough as 
well. The only issue we foresaw was our tent situation because An-
gela and Kenta didn’t have tents. I could have taken an extra in 
mine, but our plan was to have one person sleep in the car. All that 
got solved after we got accommodation at a work-camp owned by 
the firm constructing the upper Lillooet hydro project.

It was pretty legit — hot showers, fresh towels, good food, and each 
temperature regulated room had a tv :)”

Sounds pretty decent, Chrisel. We’re stoked you guys didn’t die.

The end.
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After 2 years of camping in the Rockies, I wanted to share some 
tips on the do’s and don’t’s of cooking at -25ºC. 

In general, remember that you will be very hungry. Bring lots 
of food; the more fat and butter the better! To be clear, after two 
weeks in the cold, between Julien and I we polished off a third of 
a pound of bacon and five eggs for breakfast, looked at each other 
and we were both still hungry. 

Everything takes more time in the cold, so be aware that even 
cooking will take forever. Getting dressed takes forever and even 
putting on your boots takes a good 20 minutes. 

A cooler is useful to actually keep things warm, or at least keep 
them from freezing for a day or two. This is great for at least the 
first fews days you are out there. 

Remember that variety is the spice of life. Having several different 
and easy to make meals is a great. You will arrive back at camp late, 
so make sure meals can be quick. 

Non-stick pots and pans will greatly reduce the amount of energy 
and time spent cleaning your dishes.

Pots with a heat exchanger are great, and 1 litre thermos bottles 
are life-savers. Spend the money on a good thermos, they’re worth 
every penny.

Cooking and Surviving in the

 Canadian Rockies

Caitlin Schneider

Do’s:
•	 Bacon.
•	 Eggs: these tend to freeze, but you can either soak them in 

warm water or sleep with them the night before in order to 
scramble them in the bacon fat.

•	 More bacon.
•	 70% non-hydrogenated vegetable oil: also known as marga-

rine. Doesn’t freeze even at -25°C, awesome stuff.
•	 Potato chips are just as delicious at -30°C as they are at +30°C.
•	 Veggies work well, as long as they don’t thaw. Broccoli, cau-

liflower, bell peppers, carrots, mushrooms all seem to have 
worked well. You can also buy the frozen packages of mixed 
veggies.

•	 Couscous and mashed potatoes are always good and limit the 
amount of boiling water.

•	 Mandarins or orange juice: the mandarins will freeze but can 
be brought back to life in warm water. Orange juice can at least 
stay good for a day or two, and then diluted with boiling water 
as it turns to slush. But the change in flavors is nice.

•	 Buy high fat yogurt. It doesn’t freeze as fast.
•	 More eggs and bacon.
•	 Fry your bread in butter and bacon fat and cover it jam. Jam 

doesn’t freeze. Honey is good too if you soak it in warm water.
•	 Snacks that are full of salt (a.k.a. potato chips), you will crave it.
•	 Dry sausages.
•	 Take advantage of any and all warm places available to you, 

such as campground bathrooms.

Don’t 
•	 Nutella, peanut butter and other such things. They turn to 

stone.
•	 Olive oil: although this might seem like a good plan, it is not: 

it freezes or turns into this weird gooey mixture. Just use mar-
garine. 

•	 Bring a canister stove. They will barely be able to heat your 
food at these temperatures. 
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•	 Try to be vegan. You will pay for this with your soul.
•	 Buy jarred spaghetti sauce. The sauce freezes hard and the 

small opening in the jar is very inconvenient for frozen sauce 
extraction. A can of crushed tomatoes worked better.

•	 Bring a loaf of bread without slicing it. It becomes a rock. 
•	 Bring avocados. These did not work out well. 
•	 Hummus acquires the consistency of cement and the plastic 

container will melt before its content if put in hot water. I have 
mixed feelings about the resulting hummus soup.

With input from Julien Renard and Alfred Larsen.
Fresh into the VOC, being much more than just a ‘beginner’ as I 
had never had to carry three days of life on my back up a moun-
tain, I threw myself into the unknown. But what is an adventure 
without some fear and the will to do and see?

I met up at Kasia Celler’s house (the amazing organizer) where we 
would also meet Clemens Adolphs, who had brought fresh, sweet 
plums, and apples from his own backyard. We then went on to pick 
up Ayanna Boyce. Our car was almost full missing only Cassandra 
Elphinstone. We picked her up at Horseshoe Bay. Loved finding 
her sitting down on the parking lot’s sidewalk reading her book in 
the midst of all the traffic noise.

There was one more car to add to our group of hikers. The driver 
Tobias Klenze, Hunter King, Liz Lund, and Genevieve Savard. This 
ambitious group decided to leave Friday at 5:00 am planning to 
hike that same day and meet us there the next day. Their hopes 
might have been high, but the car decided it did not want to coop-
erate with them. Surprisingly enough they were still able to bring 
the car back to Vancouver and get it fixed fast enough to meet us at 
the end of the 2x2 logging road before us!

So we camped the first night at the logging road. It was freaking 
cold! My shivering didn’t let me sleep until Kasia and Liz helped 
me out with some quality cuddling. Next morning, with barely any 
sleep and the beginnings of a cold, we set off… up and up the log-
ging road. Hitchhiking was a temptation.

Hiking up to Harrison Hut 
September 5 - 7, 2015

Jessica Mellage
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Many of the hikes I did with my father growing up in Honduras 
usually consisted of hiking up some sort of logging road gaining 
the elevation to enjoy the fresh air and view. So in my mind the 
adventure had already started, as the view was amazing although 
with a lot of burned forest to it.  After a bit of faffing and chocolate 
at the end of the logging road…the trail began. I started heading 
straight up the same logging road when I realized people were go-
ing straight into the bushes! With curiosity I followed, straight into 
the woods. I felt like a child entering into a candy store. The ground 
was soft, the air full and fresh, the trail narrow, and the light dim.  

The trail was diverse, which made the 18 kilometres much more 
enjoyable. Varying sections of dark lush forest, open areas where 
the trail became logs, an unknown turn that lead to warm waters 
(which we did not explore), climbing up steep sections with chains, 
a perfectly engineered metal bridge, and the final section, which 
we liked to refer to as ‘the Grouse Grind.’

We did some trail maintenance throughout the open sections 
where in some parts the trail was barely visible. So if you’ve recent-
ly gone up to Harrison Hut and have clearly admired our violent 
fight against nature with machetes, and other sharp utensils (in-
cluding teeth), you are very welcome. The machete was definite-
ly one of the highlights of the trip. After the ‘grind’ we were lead 
through an open space of boulders and finally a clear view of the 

Mount Meager. Photo: Clemens Adolfs

hut! But wait… of course it’s not that easy! We had to go through 
what I found the most challenging part of the hike: crossing a 
stream (more like a river) by perfectly balancing yourself and your 
heavy backpack across boulders.

So after 18 kilometes and roughly 1,900 metres of elevation, it was 
wonderful to arrive to the warmth of the hut and prepare food 
together. It was the first time I had ever been around so many veg-
ans/vegetarians! My mornings didn’t seem to be going too well on 
this trip as I woke up with a bad case of dehydration (rooky mis-
take). My cold had also gotten worse and was topped off with a 
strong headache. I decided to refrain from the day’s activities and 
stay near the hut. My hours went by sitting by the sound of the 
water reading my book. Consumed in my own ‘peace’ zone I fell 
asleep for almost four hours! The rest of the group went off to ex-
plore the land with reference to some hand drawn maps in the hut’s 
journal. I believe Cassandra went for a swim in cold, cold water. 
Tobi, Hunter, and Liz went on a daring scramble. The rest went on 
to explore the other side of the mountains. Kasia separated from 
this group deciding to take a different route on her own in which 
she suspected she was secretly accompanied by a bear which made 
her want to happily sing throughout her hike back. They all came 
back to meet at the hut where we faffed our night away by watching 
Kasia’s water colouring, reading the old hut journals, and…food. 
The next day we prepped up and made our way back. Back to ur-
ban comforts, back to a schedule, back to monotony. 

Damn, I’m missing this. Thanks for the fun times guys!
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Fifteen VOC’ers met up on the last day of May for a hike and a 
picnic at the top of Coliseum Mountain, in Lynn Headwaters park. 
I was tasked with writing the trip report, so here goes, a month and 
a half later. Better late than never, right?

We met up around 8am downtown, hopped the 210 bus, then an 
hour or so later, we found ourselves on a bridge in a forest. After 
about 9 kilometres of easy hiking along Lynn Creek, we made it to 
Norvan Falls, just in time for second breakfast. Dan Joseph went 
for a swim in the pool below the waterfall.

After Norvan Falls, the real hike started. This relatively easy climb 
was complicated by a backpack with a watermelon inside, which 
we passed around to share the burden. A few kilometers up the 
trail, we found another great swimming spot. Along the trail were 
young forests, meadows, and beautiful rocky areas. The trail was a 
bit of a scramble at times.
 
The gradient of the climb naturally split the group up. Here’s where 
things get a little grey. At some point, one of our crew wasn’t feeling 
up to the hike anymore, because his knee hurt. I wasn’t there, but 
as I understand, after some deliberation, we uhhh, left him on the 
hill. He consented. We made a plan to meet back up with him on 
our way down. We thus attained the summit with only one casual-
ty, watermelon intact. There’s a lake! 
 
At this point we had our picnic. Memorable highlights include Liz 
Lund’s baked goods, lots of pringles, chocolate, and of course, the 

Coliseum With Watermelon
May 31, 2015

Kevin Pierce

watermelon. After the picnic, we swam. The lake on top of Colise-
um is absolutely perfect. Next time, I’m bringing pool toys along 
with the watermelon. 

During our swim, several unsuspecting marmots probably lost 
their vision to an intense white light emanating from the general 
direction of the lake.
 
After drying off in the sun, we headed back down the mountain to 
find our abandoned friend. He was relatively content, but his knee 
was worse than everyone had thought. What we should have done 
is probably different than what we did, but alas, we live and learn. 
We all made it to the bottom of the mountain an hour or two be-
fore dark. We made it to the trailhead at the edge of dark, props to 
Dan and Mirko Moeller.
 
There are two main lessons to learn, and a few pointers to note. 
First, call North Shore Rescue sooner rather than later. Second, 
an early and accurate assessment of discomfort on any trip is es-
sential. Had we realized the degree of the injury when we had left 
our friend on the hill and continued on to the summit, we would 
have had a much easier time dealing with this situation, and we 
wouldn’t have been risking nightfall.

As for the pointers,

Swim. Photo: Kevin Pierce
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1. There is an attendant who lives at the trailhead of Lynn Head-
waters park. You can knock on his door. He is helpful and has 
an ATV.

2. Ambulance rides cost less than $90.
3. North Shore Rescue is free. Call them. (No, not now).
4. Evacuate sooner, rather than later.
5. Tylenol is generally inadvisable and prevents accurate determi-

nation of the degree of injury. Use an anti-inflammatory such 
as ibuprofen if anything.

6. Riding in an ambulance is much more fun than walking on a 
road in the dark.

 
With two of our crew at the hospital, the many of the rest of us 
went to the Alibi Room in Gastown. There were about eight of us 
on the way to the tap-house, so we decided to take a sketchy al-
leyway near Hastings and Main. Here we saw anomalous human 
behaviors involving a woman and a bag. Vancouver is strange.
 
After this, we all went home and slept like infant children. Another 
trip’s worth of good memories!
 
Practice tact when dealing with medical problems far from hospi-
tals, avoid alleyways of the DTES, and keep making VOC wonder-
ful, VOC’ers
        
Till next time…

1.  Restraining your sexual partner
2. Restricting blood flow to appendages
3. Measuring penis length
4. Attaching skis to roof rack
5. Attaching roof rack to roof
6. Attaching brake caliper to handle bars
7. Fixing broken tele bindings 
8. Fixing your crampon baskets for a weekend of ice climbing
9. Attaching your pannier rack to your bike
10. Holding your bike to the roof. Actually holding 3 bikes to your 

roof
11. Holding your bike to a cataraft
12. Make-shift skins (attaching branches to your skis)
13. Holding the back of the skins to your skis
14. Carrying four stolen milk crates with one hand
15. Loading up a cataraft to Trucky Truck
16. Holding drybags to that same cataraft
17. Holding your friends on to the raft
18. To connect two skis together lengthwise to make a long reamer 

to remove powder snow from the Brew chimney
19. Makeshift zipper for broken jackets
20. Rebalancing a table leg
21. Holding together Donald Trump’s head, or holding on his hair
22. Fixing a broken ski pole with an ice ax splint
23. Attaching an ice ax to your pole in order to make a whippet
24. Slingshot
25. Gaiters
26. Attaching non-ski boots to ski binding

50 Shades of Voile

Artem Bylinskii, Caitlin Schneider, and the VOC
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27. Closing pots
28. Being orange
29. Currency and bartering
30. Building rescue sleds
31. Getting themselves lost
32. Making leg splints
33. Ice axe gear loops
34. Waist buckle replacement for your 100 pound pack during a 

long trip to Yosemite
35. Holding your skis in an A-frame on your pack
36. Replacing your ski boot ‘power strap’
37. Dog collar
38. Piggy Halloween costume
39. Attaching skis to a snowmobile on those lazy days
40. Closing your good looking barrels
41. Fixing a broken belay station (folding camping chair)
42. Packing a sail
43. Beer holder/strapper (to raft or to head)
44. Attaching a float to your drogue
45. Fixing the backrest in a kayak so your friend can paddle the 

Chilko
46. Keeping your throw rope in a handy spot in your kayak
47. Attaching your head lamp to your bike handlebars
48. Affixing your skis to your bike so you can get them home from 

the VOC clubroom
49. A bushel of paddles
50. Handle for carrying more grocery bags than you can hold in 

one hand

This year Line and I took our daughter, Fenya, age two years and 
two months, up to Winter Longhike for her first snow cave expe-
rience. We talked about sleeping in a snow cave during the week 
leading up to the trip. She was excited about the idea, although I 
have to admit she probably didn’t actually know what a snow cave 
is at that point in her life. We left the house a bit late but found the 
VOC party just barely inside the park boundary up at Mt. Sey-
mour, so by maybe 1:30 pm I was mostly digging while Line was 
mostly hanging out with Fenya.

Still well before dark I had a snow cave to be proud of: rather than a 
tunnel it had a wide open approach trench, with just a short (dou-
ble-wide) duck into the cold-trap/vestibule. You could stand fully 
upright in the vestibule, and the wide sleeping platform was about 
the size and height of a three-person tent. This was not your typical 
claustrophobic nightmare of a snow cave. Line climbed inside and 

Winter Longhike: Toddler Style 
January 23-24, 2016

Christian, Line, and Fenya Veenstra

Caption Photo: Photographer name 
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I brought Fenya over for inspection and assessment. 
“I wanna touch the snow cave,” she declared as she stroked the 
outside of the entrance. 
So far so good. 
“Let’s go inside and find mommy!” I suggested. 

Fenya protested: “I don’t wanna go in the snow cave. I DON’T 
WANT TO GO IN THE SNOW CAVE!!!” 
I tried for a compromise, “let’s just go in the vestibule.” I carried 
her as I ducked into the cold-trap/vestibule. Line tried to point out 
how nice and warm it was inside, and how nice the sleeping plat-
form was, but Fenya would have none of it. It was pretty clear she 
wasn’t sleeping in there, but fortunately we had a tent for backup.

Fenya “helped” set up the tent, and had a good time at the dinner 
party. Some VOCers whose “snow cave” consisted of a tunnel with 
no cave at the end were very happy to adopt ours, and Fenya slept 
well in the tent, so it seems like it all worked out in the end. I was a 
little worried that the snow cave experience might have been a bit 
traumatic, but later in the week Fenya drew a picture and happily 
explained to us what all the things were: there was a mountain cov-
ered in snow caves (and also a climbing wall, which I don’t remem-
ber seeing up there, but she does have one in her room). It’s one 
of her first pictures that’s about something she did, or even about 
something at all, so I guess it was at least memorable. I consider it 
her first “trip report.” She’s also declared that she want’s to make an 
igloo (there is one in one of her books), although it’s not clear to 
me that she actually wants to go inside or sleep in one.

The VOC might strike you as a club of so-called “Weekend War-
riors” — hard-working students (or non-students) who plan their 
adventures for Saturdays and Sundays. These adventures include 
all sorts of activities, starting with rather tame afternoon outings, 
through to shenanigans, debacles, and at the extreme — raging ep-
ics. This journal is a testimony to some that have taken place in this 
past year.

But what happens when VOCers are in the city? Like on the occa-
sional Friday evening not spent packing for a trip? I say, let there 
be dancing! And so, on a cold and dark October evening there was.

When I first joined the VOC, a long time ago, I attended Longhike 
a few times. This event is now known as Rock Party, is held at a 
different location, and is a bit different than before. I remember as 
a young, bright-eyed gal (still so young back then), seeing the wild 
limb-shaking of older VOCers and being amazed at their courage. 
At their audacity. At their wild ways. Who knew that bodies could 
move in such uncoordinated and yet (you could say) beautiful 
fashion? Who knew that men could wear such bright and stretchy 
tights? Who knew that there were so many abdominal muscles?

A few years passed, and I myself learned the art of not caring — ie. 
not caring what people are thinking of you and enjoying life the 
more for it. You know the deal: dance as though no one is watch-
ing. Or in other words – dance so that people start watching! I 
spent the years away in the Netherlands – a flat country – not do-
ing much of the mountain stuff that we love so much in the VOC. 

The VOC Goes Dancing 
An Illustrated Guide

Kasia Celler
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To be honest, I spent most of my time sampling the beer and dis-
covering the music scene. I would say I got most of my exercise by 
dancing... sometimes even all night. (Dutch DJs are famous you 
know!) Oh yes, and I studied a bit.

After some time away, despite all the fun I was having, I decided 
that it was time to head home again and I am definitely happy to 
be back. Happy to be back in the mountains! Happy to have my 
weekends filled with outdoor pursuits! Happy to make new VOC 
friends!

But sometimes I miss the dancing. So on a particular October eve-
ning, after some convincing, we managed to get a small crew of ea-
ger folks (at least six girls, possibly more, and two bold gentlemen) 
to the Biltmore for some <funk-y> action. 

Among the best dancing moves I saw were the following (...com-
plete with instructions for those who would like to give them a 
try!)

 Imagine you are about to shred a mogul field. 
Keep your legs together, bend your knees, and 
hold your arms out (like you are holding on to 
your poles). Now show us that mogul action! 
Twist those hips while you absorb the bumps 
with your legs! Hop! Jump! Hop!

Basically your classic marching move. Pull your socks up and go 
for it! Knees up! Higher! Swing those arms. 
Wipe that sweat from your brow. And when 
you see something (ahem, someone) nice... 
check it or them out! Remember, it’s not 
always the destination, but the journey that 
counts... (and who you share it with!)

A variation of the popular ‘’shopper’’ dance 
move, but instead of removing items from 
shelves and placing them in your cart, reach 
upwards and climb rock. (Clever, eh?) Main-
tain a nonchalant expression on your face.
When the going gets tough, grunting is pemit-
ted. This is when you can flex those abdomi-
nals to get some attention! 
 
An amazing workout for the triceps, shoulder muscles and back! 

Comes in two variants: the more aggres-
sive (white water) kayaker version, and 
the gentler canoer. For the first case, 
imagine you are waging war with the 
river! Stick out your elbows, and pad-
dle your arms. Get your back into it! For 
the second variant – enact the J-stroke. 
Follow your paddle with your gaze... and 

toss someone a wink.
 
Wriggle and writhe your way through those 
tight cave passages! Move those shoulders up 
and down! Bob that head! Ever so often tense up, 
and then have a jiggly fit to loosen those muscles 
and nerves. Pretend you are Michael Jackson. 
You got it, man! Yeah!
  
Essentially the same dance move you would do 
when hearing Queen’s bicycle song. Sometimes done better when 

lying on the floor and pedaling legs through 
air. Essential: when you feel the urge, ring 
your bell! (Or someone else’s) Dingaling! 

I encourage you to try the above the next time 
you are out dancing. You might just meet 
someone.
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I’ve been going down to Wreck Beach a lot lately. At first I was 
trying to make my feet strong and happy by walking on sand, but 
eventually I was doing it for the interesting conversations I was 
having with dogs, seagulls, and, yes, even people. The people will 
remain anonymous, mostly because I can’t remember their names. 
In no particular order, they were the most beautiful lady on the 
beach, the one that sells coconuts, the man that sells coffee and 
plays the keyboard piano really well, the first nations lady that has 
good artistic sense for hanging decorative shawls-for-sale, the man 
that sells sunglasses, and two masseuses (I never did get to meet 
the third one, but two is probably enough).

I’ve come up with several entertainments while down there that I 
enjoy. Walking close to the waves, but trying to keep my feet dry, 
is a challenge. Inevitably I get distracted by a particularly attractive 
person or maybe a seagull and a rogue wave comes in and I get a 
wet foot. Another challenge is trying to walk by a drowsing seagull 
without causing it to fly off. To improve my balance, there’s always 
logs to balance on. The stairs seem to be a good mini cardio work-
out, especially if I let somebody set the pace who is in better shape 
than myself. Watching yoga poses and martial arts poses is enter-
taining, depending on the person. I never quite got up the nerve to 
ask the hula-hoop ladies to give me a lesson.

Soon I got interested in the footprints. Footprints from big peo-
ple, little people, people running, and mostly barefoot. If these are 
representative of life, it’s sobering to realize that they will be all 
washed away by the next incoming tide. Is that our role, to have 

Footprints in the Sands of Time
VOCJ 2015-2016

Roland Burton

our achievements washed away? I can’t buy the religious answer, 
that we’re all here to get good marks in this life so we can get some 
nebulous reward in the next life. Nor can I buy the answer that we 
are supposed to “Leave No Trace”, leaving the things that matter 
to the Authorities. Maybe if it’s fun, that’s good enough. VOC has 
given me ample opportunities for fun, and sometimes for testing 
crazy ideas, like the Brew hut, solar lighting for Brew, and a Solar 
Air Heater for Phelix.

So, enough of this philosophy. These were my adventures for the 
past year: 

In March, I crossed the Neve with Carla and Cora, mostly thanks 
to Matt Kennedy who organized us and provided logistical sup-
port. The lake was barely frozen and Carla and I were impressed, or 
maybe terrified, but nearly a year later, we’d do it all again. 

In May I got to be the Loved One for Cassandra’s three huts tra-
verse. The Loved One is the person who takes you to the start of 
the traverse and picks you up at the end, though they didn’t actual-
ly get to the third hut, due to injury.

The Phelix Door Replacement involved trips to measure the door 
hole and trips to buy parts that we didn’t fully understand, painting 
the door, delivering it to the trailhead, and later coming up and 
adding bits that the install crew had missed.

In September, the week-long Harrison Caper with Jeff Mottershed 
involved all sorts of interesting adventures including Jeff carrying 
half my food, chasing marmots which were eating the hut, getting 
snowed on for the whole week, covering the outhouse with alumi-
num to discourage the marmots, building a better bookcase for the 
hut, and even a dip in the hot springs. This all ended with a free 
helicopter ride to Pemberton when the road washed out leaving 
our cars stranded for a month.

To finish off the year, a trip in mid-November organized by Cas-



VOC Journal 2015-2016

228

sandra to work on the Lizzie Hut Trail went pretty well as planned, 
except for the snow. I tripped on a rock and at the end of the day, 
instead of going to the Skookumchuck Hot Springs, I got taken to 
Pemberton to get stitches. The others made good trail progress, 
but it’s hard to tell that we brushed out the trail just 5 years ago. So 
much for making a difference! 

Having missed out on the hot springs, I decided that it might be in-
teresting to try and get to Keyhole Hot Springs. It was interesting, 
but we found a bit more snow than we had expected, and ended up 
going to Skookumchuck instead, which satisfied my need for hot 
springs for a while.

Now as we approach the Journal deadline I’m planning to head 
to Phelix Hut. It seems there was stove trouble up there over New 
Years and now they need new fire extinguishers ASAP. We have a 
keen group, so we will haul in fire extinguishers plus a Coleman 
lamp, a Coleman stove, and a Coleman catalytic heater.

Does all this make a difference? Probably to other users, but not for 
long. Soon the tide will come in.
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