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& Trails Committee, expanding the committee from three VOCers to 
eight! At Brew, a bridge on the Roe Creek FSR is zero-rated and will be 
removed this summer, rendering vehicle access to the trailhead impos-
sible. Although our long evenings, emails, and meetings with the Forest 
District have not yet completely resolved these problems, we are moving 
in the right direction and I remain hopeful. 
 The trip agenda is packed with annual traditions, instructional 
trips, and new creations despite the difficult weather this winter: ava-
lanche danger was high for most of January, yet the snowpack is thin. At 
Tele School on Mt Seymour last week, it was pouring rain. By lunch time, 
everyone looked like they’d jumped into a swimming pool with ski gear 
on. Yet enthusiasm was as high as ever and was stoked even more when 
two VOCers showed up at lunch time with skis on their bikes (there has 
been a revival of self-propelled adventures this year). 
 The comings and goings of the club continue as always, with 
some pleasant updates. During lunch times, the club room is a popu-
lar hangout spot and many a weekend plan is made. Thanks to some 
stress-cleaning by the QMs, the club room and gear room are also more 
organized than they’ve been in a long time. This summer, a partnership 
was established with Mammut, who have kindly donated climbing ropes 
and avalanche gear. And, with the help of an FMCBC grant, we were able 
to replace all our out-dated Tracker beacons.  Additionally, in September, 
a convoy of 200+ cyclists, including about 40 VOCers, biked from UBC 
to City Hall down Broadway to join the crowd of 200,000 for the Van-
couver climate strike. It was wonderful to see the VOC show up in force 
to fight for what we care about. 
 That leads me to the most important point of this message. I 
cannot overstate how amazing each member of this year’s VOC execu-
tive has been. They have been a joy to work with and have blown all my 
expectations away. This year’s successes belong to everyone who helped, 
inside and outside of the executive. Thank you for the wonderful, sup-
portive community that you’ve helped create in the VOC. Now be safe 
and go have fun!

With a full heart,

Birgit
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Dear readers,
 “You better make good use of your $40 membership” a white-
haired VOCer grumbled as he helped me sign up for the club back in 
2014. Well, I think I got my $40 worth and a whole lot more: friend-
ship, memories, adventures, and some of the best experiences of my life. 
I hope that you will too, and that the stories and pictures in this journal 
help you see that the VOC is much more than a club. The VOC is a family 
and community of individuals who happen to share a penchant for type 
2 fun, don’t mind returning home to Vancouver at 5 am on a Monday 
morning before a full day of work or school, enjoy singing off-key, and 
most importantly: enjoy just being outside with friends. 
 After battling thick mould for many years, we finally installed a 
wood stove at Brian Waddington (Phelix) Hut! In classic VOC fashion, 
the stove, chimney, and all other materials were carried up on workhik-
ers’ backs with help from the old guard of the VOC. New logging this 
summer will improve the access road by rebuilding the stretch through 
the landslide and replacing the zero-rated bridge. Few things have been 
so straightforward on the huts and trails front, however. 
 This year, we’ve been plagued by access problems for both Har-
rison and Brew Hut. Two gates were installed on the Lillooet South FSR 
on the way to the Harrison Hut Trailhead, reducing the reasonable ac-
cess window to a few months per year (see page 164 for the full story). 
The first gentleman of the VOC rallied the troops in support of the Huts 
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HIKING, PEDALS, AND 
PADDLES

From top to bottom, left to right: 
1 I’m having too much fun out 
here, photo by Maureen Nadeau 
(see page 28). 2 Our kayak fleet 
paddling down Sechelt Inlet, pho-
to by Cheng Tsai (see page 73). 3 
Views at Chilliwack, photo by Kyle 
Clarkson (see page 21). 4 On the 
water at Seton Lake, photo by Cait-
lin Schneider (see page 67). 5 Myra 
Canyon tunnel and trestles, photo 
by Elliott Skierszkan (see page 47).
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MY FIRST VOC TRIP: BIKES, 
HIKES, AND LESSONS 

LEARNED
By Samuel Shulman

16

 I just moved to Vancouver from Montreal. Like any good East-
erner transplanted to the West Coast, this meant that I was about to go 
full on outdoorsy. Step one? Join the VOC! Step two? Sign up for a trip! I 
had every intention of my first trip being Rock Party, but then I saw a trip 
that tickled my fancy: Self-Propelled(ish) Bike Tour to Mount Elphin-
stone hosted by Gabrielle Booth and Jacob Grossbard. Sounded harm-
less. I signed up and excitedly awaited the pre-trip meeting.
 At the pre-trip I met the other participants: Julia Ramos Bujalil, 
Charlotte Scholten, and Kristin Gage. After repeatedly expressing my 
concerns about having practically never camped before to them, every-
one assured me that all would be fine. With this encouragement, and a 
very necessary trip to MEC for supplies, I was ready to rock 'n roll.
 We decide to meet at Grounds for Coffee on Alma at precisely 
7am. We each grabbed a piping hot cinnamon bun (i.e. bike trip fuel) 
and henceforth proclaimed that all self-propelled VOC trips shall begin 
at Grounds for Coffee – first we cinnamon roll, then we roll.
 We are lucky to have perfect weather for the ride up to Horse-
shoe Bay. We catch the ferry with time to spare and enjoy a scenic cross-
ing of Howe Sound. Soon we are at what we thought was the trailhead 
to Mount Elphinstone. It turns out we are still 3 km from the official 
trailhead. Of course we didn’t know this at the time, so we stash our bikes 
in the thorny brush and start on our merry way. After about 45 minutes, 
things start to go uphill (topographically, certainly not emotionally). 
During a particularly gruelling section, Julia exclaims “why do I keep 
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choosing to spend my weekends like this?”, which I think is a very valid 
question and gives me something to think about so as not to think about 
my quivering calf muscles. This brings me to my first lesson:

Lesson 1: Life is hard no matter what, so it might as well be 
hard with a view.

 Speaking of views… Having expected a six hour round trip, we 
are surprised that we still haven’t reached the summit after three hours. It 
quickly becomes clear to us that we have way underestimated the length 
of this hike. However, we decide to forge on, and after another very hard, 
very uphill hour, we finally make it to the 
beautiful view we had worked so hard for…

Lesson 2: Nature doesn’t give a shit 
about you.

 Exhausted and overwhelmed by the sheer beauty of this vista, we 
all, in silent agreement, lay down and take a good ol’ summit nap.
 Rising from our slumber, we decide that it’s high time for a group 
shot. Somebody has the brilliant idea that we should spell out VOC with 
our bodies. Easy stuff!

1 YAK? Hold on let’s try again… 2 Wait, where’s Jacob? (He forgot to set 
the delay on his camera so he just took a photo and then ran over and 
posed for ten seconds for absolutely no reason). 3 Ah, yes, VOC, obvi-
ously! Photos by Jacob Grossbard.

 After a combined 45 minutes of pure faff, we finally gather our 
wits and begin our descent. As though Mother Nature hadn’t slapped us 
in the face hard enough by obscuring our summit view, about 20 minutes 



Lesson 3: “There always be faff on bike trips, ’cause bikes al-
ways be faffin’ ” – Gabrielle Booth

 We stop for breakfast at the Gumboot Cafe, where we fuel up 
with coffee, dhal soup, and another cinnamon roll of course. The Gum-
boot is incredibly cute and we highly recommend it to any VOCers trav-
elling along the Sunshine Coast. Here we are, shimmying and shaking 
the chills out as we prepare to get back on our bikes and head toward the 
ferry.
 The ride back to Vancouver goes very smoothly, other than the 
fact that it rained the entire time and that my sleeping pad fell off my bike 
while crossing the Lions Gate Bridge. Luckily, Kristin was behind me 
and grabbed it. Unfortunately, due to the wind, rain, and cars, I couldn’t 
hear her yelling my name and she had to cross half the bridge with my 
sleeping pad on her handlebars (thank you again!).

Lesson 4: Strap down all your gear as though they were cin-
namon buns.

 Having crossed the Lions Gate Bridge and Burrard Bridge, 
we one by one break off to our respective finish lines to dry off, take 
well-needed showers, and have a well-deserved rest.
 Thank you for reading and thanks to my trip buddies for a very 
memorable first VOC trip! I’m already looking forward to the next one.
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into the descent the fog lifts and the skies clear. Unfortunately for us, 
there is literally nowhere else to get a view on the way down (see Lesson 
2). Like any normal people who just hiked 20 km up and down a 1200 
m elevation, we hop back on our bikes to get to our campsite, which was 
another two hours away. Unfortunately, the hike took much longer than 
expected and we only have about an hour of daylight left.
 As though things weren’t bad enough already, the first 25 min-
utes of the ride are purely uphill on Highway 101 between Langdale and 
Gibsons. I can confidently say that I have never biked so hard in my life. 
Nor have I ever swerved back and forth across three lanes of highway in 
order to fight the incline. To congratulate us on our ascent, Mother Na-
ture showers us with literal showers (see Lesson 2). Exhausted and wet, 
we stop for a break at a Subway in Gibsons to fill up on water and go over 
our game plan. The campsite is still an hour and a half away and the last 
rays of sunlight are just vanishing beneath the horizon. In addition to all 
this, the rain has really set in now and the rest of the ride would be on the 
shoulder of Highway 101. Yikes. We decide to cut our losses and find the 
nearest possible place to pitch our tents. Thanks to Google Maps we find 
a picnic area in Roberts Creek, only about 30 minutes away.
 The next 30 minutes are probably some of the most harrowing 
of my life. Lined up like ducklings on the foot-wide shoulder of Highway 
101, bike lights ablaze, we slowly make our way to our final destination. 
For those 30 minutes, reality consists of nothing but rain, darkness, cars 
flying by, and staying in a straight line.
 We make it to the picnic area without incident and, by the light 
of a few headlamps, set up our camp a few meters away from the sign that 
reads “camping prohibited.” We fill our bellies and promptly fall asleep to 
the sound of rain and waves crashing (though we couldn’t see them).
 In the morning, the picturesqueness of our campground is re-
vealed to us along with the source of the crashing waves that lulled us to 
sleep – the shore of the Strait of Georgia. Now I’m not about to recom-
mend an illegal campsite… but as far as they go, this one is pretty sweet.
 Other than confused looks from some early-rising locals, no-
body was concerned by our less-than-legal campground. We pack up our 
gear and laboriously strap everything back onto our bikes, prompting 
Gabrielle to drop some serious wisdom that was not only a lesson for me, 
but should be a lesson to all VOCers:

1 The unfinished cinnamon rolls are meticulously secured to Jacob’s rear 
rack for future consumption. 2 Summit nap. Photos by Jacob Grossbard.  
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PUTTING THE WACK INTO 
CHILLIWACK

By Kyle Clarkson

 In the dark, early hours of Saturday, three vehicles roamed 
through the city collecting their sleepy-eyed passengers. At 6am traffic is 
noticeably better when crossing the Fraser River than at any other time, 
ensuring that everyone – both the drivers and the passengers, who in-
stantly fell asleep – were incredibly happy. As dawn broke, the three units 
converged in Abbotsford and made towards south of Chilliwack. Wind-
ing up the Chilliwack Lake Road, it didn’t take long for smooth, blessed 
asphalt to give way to coarse gravel. Pushing higher and higher into the 
mountains, all were now awake. No amount of shut-eye was worth trad-
ing for the wonderful views of the tall trees, the dominating mountain 
peaks, and the Ford Mountain Correctional Centre. The three cars now 
slowly rolled along a path which was more boulders and blow-outs than 
road, but by around 9am they were stopped just before the final bridge 
by large and imposing concrete barriers. It is here where our thirteen 
adventurers, now deep within the forest, departed from their three shut-
tles and, with gear in tow, marched south towards their goal of Nodoubt 
Peak. The bushwhack had begun.
 Actuaaaally, after the barriers the trail is still in great condition 
and it would still be a while before any bushwhacking was required. We 
walked along the old logging-road trail as it continued parallel to Lake 
Chilliwack. Soon enough the trail finds its way to the south end of the 
lake and a nice sandy beach with a wonderful view.
 The fun really began just south of the lake at the mouth of the 
river. The trail was now less maintained, but still somewhat visible on 

From top to bottom. 1 All wet and 
all smiles! photo by Kind Stranger 
(see page 16). 2 Bushwacking, pho-
to by Kyle Clarkson (see page 21). 3 
What a view, photo by Kyle Clark-
son.



planned to take a morning hike west of the camp, finding a way across 
the river and touring up along a mountain stream. But as it turned out 
the previous days scrambling took more out of us than we thought. By 
the time everyone was up (*cough* Hannah *cough*), the gear was 
packed, and JP had had his pancakes, we simply decided to head out. 
Funnily enough, the campsite was very close to the original trail and may 
even have been shorter on our way out than our “shortcut” on the way 
in. With clear weather we followed the river north, eventually meeting 
up with where we set off the day before at the lake. After a quick dip in 
the lake we made our way back to the vehicles. After a quick Tim’s stop 
in Chilliwack, the three vehicles went their separate ways back to the city, 
back to procrastinated assignments and Monday-morning blues.
 All-in-all it was a fantastic way to spend the weekend outside 
of the city with some wonderful people. Would definitely recommend it 
for future trips. You’ll likely want to give yourself more time – perhaps 
three days – if you plan to make it to Nodoubt Peak. You may also want 
to bring a roll of ribbon to touch-up the trail.

23

VOC JOURNAL -  HIKING, PEDALS,  AND PADDLES

22

the ground and with the occasional, faded ribbon on the branches. We 
encountered several sections of trail that ran through clumps of marshy 
spots and slapping-willows. Slapping-willows: you whack the bush, it 
whacks back. Still, at this time of year, with no foliage, it was easy to spot 
better detours around some of the trouble spots.
 With Hannah Bates in the lead and Juan Pablo Torres Cantu 
(J.P.) sweeping behind, our little gang made its way through the trees 
taking in the pristine forest views. In an effort to save time, we moved 
off trail in straight-line towards the direction of our campsite. After all, 
it was past noon at this point and we were not yet halfway to Nodoubt 
Peak. With plans to make camp first, then scale the peak all before night-
fall, well you could say we were a bit pressed for time. Veering away from 
the river we continued south on a trajectory that would surely lead us 
back to the river. After some time pushing through the trees, we saw just 
past the ridge in front of us that the trees gave way to a clearing. But it 
was no river, we discovered after scrambling up, it was a cut line maybe 
20 feet wide running up and beyond the mountain face to our left, down 
the valley to our right, and all the way up the mountain to the west until 
the cut disappeared with the trees. Funny how America just pops up like 
that eh?
 With a bit of spiral-searching around swampy spots we eventu-
ally found our way back to the river and a nice rocky beach. Realizing 
how short on time we were, the call was made: make camp near the river, 
about halfway to our intended campsite, and to scrabble up along the 
cut line to finish the day. With tents up and gear packed away, we head-
ed back east to the line. Moving in and out of the trees we slowly made 
our way up – in some places climbing sheets of rock in our way. With 
the daylight left we didn’t make it to the peak, however after a couple 
of hours we discovered an old log platform on the edge of the cut that 
yielded a wonderful spot to take in the views of the valley.
 After some snacking and watching the sun dart towards the 
peaks in the west, we started the process of climbing/sliding down back 
to camp. With some light left we began our suppers on the rock beach 
and gathered what dry wood we could find. We finished the day with a 
small yet satisfying fire, sharing stories of past adventures, and taking in 
the majesty of all the stars of the clear and moonless night sky.
 There were good intentions for the morning, oh yes. A few had 

Photos by Hannah Bates and Kyle Clarkson.
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cutting a switchback through the burnt-out forest.
 What would have taken us 15 minutes along the road ended up 
taking 40. We kept reaching what looked like the end of the road, but at 
the top of every deadfall scramble, we found more road. By the time we 
reached the real trailhead, it was 5pm and we decided that we were too 
tired to keep going. We set up our tents, ran into a bear, and made dinner. 
We were both asleep before sunset.
 After a second alpine start, we ate a quick breakfast and headed 
up the mountain. The trees were all burnt and couldn’t be used as reli-
able holds. Neither could the rocks, which would shatter when you put 
weight on them. It was an amazing testament to the destructive power 
of fire. We finally reached the alpine and found numerous berries which 
we snacked on as we made our way upward. Our plan for the day was to 
find a nice bivy spot, set up camp and head up Outrigger. We scrambled 
along the ridge for a while and saw an impressive glacier. We followed 
some goats, who skirted around the glacier, sticking to the ridge above it.
 We continued along the ridge until it started to rain, at which 
point we quickly set up our tents on a mostly-flat bench and sought shel-
ter. Ryan unfortunately left his book in the car but found some non-tra-
ditional reading material to stay occupied. We napped a lot and both ate 
almost all of our food out of boredom. Right before sunset, the clouds 
suddenly disappeared. I was trying to sleep at that point, but Ryan came 
and got me out of my sleeping bag so that I could actually see the beauti-
ful mountains around us. We decided that if the weather held, we would 
go for a summit attempt in the morning. 
 We started our final day with yet another alpine start and made 
our way up the ridge toward Outrigger. While we were packing our day 
packs for the summit bit, Ryan realized that he was missing his Nalgene. 
We weren’t sure if we’d summit because the glaciers looked pretty nasty 
and we didn’t have a rope, but we wanted to get as far as we could to see 
the sunrise. About 20 minutes before sunrise, we got to the glacier and 
discovered that the scary-looking crevasse was only a foot (30 cm) deep 
and a few inches wide. We made great time up the glorified snowfield 
and had a few spicy scrambling moves to get to the summit, just in time 
for sunrise. After a long time taking photos at the summit, we headed 
back down the mountain. As we headed down the creek to the road, I 
found Ryan’s Nalgene stuck behind some branches. Once we got back 

ADVANCED HOTSPRING-
ING AT THE PITT RIVER HOT 

SPRINGS: AN ELAHO EPIC
By Andrew Wilson 
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 For Labour Day long weekend, I planned an overland trip to the 
Pitt River Hot Springs, starting at Watersprite Lake. The evening before 
we were going to leave, I got an email from Ryan MacDonald saying that 
he didn’t really want to spend his weekend slogging 20 km of logging 
roads, so he was going to go up Outrigger instead. This seemed like a 
cool trip, so I decided to join. I left work early so that I could meet Ryan 
and we could get out of the city before rush hour. We made great time up 
G Main FSR. About 10 km before the road to Outrigger, Ryan noticed 
some smoke coming out from his engine. We discovered that his radiator 
hose had a sizable hole in it, and we had nothing to patch it. 
 We headed a kilometer down the road to a First Nations fishing 
camp we had passed on the way up to see if anyone there could give us a 
ride into town in the morning, but it was empty. We got back to the car, 
set up camp, and went to bed.
 The next morning, we woke up at 5:30am and hiked down the 
beautiful FSR towards Squamish. About 20 km down the road, after get-
ting passed by several cars, a couple stopped for us. They were camping 
a few kilometers up the road and needed to get some beer and cigarettes. 
After visiting all of the auto parts stores in Squamish, we finally found 
a radiator hose for the car. Our new friends drove us back up to our car 
and then went to explore the Elaho. When we got to the turnoff for Out-
rigger, the road was washed out at 0 km so we started hiking up more 
logging roads. It was 2pm, a good 8 hours after we wanted to start hiking. 
We hiked along the road for a kilometer or two and then decided to try 



27

VOC JOURNAL - HIKING, PEDALS, AND PADDLES

26

to the car, Ryan decided to check on his radiator, which was under very 
high pressure for a car that had been off for a day and a half. We thought 
nothing of it and drove down to the McDonalds in Squamish for fries 
and chocolate milkshakes.
 In a (not so) surprising turn of events, Ryan’s Subaru made a 
popping sound and started leaking coolant about 5 km past Britannia 
Beach. Another radiator hose had exploded, but since we were on the Sea 
to Sky, we called BCAA and got a nice tow truck ride back to Vancouver.

Clockwise from top. 1 photo by 
Ryan MacDonald (see page 24). 2 
The hills near Ullapool on my way 
to the Shenevall Bothy. 3 The trail 
went straight up this hill. Barren 
landscape making me feel small 
photos 2 &3 by Maureen Nadeau 
(see page 28).



had I learned, with the help of an old friend, how to disassemble my bike. 
I’ve been lucky and always had very experienced bike friends who have 
assisted in my maintenance needs, so this would be the first trip where I 
needed to rely fully on my own skills (or lack thereof). 
 Nonetheless, I persisted. I made it onto the plane and was on my 
way to Glasgow, where I had a Warmshowers host awaiting my arrival. 
This host had offered to let me leave my bike box at his home, which was 
amazing because I had a small backpack that I was able to put in the box 
with a few items for after I completed the route. 
 When I arrived, I was greeted by the most amazing host, James, 
who prepared an incredible meal for us to share. Then we talked about 
bikes all night long. His excitement for my adventure made me that much 
more excited, and his generosity was truly the best welcome to Scotland 
I could have ever imagined. In the morning he offered up his tools, an 
adapter, a spoon (thank goodness!), and directions to the train and sent 
me on my way. 
 I made it to the train and knew I had two hours before the strug-
gle-fest began. I composed myself and took in the landscape as I enjoyed 
my last bit of time in excessive comfort.
 My trip route followed the exact route provided by Bikepacking.
com, designed by Alan Goldsmith. Elite bikepackers from all over the 
world compete on this route around the same time of year that I would 
be doing it. I had purposefully planned my trip this way, in the hopes 
that I would get to meet some of my greatest idols - Lee Craigie and Jen-
ny Graham! Along with some other seriously remarkable riders. I began 
my trip one week ahead of their scheduled start day, lining us up to finish 
near the same time.
 When I arrived in Tyndrum I was lost and confused, but stoked 
as could be. I turned on my ridewithgps app and began to follow the 
prompts. The trip had finally started and I could only dream of what was 
to come. 
 Looking back on it, my first day of riding was hilarious. I stopped 
every 15 minutes to take photos of sheep, drink water, let out some big 
hoots and hollers, and generally breathe in the gorgeous landscape. 
 It was an easy day of riding compared to the rest and the weather 
was great. Not too hot, not too cold, and not a drop of rain … boy was 
this about to change. As I’d started at 2:00pm, I decided to ride until 
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HIGHLAND TRAIL 550 BIKE-
PACKING

THE TALE OF A GIRL, HER BIKE, AND A TWO WEEK EPIC 
THROUGH THE HIGHLANDS OF SCOTLAND

By Maureen Nadeau 
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 I’d like to preface this article by explaining why exactly I chose 
to suffer through one of the most grueling bikepacking trips known to 
fellow bikepackers. For me, this trip was so much more than seeking 
out a way to ride my bike. It was a trip of firsts: the first time I’d travel 
somewhere completely alone, the first time I’d be in the backcountry by 
myself, the first time I’d make risk assessments without others’ opinions, 
and the first time I’d learn that my judgement was valuable and import-
ant. Being a woman in the mountain biking and backcountry scene can 
be difficult - especially when you are raised in a world that is constantly 
judging women by their capabilities relative to men. I chose specifically 
to complete this trip alone so that I could practice self love and remind 
myself that being a woman is a beautiful gift I was given. It’s something 
that I need to do more. 

Day 1, 2, & 3 - from Vancouver to Glasgow to Tyndrum to Ran-
noch Hills:

 It all started with a sketchy morning realizing that my tiny car 
was too small to properly fit my bike box in the trunk. It was 6:30am and 
I had a full work day prior to my red eye departure - I was determined 
to use every last minute of my vacation days. So I had to jerry-rig a very 
questionable bungee cord setup and hope it would make it on the high-
way. The first obstacle was just getting to the airport and I realized that 
this was going to be the most hilarious adventure. Only two days prior 
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ment process. However, something must have fallen out of my pump 
when I helped the man and I was no longer receiving any air pressure. 
No air pressure means no tire means no biking means Moe alone in the 
Backcountry over 20 kms from any homes. 
 There was nothing to do but push. And so I did just that. I pushed 
and I pushed and I just kept pushing. I walked for hours. It was raining, 
I was tired and I was lonely, but I kept pushing. By about 7pm I decided 
I had to eat. I cooked up dinner sitting on the ground in the open during 
a torrential downpour. I watched herds of deer run across the valley as I 
scarfed down my noodles and eventually willed myself to keep moving. 
 It was 9:30pm when I finally came across a house. It was nestled 
in the forest but I saw lights! I had to knock, it could have been my only 
chance to get back on a bike. A man came to the door with the greatest 
look of astonishment on his face when he saw a young woman resem-
bling a drowned rat at his door. The only words I could muster without 
breaking down in tears were “do you have a bike pump I can use?” 
 I think he was honestly so shocked he simply answered the 
question and led me to the shed. Once we started pumping the bike is 
when the questions began. “Where did you come from?” “Where are you 
sleeping?” “Why are you by yourself?” “Have you seriously never been to 
Scotland before?” “You’re going to ride that far?”
 I must admit, this has got to have been the strangest interaction 
this man could have ever anticipated when he opened the door. I can see 
now why he had so many, very valid, questions. But I sensed the kindness 
in his voice and it really did help me to open up and explain my story. Af-
ter I told him I wasn’t sure where I’d be sleeping that night, he graciously 
opened up his home. Him and his family were staying in this house in 
the woods for a week as they rent it every year for a holiday. I was pretty 
lucky to have caught them because they had only got in the night before. 
 So I took the invitation and I spent the evening telling the family 
my story and sharing memories with a group of the kindest people that I 
knew I would never see again. It was so beautiful to be able to be so raw 
and accepting of their help and to experience how open people can be if 
you allow yourself to be vulnerable. 

Day 5 - Kinloch Laggan to Cannich:

about 7:00pm and wild camp in a nice little forest. I hadn’t made many 
miles, but I went to bed feeling proud and ready to tackle my second day 
on my bike.

Day 4 - Rannoch Hills to Kinloch Laggan:

 I woke up feeling stoked and ready to ride. Camp takedown was 
seamless and breakfast was delicious. I began my first epic descent full 
of smiles. I stopped to take a picture and my fancy camera (bought for 
this trip) was not working. I tried not to let it bug me and said to myself, 
“nothing to do but ride” and continued on. After the descent I pedalled 
through some forestry roads and onto a lovely gravel track where I passed 
some hill walkers feeling full of bravado. I was on a gorgeous lake and 
knew I was close to my first bothy (aka a hut to us North Americans). 
Little did I know that I would spend the next hour trudging through a 
bog and end the descent to the hut with falling over and being waist deep 
in peat moss and water. I had accepted that this trip would be wet and 
dirty about two minutes into the ride.  
 When I arrived at the bothy, I was greeted by two brothers who 
were doing a canoe trip. They offered me tea, in true Scots fashion, and 
we chatted about the hills. The walkers met up with us at the bothy and as 
we all chatted, a person on a bike passed us moving at an incredibly fast 
pace. He didn’t say more than hello and was on his way. I soon followed 
and caught up to him, realizing he flatted from the unfortunate design of 
rocks on the trail that have been created to act as a drainage ditch due to 
the immense amount of rain Scotland receives every year. I offered him 
my pump and we got to chatting. He told me he was trying to beat the 
HT550 record as he didn’t get accepted to race this year. It was then that I 
realized just how intense this journey would be. Unfortunately, he had to 
turn around due to this issue, but he sent me on my way with well wishes. 
My stoke was high and I was in the most beautiful valley. I climbed and 
climbed and finally reached the top where I was ready to do some tech-
nical descending. 
 This terrain was certainly challenging and I found myself taking 
exciting risks. The drainage ditches soon became my nemesis as I had 
to hop over them in order to save my tires. One ditch got me good and 
popped my bike tire. I quickly grabbed my tools and began the replace-
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rider.
 At the end was a very dilapidated Bothy, followed by a squidgy 
bog I had to push my bike through. Nothing like sphagnum moss trails 
to remind me I was definitely not in Canada. (PS. I used to work as a 
wetlands conservationist so I do tend to geek out over the rad bogs in 
Scotland. I think it was the only way to help myself from getting frustrat-
ed that the route even considered that we could ride over this terrain). 
 It was finally descent time! This single track was minimally used 
and a bit “choose your own adventure” esque. It was so rad! It overlooked 
massive valleys and hills and I was stoked. But I didn’t realize just how 
high and how long I’d been climbing. Once I finally got down to the 
farmers field areas, I thought I was done and then realized I had so much 
more descent. It was 8:30 PM and I had been riding literally all day. I 
hadn’t eaten dinner and I was hungry and getting cold. I ate a clif bar, 
threw on some extra layers, and pedalled for the next hour and a half 
until I reached Cannich and found a campsite for the night! Setting up 
camp was a daze and I instantly fell into a well deserved sleep.

Day 6 - Cannich to Deanich(ish):

 I woke up and headed out for another early and big day. Yes-
terday I travelled 97 km and climbed 2200 m. I was pooped. But I was 
ready to tackle another big day and be back on track. I rode hard through 
gorgeous valleys full of green and rock.
 All afternoon was perfect and I made it to the last known spot 
to buy food before the Northern loop. It was a small town called Contin. 
The store had a very strange and minimal selection. I grabbed a tin of 
maple syrup, wraps, cookies, and pasta. I also picked up a banana for 
lunch, which was one of my only opportunities for fresh fruit on the trip. 
 It was cold out and I didn’t want to eat lunch outside, so I found 
a little school/community center that happened to be open and I went in 
there. Who knows if I was allowed to, but it offered me a nice shelter for 
my hour long break. I knew the afternoon would be a big push and I was 
beginning my travel through the most remote section, so I wanted one 
final meal indoors. 
 The next set of hills was a beautiful climb around rivers and 
through valleys. It was chilly being this far North so I had to continue 

 In the morning I woke with dry gear and a happy heart, fully 
ready to get back on the road and make up for all of my lost distance. My 
camera had magically come back to life! The family made me porridge 
in true Scots fashion, covered in Golden Syrup, and showed me to the 
nearest bike shop. I began down the road feeling invincible. 
 When I got to the bike shop, it was closed. So I killed time and 
read my book. Eventually people at the cafe beside it came to work and 
still no bike shop attendant. So I asked and was told it wouldn’t be open 
today. Luckily I pleaded with the cafe workers and they opened the shop 
and let me buy a new tube and a bike pump! Good thing everyone knows 
everyone in Northern Scotland. 
 I WAS FINALLY BACK IN BUSINESS! I began a short portion 
of road riding before making my way to a valley that eventually took me 
up an incredibly gorgeous climb. I was determined to push myself, so 
I climbed quickly and aggressively, making my way over the mountain 
in no time. I was nothing but smiles on the descent and I couldn’t stop 
thinking of just how lucky I was. It was as if the events of yesterday didn’t 
happen. 
 All of a sudden I was in Fort Augustus and it was teeming with 
tourists. This was my first chance to have WiFi and update my parents on 
my adventure. I ordered as much food as I possibly could and sat back in 
a nice cafe that looked out onto the Loch. 
 I was feeling good and knew I needed to make miles. So after a 
nice call to my mom, I continued over the next mountain pass. The first 
couple hours involved following the Loch on a forest service road a few 
hundred meters above. It was a lovely view and I was able to pedal very 
quickly. I made it to the next town in no time and this is where my ascent 
became more difficult.
 The climb was relentless. It just kept going. I made it into this 
strange world of barren land with nothing but windmills. It was so eerily 
quiet except for the continuous hum of the propellers spinning. In my 
head I was creating the next great sci-fi novel. 
 At the top of the climb was a dam with super rocky flat terrain 
that I had to ride for a couple of kilometres. This was fun for about ten 
minutes. After that it was so intense to be continuously picking my line 
that I think my brain went into lockdown mode. I can’t even remember 
some of this section, but what I do know is that it was making me a better 
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was only 6pm but I was done. 

Day 8 - Loch Shin to Ullapool:

 I woke up by 4am. Seeing that my phone had officially died I 
knew I had to just move to get to a town and find a solution. Luckily 
I spent yesterday at the restaurant studying my route because I had no 
paper map and had to route-find using the little knowledge I had. 
 I couldn’t believe I was travelling like this. I kept going until I 
finally reached a real road and I pedalled forever. At this point I didn’t 
really know where I was headed, but I knew that if I continued West I’d 
eventually reach a town. And I did. It took some time, but I made it to 
Scourie. I pedalled extra off the path but it was a real town with a way to 
get my bearings. 
 I went to a cafe and a man who just came from a two week 
hill-hiking expedition noticed I was also in the backcountry and we got 
to chatting. He gave me tons of advice and I learned so much about Scot-
tish history. Another man who was caravaning around Scotland came in 
and joined our conversation. He helped me use his phone to draw out my 
next route. I had to skip a small section of the trail and follow the road to 
Ullapool because I didn’t have my phone. I was told I’d be able to buy one 
in Ullapool so I knew I would be ok. This route was frequented by many 
caravaners completing the North Coast 500 - a 500 mile drive around the 
spectacular coastline of Scotland. It was a breathtaking route, so I could 
see why there were so many on it. 
 I left both men feeling that incredible sense of Scottish hospitali-
ty, ready to get a phone and be in control again. The road was long but it 
was gorgeous. I was feeling great.
 I made it to Ullapool and bought the cheapest smartphone I 
could find. It was slow but I was able to download my map and that’s 
all that mattered. The day felt like a week’s worth of adventure and I was 
so tired that I decided to get a b&b. It was very rewarding to be able to 
shower for the first time, sleep in a warm bed, and dry out my tent. I went 
to bed at 8pm and slept deeply.

Day 9 - Ullapool to Shenavall Bothy:

moving to stay warm. 
 The rain started around dinner time and I put on all my layers 
and cooked up some food, with the intent of continuing to ride well into 
the evening. It was about 9:30pm when I decided to stop. I found a nice 
little spot by the river and headed to bed right away.

Day 7 - Deanich(ish) to Loch Shin:

 It wasn’t raining in the morning and I was stoked on this! How-
ever, it was still chilly so I got moving pretty quickly. I pedalled to a small 
community and began another glorious ride through the hills. This is 
where things started to get really hard.
 The wind picked up and the rain started. Now I’m not talking 
about a light wind. I was riding through the most intense head wind/
rainstorm I’ve ever witnessed. It was so brutally challenging. I was ped-
alling three times as hard yet moving half the distance. It went on for so 
long. It was breaking me.
 I knew there was a restaurant ahead and I knew it could provide 
me with warmth so I just kept going. But I was scared of what was ahead. 
I made it to the restaurant and was told it hadn’t opened yet. So I pleaded 
and sat on the floor in the waiting room until it opened.
 Here I tried my first vegetarian haggis, which was essentially 
just a whole lot of spiced lentils with “neeps and tatties.” Which are nor-
mal potato and sweet potato. I was happy to be eating warm food but 
I was seriously soaked to the bone. I stayed there for so long, hoping 
the weather would subside and trying to find my will to keep moving. I 
called my mom and she told me to just get a hotel and stay the night until 
it got better. I should have listened, but I am notoriously stubborn so I 
headed back out.
 It was so hard to combat. More of the exact same of everything 
that morning and so much less stoke to be riding. I was cold and tired 
and I kept hoping I’d finish the ascent. When it finally came I was so 
ready to descend into the beautiful lake system, but by the time I reached 
the bottom I was the coldest I’d ever been. I had to find shelter fast. I set 
up camp behind an old shed. I ate as quickly as I could and put on all my 
layers. I pulled out my phone and watched it turn off, thinking that the 
battery had just died. Little did I know my phone had completely died. It 
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soon as I did I broke down. She told me this was it, to be done putting 
myself through the struggle, I had accomplished an incredible amount 
and it was ok to stop. She said I was strong, brave, and far too stubborn. 
I hung up knowing I needed to take her advice. I asked the woman at the 
till if there were taxis or hotels in this town. Of course there were neither. 
I choked back tears as I thanked her anyway and I began to realize that 
maybe I was done. Maybe I couldn’t continue. 
 But yet again, I was reminded of the generosity of strangers and 
how it would allow me to continue pushing through to my goal. A lovely 
woman came over and said there is no way she would let me out on my 
bike in this weather. If I couldn’t get a taxi, I could disassemble my bike 
and put it in her car. And as she spoke another couple also came to offer 
assistance. Together they joined forces to find a solution and it ended up 
with me putting my bike in the car of the couple and them driving me to 
their campsite to get me set up with a spot. It all happened so fast I could 
hardly even process it. One minute I felt so lonely and was on the verge 
of giving up and the next I was in a car that was warm, surrounded by 
extreme kindness and full of gratitude. 
 They dropped me off at the front desk of the campsite and made 
sure my bike was properly reassembled. I said my goodbyes, unable to 
express how truly grateful I was for their kindness. 
 This campsite had a laundry facility and an indoor cook space so 
I was able to wash and dry my wet clothing for the first time. Which - let’s 
be real - needed to happen regardless, because one shammy for a trip of 
this length needs a bit of love. 
 I went into the cook facility and began to cook dinner. I was 
warming up and feeling moons better than I had two hours ago. Ex-
periencing these shifts in moods was something I realized that was so 
beneficial. Learning to cope with the goods and bads reminded me of my 
resiliency and drive. I was ready to tackle anything.
 Two girls from Montreal invited me to their table and we spent 
the night chatting and drinking rum. It made me feel full again. I went to 
bed smiling and happy. It is true what they say - never scratch at night.

Day 11 - Big Sand to Dornie: 

 I woke up to SUN! Can you believe it!? Sun! I literally jumped 

 Waking up to breakfast being cooked for you is a feeling like 
nothing else. I was back in business and ready to tackle the final week of 
riding. I said goodbye to the lovely host and continued on my way. The 
start of the route was a major hike-a-bike that provided stunning views 
and led to some of my favourite single track of the trip. I was muddy and 
wet but so stoked to be riding well. 
 I met a couple different walkers on this trail who were doing a 
famous walking route, the Cape Wrath. We shared stories and continued 
along. I eventually made it into the Shenavall Bothy which was absolutely 
amazing. The area was gorgeous and the Bothy was so fun! There were a 
ton of people there and although I had wanted to push to the next bothy, 
I decided to stay the night and share stories with everyone. 

Day 10 - Shenavall Bothy to Big Sand:

 When we woke up, we realized that it had rained so much over-
night that the river would be impassable. I’d known that I’d have to cross 
the river with my bike above my head, but some of the hill walkers trying 
to complete a major challenge of hiking every Monroe went into the riv-
er and it was almost up to their heads. There were experienced guides in 
the hut who told me it was far too dangerous to do alone, especially be-
cause there would be other dangerous rivers, not just this one. The only 
way to do it was to go back out and around to Poolewe on the road. I had 
anticipated this because it was in the race rules that it would be accepted 
if the river was too dangerous. I was pretty bummed but knew it was the 
smart choice.
 So I headed out, wished everyone well and began the long way 
around. It was another cold, wet, and windy day. I was muddy and soaked 
from the fun initial single track, but once I got on the road it was much 
less fun. The coastal winds pushed me back and I was struggling. It was 
seriously amazing to understand just how easily I was affected by the 
weather and type of terrain I was riding. 
 I pedalled for so long and still had a serious trek. Finally, I saw 
a sign for a cafe. I turned off and ended up having to bike 7 miles to get 
to the cafe, which would have just taken me to Poolewe. I was tired and 
cold and hungry. I ordered a meal and tried my best not to cry, but this 
weather was really taking a toll on me. I decided to call my mom and as 



38 39

VOC JOURNAL - HIKING, PEDALS, AND PADDLES

ging road down. I had come to love the sections that weren’t as technical 
for totally different reasons. Jamie clocked our speed at over 50km/hr. 
 At this point we were very close to the racers. Jamie had data 
and we were using a website called dotwatcher.cc to check their SPOT 
locators to see who would pass us. We had stopped in for lunch at Fort 
Augustus and saw that a couple of racers were getting closer to us. Un-
expectedly, two had passed us in the night, so we were determined to see 
the others on the trail. 
 I urged Jamie and Karen to continue on with me and push to 
Fort William. We knew the elevation profile was minimal as we were 
following a dyke system for most of the route. It was the home stretch. 
They agreed to push, making our day over 100 km and 2700 m elevation. 
It was big, but we made it to Fort William, very ready for dinner. We saw 
that Javi Murchante was catching up to us, and fast. We decided to grab 
some food and then wait on the roadside to see him. But he was so fast 
that we missed him when we went to order food! At least Jamie and Kar-
en got to eat “the best Fish and Chips in Scotland.” 
 We pedalled to our campsite and made a game plan for our final 
day of riding. They had agreed to finish tomorrow and I was thrilled. 
This meant I would finish two days ahead of schedule, even after all of 
the set backs.

Day 14 - Fort William to Tyndrum:

 The weather was supposed to get worse as the day went on, so we 
woke up at 6am and started to ride as soon as possible. This route would 
be the reverse route that the walkers were doing on the West Highland 
Way. We saw people the entire journey. Our crew was so happy, we were 
smiling the whole way and I think the walkers thought we were crazy 
with some of the terrain we were bringing our bikes over. It was super 
technical stuff. 
 Eventually, Martjin Boonman caught up to us and we got to ride 
the ascent into the Devil’s Staircase together. It was awesome to talk to 
him and ride together, but we really saw just how tired they were after 
this race. The end was near and he was determined to finish strong. He 
pulled ahead and we waited for the next rider to approach us.
 The Devil’s Staircase was such a wild experience to ride down. It 

out of my bed and ran to the beach. It was absolutely gorgeous. 
 I grabbed my stove and cooked up breakfast on the beach. I was 
ready to make moves and stoked on the next section. I wound up high 
over the mountains and down into a nearby lach. The next few hours 
were amazing. I arrived in Kinlochewe and had lunch at a cafe that all 
of the bikepacking community said was a must. It was delicious and I 
set off to travel as far as possible today. I went through Glencoe which 
was beautiful! I rode for a very long time before ending up in Dornie at 
10pm. 
 When I pulled into the campsite for the first time I noticed two 
bikepacking rigs! I was thrilled. One man came out and he asked if I was 
from Canada and then pointed out the fact that I had a MEC tent. As it 
turned out, a couple from Vancouver was also completing the HT 550 
and I had caught up to them. 

Day 12 - Dornie to Cannich:

 The couple (Jamie and Karen) and I went to the bakery for break-
fast and then decided to ride together for the day. I was thrilled that they 
suggested it as I think I was ready for someone to talk to while riding. 
We had a big initial climb to another great track back into Cannich. We 
debated pushing further, but decided that we would rather have a beer 
and enjoy our night. I told them that I was eager to finish in two days and 
I think I helped push them to want to go for it as well, however we still 
had a good chunk of the trail left. I wasn’t sure if they would stay with me 
or not, but I knew the weather was going to turn and I wanted to make 
miles while it was beautiful out. 

Day 13 - Cannich to Fort William: 

 Waking up, taking down my tent and putting on riding gear had 
now become part of my routine. I was actually worried to see what life 
would be like when I finished riding. I had nothing but stoke now that I 
was riding with two wonderful people, the weather was amazing, and the 
views even better. 
 The start of our ride was a big punch, climbing for a couple hours 
straight up, but boy was it worth it when we got to shred a super fast log-
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was extremely technical and when you add the endless stream of walk-
ers heading up, it was such a hilarious challenge. Unfortunately, the rain 
had started and we didn’t get the classic view. We continued along and 
Nelson Trees passed us in full racer mode. He hardly even noticed us 
cheering him on as we approached the final 10 kms. 
 The last fifteen minutes of riding ended on the same spot that the 
trail started. It was an incredible feeling to retrace our steps over this area 
that I had started out with such a different perception. The end was near 
and I couldn’t contain my excitement! I hollered the whole way until we 
arrived at the final gate! We did it! We finished the Highland Trail 550. 
Over 900 km and 16,000 m elevation in 11 days and 2 hours. 
 We went into the Real Food Cafe (a classic stop for all bikepack-
ers) and celebrated with a delicious meal. We were soaking wet and cov-
ered in mud, but full of gratitude and a sense of accomplishment. Martjin 
and a few other riders came to the cafe and it was so great to chat with 
them and hear about how the trip was. To me, they are the most incred-
ible athletes. I even got to meet Lee Craigie! Jamie and Karen surprised 
me with a hotel room (HURRAY for my second shower in 2 weeks!). 
Again, I was absolutely stunned by the kindness of these two people. 

Day 15 - Tyndrum to Glasgow:

 We ate breakfast and then stopped in the same cafe to plan our 
separate routes and part ways. I purchased a train ticket to head back 
down to Glasgow and they worked out their route to continue cycling! I 
couldn’t believe these two were going to complete all of the bikepacking 
routes in Scotland. They had another month of riding in store. They are 
the most inspiring couple. 
 I said my goodbyes and parted ways with a new sense of self. I 
had so many mixed emotions on that train ride back to Glasgow, but one 
that stuck out was how possible it is to accomplish anything you set your 
mind to. I think it is so easy to not achieve your goals through self-doubt 
and this trip was a beautiful reminder that anything is possible. I cannot 
even begin to express my gratitude towards the VOC and the Macken-
zies for this grant. The VOC and the Mackenzies made this trip possible 
and for that I am immeasurably grateful. 

Frop top-left to bottom-right. 1 Home for the night. 2 Lunch-time yard 
sale! 3 Hike-a-bike suffer fest in Glen Affric making for epic descents 
later. 4 Technical descents after Kinlochewe. Photos by Maureen Nadeau
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GOLDEN EARS: A FRIENDLY 
SELF-PROPELLED TRIP

By Joe O’Brien

Participants: Else Bosman, Megan Cramb, and Joe O’Brien
 October this year brought much cool and clear weather with it. 
Still mired in the surprisingly long process of rebuilding muscle after 
a broken collarbone, I wasn’t quite feeling up to a full long weekend of 
climbing. A conversation with Else led to the conclusion that the week-
end was perfectly suited to a self-propelled adventure - finally a chance 
to test out the kit we’d devised for self-propelled adventures!
 While climbing with Megan, I sold the trip hard, mentioning 
that there was hardly any elevation on the bike, the weather was going to 
be great, and we might even finish in two days. Apparently I sold the trip 
a bit too well, as Megan decided that not only was she keen, but it was a 
great trip for Sadie (her pup) too. 
 Some faff and a couple days later, we all met up at the Trout Lake 
Community Centre and set off in convoy. Else and I had our camping 
gear split between us, and we’d all agreed that since we were on bikes we 
could afford the weight of feasting (I brought along a pasta sandwich). 
Megan was slightly more loaded down - she had all of her own camping 
gear, as well as all of Sadie’s, and she was towing Sadie in a homemade 
trailer too. We figured it was fair for Else and I to take turns at lead, and 
Megan could draft.

DAY 1

 Getting out of Vancouver was surprisingly easy, and apart from 

From top clockwise. 1 Jar of pea-
nut butter and a block of cheese 
signifying I’m ready to start the 
trip! photo by Maureen Nadeau. 2 
Megan excited to not be hauling 
Sadie. 3 Else working her way up 
the boulder field, photos 2 & 3 by 
Joe O’Brien.



cided they each had one free day this weekend and wanted to do our 
self-propelled trip, but faster, lighter, and sufferer. They’d left Vancouver 
early, got to the trailhead before we really woke up, and started hiking 
while we had breakfast. As they’d not passed us on the way up (because 
we were lazy) they figured we must have already gone to the peak. So, 
when we emerged from the brush behind them, they were surprised. We 
confessed that we had gotten out of bed at our “leave camp” time, which 
was their “we’ve been biking for almost 4 hours” time. We all found this 
funny, especially as Martin is usually harassed by Else and me for faffing 
too much - but hey, it’s a holiday weekend!
 After sharing snacks and getting cold it was decided that we 
should all get moving. Megan, Else, Sadie, and I began plodding up the 
boulder field towards the peak while Martin and Mirtha headed back 
down to their bikes, so they could get to the edges of the lower mainland 
and catch a bus. Although there was still not much for views, I found this 
trip up the peak to be much more fun, as we weren’t being rained on. 
There was no isothermal snow, and nobody triggered any rockfall. 
 At the peak, we all tried to put further dents in our lunches, with 
varying degrees of success, and then headed back down to camp. Poles 
were somewhat helpful. I think my knees hated me less than Else’s and 
Megan’s did the next day. Once at camp, we decided it was Thanksgiving, 
made too much food, didn’t finish it all, and went to bed.

DAY 3

 On the final day of our trip we got going at a similarly late hour 
- though this time it was due to finding out that Megan’s bike seemed 
to have suffered some damage from pulling the trailer (her drivetrain 
seemed to be loose around the rear chainrings - like they’d been torqued 
about a bit too much by the trailer attachment point). This being a rare 
trip of VOCers where nobody was an engineer, we didn’t spend an hour 
trying to fix it - it only took us 30 minutes to decide we couldn’t do much 
apart from call for a lift if Megan’s bike fell apart.
 Thankfully though, the ride out was uneventful - even when Sa-
die was back in the trailer. We found out that going home is much quick-
er when you don’t have to stop to check the map all the time. For extra 
fun, we intentionally detoured onto a rail trail for some gravel-y fun and 
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some highway riding, not too bad! Once we crossed the Pitt River the 
riding became downright pleasurable with wide shoulders, comparative-
ly little traffic, and no perceptible wind. The only downside was, this be-
ing October, none of the fresh fruit stands were open.
 As I told Megan before, there was hardly any elevation on the 
ride, which made towing Sadie much easier. Or, at least it did until we got 
to the elevation… There is only about 400 m of elevation on the entire 
60km ride, however, roughly 80% of this elevation happens in the last 
~10 km. This proved to be challenging when towing camping gear times 
two, plus dog, plus trailer - but Megan is an incredible trooper and hardly 
swore out loud too much at all really!
 Sometime later we were at the trailhead for the East Canyon 
Trail, stashing the trailer (Sadie could now walk along with us) redistrib-
uting gear, and starting to bike the trail towards our campsite. Megan was 
the only one with any mountain bike experience, so she did just about as 
well on her roadie as Else and I did on our solid-frame hybrids. I found 
that being 3-months out from a bike-induced, summer-ending, trip-can-
celling collarbone break meant I was riding a lot more cautiously than I 
usually would - hopefully this is a trait I can keep. In the end the ~5km 
ride took us almost an hour (we hike-a-bike’d ~40%) and we got to camp 
in the last little light of the day.

DAY 2

 We had a bit of a late start the next morning despite what we had 
told Martin and Mirtha (I hope one of them writes a trip report about 
their day…) and left camp decidedly after the already leisurely 9am start 
time we had proclaimed. If you’ve never hiked Golden Ears before, just 
imagine the BCMC Trail stretched out with some alpine on top. There’s 
some rambly gradual climbing for the first 3 km, then you bang right 
up the mountainside for ~1000 m vertical that gets you to the Chateau 
Emergency Shelter. There’s a few spots where having hands is helpful, but 
even Sadie managed fine with a little help. 
 The emergency shelter is renowned for its views, but this is the 
second time I’ve been up here with <100 m vis, so I can neither con-
firm nor deny that it is in fact “worth it.” However, better than views, 
we found friends at the emergency shelter! Martin and Mirtha had de-
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so Sadie could run alongside us and give Megan a break. In fact, we were 
so much faster going home that we all made it to various Thanksgiving 
dinners that we’d previously said we wouldn’t make it to. Else even made 
it to two dinners!

BETA

 All in all, this is a remarkably beginner-friendly self-propelled 
trip with modest distances and elevation to deal with each day. I would 
highly recommend staying at Viewpoint Beach Campground near the 
east-west connector bridge, as being able to mostly bike to the camp-
ground means no messing about with getting everything loaded into an 
overnight pack and then back into panniers. Additionally, with so little 
of the biking being off road almost any bike could make this trip, though 
how much walking you do may vary.

MOUNT BALDY CIRCUM-
BIKE-N-HIKE: THE LONG 

WAY TO THE TOP
OR CYCLING THE KETTLE-VALLEY RAILROAD

By Elliott Skierszkan

Participants: Elliott, Lucy Buchanan-Parker, Emily Skierszkan, Alberto 
Contreras-Sanz

May 15-20, 2019

 I can’t quite decide the best title for this trip report, so I’ve listed 
a couple of options above. This trip was actually originally intended as a 
6-day ski traverse of the Pemberton Icefield, which we sadly had to aban-
don after considerable planning efforts due to a poor weather forecast.
 So where to go when the weather on the Coast is poor? The 
Okanagan! We settled on cycling the Kettle Valley Railroad (KVR) Trail, 
a well-known cycle touring route that follows decommissioned railroad 
track in south-central BC. This railroad track was built in the early 1900s 
and for many decades served as the key connection for passengers and 
cargo (mainly Okanagan fruit and mining ore) from the southern Interi-
or to the Coast and destinations beyond. It bisects three major mountain 
ranges and was therefore a key connection in this region although it was 
eventually decommissioned in the late 1980s as highways superseded 
Canadian rail.
 Lucy adeptly researched on short notice a ~350 km loop that 
mostly avoided on-road travel by taking the KVR north out of Penticton 
and following its course all the way to Rock Creek before regaining the 
Okanagan Valley via backroads near Oliver.  The route essentially was a 
circumnavigation of the Okaganan Highlands, in a clockwise direction. 
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have also brought a fishing rod for the numerous lakes and rivers along 
the way.
 After a brief re-supply at the General Store in the town of 
Beaverdell, we continued south on to Rock Creek, which lies near the 
BC-Washington Border.
 Here, we left the KVR and geared down for a 10 km ride west-
bound on Highway 3, climbing steeply out of the Kettle Valley and into 
the southern extent of the Okanagan Highlands. The highway riding was 
efficient, but of course noisy, so we were glad to ditch it in favor of a grav-
el road that climbed up towards the small ski resort of Mount Baldy.
 Now a word on Mount Baldy. Its unexciting name is a faith-
ful representation of its stature, as a round, flat-topped bump that you 
can apparently drive to the top of in the summer. Climbing it might be 
compared to an ant scaling George Costanza’s bald head (George from 
the TV show Seinfeld). After a short walk up some steep scrubby side-
growth, you end up on the bald and round summit. The major difference 
between George Costanza and Mount Baldy’s high points is that the lat-
ter is also adorned in decorative telecommunications equipment.
 Nevertheless, Mount Baldy deserves more credit than you might 
think. At 2,309 m, it is actually the highest peak between the Okana-
gan and Kettle valleys, in other words the highest point on the circle we 
would cycle around. It has a prominence of 1,099 m, so it is much high-
er than anything around it. It also sounds similar to Mount Garibaldi, 
which provided another motivator for exploring its bald head. Finally, it 
was only a 2 km detour from our cycling route to the base of the Baldy 
ski resort, so it seemed there was ample rationale for an attempt at its 
summit.
 With some enthusiasm, we therefore cycled up steep gravel 
roads that rose 1,100 m above Rock Creek. Enthusiasm waned some-
what as we cycled past the resort’s lodge onto the cat track, which became 
a muddy and un-cyclable mess until we were stopped by snow a short 
way from the base of the ski hill. Here, enthusiasm further waned as 
it began to rain heavily. Alberto and I expended considerable effort at 
digging trenches around our shelters as the already water-saturated soil 
overflowed and threatened to drown our sleeping bags in sodden misery.
 Fortunately, morning dawned clear and our idea of cycling to 
1,750 m or so seemed a little less satirical. We enthusiastically began 

Mount Baldy is the highest point on this circumnavigation, which we 
will return to later on.
 With this loop in mind, we left the rainy coast on Wednesday 
(May 15th) and beelined along the scenic Crowsnest Highway to Pentic-
ton, where we would ditch the car.
 Of course, upon arrival we unloaded our bicycles and began to 
discover all of the problems we had—in this case, mainly Emily’s bike, 
that had an ill-fitting rack and a flat tire. These problems we remedied 
with a quick stop at the Penticton bike shop. An important fix given that 
we wouldn’t see another major town over the next 6 days.
 With this additional delay, we didn’t end up hitting the KVR un-
til 4pm; a bit late considering we wanted to cycle 40 km and gain 1,200 
m of elevation for our first camp at Chute Lake. The first day of riding 
involved cycling past the vineyards and orchards above Okanagan Lake 
before taking the long switchbacks into the forest northeast of Penticton. 
We got to Chute Lake just before dark, which was important because 
it gave us sufficient time to take a quick dip in the lake before setting 
up camp. One recurring theme on this trip was the dipping—to me it 
seemed a no-brainer to enjoy swimming in Okanagan Lakes nightly to 
enjoy the cleanse and rejuvenating feel, especially given that these lakes 
are really a lot warmer than the glacier-fed or snowmelt-fed alpine lakes 
that form my usual swimming options in the Coast Mountains closer 
to home. How warm you consider ‘‘warm’’ in May remains a subject of 
debate between Alberto and I.
 On Day 2 we cycled through some of the more scenic and tour-
isty sections of the KVR, including the multiple railway trestles around 
Myra Canyon. Here we admired open views in a dry Interior Ponderosa 
pine forest that had recently been ravaged by wildfires.
 The other fun thing about Day 2 is that it was all downhill. In 
fact, so was Day 3, thanks to crafty railroad engineers that did all in their 
might to keep grades consistent and below 2 % despite the mountainous 
terrain.
 As we gradually descended from the mountains to the Kettle 
Valley, the landscape slowly transitioned from pine and spruce forest to 
ranching country. The railroad follows the Kettle River and we enjoyed 
some lovely scenery overlooking the river’s vivid current and canyons, 
and passing through farmer fields. If I were to do this trip again, I would 
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a meromictic (does not turn over) saline lake that contains a deep brine 
layer and harbors a unique colony of purple bacteria that oxidize sulfide 
as an electron donor in their metabolism (instead of water, as in most 
plants and algae).
 With all that, we returned to Penticton, fittingly ending the 6-day 
ride along the old KVR railbed on the shores of Skaha Lake. This loop 
involved some fun off-road cycling but still offered reasonable amenities. 
While I found cycling on old railroads a bit too flat and a bit too straight 
for the most exciting bike touring, I loved the absence of cars and we got 
to know an incredibly diverse region just east of Vancouver. A great plan 
B when the weather on the Coast is no good!

Day 5 making our way towards glory on top of Baldy. Alberto, having 
brought clipless-pedal bike shoes as his only footwear, decided it would 
be too difficult to hike up to the summit and so he decided (and con-
vinced Lucy) that it would be more sensible to cycle to the top. Of course, 
cycling up a black diamond ski run covered in tree stumps and snow 
patches proved too difficult, so they ended up hiking uphill anyways. 
However, they had pushed their bikes up such steep slopes that they felt 
it would be too hard to cycle down, so they carried their bikes 400 m to 
the top of the chairlift in the hopes of finding a mellower descent line. 
This tomfoolery left Emily and I quite some time to enjoy the views from 
the top of the lift.
 Once we regrouped, we still had a short 200 m climb to the true 
summit, which is not serviced by lifts. This we accomplished by post-hol-
ing through horrible mush. The panorama from the very prominent 
summit was somewhat compromised by all of the radio towers that grew 
like pimples on top of Baldy’s head, but I really did appreciate getting ex-
pansive views to the deep valleys and peaks all around, a landscape quite 
unfamiliar to Coastal hikers.
 The other neat feature on the summit was that it was absolutely 
covered in thousands of ladybugs. In a weird phenomenon of nature, 
these insects migrate to mountain tops, presumably to mate, and were 
filling by the thousands every fractured rock on this lumpy summit.
 After our successful climb, we reaped the rewards with a 2,000 
m descent from the snow-covered pinnacle of Baldihead to the hot, 
dry desert of the South Okanagan. It was an exhilarating ride and it 
felt great to be in the warm land of sagebrush after our miserably cold 
camp the previous night. I was also awed by the quantity of songbirds in 
the Okanagan. We spent night 5 camped under some cottonwoods just 
north of the town of Oliver. It felt so cozy and also novel to sleep through 
such a warm night, hearing the desert breeze rustling the cottonwood 
leaves above and crickets’ creaks in the bushes. I felt I could have been in 
the middle of Saskatchewan in July, quite a contrast from my usual alpine 
(cold) camps.
 The final day of the trip held some of the best cycling I’ve ever 
experienced, along quite windy side roads in the Okanagan hills north of 
Oliver. This was road riding at its best: steep hills, open Ponderosa forests 
and vineyards, songbirds, no traffic. One highlight was Mahoney Lake, 

Left Fun riding along farm fields through the KVR right-of-way. Right 
Nearing Baldy summit; note Lucy’s bike helmet and Alberto testing his 
bike cleat’s resilience to knee-deep post-holing, photos by Elliott Skiersz-
kan.



CARBON NEUTRAL[ER] 
CLIMBING THE NORTH CAS-

CADES ON TWO WHEELS
By  Tereza Jarníková
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Featuring Mutually Surprised Mammals And A Mediocre De-
cision

Trip participants: Tereza Jarníková, Ola Jaroma

TL;DR/ Key Points:
— Some of the North Cascades are very accessible from Vancouver by 
train+bike, and very rad. 
— 90s steel bikes fare surprisingly ok on logging roads, but most other 
bikes would fare better.
— Welcome Grocery is awesome and deserves your custom.
— Only follow logging roads you know and trust.
— Bears: good for you in moderation?
— When’s the next one?

 A bit ago, I became interested in the idea of two-wheel access 
mountain trips. Partly due to our social circle’s preoccupation with the 
effects of climate change on everything, partly inspired by the two-
wheeled exploits of various VOC friends and acquaintances, and partly 
because bikes pretty reliably spark joy for both of us, Ola & I set about 
planning a pedal-powered expedition to the North Cascades. Plan A, 
Baker, is more or less melted out this year – see Effects of Climate Change 
on Everything – so at the suggestion of Joe, we turned our sights to the 
Twin Sisters in the Snoqualmie wilderness. Four days off, two road bikes, 

an ample supply of Sidekicks & No Frills Instant Coffee (let us not delve 
into the climate impacts of No Frills Instant Coffee), freshly made frame-
bags to carry the latter two (thanks Martin!) & we were off. 
 Our journey’s prologue began on Thursday night as we squeezed 
ourselves + bikes amongst the commuters on the West Coast Express to 
Mission. Upon arriving, we quickly discovered that there’s limited flat 
ground in Mission that isn’t a strip mall, railway tracks, or someone’s 
farm. With night on our heels, we set about solving the question of where 
to lay our heads. Option A, the railway tracks, was quickly abandoned 
when I discovered barbed wire and remembered that trespassing on rail-
way property is technically a felony and I’m not even Canadian. After 
some clambering over hedges, we eventually settled on trying to make 
ourselves inconspicuous in the corner of someone’s field, tent free. We 
enjoyed a pleasant evening of wine, cheese and meandering conversation 
before falling asleep under a clear sky. 
 The first proper day of our journey began around four in the 
morning with a gentle intermittent drizzle. We valiantly ignored it for 
some time, but eventually the puddle we found ourselves in became too 
deep, so we packed up soggy possessions & departed, plowed mouse 
style. 7am found us drinking bottomless coffee & waiting out the rain in 
a diner in Abbotsford. Because my stomach summarily rejects anything 
consumed before 10am, I tried for some dry toast. Ola, for her part, or-
dered a milkshake… This fuelled us for a delightful roll to the Sumas 
border, where we aroused the least amount of suspicion I’ve ever aroused 
at an international border. The border guard seemed genuinely excited 
to see two [white] women [with the ‘correct’ passports] on bikes with 
mountaineering equipment. When he asked where we were sleeping, 
and I said “hopefully at the base of the West Ridge”, he actually laughed 
and sent us on our way. 
 Northern Whatcom County is great for cycling! We spent the 
morning rolling through it at a gentle pace, before stopping for grocer-
ies at Welcome Grocery Store. It proved a bit understocked in the bread 
department, so we were promised to be eating Tillamook Cheddar and 
Western Farms Wheat Bread for some time… The afternoon found us 
rolling up Mosquito Lake Road and the ensuing logging road. 90s road 
bikes aren’t really the vehicle of choice for logging roads, but we made it 
to the gate with only one flat. Stashing our bikes, we made our way up 
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me/as near enough to second growth forest as makes no difference, all 
while being marked as roads on the topo. 
 Anyway, we were some ways into crashing through the sec-
ond-growth when Ola mentioned, in her flat Slavic deadpan: “There’s a 
bear following us.” I turned. There was. It was 30 meters away. 
 The nice thing about bears is that they’re very imminent. They 
tend to at least temporarily dislodge any and all worries from small to 
existential, as you become focused on looking big and primordial yelling. 
I’ve been on the receiving end of several half-hearted courses on How To 
Deal With Bears, which all boiled down to “Say: ‘Woah, Bear.’” We went 
more for the primordial yelling approach. 
 To our credit and maybe slight surprise, no one panicked and we 
continued crashing through the undergrowth, yelling in our zen-state. 
At this point we were rather off the theoretical road, so we repaired to the 
creek, which had the correct bearing and should in theory eventually be 
crossed by a real-life bridge. Either to lift our spirits or make noise, Ola 
composed songs:

“My shoes they will dry
My socks they will too
And my heart, oh my heart,
still beats brave and true”

 We waded until we were elbows deep and the creek became im-
passable, at which point we fished out the tent poles that we’d been bran-
dishing in an attempt to look too pointy to eat, and stuck to its eastern 
slope. “I hope we get to the grocery store before it closes” became “I hope 
we get out of the woods before nightfall” and the phrase “not out of the 
woods yet” took on layers of meaning. It was at this point that Ola, in the 
tones of someone inquiring about paying for their coffee, asked a ques-
tion I won’t soon forget:
 “Do you mind if I keep yelling?”
And she did. 
 “I AM A HUMAN!”
 “THE MOUNTAIN WAS THE EASY PART!”
 “I AM GROSS AND YOU DON’T WANT ME!”
and other slogans of a more confessional nature that shan’t be repeated. 
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a lattice of logging roads to the trailhead where we pitched a tent and 
hunkered down for the night. An hour later we heard alarming yells, but 
they turned out to come from nice people on mountain bikes, out for 
a rip up from Bellingham after work. Our 24 hour meander had taken 
them about 3 – cars do cover ground faster. 
 The next morning dawned grey but not rainy. The North Cas-
cades in late August are exactly as you’d expect them to be – fields of St. 
John’s Wort take turns with scraggly conifers & creeks banded by slide 
alder. There are boletes and blueberries and moss-covered logs. That we 
should be so gosh damn lucky! Eventually the forest ceded to the al-
pine and we teetered along the West Ridge, pretty enthusiastic about ev-
erything except Western Farms Wheat. The scrambling was among the 
loveliest I’ve ever experienced – a bit challenging, exposed and not too 
chossy. How do small flowers grow in this orange rock desert? 
 Summit views were appropriately brilliant when the mists even-
tually parted. The descent was down a properly sketchy couloir – passing 
someone’s rap sling I remember reflecting that rappelling didn’t sound 
so bad right now – and an interminable scree slope to an alien-flat ter-
minal moraine littered with erratics. After a dinner of watery sidekicks 
and a bolete we found growing in the terminal moraine (why?), we slept 
soundly through a gentle drizzle.
 The next morning found us attempting the west ridge of the 
South Sister, but this plan was relatively quickly scuppered due to shit 
weather  (but! for more ambitious/fairer-weather/etc parties: that whole 
ridge of 5 peaks looks amazing!). After a game of cribbage and some No 
Frills Instant Coffee (Ola: “It’s so great! You can’t compare it to coffee, but 
if you don’t, it’s so great!”), we set out for lower altitudes.
 And here this trip report should end with “and then we biked 
home along the Fraser Highway, which is nothing to write home about.” 
And, indeed, it would end that way if I hadn’t suggested that we take the 
other logging road down. In my defense, I come from a land where roads 
and paths by and large stay put for hundreds of years and we incentivize 
senior citizens with railway passes and buckets of paint to mark them 
in bright primary colours. In my not-defense, I’ve spent enough time 
in these parts/have some common sense/should in general Just Fucking 
Know Better that in the glorious bioregion of Cascadia, roads do *not* 
stay put and instead become deactivated/fields of Devil’s Club taller than 
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 So I accidentally ended up with a five-day vacation at the begin-
ning of the summer. How does one end up with give days of vacation 
by accident, you may ask. The answer is poor organization and a lack of 
understanding of how to make vacation requests at MEC. 
 The main point of staying in Vancouver this summer was to do 
things outside, so I knew I needed to do something, but had no idea 
what. I considered doing the Juan de Fuca Trail, but then realized parts 
of the trail would be closed until June. So instead I decided to do the Juan 
de Fuca Trail in a day, on a bike, as a part of a bike tour around Vancou-
ver Island. 
 Actually, my original plan was to do a bike tour of the Gulf Is-
lands, but I didn’t really want to deal with too many ferries so instead, 
I settled on a loop of the southern tip of the island and along the west 
coast. I should mention that I had just gotten my bike a couple weeks 
before and had done no more than bike to work on it, but I wanted to 
give the world of bike touring a go, so here’s the story. Of course this trip 
report will include the route, distance, elevation gain, camping spots as 
well as what I would’ve done differently, but mostly it’ll be a recap of 
my journal entries on the meaning of life. Turns out, when you’re doing 
nothing but biking for hours and hours you get to thinking about certain 
things. So be prepared for some of my philosophical inquiry. 

 Anyway, we made it to the bridge eventually and were very hap-
py to see it indeed. The whole thing took less than 2kms/2hrs in space-
time but lots more in our hearts. Remember kids, only follow logging 
roads you know and trust. I like to think my personal d[Stupid Idea]/dt is 
tending the right way, but sometimes it becomes depressingly unclear…
 As we made it to our bikes, it started raining heavily, as though 
Providence was commenting on our stupidity. We bombed down Mos-
quito Lake Road at golden hour, grinning wildly, properly stoked to be 
alive. Somehow, Welcome Grocery Store was open to sell us beer and 
pumpkin pie, and we devoured both under the halogen lights. 
 Thanks to the extreme kindness of the owners, we slept on the 
lawn of the Welcome Grocery and spent the next morning there, drink-
ing drip coffee and reading “Whatcom Watch” (which had a thoughtful 
analysis of what Whatcom Transit Authority could learn from Kingston, 
Ontario) and listening to Meat Loaf ’s “Paradise by the Dashboard Light.” 
Ah, vacation mornings…
 And then we biked home along the Fraser Highway, which is 
nothing to write home about.

From Gary Snyder’s “this poem is for bear”:
“As for me I am a child of the god of the mountains.”
A bear down under the cliff.
She is eating huckleberries.
They are ripe now 
Soon it will snow, and she 
Or maybe he, will crawl into a hole
And sleep. You can see
Huckleberries in bearshit if you
Look, this time of year
If I sneak up on the bear
It will grunt and run
The others had all gone down

VANCOUVER ISLAND SOLO 
BIKE TOUR: WHAT ALAIN DE 

BOTTON TAUGHT ME
By Julia Ramos Bujalil
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myself, give myself comfort and encouragement and be kind to myself 
especially when I have high expectations. And I guess being an adult is 
in part trying to figure out how to parent yourself. So while on the bike I 
thought of all the things my parents did and made a mental list of all the 
things I could do to take care of myself, especially on a solo trip where 
no one else was going to say them to me. Make sure to take breaks, drink 
water, put on sunscreen, eat food, stop if you’re tired, and check in with 
yourself and how you’re feeling. They sound like very basic things but 
sometimes I think we forget to do them when all we want to do is go until 
our bodies feel like “wilted parsley,” as my dad would say.
 The other crucial thing I realized my parents did was let me go 
and be independent. They let me be free to go on my adventures, which 
included letting me move to a different country where they couldn’t take 
care of me. So I concluded that one of the best ways of parenting myself 
is to let myself do all the things I want to do. Even when they’re scary and 
I’m not quite sure I’ll be able to handle it. (Did I mention I had like three 
crises while planning this trip?). 
 Anyway, with that first reflection out of the way let’s get on with 
the trip report. Once the ferry arrived in Swartz Bay I took the extremely 
well marked Lochside Trail, which eventually turned into the Gallop-
ing Goose Trail (which I loved because I’m a big fan of alliteration even 
when it doesn’t really make sense). Alain de Botton says that we are all 
deeply flawed and crazy, but that once we are able to have a good handle 
on our imperfections we can have healthier relationships. So on the way 
to the campground I tried to think of all the things that are wrong with 
me without judgement. It was an interesting ride. 
 Then I finally got to the nicest campground I think I’ve ever 
stayed at (Goldstream Provincial Park). It was a bit odd because it is like 
5 minutes away from a very residential area so on the way there I kind 
of thought I was lost. Bike touring is weird because you are mostly very 
much in civilization. But once I arrived I signed in and was informed 
that, if I wanted, I could have firewood delivered to my campsite. I didn’t 
really see the point in this so I declined, but I did buy an ice cream sand-
wich before setting up camp. I don’t think I’ve ever been happier about 
ice cream in my life. Before dinner I sat down and wrote down all my 
ponderings of the day, which included a note about how bike touring in 
the summer involves swallowing lots of flies. I don’t exactly know why 

Day 1 - Marine Drive to Goldstream Provincial Park 
115 km - 292 m elevation gain

 The first part of my journey was the 60 km it would take to get to 
the Tsawwassen Ferry terminal. Since this wasn’t on the island, my brain 
didn’t register it as a significant part of the trip, but it definitely felt like 
one. I wanted to go from Tsawwassen to Swartz Bay because Declan Tay-
lor, who’d done a similar trip the month before, told me that the section 
between Nanaimo and Duncan on the Trans Canada Highway wasn’t 
very nice. However, I ended up doing 60 km on highways anyway and at 
times it didn’t feel very safe. Example one was finding out that the bike 
lane on the Fraser Bridge was closed so I thought I’d just go on the high-
way next to the cars and trucks. This was a terrible idea and potentially 
the most terrifying and unsafe decision I made on this trip and poten-
tially my life. Adrenaline really helps you get up a hill. It was fine at first, 
but when the merge lane ended I felt very exposed so I just got off the 
bike and threw it over onto the “closed” bike lane/sidewalk. There was in 
fact some construction going on but nothing that I couldn’t avoid and be 
infinitely safer.
 I stayed on the highway for a little while, and then took a break 
to cover my arms in sunscreen and eat some orange energy chews which 
were pretty much solely responsible for keeping my morale high. Even-
tually I was biking through Ladner with “Old Town Road” stuck in my 
head and having a great time. Before I left for the trip I watched many 
lectures by Alain de Botton on Youtube so I had many new ideas to think 
about. His lectures range from romanticism to pessimism and he man-
ages to be hilarious and deeply insightful at the same time. Would highly 
recommend. One of the things going through my head on this first day 
was “You can be addicted to anything, as long as it keeps you away from 
yourself.” Was this bike trip really a way to spend some time with myself, 
or was it just another distraction from my life? 
 On this particular section of the trip I was thinking of what 
“adulting” looks like for me, even though I dislike the overuse of the 
word. When you go away to university everyone tells you how hard it’ll 
be getting used to doing your own laundry/cooking etc. Everyone is very 
aware of how you need to take care of your physical self but no one ever 
prepared me for how to take care of myself emotionally. How to listen to 
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he’d biked all the way to Guatemala. So he understood. It’s amazing to me 
how we can all be in each other’s vicinity and sometimes have a complete 
lack of understanding for other’s experiences. It’s not a bad thing, it just 
shows how “in our own world” we all are even while sharing physical 
spaces. 
 While some portions of the trip were filled with philosophical 
inquiry, many hours were simply spent thinking of nothing at all. Re-
cently I’ve noticed that on trips I sometimes have this feeling of leaving 
my mind and being very in my body. I don’t really know how else to de-
scribe it but I catch myself going through a thought loop that goes some-
thing like this: Rock. Tree. When was the last time I drank water? Am I 
hungry? Turn. Where is the trail? Shit, my back hurts. Oh look another 
person. Is that a bear? Does that sound like a bear? Wow this is a really 
pretty trail. Why the fuck am I doing this. Rock. I love this. Make dinner. 
Set up tent. Make food. Wash clothes. Brush teeth. My mind just gets 
stuck on the mundane tasks of the day and I forget about anything heavy, 
anything hard that exists outside of that. Life becomes incredibly simple. 
A lot of people talk about going on solo nature trips to “find themselves.” 
For large parts of this trip I wasn’t with myself at all. Often when we’re 
in nature we are too exhausted or concerned with moving and surviving 
to dwell on anything too serious. I was with myself when I sat down to 
journal things, when I didn’t have to focus and I allowed my mind to go 
to the places it often doesn’t want to. But I realized that being with myself 
doesn’t mean being alone in the woods. Being with myself means choos-
ing to see myself with curiosity and letting myself follow that curiosity. 
And I don’t really need to be alone in nature to do this. 
 It does help though. 
 Anyway, after a pretty exhausting day and a really long ride 
down a hill, I arrived at the Port Renfrew gas station. I spent 5 minutes 
poking around the back of the small convenience store trying to plug my 
phone into the wall, only to realize that the power outlet didn’t work and 
that there was a camera in the corner. A woman came outside and asked 
me what the hell I was doing, to which I replied that I only wanted to 
charge my phone. She recommended I go to the library, and I don’t really 
remember why I decided not to, but instead I just went to the Pacheedaht 
First Nations Campground, which is right next to the beginning of the 
West Coast Trail. On my way there though, I was chased by two very ag-

I thought that was relevant, but there you go. I was exhausted and I had 
only slept for five hours the night before, so I had a very restful sleep. 
But not before I found out that I had forgotten toilet paper, fuel, and the 
inflation bag for my sleeping pad. 

Day 2 - Goldstream to Port Renfrew 
100 km - 1200 m elevation gain  

 This is an extract from my journal entry the next morning. 
“So my oatmeal is cold. I forgot my fuel. But honestly it wouldn’t be that 
bad if it didn’t taste like sunscreen. Washing my towel in the pot was a 
bad idea. And you’d think I would’ve learned from the soapy rice fiasco.”
 Anyway, I proceeded to make a list of reasons why I was doing 
this trip. To my surprise I felt very calm. I can be quite an anxious person 
at times, so it surprised me how competent and at peace I felt all by my-
self, soapy rice and all. 
 That day I rode past Sooke and then on the West Coast Road 
for the majority of the day. There wasn’t much of a shoulder but once 
I was past China Beach there also wasn’t much traffic, so it was mostly 
fine. I saw so many deer and thoroughly enjoyed the constantly changing 
scenery and the ocean views. Sadly, the best ocean views were had while 
riding past cutblocks. It was an exhausting day, with 100 km of riding 
and 1,200 m of elevation gain. But there was also 1,200 m of elevation 
loss, so that says something about how hilly it was. I learned never to 
trust downhills because it just meant more pain was coming up ahead. 
I did walk my bike up a few of those hills, but I wasn’t in a hurry and I 
just didn’t have the willpower to push through on those. At one point I 
stopped at a nice viewpoint next to another car, whose driver told me 
“Congratulations!”. Thanks? I guess? People’s reactions to me were quite 
fascinating. Especially on the sections where there were no other bike 
tourers, which was most of the trip. One of the most hilarious reactions 
was when this old couple came up to me at my campsite and told me 
that I looked really sad and like all my friends had left me. I explained 
that I really wasn’t bummed, that I was just doing a solo bike tour. The 
woman then responded, “So you left everyone, voluntarily?!” Yes, yes I 
did. While some people didn’t understand at all, others completely did. 
In Port Renfrew I met this guy called Mike who told me how in the 90s 
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Coast Trail. The ride to Lake Cowichan was 60 km of hills, but I wasn’t 
that stressed out by the riding because logging trucks are pretty loud so 
whenever I heard one approaching I would just stop by the side of the 
road. I was very surprised by the amount of logging on this part of the 
island, and I guess the whole island in general. This section of the trip 
was definitely the most isolated from civilization, and I would get waves 
of uneasiness from time to time. How do you know when someone is be-
ing a kind stranger or when they’re being creepy? But when I finally got 
to Honeymoon Bay all the uneasiness dissipated and I was overwhelmed 
with relief. I wrote this in my journal: “You know those places where 
it just seems like nothing bad could ever happen? This feels like one of 
those places.” A woman offered me her couch for the night. I always wor-
ry I don’t properly express my gratitude towards people’s kindness. 
 It was very early when I got there so I just sat by a picnic area, 
listened to podcasts and ate some crackers with cheese. Then I swam for 
a while and washed off all the dirt I had accumulated over the past three 
days. Nothing bad will ever happen. After a few hours of sitting by the 
shore I decided it was time to mosey over to the campground. I found a 
little bay and swam over to some logs that were bobbing in the water, and 
then I just sat in the sun waiting for my clothes to dry. There was a group 
of Irish people laughing on the shore. I had nothing left to think about. I 
was done. For the first time during the whole trip I was 100% sure I could 
finish. And it honestly felt fucking fantastic. 
 I was desperate to go to sleep but it was 9:00pm and the sky was 
super light. There was no way I had enough energy to stay up and see the 
stars that night. 

Day 4 - Gordon Bay to Downtown Victoria 
101 km - 830 m elevation gain 

 I woke up feeling super accomplished that day. I was done! I did 
it! Well, almost. But at least I knew that that night I would be sleeping in 
Victoria and that simple thought was enough to make me smile. 
 First I had to find the Cowichan Valley Trail. And once I did 
it was 60 km of gravel-y riding in a green tunnel. It was beautiful and 
riding under the shade was a huge relief after spending three days in 
the sun. But it was also a very long green tunnel, which eventually got 

gressive dogs, who only left me alone after I picked up the pace and they 
eventually got tired. Along with the crossing of the Fraser Bridge, this 
was the most terrifying experience of the trip. When I got to the camp-
ground office I was in tears and shaking, unable to explain what had just 
happened to a quite unempathetic woman. I paid for my spot and set out 
towards the beach. For all the turmoil I experienced that day, I must say 
that Port Renfrew is beautiful. It is exactly what you’d imagine the west 
coast to be: misty and cold, soft waves in the horizon and a temperate 
rainforest all around you. 
 Since I didn’t have any fuel I had to burn some newspaper and 
hold my pot over it to boil some water. To my utter surprise, it worked. I 
also didn’t have anything to do other than sit there and wait so I guess it 
was decently entertaining. I’d never realized how much down time you 
have on trips until this very moment. I was literally sitting there watch-
ing water boil. I remember feeling quite uneasy that night.  I think it 
was a combination of exhaustion, the dogs chasing me, and that fact that 
there were quite a few groups of older men drinking in the nearby camp-
grounds. I don’t know why, but it dawned on me that I was very alone. 
I wrote in my journal “I’m excited to be home, if only for the feeling of 
complete and utter safety.” My left knee and hip were also sore. I had 
been on my bike for at least eight hours that day. 

Day 3 - Port Renfrew to Lake Cowichan 
60 km - 620 m elevation gain

 On this day I woke up with very swollen eyes. I had so many cra-
zy dreams that night about people that I hadn’t seen in years and people 
that I had met two weeks before. In one of these dreams my old middle 
school crush died and I was talking to his sister about how much he had 
meant to me. I don’t know how much he actually meant to me but appar-
ently enough that I would dream about him on a random trip. It’s super 
interesting how changing surroundings can shake your consciousness. 
 On this day I added three lakes to the skinny dip challenge: Fairy 
Lake, Lizard Lake, and Cowichan Lake. I needed to cross over to the east 
side of the island so the ride along Pacific Marine Road was extremely 
straightforward. Before I left I spent some time charging my phone and 
talking to hikers who were either done with or about to begin the West 
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afternoon with Scott and Amanda was that I feel like just being around 
them gave all of us this untapped energy source, like each other’s com-
pany was enough to create extra motivation from nothing. It felt so odd 
after being alone for the previous three days, and a good reminder of why 
I like people so much. 
 We rode through the Sooke Hills Wilderness together, where I 
completely obliterated my break pads. When we got back to Goldstream 
we said our goodbyes, and I felt surprisingly sad but not anxious about 
being on my own again. We knew that we would never see each other 
again, but that was perfectly fine. We had existed in this tiny pocket of 
space, time, and joyful misery together and that was what it was. I still 
had to ride to downtown Victoria that day, but before I could do that I 
sat in the lobby of some random ice skating rink in Langford to charge 
my phone. I later looked at myself in the mirror and wondered how the 
receptionist lady let me do that. 
 Two final reflections for this day. A few weeks before this trip I 
got an email from some Russian guy asking about Harrison Hut. After a 
bit of back and forth he signed off his last email with “the less entropy, the 
more at peace one feels.” But I wonder if there are people who seek out 
entropy in order to find in the chaos new ways of organizing their lives 
and their minds. Why do we go on these trips anyways? 
 Secondly, I am unendingly grateful that my Dad taught me how 
to fix a bike chain and made me aware of the presence of spiders under 
rocks. 

Day 5 - Be a tourist in Victoria!

 And by being a tourist I mean sitting at a park all day because 
your body is absolutely depleted. I mean it, I did none of the touristy 
things. I actually just ate ice cream and listened to music while laying 
down in the grass. It was glorious. I don’t think I’ve ever felt such a level 
of accumulated exhaustion. I think I went to a Mexican place for lunch. 
I’m usually a pretty social person as well but there was no part of me that 
wanted to talk to the people at my hostel. 

Day 6 - HI Victoria - Gowlland Tod Provincial Park - Swartz 
Bay - Vancouver 

quite monotonous around the same time as my back started hurting. 
Also, I didn’t see any, but I was told this section of the trail has many, 
many bears. I had lunch just before the Kinsol Trestle, where I met Scott 
and Amanda, an older couple who were doing a nine day bike tour of 
their own. We parted ways after they took a photo for me to send to my 
parents, and then I kept riding towards Shawnigan Lake, which is where 
everything really went downhill (emotionally, certainly not topograph-
ically). I got kind of lost, started riding on a super narrow “highway” 
and my phone was at 4%. I stopped at this tiny parking lot to eat some 
cheese and crackers and figure out what my next move was. I had kind 
of memorized the directions so I kept going in the direction that made 
the most sense to me, which happened to be a residential area up a giant 
fucking hill (yes, again). On my way up this woman stopped her car to 
inform me that I was essentially putting all my effort into getting up a 
dead end. She was fully convinced there was no trail in the direction I 
was going and seemed very worried, but offered literally no help when I 
said I didn’t know what to do and my phone was dead. She told me there 
were a couple other people riding their bikes ahead of me. It had to be 
Scott and Amanda! Maybe they could help me figure out what to do. At 
that same moment I decided to just not believe anything this woman was 
saying about the trail, which actually turned out to be the right call. So if 
you’ve done your research, follow your instincts. Or follow your instincts 
in general, is the lesson. Scott and Amanda had some directions on their 
phones and I had another set of directions that I had printed, foreseeing 
my phone’s inevitable death. We eventually found the trail, hurrah! Ex-
cept it was the steepest, gravel-iest, stupidest trail I had ever seen. Com-
pletely unrideable. So we pushed our bikes up and down it. Because what 
else was there to do. 
 I have to say, Scott and Amanda were absolutely lovely. They 
gave me chocolate and boosted my morale immeasurably. At one point I 
thanked them for letting me tag along and they replied that it was great 
to have some company and solidarity in this ordeal. I remember listening 
to this podcast episode once about hiking in groups, where the host talk-
ed about this collective pot of energy that the hiking group creates. You 
can take energy from the pot when you need it, but you should always 
be mindful to not deplete the group’s stores. And you should always put 
some energy back in the pot. What was interesting about spending the 
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47 km 

 I decided that on this day I would visit the Butchart Gardens 
because, well, I was in Victoria so I had to? But on my ride over there I 
realized I did not feel like paying money to see some gardens. So I took 
a brief detour to Gowlland Tod Park where I once again pushed my bike 
up and down a steep gravel trail because I was too afraid to lock it and 
potentially lose my only method of transportation. After the little detour 
I managed to make it on the ferry five minutes before it departed. But 
hey, I did it. Back in Tsawwassen, Haley Foladare picked me up with her 
car! To say I was grateful is putting it lightly. 
 I feel like I should end this very reflective trip report with some 
more reflection, but Kylie needs me to submit this tonight so this is all I 
will say: alone time is healing. 

WHY WOULD YOU GO 
CANOEING IN FREEZING 

WATER?
By Caitlin Schneider and Julien Renard

 When you flip through the guide book, you will come across a 
few climbs on Seton Lake. Seton Lake is just outside of Lillooet BC, near 
some other climbs we have done previously.  The lake is the most beauti-
ful color, an amazing turquoise. 
 Of course, there is a catch. These climbs are only accessible from 
the lake, the climbs come down the cliffs ringing the lake and fall direct-
ly into the bright blue water.  The guide book mentions taking a canoe 
across the lake or hiring a boat.  Since we don’t really know if hiring a 
boat is an option in the middle of winter, we decide to bring the canoe.  
 Piotr and Krista Forysinski were interested in going ice climbing 
over the long weekend and are generally up for some crazy adventures. 
They also have their own canoe, so of course we invited them. We bor-
rowed the club canoe on Friday night, so we could have two canoes and 
paddle together. 
 Saturday morning came and we headed north from Vancouver. 
We drove the same route as most of the backcountry skiers, so I am sure 
there were many confused skiers asking why there was not one, but two 
cars driving the usual ski road with canoes strapped to the roof. What 
would you need a canoe for in the middle of February?
 Since we knew Saturday was going to be a late start and the ca-
noes would take a while to launch, we drove past the lake and up the 
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 The view got better and better as we climbed, giving us a full view 
of the sapphire lake spread out below us. The climb itself narrowed down 
to a short canyon and became a bit wetter than expected. We pulled out 
the rope to get us safely through a particularly drippy spot.  
 The climb opened up again, allowing us to see the final two 
pitches and a waterfall that spouted the occasional bits of rock and dirt. 
Glancing at the time, we thought we could fit in one more pitch and we 
did! 
 Getting down was a bit wetter than expected and required a few 
more raps than expected but eventually we arrived back to the canoes. 
The light was fading so we switched back to canoe mode and hopped on 
in. 
 The wind had not abated while we had been climbing, if any-
thing there were more white caps than there had been in the morning. I 
knew it was going to be a bit of a rough ride, especially going around the 
point, but we were in for even a bit more than I had expected. 
 Julien was up front and I was trying to steer. We paddled into the 
wind, Julien getting most of the waves in his lap. 
 As we rounded the point, the wind and waves got even more in-
sistent that we not travel in our preferred direction.  The wind was slight-
ly offset of the wave direction, causing havoc with my meager abilities to 
keep the canoe going in any particular direction. Every time I thought 
we were going the right way, the wind would push us too far one way and 
then the waves would push too far the other way.  The shore at this point 
was just a cliff, with the protection of the tree-lined shore seeming to get 
further away. 
 Shouting directions at Julien, we managed to inch our way away 
from the cliffs far enough to turn away from the headwind and make an 
exhausted dash to the shore. Whew. We got to rest our weary arms for a 
few minutes before paddling slowly along the shore back to the beach. 
The sun set sometime during our paddle but we had our headlamps and 
put them on in case Piotr and Krista were looking for us. As you may 
know, I kayak a fair amount but I had forgotten a bit how vulnerable you 
feel in such weather in an open boat. 
 Cold and tired and covered in ice from the waves, we headed 
back to camp hoping for some warm food or a fire. Piotr and Krista were 
not yet in camp, so we drove to the gas station in hopes of leaving the 

Bridge River Gorge to do some fun relaxed climbing up Hell’s Creek for 
the day. We returned to the lake area in the evening to set up camp and 
prepare for the next day. 
 The next morning broke clear, but a little windy. From the launch 
point of the lake most of the climbs are actually out of view around a bit 
of a point, and the book says it is about an hour of paddling. It was a 
little windy at the shore line but we were unsure of how the wind would 
change once we got out there. We chatted and looked at the lake. And 
chatted some more and looked at the weather. 
 Julien and I decided to head out and after much discussion, Piotr 
and Krista opted to go check out some of the land based climbs in the 
area. 
 Julien and I unloaded the canoe and started to pack everything 
up. In preparation we had bought super cheap waders online to keep us 
dry. Given our experiences last year, we knew that getting wet feet was 
not recommended. We stuffed our gear into some dry bags and stuffed 
our feet into rubber boots. 
 Once on the water, things started out uneventful. The wind was 
not too bad and, plus, it was at our backs. Coming around a point before 
getting to the climbs we did notice that the waves were a bit more aggres-
sive than I would have expected, but once back in the lee of the rocks 
things calmed down again. 
 All along the shore, the ice had formed sculptures. Covering 
bushes and logs, or whatever was poking out of the water. The water then 
dripped off the sculptures, forming hundreds of ice stalagmites! 
 Once around the point, the climbs were now in view and looked 
amazing! The ice sprouted out of clefts in the cliffs and cascaded down 
straight into the lake! Several lines were visible and we paddled around a 
bit to get an idea of what they all looked like. 
 We were not looking for anything super hard, so we decided to 
try a climb called ‘Comedy of Errors’. Seemed like a good name for us. 
 We pulled to canoe out of the lake and onto the shore and quick-
ly switched from canoe mode into climbing mode. 
 The bottom of the climb looked reasonable to solo, so we 
strapped on the crampons and headed up. As we climbed, the chucks of 
ice we knocked off bounced down the climb and plopped into the water, 
floating around like tiny ice bergs. 
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rope to dry overnight, they were frozen solid and there was no hope 
of climbing the next day if we didn’t find a way to warm them up. The 
guys working at the station were only mildly confused but agreed to keep 
them inside until the morning! We also found Piotr and Krista and wood 
for the campfire. 
 The next morning seemed slightly less windy, so both canoes 
headed out from the beach in search of ice! Piotr and Krista opted to 
check out Comedy of Errors and Julien and I headed to Fishin’ Musi-
cians, an amazing waterfall open to the lake. We mostly played around 
on the bottom pitch or two, since the upper part was a bit too hard, but 
the ice looked too cool to pass up. 
 From there, you could also see the train tracks on the far side of 
the lake and watch the mini dramas of trains and trucks going back and 
forth, sometimes interacting or getting stuck facing each other. 
 Instead of the wind picking up throughout the day, this time the 
wind died down and the white caps disappeared, much to my relief.  We 
finished our climbing and switched to canoe mode to paddle over to 
Piotr and Krista.  They were just getting back to their canoe. 
 The sun was setting and the lake had turned to glass. The colors 
lit up the sky and reflected off the water. All you could hear was the quiet 
dipping of the paddles and the lapping of the water on the shore. It was so 
different from the night before that it was hard to believe, but pleasantly 
dreamy. 
 This was an awesome weekend of exploring and climbing and 
paddling. Something you don’t get to do every weekend. Something that 
we have wanted to do for a long time. And it was totally worth the hassle 
dragging a canoe up to Seton Lake in the middle of winter! 

Photos by Caitlin Schneider and Julien Renard.
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CIRCUMNAVIGATING 
SECHELT PENINSULA

By Lukas Schreiber

 The idea is simple, the Sechelt Peninsula is only connected to 
the Sunshine Coast via a 2-kilometre wide land bridge which is occupied 
by the town of Sechelt, so if one kayaks around the peninsula, it’s almost 
a closed ring. One just has to figure out a way to transport the kayaks 
back across the land bridge through Sechelt. If this is done by portage, 
one can complete the whole circumnavigation without the help of a mo-
tor. It’s three to four days of paddling. Alexander Wharton had come up 
with the circumnavigation idea over a year earlier. We had made a few 
attempts to make it happen but were thwarted by bad weather forecasts, 
lack of companions, and injuries. 2019 was my last summer in Vancou-
ver but unfortunately Alex wasn’t fit for the adventure because he had 
dislocated his shoulder for the umpteenth time. So I stole his idea and 
asked a few of the people who I had done the VOC sea kayaking course 
with to join me. In the end, Joey Gabrick, Cheng Tsai, and his brother 
Henk signed up.
 The crux of this route is Skookumchuck Narrows (a.k.a. Sechelt 
Rapids). As the tide ebbs, water from Sechelt Inlet, Salmon Inlet, and 
Narrows Inlet is pushed out through this constriction which is only 250 
metres wide at its smallest point. And during flooding, all that water is 
pushed back in. These currents cause terrifying rapids. We got the advice 
that it is safest – but still difficult – to cross Skookumchuck Narrows at 

Top Bird’s eye view of Sechelt Rapids, the crux of the circumnavigation route 
photo by Cheng Tsai. Bottom Our route led us counterclockwise around Sechelt 
Peninsula, with the last section across the town of Sechelt completed (partly) by 
portage, photo by GoogleEarth/Lukas Schreiber.
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could get a good night’s sleep which was crucial since we needed as much 
energy as possible for the distance still ahead of us.
 While we could have slept in much longer everyone was awake 
around 7 am. With ample time left, we made pancakes for breakfast and 
had a relaxing morning. By 10 am we had our kayaks packed again and 
left for Skookumchuck Narrows. At 11:45 we stopped on the shore to 
stock up on water. An hour later we landed at Solberg Hills Resort just 
south of the narrows. We noted the cabins there and walked along the 
shore to where the rapids start. We launched the drone to give us a bird’s 
eye view of the treacherous narrows. With the video footage we charted 
the least scary course through the currents. We got back in our kayaks 
at 1:20 and reached the narrows at 1:35, 15 minutes before slack tide. 
That meant that the water pushed us through the narrows. We could see 
that the water level was over a foot higher on our side than on the north 
side of the narrows. While we did not need to invest energy to move 
forward it was very difficult to keep our kayaks straight. Joey almost got 
spun around in an eddie. It took us only a few minutes to get through 
Skookumchuck Narrows. After we had collected ourselves and recovered 
from the adrenaline shock, we kept paddling north for the last 3 nautical 
miles of Sechelt Inlet. Now the tide was starting to come in against us, 
making it increasingly difficult to make headway. Our average speed was 
only 1.5 knots.
 At 3:30 pm we reached Agamemnon Channel. To our relief the 
tide there was much weaker but it was still flowing towards us. The chan-
nel stretches 9 nautical miles to the South-West and we passed it in 3 
hours which gives a speed of 3 knots. Of the places we saw, Agamemnon 
Channel was the least disturbed by human activities, and just like on 
most of the shores we passed, we could find loads of seals, purple star-
fish, purple sea cucumbers, fish, seabirds, and kelp. We also spotted the 
occasional bald eagle. At 6:30 pm we had almost reached the end of the 
channel (i.e. the Strait of Georgia) and searched for a place to land on 
the north-west shore. We eventually secured our kayaks on top of some 
rocks and pitched our tents on picturesque cliffs. We had a delicious din-
ner and went to bed soon after dark.
 We still had 20 nautical miles ahead of us, so we set our alarms 
for 6 am. By the time we’d had our oatmeal, packed down our tents and 
got the kayaks ready to go, it was 8 am. We travelled at an average speed 

slack tide, that is, when the water level is at a minimum and the current 
switches from outwards to inwards. This requirement largely dictated 
our time planning. Slack tide was at 1:50 pm on August 31 and at similar 
times the days before and after. With slack tide in the middle of the day, 
we thought it was best to take three days total and cross Skookumchuck 
Narrows on the second day. We went counter-clockwise which rendered 
the first half of the trip up Sechelt Inlet quite relaxing with 21 nautical 
miles to paddle, while the second part through Agamemnon Channel 
and the Strait of Georgia was a huge push of 38 nautical miles.
 On July 29, just before 10 pm Joey, his kayak (actually a friend’s), 
and his car showed up at my house. After a little chat, Joey slept on the 
couch while I continued packing my stuff. Then I got a little sleep too and 
got up super-early to finish packing. After breakfast we headed to the 
Horseshoe Bay Ferry Terminal and picked up Cheng and Henk on the 
way. We could not get a ferry reservation, so to secure a spot on the ferry 
that we wanted to catch we made it to the terminal well in advance of its 
scheduled departure. The ferry ride to Gibsons and the drive to Sechelt 
was uneventful. We got to Halfmoon Bay Sea Kayaks at the north side of 
Sechelt just before noon. We discussed our plan with the owner who was 
quite impressed by the adventure ahead of us. He also offered to pick us 
and our boats up on the south side of Sechelt Peninsula. This was good 
to know but our plan remained to carry the boats back across Sechelt. I 
took out a single kayak while Cheng and Henk shared a double. Getting 
the kayaks loaded and balanced well and adjusting everything took a 
good amount of time.
 At 1 pm we started paddling north along the West side of Sech-
elt Inlet. From the start we saw lots of seals and all kinds of seabirds. 
On some rock islands, seals were sunbathing by the dozens. At 4 pm we 
made it to the point where Salmon Inlet branches off to the East. We had 
planned to camp there (at Kunechin Point to be precise) but as we had 
lots of energy left, we decided to paddle on northwards until Tsoonie 
Narrows Campground. This made a total paddling distance of 15 nauti-
cal miles on that afternoon. When we reached Narrows Inlet Cheng sur-
prised Joey and me by whipping out a drone. It was 8 pm when we got to 
the lonely campground and it had started raining. So we set up our tents 
and built a cooking shelter with a siltarp, our paddles, and some string. 
Over dinner we shared a few intimate stories. We went to bed soon. We 
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of just over 2 knots against a headwind. There in the Strait of Georgia the 
waves were way higher than in the sheltered channels we had travelled 
through on the first two days. We took as few breaks as necessary, fore-
going a proper lunch break. Towards the end Henk was so exhausted that 
Joey and I took turns towing Henk and Cheng’s double kayak. That did 
not make us much faster but it made Joey and me tireder. We discussed 
asking the shop owner for a lift from Welcome Beach which would cut 
off 7 nautical miles from our journey. We eventually decided to stick 
with the self-propelled spirit and do it all ourselves. When we finally 
landed at Friendship Park in Sechelt at 7 pm, we knew it was going to be 
a long night.
 We emptied the kayaks and left our stuff, Joey’s friend’s kayak, 
and Cheng at the park. Joey, Henk, and I carried the single and double 
kayak we had rented from Halfmoon Sea Kayaks back to their shop. At 
least that was the plan. When we were about halfway a truck stopped 
for us and offered to drive the single kayak for us. I joined the truck 
while Joey and Henk carried the remaining kayak. After I had taken a 
quick shower at the pub next to the kayak shop, we drove back to Friend-
ship Park to pick up Cheng, Joey’s kayak, and our stuff. On the way we 
stopped at a pizzeria to order pizza and after returning to Friendship 
Park we picked up our pizzas. Joey used a hose outside the pizzeria to 
shower. We caught the ferry at 10:30 pm and all of us got to bed well after 
midnight. 
 We found it sweet to get a break from city life and connect with 
our bodies, minds, and the nature around us. If you plan on doing this 
trip too, make sure to be well trained, experienced, and prepared, and 
give yourselves four days for the round-trip. Also, portaging the kayaks 
is really not worth it. Finally, I recommend Halfmoon Bay Kayaks for 
any trips around Sechelt Inlet. The inlets are a sweet place to experience 
nature and they are relatively lonely. I definitely miss the sea kayaking 
now that I’m back in land-locked Austria.

SKI ⋅ SNOWBOARD ⋅ ALPINE TOURING ⋅ MOUNTAINEERING ⋅ INLINE SKATE ⋅ WATERSKI ⋅ intuitionliners.com
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CLIMBING AND 
MOUNTAINEERING

Clockwise from top-left. 1 Alastair 
scrambling up the north ridge with 
Lake Magog in the background, pho-
to by Graham Haber (see page 83). 2 
Duncan saving the day, photo by Nick 
Hindley (see page 99). 3 Another suc-
cessful day of bailing; ‘Extinction Wall’ 
towering behind us, photo by Nick 
Hindley (see page 94, end of Aug 16). 
4 One of many anchor ledges where 
we lounged around waiting, photo by 
Vanny Pornsinsiriruk (see page 80).



 After finishing up Calculus, we hiked through the forest to the 
base of Butt Lite 5.9, where we encountered the same lady and her climb-
ing partner. We were starting to get apprehensive of the wait time con-
sidering we had given them so much leeway, and the lady ensured us that 
there was only one group ahead of them, and they were nearly ready to 
go. So we waited. 
  And waited. 
   And waited. 
  And then realized the lady was wrong and there were two groups 
ahead who were taking their sweet, sweet time (Butt Lite is a traversy 
climb and we couldn’t see them until now). But they looked close to 
heading off, so we waited some more. It was now four hours into our 
climb, and we’d already expected to be on our way down- at least. I took 
out my sandwich, and gave Sam half. The deserted island vibe was grow-
ing strong.
 Finally, the lady and her partner headed off, giving us some 
hope. We slowly sipped my (now communal) water, enjoying the view 
and the sprawling anchor where we could lounge around like lizards in 
the sun. And we were very in the sun. We looked up, and to our dismay, 
saw the lady and her partner only at the second anchor, waiting behind 
a pair who looked like they were figuring out how to crack climb for the 
first time. 
 Throats parched, stomachs empty, and baking in the hot sun, we 
were slowly beginning to panic. We started considering other routes, but 
Sam’s shoulder and my absolutely trash crack climbing skills limited us a 
little. As the lady finally headed off, and the last drop of water was sipped, 
we sent a prayer to God that we could get off this climb quickly. 
 Fuuucking Finally. An incredible eight hours had passed when 
we finally topped out on Butt Lite, having spent more than ⅔ of our time 
waiting instead of climbing, drinking 250mL each on a sweltering day, 
and shaking badly from the 200 calories we’d each had. As we wobbled 
our way onto First Peak, we realized we still had a long way to go down 
the steep steps of the trail.
  The trail starts... “I think somewhere this way,” Sam said, gestur-
ing to the mossy boulder scramble heading up and left.  We followed a 
semi-trail with the mounting anticipation of being done with this shit-
show climb, and 10 minutes later, our burst of energy led to a dead-end 
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BUTT LITE EPIC
By Vanny Pornsinsiriruk

80

 Early in the summer of 2019, Sam Viavant and I decided it was 
high time to play catch-up. Having busy schedules, we hadn’t seen each 
other in quite a few months. Besides, Sam’s shoulder (previously dislo-
cated multiple times…) had started feeling better and he was ready to 
test it on some easy rocks. We figured a romp up the Chief ’s easiest route 
would be a great way to chat, relax, and slowly reintroduce Sam’s shoul-
der to the world of climbing. 
 We were standing around at Sam’s car sorting gear and faffing 
with layers. “We’ll be up and down in three hours or so,” said Sam, and 
I agreed. “Calculus Crack and Butt Lite are both super chill, and it’s a 
Wednesday morning. We certainly won’t be stuck behind three slow ass 
groups,” I said, oblivious to our day ahead. Thinking we would do a quick 
lap then head to Bisla’s for cheap samosas, Sam decided he wouldn’t need 
to bring water or food. I was more conservative and packed my half full 
Nalgene and a sandwich, and then we were off on Calculus Crack 5.8. 
 Our first warning sign appeared on the fourth pitch of Calculus 
Crack, where we caught up to a lady belaying off of a sketchy-looking, 
thin, double-nut anchor. She told us that the ideal anchor spot had been 
occupied when she caught up to the first group. We didn’t think too hard 
on it and built our anchor in the nice double hand crack of Calculus. 
While we were climbing, the sun had begun to shine on the Chief, and 
we were baking in our fully lit anchor spot. I took a sip of water and 
could see Sam eyeing it jealously. But he didn’t ask, and anyways we’d be 
down pretty soon, right? Right??? 
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cliff.  As we back-tracked, Sam noticed a bottle of Dasani on the ground, 
half-empty and clearly forgotten. Our eyes met for a long second. “I’m 
not quite there yet,’’ Sam said, sounding like he’d been chain smoking 
since ‘Nam. We continued on and somehow found the real trail.
  Legs cramping up, arms spread in a ‘Hallelujah!!!!!!!!!!’ gesture, 
we reached the Stawamus Chief Campground water tap 40 minutes later. 
Sam was guzzling water directly from the fountain, mouth wide open. I 
managed to chug a whole Nalgene of water in one go. After our crazed 
H2O frenzy, we slowly stumbled back to the car. “From now on, I am 
always bringing water on every climb,” exclaimed Sam. “From now on, I 
will always insist that both of us bring food,” I groaned. 
 We drove to Squamish and sat in the back of Sam’s car, where 
samosas were finally had. As we watched the sunset and reflected on our 
stupidity and life in general, we finally managed to have the catch-up we 
didn’t have on the Chief. Because on the Chief, all our time was spent 
silently suffering in the heat and complaining about queues.

Vanny and Sam on First Peak, 
smiling before they realized it 
would be another hour to hydra-
tion.

MT ASSINIBOINE: 
AUGUST 7-8, 2018

By Alastair White

Participants: Alastair White and Graham Haber

 In mid-July Graham sent me a Facebook message asking if I had 
any time to climb around the start of August. I’d mentioned to him a little 
before that I had three-day weekends all summer and could pretty easily 
get a fourth day off if I had a couple weeks notice, so I was in a good 
position to do some climbing. Graham was funemployed and living that 
climbing life for the summer, so he was flexible. We brainstormed a bit 
and pretty quickly came up with the idea of giving Mt Assiniboine a shot. 
It can be approached from either Alberta via Lake Magog or BC via Lake 
Assiniboine but considering the BC approach is about 20 km shorter, 
and involved about 2 hours less driving from my house, we figured it 
made the most sense to take the Lake Assiniboine route. Conveniently, 
my supervisor at work was also an avid climber who had summited Mt 
Assiniboine no less than 5 times, so he had plenty of beta for us. He also 
let me photocopy the relevant pages from his guidebook because I was 
too cheap to buy my own copy. 
 Fast forward a couple weeks to August 6th. Graham showed up 
on my doorstep in Invermere after a lengthy drive out from Squamish, 
and we started our pre-trip faff. After some discussion we decided to 
bring Graham’s 60 m half ropes rather than my heavy 9.5 mm sport rope, 
and a single rack up to #3. As it turned out, that was hugely overkill and 
we only used one piece on the entire climb. We took the body of Gra-
ham’s tent to fend off potential bugs, but left the fly behind because the 
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inky night and quite chilly. By the time we’d cooked up some oatmeal, 
packed our sleeping set up, and stashed the gear we didn’t want to carry 
to the summit under a boulder, the sun was rising and creating some 
gorgeous pink and orange colours in the smoke over the mountains. 
From our camp we had another 1000 m elevation to gain to the summit 
at 3618 m. The North Ridge is mostly a scramble with a couple of pitches 
of easy 5.4 or 5.5 climbing. Honestly even those pitches only had a move 
or two at that grade, so the climbing is not the challenge on Assiniboine. 
The weather was perfect and rock was dry, so Graham and I never felt 
like we needed to actually rope up and pitch things out. On the way up 
we passed two out of the three Albertans we’d seen the previous day. 
They definitely seemed less comfortable on the rock than Graham and 
I, and they were not enjoying the significant exposure. Their third party 
member had decided that the hike to the hut had been difficult enough 
and he was in over his head, so he chose to remain at the hut instead of 
trying for the summit. We’d see more of them later, but on the way up we 
just chatted for a minute as we scrambled past them. 
 At the summit we got incredible views over the smoke that hung 
in all the valleys surrounding us. We could see all the major peaks in the 
Southern Canadian Rockies, even as far as Mt Sir Donald in Rogers Pass. 
We could also see the plumes of smoke rising from the various wild-
fires around us like the one that closed the highway through Kootenay 
National Park and the Whitetail Creek fire that threatened parts of the 
Columbia Valley not long after this trip. We shared snacks with a couple 
other groups who also summited that day, and then began our long de-
scent. 
 At the first rap station we once again encountered the Albertan 
guys. They were clearly unsure of what they were doing, so Graham and I 
decided to give them a hand to make sure no serious mistakes happened. 
Because we had two half ropes we could leapfrog down with Graham 
setting up one rope, taking the second down with him and setting up the 
next pitch while I double checked these guys’ rap setups. Then once they 
were down I would rap, pull the rope, and quickly hand it off to Graham 
who could then take it to set up the next pitch. The only piece we used 
out of the entire rack we brought was one cam that Graham used to back-
up a piton we rapped from, and which I pulled out before I rapped after 
I was sure the piton would hold without it. 

weather forecast was stellar. We were planning on ninja camping some-
where near the Hind Hut because booking the hut costs money and that 
seemed unnecessary. We thought we’d follow the usual three day plan of 
one day from the trailhead to camp, then camp to summit back to camp, 
then out to the car on the last day. We packed food for two nights. 
 Bright and early on the 7th we drove out to the trailhead and ar-
rived at the same time as two other groups, one group of three Albertan 
guys and one pair of middle-aged men who barely spoke to us. We made 
good time up to the lake. It’s a pretty gentle trail with only about 500 
m elevation gain over 6 km to get to Lake Magog. We stopped there to 
enjoy the spectacular scenery and have some lunch before the real grind 
started. The lake was about halfway in distance to where we wanted to 
camp, but we had nearly 1000 m elevation to cover between the lake and 
our campsite. From the lake we went up a fairly steep scree slope around 
a big buttress standing over the end meadows at the end of the lake. That 
brought us to a hanging valley that sloped gently up to the toe of the As-
siniboine Glacier. This glacier is suspended between Mt Assiniboine it-
self and the neighbouring Mt Sturdee. Most of the glacier section we had 
to cross was bare ice, and we could clearly see any crevasses, so we didn’t 
bother roping up. We did, however, pull out a rope for the last few hun-
dred metres of ice where there was some residual snow and we couldn’t 
be sure anymore whether there were any hazards under the snow. From 
the glacier, we scrambled up and over a short but heinously loose and 
steep col to access the large basin overlooking Lake Magog and Assini-
boine Provincial Park. On a large shoulder on one side of that basin sits 
the Hind Hut, where we were not going to be staying. 
 We dropped down into the bottom of the basin and then spent 
the next hour building a nice flat tent spot among the boulders using 
big slabs of shale that we found. With a flat spot built and the tent body 
set up to keep away the non-existent bugs, we spent the remaining af-
ternoon napping in the sunshine. After an early supper we passed out 
around 7:30 pm just as it began to get dark. Despite the haze of wildfire 
smoke in the air we got some truly awesome stars that night. Mt Assini-
boine is so far removed from the nearest city and any light pollution that 
the stars are just so much clearer than I’ve ever seen anywhere in the 
Coast Mountains. 
 Our alarm tore us from sleep around 5:00 am, while it was still 
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 We got back to our stashed gear in the early afternoon, so we 
thought it seemed unnecessary to hang out for another night and hike 
out the following day. Instead we repacked our bags and decided to hike 
out that afternoon. I’ll admit that it was a bit of a grueling grind to hike 
out that afternoon after already gaining and losing 1000 m of elevation 
on the summit. We got back to Lake Magog and took a much needed rest 
to cook dinner. I paddled my feet in the soothing cold water to try and 
revive them from the damage my mountaineering boots were doing to 
them. With renewed energy after dinner we pushed the remaining few 
kms back to the car, arriving just before dusk. We’d been up for about 17 
hours at that point, moving for most of that time. We’d gained 1000 m of 
elevation and lost more than twice that.
 Once we were at the car we still had roughly 50 or 60 km of 
logging roads to drive before we hit the highway again. We were only 
about 15 or 20 km from the trailhead when we came around a corner and 
saw the hillside above the road covered in fire. The Cross River fire had 
exploded in size in the two days we were in the backcountry and as we 
drove by we could see trees bursting into flame only a few hundred me-
tres from the road. It was simultaneously extremely awe-inspiring and 
terrifying. That fire shut down all the logging roads in that area only a 
day or two later, and they did not reopen until September. Graham and I 
managed to squeeze our climb in just in time. 
 The next day, after a deep sleep, Graham continued his Rockies 
trip to the Bow Valley to spend a week checking off some of the hard 
sport climbs there. I, unfortunately, had to return to work and bemoan 
the worsening smoke that made any more big objectives unlikely for the 
rest of the summer. 

Left Graham on the Assini-
boine Glacier, photo by Alastair 
White. Right Alastair on the 
summit ridgeline, photo by 
Graham Haber. 

Top Loading up the 
bird, photo by Nick 
Hindley. Bottom 
Overlooking Pan-
gea, photo by Harlin 
Brandvold (see page 
88).



tioning of food was all for naught. At 7:20am we loaded up the helicopter 
and took off. (see photo on page 87)
 Our doubt and nervousness was replaced with stoke as we trav-
elled west; the scenery changes rapidly from loose, rocky foothills to 
glacier clad granite. Blue tinted glacial lakes were abundant. Numerous 
glaciers lined the cliffs and valley bottoms. We were impressed by how 
many of the glaciers had survived all these years at such low elevation 
– seemingly untouched since the last ice age. It truly felt like we were 
travelling back in time.
 Stoke overtook us as we crested the sharp meander into the val-
ley that would later be known as Pangea. The granite walls were endless! 
After a few laps searching for a landing zone, Rob set the heli down on 
the only clear, flat slab of granite to be found. We unloaded gear and 
watched the helicopter peel away, the loud buffeting of it’s blades was 
quickly replaced by our shouts and cheers for the valley we had just 
touched down in. Overcome with stoke, we left our gear where it lay and 
set out to explore the valley.
 We were surprised to see the size of the glacier at the valley 
bottom. We knew of its existence, but it was much larger than expected 
(foreshadowing for what was to come). It terminated in a large lake filled 
with chunks of broken glacial ice. Entry was not possible on this side 
of the valley except by helicopter. Many of the peaks in the area were 
capped with gnarly glaciers of their own. We later learned that the valley 
glacier was quite active with some serious crevasses. Moreover, day after 
day we’d hear the rumbling sounds of ice cracking and rocks releasing 
from the behemoths above. We didn’t bring crampons and only had one 
ice axe which we later offered up to the glacier in an attempt to satiate 
its hunger for all things shiny and expensive. The valley gave a forebod-
ing feeling with the ‘Nautilus Wall’ (the massive north facing wall to the 
south) asserting its dominance over the valley. As measured from Goo-
gle Earth, the thing measured 1,000 meters of vertical gain. We hiked 
up to the col to get a glance at the valleys beyond. More granite heavily 
guarded by some serious icefalls. We saw a black bear on the hike up, it 
had likely never seen humans before.
 At 4:30pm we toyed with the idea of climbing one of the “small” 
features in the valley. We opted out – in hindsight an excellent choice. We 
hung our food in dry bags over a cliff, off a knifeblade hammered into 
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PANGEA, COASTAL 
GRANITE, AND THE AGE OF 

DISCOVERY
By Nick Hindley, Duncan Pawson, and Harlin Brandvold

88

Trip Participants: Harlin Brandvold, Nick Hindley, Duncan Pawson

A journey into the remote, unexplored big walls of BC’s rugged Coast 
Range.

Aug 10:

 We left Vancouver in the not-so-early morning on August 10th, 
Harlin’s truck loaded up with climbing gear, a haul bag, portaledge, and 
other poorly packed necessities. En route to Terrace, BC, we took an 
hour detour to drive through Squamish and pick up a copy of Superto-
po’s ‘How to Big Wall Climb’ – some much needed educational material 
before we embarked on a two week trip with the intent on tackling some 
remote unclimbed big walls. After about 15 hours and an obligatory re-
packing stop in the Walmart parking lot in Prince George, we arrived in 
Terrace just after 4am.

Aug 11:

 We took a 1-hour recharge at Tim Hortons, before driving to the 
airport for our heli out. We had hoped to take the smaller, cheaper heli 
– and had rationed our food as such – but when we met our pilot, Rob, 
and asked whether all our gear would fit, we were met with a laugh and 
a shake of his head. So the larger bird it is, meaning that our heavy ra-
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first couple rappels, while waiting for Nick to join us at our freshly bolt-
ed anchor, Duncan turned to Harlin and asked “Guess what time it is?”. 
Harlins reply: “Probably around 11:30?”. Harlin’s optimism proved to be 
folly, as it was in fact 2:30am by this time and we were not even halfway 
down the wall. After a total of 6 long rappels, a stuck rope, and a sul-
len walk back to camp, we returned to our tents at around 7am, having 
watched both sunset and sunrise during our epic. In honour of our glo-
rious attempt up the big “small wall,” we named the route ‘Flight of the 
Dodo’ (see photo 3 page 97).

Aug 13:

 This day blended with the previous day due to our overnight 
epic. We ate our “dinner” and went to bed around 7:30am – a shame 
since it was a bluebird day (the first we had). However, we woke up at 
11am due to it being too hot in the tents. Since it was nice, we figured 
we’d climb. Having spied a “splitter hand crack” on the wall immediately 
to our south (Extinction Wall), we set off with the goal of putting up 100 
m and fixing one of the static lines. Knowing the true scale of these walls 
now, we broke our goals down to manageable pieces.
 Duncan led the first pitch up a corner, onto a slabby face, and 
to a good ledge – making sure not to surpass 60 m so that we could bolt 
a proper rap line this time. Nick led the second runout slab pitch up a 
dyke. We fixed our 100 m line and rapped to the ground, having accom-
plished our goal (see photo 1 page 97).

Aug 14:

 We jugged up the static lines to our high point. Harlin backed 
out of the lead, as it was pretty heady. Nick took up the reins and led up 
an unprotected 10a slab to a big ledge and the start of the “crack.” Turns 
out the crack was actually a dyke which served as the meltwater drainage 
path for the glacier above. It was easy enough to climb dry features on 
either side of the dyke with the occasional step on wet rock, using the 
dyke for pro (which worked surprisingly well). We decided to continue 
to the roof above. Harlin, followed by Duncan and then Nick, led up the 
dyke to just below the big roof. The climbing was actually fun and we 

a thin crack, and setup camp. The haul bag and extra gear was placed 
under a decent overhang to protect from rain. After eating dinner, we 
retired to the tents for some boggle and cribbage.
 
Aug 12:

 We organized everything to climb on what we dubbed the ‘Cam-
brian Wall’. We left camp around 10am and were climbing by 11am. Saw 
two mountain goats traversing steeply across slab next to our climb. The 
first two pitches were a combination of scrambling and simul-climbiing 
across low 5th terrain to get to the start of the good climbing (these start-
ing pitches can be avoided by walking around but we wanted to climb).
 From here, Harlin led the first challenging pitch, involving a 
tricky, scary move off the deck. After that, a few uninteresting chim-
neys followed (the mosquito chimneys). Nick led the next pitch which 
climbed cool features next to a stream and culminated in a rad hand 
traverse. Duncan led the pitch after; starting up a low angle fist/layback 
crack before transferring right to a more difficult thin finger crack. After 
that, blocky climbing up mossy terrain led to a small ledge. Harlin led a 
stellar pitch with super cool chimney, stemming, and face climbing to a 
large, grassy ledge.
 It was around 5:30pm and we were less than halfway to the top 
– we clearly underestimated the scale of these walls. It should be not-
ed, however, that the route did involve some cleaning, and as a party 
of three we were also pretty slow. We would later come to question this 
decision, but the stoke was high so we chose to gun it to the top. Nick led 
an interesting and runout pitch which traversed a face of chicken heads 
to a small ledge. Duncan continued up the ramp on chicken heads and 
traversed across the face to another small ledge – it was scary climbing 
with scarce pro; mostly brass offsets and ballnuts. Harlin led another rad 
pitch at dusk up to a blueberry filled ledge. It was now completely dark, 
sometime after 11pm.
 Tantalizingly close to the top (though we did not know this) we 
decided to sling a horn and bail. Tired and not sure if we had enough 
bolts to make it down, we decided to bolt in 70 m intervals. This would 
leave the rap unusable by anybody without 70 m doubles, but at the time 
we were desperate to get back to camp as soon as possible. After the 
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up and hanging out in the waterfall, Duncan had cleaned all the gear and 
arrived at Harlin. Although wet, his double raincoat system proved quite 
effective. Other than his arms, Duncan’s body was mostly dry. Harlin 
was soaked. We took off our wet jackets and put on dry ones, albeit not 
raincoats. Nick jugged up, remaining mostly dry since he could avoid the 
water easier, not having to place or clean gear.
 The next pitch looked wet but seemed as if you could avoid 
most of the water by climbing the arete and only using the dyke for pro. 
It was Duncan’s lead. The arete climbing was fun but soon ended and 
Duncan was fully entrenched in the dyke. At one point the dyke turned 
to a mossy, soaking squeeze chimney. Duncan hesitated but eventually 
went for it, having to aid off a #2 C4 cam to get through. He got soaked. 
Duncan made it as far as he could before building an interesting gear 
anchor in the dyke. Duncan shivered while Nick jugged up through the 
wetness trailing both the static lines, the unused lead line, and on lead 
on the other lead line (since the anchor was not bomber) – no easy feat. 
He arrived, tired in all rights, and gave Duncan dry clothes and the drill 
so that Duncan could continue to the roof while bolting the dry slab 
on lead. The moves were fun, but bolting on lead is hard and awkward. 
Duncan eventually bolted the anchor for the ledge and haul bag. Harlin 
jugged up to join while Nick hauled and Duncan finished off the anchor 
(4 bolts, 2 separate master points on 2 pieces of cordallete). We were all 
pretty defeated and sure we’d not want to continue tomorrow due to the 
risk of an impending storm and our apprehension of what may lie above. 
Harlin left most of the gear on route from the last pitch to clean on rappel 
the next day.
 Once we were all at the anchor, Nick and Harlin setup the ledge. 
Unfortunately, Duncan was above the ledge and couldn’t do much with-
out his headlamp which was currently MIA (later to be found in Harlin’s 
backpack). Setting up the ledge was surprisingly quick ~20-30 minutes. 
Soon we were all chilling on the ledge and were able to put the fly on 
quite easily. Nick went to grab water from the dyke while Harlin and 
Duncan unpacked the haul bag. We finally ate our lunch (only one bar) 
around 1:30am. Once Nick returned, we cooked dinner (it was good!) 
and passed around the whiskey. We passed out around 3am and slept 
decently well given how cramped it was. Three people in a two person 
ledge is cozy!

stayed mostly dry – not the ropes though. We fixed both 70 m lead lines 
and the other 100 m static line and rapped to the ground. Tomorrow was 
going to be interesting as the pitches above were considerably more wet 
with an active waterfall running over the roof (Komodo Roof). It was at 
this moment we decided an apt name for the route – Lizard King.
 During the climb we heard a larger than normal crackling sound 
from the glacier below. We turned around to see a new crevasse had 
opened – a testament to the seriousness of the landscape. Day after day 
we watched as this hole grew bigger.

Aug 15:

 Time to big wall! Our goal was to climb to the 2nd smaller roof 
and setup the portaledge underneath. This way we would be out of the 
wet terrain and would be protected from potential icefall. We jugged our 
lines and hauled the bag every 100 m. Our 1 to 1 hauling system was 
pretty efficient but hauling, in general, is cumbersome. Because there 
was so much water on route, there was no need to add the weight of wa-
ter to the haul bag, so it was relatively light.
 We arrived at Komodo Roof and discussed who would lead it. 
Duncan opted out and it was technically Harlin’s turn to lead anyway. 
Unfortunately, today was cooler with overcast skies. In addition, we had 
only eaten a single bar and apple for breakfast and accidently packed 
away our two bar lunch into the haul bag. Needless to say, we were pretty 
hungry. It was a little later in the day than we would have liked since we 
slept in an extra hour (6am vs 5am) due to the morning being so windy.
 After we suited up in our best rain gear, Harlin racked up for a 
brutal lead. Duncan belayed while Nick blasted inspiring, classic rock 
tunes and took photos. Five minutes in, after placing his 2nd piece, Har-
lin slipped on the slick rock, pulled his piece and a took a decent whip 
on a .4 C4. Battling through a ~1hr aid lead in a waterfall over a roof, he 
eventually conquered the Komodo Roof. Due to being cold, he didn’t 
climb much higher before stopping to bolt an anchor. We passed the drill 
up to him on the static line he was trailing (see photo 4 page 97).
 Next it was Duncan’s turn to jug the static line and clean the gear. 
He tried to go as fast as he could so as to not get too wet, but jugging and 
cleaning a roof is difficult, even if jugging a separate line. After jugging 
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through the bottom, we lined the area with raincoats and the two tow-
els that Harlin had brought. As day turned to night the storm only got 
worse. It was difficult to keep things perfectly dry but we managed for 
the most part. The durability of the tent was impressive. Being a fairly 
average backpacking tent (MSR Elixir 2), it’s not designed to withstand 
such weather, but it did it. The storm continued to rage through the night 
and into the next day.

Aug 18:

 The night was rough, as the storm kicked it up a notch. Several 
times we (Harlin and Duncan) awoke to wind hammering the tent. We 
worried that the tent would slide off the sloped ledge on our right flank 
with us in it. Every time we woke, we could feel our position shift ever 
closer to the edge. We did nothing but hope that would not be our fate – 
it would’ve sucked.
 When morning came, the strong winds and rain were still very 
much active. Nick came over during the worst possible window and was 
soaked head to toe during the 10 m walk. Duncan checked the weath-
er, paying for a premium InReach forecast and comparing that with 
SpotWx – received via our weather contact Steve. Our situation was not 
forecasted to improve until after our scheduled departure date, save one 
convenient window the very next day. In fact, the storm was to restart 
significantly harder than it currently was only one day after this weath-
er window. We were dismayed but reasoned that leaving during this 
window was our only option. It would mean no more climbing and we 
couldn’t finish Flight of the Dodo as we had intended. We were stoked 
to have this moment of good weather to escape though, as otherwise we 
may have been trapped or had to pay some serious coin to get out. It was 
all good. Duncan messaged with Rob and Ian and coordinated a pickup 
for 9am the next day. We played games in the tent until the onset of nice 
weather came and we stepped outside (see Photo 2 page 97).

Aug 19:

 We woke up at 7:30am and began packing. Perfectly on time, Ian 
arrived exactly at 9am. We heard the sound of the heli before spotting 

Aug 16:

 Woke up around 9am to a bluebird day over the valley. Ate break-
fast and chilled on the ledge for a bit, then started de-rigging everything. 
Harlin rapped on one of the static lines to clean the gear from Duncan’s 
pitch that he had left the day prior. Unfortunately, we’d later realize that 
an older #1 C4 got left behind (RIP). Nick and Duncan (mostly Nick) de-
rigged everything on the anchor and then simul-tandem rapped with all 
the gear. Nick took the haul bag and Duncan took the ledge, poop tube, 
and extra lead line (Harlin took the other lead line). The rest of the day 
was spent repeating this process for a total of four 100 m rappels. On de-
scent, we fed the glacier a few times; Harlin dropped a biner and Duncan 
dropped one his hand ascenders. All were swallowed up by the gaping 
glacier below. These in addition to the ice axe and piton that had fallen in 
a few days earlier.
 Once on the ground, we chilled in the sun, dried our clothes, 
and discussed plans for the next few days. Knowing it was going to rain, 
we hoped we could at least sneak in a climb in the morning before the 
rain started. We couldn’t (See photo 3 page 78).

Aug 17:

 The rain started early (at least by 7am when we awoke). It last-
ed the whole day, through the night, and seemed to just keep getting 
worse. Practically the entire day was spent in the “big tent” – Duncan’s 
two man tent. We played a number of games from boggle to chicken to 
poker (with climbing gear acting as our chips). During a calmish period, 
Nick and Duncan hiked to the base of one of the walls to check it out 
while Harlin read “Into Thin Air” in the tent. We couldn’t get directly 
to the base of the wall without treading over slippery slabs, but we eyed 
some potential lines from our vantage point.
 Back at the tent, we chilled for the remainder of the day as the 
rain kept on coming. Walls were filled with new waterfalls, our typical 
cooking area was under a raging river, and new puddles were plentiful.  
As the wind hammered the tent fly against the walls of the tent, water 
would seep through along the edges. We had to keep everything within 
the center of the tent and avoid touching the walls. To prevent seepage 
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its tiny shape against the endless sea of granite. We loaded our gear and 
were off in a matter of minutes. As we turned the corner out of the valley 
we looked back on the walls, to the area in which we had taken refuge 
for a week. Much was left to be done. Despite the feeling of forlorn, we 
were stoked. We were quite possibly the first humans ever in that valley, 
let alone to scale the granite walls. Exploration is at the heart of human 
curiosity. To explore an unknown region of the earth, so close to home, 
is a privilege not afforded by many, and may one day be an extinct con-
cept all together. The edges of the globe have been filled in, but have its 
creases? Pangea awaits our return.
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Our Uber arriving, photo by Nick Hindley.

From top to bottom. 
1 Duncan leading the 
first pitch of ‘Lizard 
King’. 2 The first rays 
of sunlight in two days 
hitting the Valley. 3 De-
scending from ‘Flight 
of the Dodo’ around 
7am. 4 Harlin lead-
ing the ‘Komodo Roof. 
Photos by Nick Hindley.
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NEW ROUTIN’ AT PHELIX
By Nick Hindley and Duncan Pawson

From top to bottom. 1 There and back again, photo by Nick Hindley. 2 
The mighty North Face of Mt Aragorn, photo by Nick Hindley. 3 Nick 
leading the Crack of Doom, photo by Duncan Pawson.
 After fleeing poor weather in Central BC, we came up with a 
backup plan to spend our week in familiar territory around the Phelix 
Creek area, putting up some new routes close to Brian Waddington hut.

Aug 20

 After a long drive back from Terrace, Duncan Pawson, Harlin 
Brandvold and I spent a leisurely day drying out gear and napping in the 
sun at the Phelix Creek Trailhead. We hiked up to the hut in the after-
noon and enjoyed a much needed swim in Long Lake, then hiked up to a 
good viewpoint of Mt. Aragorn’s north face for reconnaissance purposes.

Aug 21

 Unfortunately the weather was very poor today so we spent a 
forced rest day in the hut playing poker and card games. We quickly ex-
hausted our whiskey supply.

Aug 22
 
 Fortunately we awoke to improved weather! Abandoning our Mt. 
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Aragorn plans, we set out for the nearby face of Shadowfax – the north-
east sub-summit, which can be seen clearly from the hut. We scrambled 
up the gulley and traversed a grassy ledge until we found a viable line. I 
set off up the first pitch and battled for a while before subbing Duncan 
in to finish it off. Duncan excavated an absurd amount of fine dirt from 
the crack and pushed upwards through the 10c finger crack. Beginning 
to get gripped, he pulled on a .5 cam to get through the final move, but 
in his infinite wisdom grabbed above the triggers which led to his hand 
slipping down the stem, disengaging the triggers and ripping the piece 
from in front of his eyes. He took a good surprise whipper and landed in 
a bush. After some laughter and heckling, he finished the pitch at a large 
ledge.
 Harlin started up the next pitch and led through some spicy ex-
posed 10b moves on sparse, thin gear. He eventually followed my exam-
ple, lowering off and handing the reins to Duncan. Duncan climbed a bit 
higher and slammed in two bolts at the 11a crux move – after a valiant 
effort and some battling of his own, he also lowered off to pass the reins 
back to me. I was able to struggle through the move, and climb higher 
up the slab. I was high above my last bolt crimping on a nubbin, smear-
ing my right foot, and jamming my left; bolting 10c slab on lead was the 
worst ten minutes of my life. Didn’t whip with a hammer and power drill 
hanging off my harness though; my kneecaps remain intact, so that’s a 
plus.
 Harlin jumped back on the sharp end for the final pitch – an ex-
cellent, exposed 5.8 that traversed around the corner and topped out on 
the northeast sub-summit. A new route now exists less than 40 minutes 
from the hut! Riders of Rohan – 3p, 5.11a

Aug 23

 On yesterday’s descent, we had admired a gorgeous, steep, thin 
splitter on the wall rising from the gulley. Being the gumbies that we are, 
this was far too steep for us – so we spent the afternoon aiding the clean 
line, then later flailing around on top rope. We guesstimate it would go 
free in the upper 12’s if you’re radder than us, but for now, it’s a cruisey 
single pitch C1 – if you’re into that kind of thing. Crack of Doom – C1 
(5.12…?)
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PHOTO CONTEST WINNERS
LANDSCAPE ACTION

Winner photo by 
Anna Vu Run-
ner up photo by 
Elliott Skierszkan

Winner photo by Anna M Marco Pardo. Runner up Bluebird 
Days: Matteo Agnoloni tops out on a winter ascent of Mt Alpha, 
with the mighty Tantalus in the backdrop, photo by Nick Hindley.
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FLORA AND FAUNA PORTRAITS

Winner Mushroom glow, photo 
by Giulio Saibene. Runner up A 
very friendly Gray Jay on Mt Sey-
mour, photo by Liam Brennan.

Winner Vanny at Rock Party, 
photo by Declan Taylor. Run-
ner up Trip Leader and VOC 
Exec Declan Taylor smiles 
while paddling up Indian 
Arm, photo by Liam Brennan.
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CLUB ACTIVITIES MISC.
Winner Tom Curran in workhike mode photo by 
Erica Haugland. Runner up Waking up at Brew 
Hut, photo by Declan Taylor. 

Winner Campus Turns, pho-
to by Gabrielle Booth. Runner 
up Totem belonging to the Tla-
o-qui-aht First Nation under a 
night sky somewhere near To-
fino, photo by Diego Adleson.
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SKIING AND WINTER 
MOUNTAINEERING

Top Skiing to the prominent nun-
atak on the glacier, photo by Car-
oline Jung (see page 113). Middle 
left Rappelling into Mini Mouse, 
photo by Jessica Brown (see page 
158). Middle right Scratch that 
this looks way more alpine, pho-
to by Nick Hindley (see page 150). 
Bottom Chowder snow photo by 
Nick Hindley (see page 150).



but this time fitter, more knowledgeable, and a much better skier.
 Forecast had called for precip to come in on Thursday. It never 
came. However I remained optimistic that maybe the snow would be 
good enough for Sunday!
 Despite what was probably going to be bony and bare condi-
tions, our spirits remained high! Emily gifted me a GoPro as an early 
birthday present and we enjoyed filming unpaid promotions for Clif Bar 
(please sponsor us) during the long hike up the switchbacks.
 Objective hazards on the switchbacks included fallen trees and 
really icy sections.
 Navigating around the trees wasn’t so bad. The 1st one we en-
countered was on the way to the parking lot which we just drove around. 
The 2nd one was just about 2 km up the trail and was this heinous mess 
of needles and branches that required either taking one’s pack off and 
threading it through the mess or very good reverse limbo skills (crawl-
ing). The ice, though, was something else.
 There were many sections of solid slick ice which weren’t so bad 
to navigate while walking up. However, it had started snowing so on our 
way down the ice blended in with the rest of trail and coming down in 
the dark made things even harder. None of us had microspikes as we did 
not anticipate there to be so much rogue ice on the trail. Despite many 
slips and falls, we’re lucky that none of The Cripple Crew sustained any 
further serious injuries. Anthony’s face got in a fight with the ground 
and has a small wound to prove it. Kylie slipped a bunch of times into 
tele-knee-drop position (just didn’t get enough of club room skis despite 
carrying a splitboard!). I slipped a bunch of times and the only thing that 
was seriously hurt was my hiking confidence.
 And then we finally made it to Taylor Meadows! We were greet-
ed with just barely enough snow to skin on and views of the Black Tusk. 
We lunched at the ‘cooling hut’ at the Taylor Meadows Campground; it 
was actually a lot colder inside the hut than it was outside so I wedged a 
rock in the ‘auto-shut’ door to let warm air in while we sat down and ate 
some hot instant mashed potatoes.
 And so off we went, with skins on (finally), navigating around 
patches of dirt, to Black Tusk Meadows. However, the dream wasn’t 
meant to be. As we neared the end of Taylor Meadows, it became clearer 
and clearer that the slopes appeared quite boney and bare. It seems the 
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SPOILER: THE LAKE ISN’T 
FROZEN YET

By Vincent Chan-Ying

110

Trip date: December 1st, 2019
Participants: Andrew Wilson, Anthony Yan, Charlotte Nelson, Emily 
Kuang, Kylie Schatz, & Vincent Chan-Ying aka ‘The Cripple Crew’

 Is it still considered a backcountry ski trip if you walked up 
1100+ meters in elevation with your skis, even if you didn’t set your skis 
and boots into downhill mode? I mean, technically, we went “downhill” 
with our climbing skins on.
 7am. We’re the first two cars in the parking lot. It’s friggen’ cold. 
But the car says it’s only -5 C. Clearly we need more cold training. I de-
cide to wait in the car until my passengers come back from the outhouse 
before unloading all the gear. Andrew is the first to brave the cold for 
non-gastro-evacuative reasons and exclaims something along the lines 
of, “The snow is going to suuuck!” I echo his sentiment despite it being 
me who organised this “ski touring”/leg training trip on the Trip Agenda. 
We all laugh because I said that my rationale for arriving early was to 1) 
give ourselves as much time to hike up the switchbacks at a comfortable 
pace and 2) beat the crowds; there were no crowds to beat.
 About a week ago I saw an Instagram post by professional moun-
tain guide Zack Wentz slaying some pow in Taylor Meadows. Years ago, 
I skied in Black Tusk Meadows and, back then, I barely knew anything 
about backcountry skiing and was a fledgling skier. I thought I could find 
even finer snow by going further than Zack so I dreamt of skiing Black 
Tusk Meadows (just a hop and skip away from Taylor Meadows) again 
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lack of storms and recent solar in the past week must’ve made whatev-
er little snow recede. Not wanting to become ‘The Crippled Even More 
Crew’, we decided it was best for us to turn around.
 But not until we confirmed with our own eyes whether or not 
Garibaldi Lake was frozen yet since all the denizens of Matt Gunn’s 
South Coast Touring FB group seemingly ask all year long about it’s state 
despite recent reports.
 So at the Outhouse Junction (yes, that’s what it’s called), we kept 
our skins on for a riveting descent to the Lake! Wooooooh! Does it count 
as 1st turns of the season even though we did like 6 quarter turns with 
our skins on and didn’t even put our boots into downhill mode? Does it 
count as “skiing to the lake” even if we had to bootpack about halfway 
from the Junction to the Lake?
 Yes and yes. Oh and the lake wasn’t frozen enough for crossing 
unless you’re into long distance swimming, like a certain Moldovan, for 
at least part of the way.

CROSSING THE TANTALUS 
RANGE ON SKIS

By Caroline Jung, Julie Van de Valk, and Megan O’Brien

When: April 2019

Preamble
 Some time at the end of 2018, the three of us decided that we 
would like to go for a ski adventure in the spring together. We originally 
talked about going somewhere far and wide and applying for grants to 
enable the adventure. However as we discussed our options, the idea of 
skiing closer to home became more appealing. We were quite busy with 
doing the work/life balancing thing and had trepidations about the lo-
gistics and carbon footprint of going somewhere really far for just a short 
period of time.
 So we shelved the ideas of far-off expeditions for a later time 
and decided on a traverse of the Tantalus Range. The more we thought 
about it, the more it made sense; we had never skied there, it looked like 
an amazing place to explore, and it was close to home! The range is less 
than 15 km as the crow flies from Megan and Caroline’s doorsteps in 
Squamish.

Left Notes from 
our trip planning 
meeting. Right 
A group photo at 
the Sigurd Creek 
Trailhead.
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Day 2-Pelion to Zenith Shoulder

 The next morning, as we headed up towards Pelion we encoun-
tered the first ice of the trip. We also did our first and only ski crampon 
drop - best possible location, really. We then discovered a new ski cram-
pon wearing technique, the StrapOverToe®, which we would highly rec-
ommend for keeping ski crampons on skis.
 Anyways, we didn’t realize this at the time, but we ended up us-
ing our ski crampons for most of the trip. We went up steep hills, learned 
early to never take ski crampons off, but if you do, boot packing is ad-
vised before mistakes are made. We meandered to the shoulder of Mount 
Pelion to find its South face roasting in the sun. Given the consequences 
if there were to be a slide (being carried hundreds of metres down over 
cliffs), we were inspired to take a five hour nap to dry all foot related 
items. Zzzzzzzz. Caroline is bad at napping so uploaded an instagram 
photo, but committed the cardinal sin of not tagging the nappers in-
volved. Ooops
 We also checked the weather forecast, and the storm predicted 
for six days hence was now three days away. Decision time. Decision 
time is moderately kind of sort of difficult for us sometimes because we 
are emotionally intelligent females who struggle to impose decisions on 
teammates. After discussing every possible permutation and combina-
tion, we decided that we could finish the route in the next three days 
by cutting out side trips. Then, to celebrate decision making and ready 
ourselves for the ski ahead, we made a bottomless pot of mashed potato 
goodness which turned into a never ending mashed potato nightmare 
we had to deal with before heading out onto the slope. 
 Scrapeeeeee tinkle tinkle hissssss. It had gotten a bit icy while we 
were force feeding ourselves, and every ‘turn’ released a cascade of tiny 
ice-cubes down the slope. This was a blessing and a curse, because frozen 
means stable, but it also means you have to carefully side slip down this 
no-fall-zone. As we finished the ski down the South face of Pelion, we 
thought about how the door was shutting behind us in a way; if we were 
to turn back, we would be making a dangerous skin up a big face with 
bad fall consequences.
 As dusk fell, we sent it over some bumpy stuff that had looked 
easy to navigate from the distance, but was not. Realizing that we were 

Day 1-The Trip Begins

 At the crack of dawn (noon), our chauffeur Maxwell graciously 
deposited us at the Sigurd Creek Trailhead. As a gaggle of women work-
ing in STEM, we had meticulously weighed out our group’s gear and 
divided it equally amongst ourselves ahead of time. Despite this effort, 
when we weighed our packs at the trailhead we noticed significant dis-
crepancies. Megan and Julie looked ready to go and set up basecamp 
at Denali, while Caroline looked like she was going on a fast and light 
weekend mission.
 Anyways, we started up, up and away! On the beautiful, well-
kept trail. Well, until it wasn’t so well-kept. We think it had been a bit 
windy in Squamish that winter. After the Crooked Falls turnoff, the trail 
was covered in deadfall. Caroline’s cowboy hat came in handy as we had 
to ride the loggies! Megan’s toes got so excited about the ride that they 
emerged from her shoes. Slowly, we approached snowline. But before 
snowline, there was mudline. And in between mudline and snowline, 
was the suffer box. 
 As the snow became more consistent, so did the tracks we were 
following - bear! Looking at the directions of the tracks, we wondered 
if the creature was descending from the mountains after a long winter’s 
sleep. We reversed the bear’s path, emerged from the tree-line, and found 
a place to set up camp on the moraine below Mount Ossa and Pelion. As 
Caro set up a beautiful camp kitchen, Megan and Julie set up the tent 
and discovered inside it Megan’s extra toothbrush, meaning she officially 
had 4 times more toothbrushes than Julie. We enjoyed a nice tuna dinner 
with a side of pumpkin. 

Left Scenic napping 
with Tantalus in the 
background. Right “Ul-
tralight” packing tip: 
if you are carrying a 
sleeping bag you don’t 
need an expedition 
weight puffy jacket, just 
wear your sleeping bag!
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ten and our boots penetrated all the way down to the rock.
 At the bottom, Caro spotted some ski tracks that would presum-
ably lead us to the Haberl Hut. This came in rather handy, as darkness 
was falling and we were somewhat mentally and physically tired at this 
point. After a quick hot beverage and snack break at the bottom of the 
downclimb to recollect ourselves, we gratefully followed the tracks by 
headlamp. After side-slipping down the Dione Glacier for 2 kms we fi-
nally spotted the warm glow coming from the Jim Haberl Hut’s windows. 
 Jubilation! We were rather tired, so we were really grateful to 
arrive at a cozy hut with a warm fire. We said hello to the crew of guys 
that had flown in, one of them who was actually Julie’s friend! In our 
semi-awake state we ate some of the food that we had gotten flown into 
the hut before the trip and enjoyed delicious sleep.

Day 4-Making Our Way Down to the Sea Level

 The next morning, we prepared for what we thought would be 
a more cruisy stretch to home. We ate as much of our food as we could 
and left the remaining food and fuel for Julie’s friend to fly out with. We 
almost left our sleeping gear too, but later that day we were really glad we 
decided not to!
 All smiles since the scarier bits of the skiing were finished, we 
made our way to the Serratus-Ionia Col. We found steep icy slopes again, 
so donned our ski crampons. Once at the col we got our first view of Lake 
Lovelywater. We made a fun but somewhat scary descent to the Russian 
Army Camp; in our post-stress relaxation we didn’t quite plan for how 
sun-baked the South face of Serratus would be in the morning. We made 
some quick decisions and speedily skied to the safety and flatness below.
 Getting down to the lake turned out to be not super straightfor-
ward either, but eventually we reached it and made a pleasant skate-ski 
across. We were excited to have a trail ahead to follow-we won’t have to 
think anymore! Yay! We were wrong.
 As we made our way down the trail, it became evident that walk-
ing would be best. The snow presented difficult skiing conditions, and 
sections of the trail were very exposed to the roaring creek below. We 
opted to boot down with ice axes in hand for a good chunk of the way.
 Once we ran out of snow, we quickly found that the trail was also 

achieving diminishing returns on our distance covered to effort ratio, we 
set-up camp on something flat-ish near a rock, and made hot chocolate, 
which did not keep us hot all night. 

Day 3-Crossing the Rumbly Tumbly Glacier

 After a cold night’s sleep, we started early, as the day would en-
compass crossing the Rumbly Tumbly Glacier, described by some as 
’technical’. Barely awake, we followed wolverine tracks and gained the 
Zenith-Tantalus Col. 
 We then got our bearings by taking some bearings of points 
our research had indicated on the glacier. We spotted the nunatak that 
previous reports mentioned! Off we went, tentatively traipsing through 
technical terrain, surmounting or circumnavigating various bumps to 
see our way forward. We saw a shroud of smoke emerge from the valley 
bottom, and later found out that a fire went out of control. We worried 
that it was a sign of another fire season to come. Climate change is scary.
 Eventually, we reached the nunatak. According to previous trip 
reports, we anticipated easier travel from thereon, so we paused for a 
snack. After snackies, we went around the corner, to find the opposite of 
easy travel. Clearly the glacier is dynamic and changed the path ahead! 
We pondered the best path forward given what was presented before us. 
 We identified three options to gain the southern half of the gla-
cier. All of them looked kind of heinous, but we were able to narrow 
down our choice based on potential consequences. Two of them could 
lead to probable death if the house-sized ice chunk fell on us, whereas the 
other path would mean maybe falling into a crevasse if the snow bridge 
failed as we were climbing it.
 So we forged ahead. We set up an anchor with our skis and Me-
gan led a short pitch of steep snow like the boss that she is, then belayed 
Julie and Caro up. We continued navigating our way to reach the East 
shoulder of Dione. From there we saw other people for the first time on 
the trip: we spotted skiers skiing the gnar off the North face of Serratus.
 We then found the notch by Dione with a ~45 degree pitch that 
some ski and some downclimb. We found it in rather bony conditions, 
and opted to downclimb so we donned our boot crampons, pulled out 
our ice axes and made our way down. At times the snow was pretty rot-
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in Squamish, took very hot showers and washed sand off of our gear. Ju-
lie had made the excellent suggestion for us to reconvene to recount our 
experiences and wrap up our adventure, so once we cleaned up we went 
for a late breakfast at Chef Big D’s in town. 
 We had some interesting discussions on our thoughts about the 
trip. We were all really grateful for each other’s company through what 
was one of the most stressful mountain experiences we had ever had; we 
were comfortable making hard decisions together and supported each 
other when each of us felt like things were a bit too much at times. We 
also talked about how we would like to communicate about our trip with 
our friends and family, as well as how adventures are depicted on social 
media. We decided that we would stay away from focusing solely on the 
rad and awesome bits of our ski traverse and rather be honest about the 
risks we faced and had to manage. Also we laughed as we talked about 
doing a ski traverse together again next spring, but that it would be one 
involving minimal technical terrain and stress! 
 Fast forward to early 2020, we are now in the midst of plan-
ning another ski trip with two more friends. Julie is now engaged to 
Max (yay!!!), and this time it will be a bachelorette ski traverse! We will 
be headed to the Rockies to do a hut-to-hut Bow-Yoho traverse, which 
we are really excited about! We are so fortunate and privileged to have 
friends with whom we can explore our landscapes and souls.

covered in deadfall branches like the Sigurd Creek Trail was. The differ-
ence was that we were now much more tired, and the trail was poorly 
marked. As it got dark, we kept ourselves mentally busy by trying to stay 
on the trail. One time we lost the trail and we thrashed through a foliage 
wall of fallen cedar boughs because it was in the general direction of the 
trail - and this worked!
 We finally reached the sandy beaches of the Squamish River 
around midnight. The trail behind us had been a much more demanding 
endeavour than we had thought, so instead of trying to cross the river in 
the dark we opted to set up camp and get a good nights’ rest. Deciding to 
make sure we had sleeping gear and extra food turned out to be a good 
choice! 

Day 5-River and Squamish times - the Trips’ End

 We opened our eyes the next morning to the sound of rain’s pit-
ter patter on our tent. Huddled in our sleeping bags, we rejoiced that we 
had managed to get out of the mountains before the clouds and rain-
drops arrived. We then discussed our final obstacle: the Squamish River. 
 Tired as we were, we were not thrilled about the idea of trying to 
cross the river in the rain using the cables. Thanks to the modern marvel 
of cellular phones, we got a hold of Jay Bicknell, who agreed to canoe us 
back to the civilization side of the river. Julie also got her friend Sarah to 
pick us up at the other side to take us into town!
 Relieved now, we stayed in our sleeping bags for as long as we 
could, until packing up camp to meet Jay downriver. When we stepped 
out, to our amazement, we found wolf tracks in the sand outside our tent! 
They definitely had not been there the night before. As we marvelled at 
the paw prints, presumably of a mother and a pup, Megan wondered if 
the sounds she heard earlier in the morning were from the beasts. We 
remembered that we had seen a lot of elk droppings the night before, and 
hypothesized that the wolves were here to hunt elk.
 Once we packed up camp, we followed the wolf tracks to meet 
Jay. We had followed grizzly bear tracks into the mountains, then wolver-
ine tracks in the alpine, and now we were following wolf tracks home; we 
live in such an amazing place.
 Anyway, we made a really smooth crossing of the river and, once 

Our ski track down the South face of Pelion on Day 2.
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The path ahead from the Nunataq. Not shown is the poorly supported house-
sized hunk of ice upslide on the right, photo submitted by Caroline Jung (see Day  
3 page 116).

SNOW CAMPING USING 
PARAGLIDING RESCUE 

AS A ROOF
By Tobias Klenze and Florian Meier

 A few years ago, fellow VOCer Florian Meier and I, Tobias Klen-
ze, moved away from Canada to live in Switzerland. This raised a lot of 
issues, for instance: how do you celebrate New Year's? There are tons of 
mountain huts with great backcountry skiing, but they are fully staffed, 
and have luxuries like cooked meals, heated dining halls and sometimes 
even warm showers. Even without considering the price tag of $100 per 
night, it was clear to us that we would not go for this option. After unsuc-
cessfully trying to find an unserviced hut with nice ski touring options, 
we decided to snow camp instead. This article presents the type of camp 
we built for 15 people. You can find the trip report at ubc-voc.com/tag/
europe.
 The centerpiece of the snow camp is the kitchen and living room 
area. Being 5 m in diameter, and roughly 2 m deep, it provides ample 
space for all 15 people. A retired rescue parachute that paragliding pilots 
carry is used as a roof. Pitch this round parachute up using an extendable 
sun shade pole (2-2.5 m in size) in the center. 
 In order to have a comfortable camp, build benches around a cir-
cular table in the center. Sleeping pads to sit and lean on turn the bench 
into a cozy couch. Backpack-sized holes in the wall provide convenient 
storage space and help to keep the living room tidy and homey. And fi-
nally, candles placed everywhere inside the camp are an enchanting way 
of making the atmosphere romantic.

Using this type of parachute roof has several advantages:

Top Happy Faces in the 
snow camp. Bottom Pan-
orama of our snow camp.
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so that we could vent whenever we wanted to. Your parachute may have 
other opening flaps, which you can sew up.
 - Parachutes make for great and cheap shelters. Rescue parachutes need 
to be retired after 10-12 years, even when they have never been used. 
Ask a local paragliding shop. We got a model from 1992 with awesome 
colors for free.

While parachutes make for wonderful camps, there are a few things to 
be aware of:
 - We didn't test how well the parachute performs when loaded with 
snow. If it is dumping, you will need to remove snow from the parachute 
on a regular basis, similar to when you are camping with a tent. Since its 
area is larger than a tent, this might be rather tedious.
 - If you expect very strong winds, build a small wall with snow blocks 
around the parachute. The parachute will be less exposed to the wind and 
parts of the snow drift will go around the parachute rather than on it.
 - It's questionable how water proof the fabric is. I would suggest avoiding 
rain.
 - You need to pick a spot with lots of snow in order to dig the pit. A 
snowdrift is a good location. However, wind might continue to deposit 
snow after you have built your camp.
 - Digging a 2 m deep pit took four people around five hours. After you 
pitch up the parachute, it becomes much harder to expand the camp.
 - At night, temperatures inside will be almost the same as outside. Most 
people in our group decided to sleep in separate snow caves, which are 
warmer and have more predictable temperatures.
 - You don't get to have a nice view while you're sitting in the shelter. 
Don't forget to go outside occasionally to enjoy the view.

I hope to see more VOCers embracing this wonderful way of camping 
outdoors and look forward to their trip reports.

Interested in joining trips in Europe? VOC Europe is a loose collection of 
VOCers who left Canada and wish to bring the VOC spirit to Europe. Con-
tact: tobias.klenze@stusta.net.

 - Wind proof shelter. We experienced 50-60 km/h wind gusts, and while 
the roof was flapping loudly, it was practically windless inside.
 - Rescue parachutes are not meant for regular use and are made out of 
lightweight fabric. A normal rescue parachute weighs around 1.5-3 kg, 
some ultralight ones even below that. An extendable pole is also not too 
heavy.
 - With stoves running inside, and a few people, it feels considerably 
warmer inside than outside, especially if you add a tarp door blocking 
the entrance.
 - Rescue parachutes usually have flamboyant colors, so it's easier to find 
your camp in a whiteout.
 - On our five day trip, the snow camp was my highlight -- it is super fun 
to build, and it feels great to have a home as cozy as this.

When you obtain a parachute, there are a few things to consider:
 - A typical round rescue has a flat area of 30-40 sqm, which translates to 
about 20 sqm of usable living space. For 15 people, that's spacious. (For 
even bigger groups note that a tandem parachute has upwards of 60 sqm 
of fabric)
 - For circular camps make sure that it's a round parachute. The ones 
used by paragliders work best.
 - Round rescues of annular style have an opening in the middle. This is 
good for ventilation when cooking inside, but if warmth or protection 
from precipitation is the priority you can close the opening. We con-
structed a lid using a plastic plant pot saucer and attached it to a string 

Camp after we took off 
the parachute. It provided 
enough clearance for people 
to stand on the bench with-
out touching the roof and 
was outfitted with a kitchen 
table, a fair-weather outside 
kitchen, benches and lots of 
storage compartments.



it for an extra day if we didn’t eat too much.
 The next day we switched to skinning soon after leaving 
camp and travelled on firm crusty snow while it was pouring rain. 
When it eventually turned to snow/slush, travel became extreme-
ly slow and difficult as we moved through some of the heaviest 
snow I have ever encountered. Around midday we were partway 
up Pelion and completely soaked and freezing. We were concerned 
about the new snow that was rapidly accumulating on top of the 
icy crust, and miserable enough that we decided to set up the tent 
to try and warm up while we re-evaluated our plans. Between the 
slow travel, food shortage, changing avalanche conditions, and 
general suffering up to that point, we decided to bail and go back 
the way we came.
 Skiing back down made us very sure we had made the right 
decision. Not only was it some of the hardest conditions I have 
ever skied in, but when I fell I started a small avalanche that began 
to carry me towards a small cliff. The sliding layer only consisted of 
the new 10cm of heavy snow on top of the icy crust, so I was able 
to stand up and ski out the side, but it made me very glad we bailed 
before any more accumulated. After another hike in the dark, we 
finally made it back to the car around 11pm and drove back to 
Squamish where we spent the night before heading to some hot 
springs the next day. While bailing is always a little sad, it was defi-
nitely the right choice in this case and hopefully next time better 
conditions and better planning will set us up for success.
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HOW NOT TO DO THE 
TANTALUS TRAVERSE

By Jessica Brown
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 In April 2019, YYen Gallup and I had a three day window 
where our schedules lined up during exam season and we decided 
to do the Tantalus Traverse. Normally it’s smart to make plans for 
such an exciting traverse based on weather conditions and other 
important things, but being a student really restricts skiing oppor-
tunities and the forecast didn’t look too bad either, so we decided 
to go for it. At that moment we unknowingly committed ourselves 
to failure, large amounts of type two fun, and some spicy moments.
 We left Vancouver in the late afternoon after YYen’s exam 
and started hiking up from the Cerise Creek side around 6pm af-
ter dropping off the shuttle bike on the other side and some last 
minute gear faff. The beginning of the trail was wide and clear, but 
other parts were very tight, steep, and covered in deadfall. It also 
got dark quite quickly and the deadfall made for some exciting ma-
neuvers while wearing three-day packs with skis and mountain-
eering gear attached. We stopped for the night at 10pm just below 
the snowline and after a late dinner we got into the tent as it began 
to rain. This is when I discovered that when YYen had said we were 
doing the hike in three days, that didn’t include the current day, 
which made sense if you considered the distance and technicality 
of the traverse but had somehow not occurred to me. I had packed 
the food, but we decided there was probably still enough to stretch 



was spent in the shelter playing cards (Donkey Butt!), consuming mod-
erate amounts of our cinnamon flavoured whiskey and eating less mod-
erate amounts of candies from Freek and Nick’s supplies. Our calorie 
balance for that day was definitely positive, but we decided it was worth 
stocking up on energy in preparation for the next day. 
 At 7am on Friday morning the alarm went off and a large break-
fast set up our spirits and bodies for what should have been our longest 
day in Garibaldi Provincial Park. The marked trail took us to the Elfin 
Lakes shelter where we decided to take a long break to eat a snack and re-
fresh our glacier rescue skills: our self-built pulley mechanism proved to 
be quite efficient in reducing the force needed to pull fish-Nick towards 
fisherman-Luca! 
 At this point we felt ready to face any obstacle in our way and 
confidently headed out towards the Diamond Glacier and Mt. Garib-
aldi base, but our plans literally faded away after only a few kilometers. 
In fact, we found ourselves immersed in constant, thick clouds and we 
could only advance another couple of kilometers by blindly following the 
directions of Nick’s GPS device (Garmin InReach). While checking our 
GPS location for the n-th time, our attention was caught by a small, nat-
ural avalanche which was enough for the fearless Freek to exclaim: “Let’s 
get the heck outta here, guys!” Everyone was on the same page, and we 
headed with good pace towards the ridge between the Columnar and the 
Gargoyles. Once we got there, we couldn’t even see a few meters ahead 
of us, the terrain was getting harder, the avalanche hazard was definitely 
considerable, and after a quick briefing we decided to stop and wait for 
the sky to open up a bit. 
 We knew the weather forecast for the afternoon was sunny and 
we were expecting the clouds to disappear any moment, so we thought 
we’d kill some time by having an early lunch while sitting on Freek’s all 
purpose sleeping mat. However, the clouds really did not want to leave 
us, and our spirits went from cheerful to sleepy, and then from impa-
tience to juggling snowballs, since it was the only thing we could do at 
the time. During that afternoon, we also started contemplating the idea 
of coming back home on Sunday and skipping the “skiing around” part 
of our plan. 
 By 5:30pm we decided it was worth setting up a tent in that spot, 
calling it an early night and preparing for the 4am alarm the morning 
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A MID-SPRING
 WEEKEND'S DREAM

EASTER 2019 ON SKIS IN THE 
GARIBALDI PROVINCIAL PARK

By Luca Egoriti, Nick Hetherington, and Freek De Haas
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 A four-day long weekend sounds like a luxury here in BC, that’s 
why we thought it was about time to make the most out of it and cele-
brate Easter touring around Garibaldi Provincial Park. On paper, our 
plan involved driving up to the Elfin Lakes Trailhead on Thursday, April 
18th and camping outside Red Heather shelter, to be warmed up for Fri-
day, when we planned on passing by Elfin Lakes, across the Diamond 
Glacier, and camping at the base of Mt. Garibaldi. Saturday would be 
our big day climbing up the North East face of Garibaldi, skiing the as-
pect and exploring the area for some interesting terrain, while Sunday 
we would traverse the Neve Glacier back to Elfin Lakes, where we would 
sleep and prepare to get back to civilization on Monday morning. This 
was our plan, but now let’s get to what really happened.
 Nick Hetherington, Freek De Haas, and I (Luca Egoriti) left 
a rainy Vancouver on Thursday, April 18th in Nick’s newly purchased 
Santa Fe (“Patricia” - homage to the soon-to-be-deceased “Pete”) which 
proved to be a solid vehicle on dirt roads. Also, its back seats proved to be 
very comfortable since they rocked Freek into a quick but intense after-
noon nap. After a stop in Squamish to get a few slices of pizza and a mini 
Fireball, we headed up to the trailhead and started skinning up from the 
parking lot - yes, the trail was almost all covered with snow! 
 After skinning for over an hour during a cloudy, and at times 
rainy, evening, we arrived at Red Heather Shelter where we set up our 
camp and took advantage of the indoor kitchen to warm up the saf-
fron-mushroom risotto I had prepared the previous night. The evening 
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after. Little did we know that one hour from then, the clouds started to 
open up and the blue sky was finally out! After a group discussion we 
realized it was too late to re-pack everything and keep moving, since the 
sun would be going down in an hour anyway. The only thing we did that 
night was cook Nick’s pasta, to which we added some magic cheese sauce 
blended with three tuna cans: a flavour hard to distinguish from dishes 
you can order at original Italian restaurants on Commercial! After that, 
our stomachs needed a digestive drink before lying in our sleeping bags 
- we decided to go for decaf earl grey tea with some Fireball added to it: 
a smooth mixture that made us sleep tight.
 The morning came quickly and all our time spent waiting was 
compensated by a stunning view of the valley in front of us. Full of ener-
gy, we headed towards the Diamond Glacier where wind-affected, hard-
packed snow and open panoramas already made that day for us.
 At times, traversing steep icy slopes was quite challenging for 
my dull edges and I slowed down the team, but overall we were making 
good time. On our way, we had to gather a couple of times to make some 
group decisions. Firstly, we had to get to the other side of this very long 
cornice which was “mellowing out” only in one section, where it looked 
more like a half pipe ramp with some chunks of icy snow in the middle 
of it. Nick took the lead and dropped in with elegance, but during the 
next couple of turns through icy avi debris, one of his skis popped out 
and he was bound to follow it some meters below. After making sure he 
was ok, Freek and I descended as well in the same bowl and traversed it 
staying higher than Nick to avoid that chunky section. Once regrouped, 
we decided it was time to rope up and adventure into the glacier which 
was mostly fully-covered except for a few giant, spectacular crevasses. 
Our decision was likely very conservative, but at least we had a feeling for 
what it means being in a roped party: skiing down a very short section, I 
felt like a puppy dog on the leash being pulled from behind, while Freek 
was in the middle of the party and learnt that keeping his skis off both 
sides of the rope isn’t such an easy job. Also, I’m sure that Nick had some 
good times silently laughing at both of us from behind. 
 By now it was close to noon and we started skinning up what 
felt like a 30 degree slope facing the sun: the consistency of the snow was 
similar to mashed potatoes, and we were sliding every third step, but we 
also realized that this layer was only a few centimeters thick, and even 

the worst case scenario would have had little consequences. We quickly 
made our way up to a flat area, sat on the snow, had a well-deserved 
lunch break, and scouted out the best way to get over the next ridge. 
From a distance, it looked quite steep and hard, but after reaching the 
middle of that slope we realized it wasn’t as difficult as expected, and it 
looked like the best situation to test our gear. Nick pulled a pair of shiny 
new ski crampons out of his backpack, which he mounted in 2 minutes 
and quickly disappeared beyond the ridge as if he were climbing the eas-
iest bunny hill. Freek also realized the slope was relatively easy and boot-
packed his way up without problems, while I wanted to feel the cram-
pons sticking on the snow and had the longest and most unnecessary 
boot-pack climb. Despite our differences in approach, we were all quite 
pleased to be seeing the big rocky South face of Garibaldi a couple of 
kilometers away from us, and immediately went back skinning towards 
it, and then around it. 
 Here we were, on a blue day with no clouds in the sky and a 250 
m tall face in front of us. I admit that my heart was beating from the ex-
citement and the adrenaline of being there, and all I could ask was “So... 
guys, do you still want to do it?” Needless to say what the answers were… 
the next thing I know we were unpacking our backpacks to leave most 
of our stuff in two big black garbage bags, in order to be lighter while 
skinning and boot-packing the North-East face of Garibaldi. Overall I 
think it took us around 40 minutes to reach the top, and it was actual-
ly easier than expected. Firstly, we did not see the bergschrund which 
was clearly all covered, and therefore not a concern during our way up 
or down. Moreover, we had 15 cm of nice powder for 95% of the face, 
an unexpected present that pumped up our spirits during the climb. In 
addition to that, the view from the peak was incredible: on the one side 
we could see Squamish and the Howe Sound, while on the other side we 
saw Whistler and its slopes, with all the other classic destinations of the 
Garibaldi area such as Garibaldi Lake, Black Tusk and Panorama Ridge 
… a real blast! We took a couple of pictures with the sharp Atwell Peak 
lines as our background (see page 132).
  The snow was as good as expected and we had such great turns 
on that face, even after repacking our backpacks with all of our belong-
ings and descending further down into the South-East side of the valley. 
It was here that we started skinning on the Neve Glacier! A feeling of ac-
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complishment was accompanying us all along the long way back towards 
Elfin Lakes, amidst incredible views of our morning route, the far away 
Garibaldi face and unexpected downhill sections, which are always fun 
even if the snow is a little heavy. 
 At this point in our story, we must take a chronological detour 
(aka a flashback) to talk about the condition of Freek’s feet: definitely not 
good. On the day of our departure from Vancouver, Freek had rented 
some shiny AT boots from the VOC since they looked better-fitting than 
his own old boots, but little did he know that they would have been the 
cause of multiple, continuous blisters on both feet! He had been stoic 
throughout the whole trip, suffering in silence and asking for some blis-
ter-tape only during breaks. But now, on top of the “regularly painful” 
feet, a feeling of continuous dizziness was now stuck in his head and 
belly, and we needed to stop and have a water break. Meanwhile, the sun 
was going down and the snow started becoming more and more harsh to 
skin on. Once we crossed a small creek, we were facing a decently steep 
section ( around 25 degrees), which for the sake of good manners I’ll call 
“the Witch,” but really you should read it with another consonant. 
 Nick was leading the group 20 meters ahead of us with his ski 
crampons on, while at some point Freek and I got stuck on some icy 
section. Every single step felt like an extreme challenge and after gaining 
only a few feet in distance in a few minutes, we realized we could never 
make it to Elfin Lakes, so we decided to camp in that area. Nick was 
literally 20 meters ahead of us, but the trail conditions were so bad that 
we were either slipping at every step, or sinking and falling. A series of 
unfortunate mishaps occurred in these very last meters, including trying 
hard to skin up without any success, bootpacking up, coming down to 
pick some leftover gear, Nick dropping a helmet 150 meters behind and 
going to retrieve it, and cutting my hand with my own ski blades. A good 
20 minutes for a 20 meters Witch section! Exhausted by these last events 
of the day, it was unanimously decided that we would prepare a pesto 
pasta dinner ASAP and make it in our sleeping bags to end our longest 
day of this “winter.” 
 That night was not as comfortable as the previous one in that 
two-people tent, and despite having set an alarm for 7am, we all slept in 
until 9. Freek’s blisters were still there, but overall he was feeling much 
better and the snow was providing good grip since the sun had time to 

warm and soften it, favourable conditions for a quick and easy walk up 
to the Elfin Shelter, and later to Red Heater Shelter. Here, we decided to 
stop and cook what was supposed to be our fourth dinner, which instead 
turned into our third lunch: Nick’s delicious falafels! He brought up a bag 
of chickpeas and spices to be mixed with water and then fried in the pan, 
something I never thought could have been cooked in the backcountry. 
 After eating the falafels and other leftover sandwiches, cheese 
and salami, it was about time to head back to the car by skiing down 
the last 5 km of logging road. The snow coverage was much worse than 
the previous three days and we had to take off our skis several times and 
walk to reach the next snowy section, until we ultimately got back to the 
car.
 Compared to our original plan, the route we took was quite sim-
ilar but our timing was totally off. We basically had two and a half easy 
days and an incredibly long Saturday when we crossed two glaciers and 
summited Mt Garibaldi. It all worked out perfectly since the weather 
conditions were fabulous and we still managed to mitigate avalanche 
risks by skiing a North-East aspect in the afternoon. We also got to test 
our ski mountaineering gear and refresh some glacier travel tips from 
previous courses. Overall, this turned out to be a great three-day trip that 
called for the end of the 2018-19 skiing season, at least for me, and we 
even had time to get our lives together at home on Easter Monday before 
another working week started.
 PS: On Tuesday morning I had a kickoff meeting at work for a 
new project in collaboration with a professor from UVic - whom I never 
met personally - and her graduate student. I was waiting for them to 
come at the entrance of our lab and, when the receptionist called me to 
greet them, I could hardly keep a serious face. Two seconds after shaking 
hands to personally introduce ourselves, I needed to ask the professor: 
“Pardon my frankness, but were you at the Red Heather Hut two days 
ago?” She couldn’t help but laugh, she replied “Were you one of the three 
skiers making falafels in the hut?” Another lesson learned is that the 
world is smaller than we imagine.
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1 Razor-sharp Atwell 
on the left, Howe 
Sound on the right, 
photo by Nick Het-
herington. 2 After 
all, our camp wasn't 
bad at all, photo 
by Luca Egoriti. 3 
Freek's antenna pok-
ing the moon, pho-
to by Luca Egoriti.

1 Looking towards Mist Door Peak from the 
SE ridge of Veeocee Mountain. 2 Julien and the 
Bookworms. 3 This is how steep it FELT. Photos 
by Vincent Hanlon.

MCBRIDE TRAVERSE: JUST 
DON'T FALL

By Vincent Hanlon and Caitlin Schneider

 This is the story of how Caitlin Schneider, Julien Renard, Bir-
git Rogalla (kind of), and Vincent Hanlon traversed the big no fall zone 
they call the McBride Range from April 24 to May 1, 2019. “Hey,” says 
the random reader of the VOC Journal, “isn’t that kinda where there’s a 
mountain named after the VOC?” You’re correct, random reader, there is 
a Veeocee Mountain, and it’s right in the very middle of the traverse: but 
if you want to find out whether we made it to the top, you’ll have to read 
on...

Day 1: Singing Pass Trail

 April was the cruellest month, breeding bacteria in Birgit’s 
throat, mixing mountaineering and disease, stranding her on the snow-
less couch. The evening before we left, the sore throat that had troubled 
Birgit in the afternoon worsened, later that night a cough joined it, and 
by morning a fever had appeared. She didn’t sleep (neither did Vincent, 
but he did finish his book club book---whew, close call). A 5:30am phone 
call begged for a delayed pickup time, and after half an hour repacking 
eight days’ worth of food and gear, Birgit stayed home.
 The three remaining traversers lost most of an hour waiting at 
walk-in clinics in Whistler to get a prescription for antibiotics, in case 
of strep throat. But we couldn’t snatch a moment with a doctor, so we 
hoped for the best and lumbered off with our skis on our packs in search 
of the Singing Pass Trail. When a helpful sign directed us left up a cou-
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but she hit the ice instead, losing both skis and twisting her knee. Well 
Shit.
 After doing some quick triage, the head seemed fine and the 
knee seemed functional. So we decided to keep going to the River and 
see how things went.  Not 30 minutes later, we saw three skiers coming 
towards us. After chatting briefly, they told us one of their group had 
tweaked their knee and they were heading back to Whistler.  We later 
learned that they had called in the heli to get out. This whole interaction 
made me (Caitlin) a bit more nervous and caused me to question my de-
cisions.  But to make a long story short, things turned out fine. Knee was 
sore for the rest of the trip, but not detrimental to progress. Julien and 
Vincent took some of the weight out of my pack to make my life easier, 
which was awesome.
 We fumbled the final descent to the Cheakamus River over a 
low forested shoulder by trending leftwards rather than heading straight 
down. We ended up in what must have been a very old avalanche path, 
choked with youngish trees that lured us into their tree wells and trapped 
us there, backpacks downwards and skis upwards. Following the upper 
Cheakamus River to its isolated headwaters at the McBride Glacier was 
much more pleasant.
  Julien had planned to camp on the top of the McBride Glacier, 
some 700 meters above the river. The glacier was really mellow, so after 
a snack break we headed up. A bit of slogging later, we found a place to 
camp near an outcropping of rocks. Not quite as far as hoped, but once 
we had stopped to check it out, no one wanted to get moving again.  Wall 
#2 construction began! We enjoyed the sunset while eating dinner on the 
rocks above a glacier, looking at the summit of Mt. Sir Richard.

Day 3: Nivalis and Mt. Sir Richard

 The next day included two summits! We packed up and headed 
to Nivalis. This summit was a bit out of the way, but totally worth the side 
trip. Ski crampons and a clever skin track brought us up icy slopes to the 
base of the summit block. Down on the immense flat glaciated saddle 
between Nivalis and Mt. Sir Richard, we could barely make out the cache 
of the gear we had abandoned for the ascent. Leaving our skis behind, we 
kicked steps up a short snow slope and then walked the rest of the way 

ple of hills, it took us a quarter of an hour to realize that the sign was a 
liar. We walked back down and blundered along some mountain biking 
trails before we hit the old road up Fitzsimmons Creek, which unhelp-
fully split in three at an unmarked junction. The GPS set us straight, and 
with painful packs we followed in a bear’s footsteps up the mistreated 
skin track.
 We came over the hill above Russet Lake to be faced with the al-
most constructed ACC hut. It is a small palace on the hill. After contem-
plating the changes coming to the backcountry, we slogged another few 
minutes past the lake and decided we did not have the energy to make it 
up the next hill. We watched a group of five head up ahead of us and it 
looked too steep at the moment.
 We dumped our packs, pulled out our shovels, and began con-
struction on the first of many amazing, wonderful, beautiful walls around 
the tent. These were the best walls. These were the most-big walls.

Day 2: Detour Ridge and the McBride Glacier

 The next morning, we set off again towards Overlord. Upon 
cresting the ridge we looked at our options and settled on going for the 
Notch below the summit. This only required a few meters of bootpacking 
and seemed worth it.
 Our next route-finding question was how to descend from the 
Diavolo Glacier. Our chosen route landed us right at the start of Detour 
Ridge… wait, does that mean we have to go around it? The ridge is an 
odd bit of VOC history—it’s called Detour Ridge because on the first 
Spearhead Traverse, an error on the topo map caused the traverse party 
to make a long unnecessary detour to the valley bottom and back up 
(with 10-day packs!) via this ridge (p. 72 of the Centennial Book, “An-
tics, Epics, and Escapades”). Turns out that for our traverse, we needed 
to side-hill over a cliff a short way to get around the first gendarme, and 
then side-step up to the top of the ridge, which then mellowed out down 
towards the Cheakamus River.
 Somewhere near the bottom, one of the first defining moments 
of the trip occurred. While coming around a corner and hoping to keep 
a bit of elevation, Caitlin skied straight off of a 3 meter wind lip and went 
flying.  If the snow had been soft at all, this might not have been an issue, 
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to take the next day to make a go of it.

Day 4: Veeocee Mountain

 Overnight, the snow and wind came, burying part of our camp 
and tent in spindrift.  We had to dig a second outhouse. The clouds didn’t 
disappear by morning, and we spent a couple hours in the tent agonizing 
over the possibility that we might miss out on the mountain named after 
our club, despite being so close to a plausibly workable route. At least 
it was warm in the tent. And there was food. Actually, by the time the 
clouds cleared at 10am it took some serious fortitude to get started, and 
we did so with some regret.
 The route we’d seen was the short ridge NE or ENE of Wolverine 
Pass, leading up 1 km (350 m elevation) to the flat bump at the end of 
Veeocee’s Mountain’s 2-km-long SE ridge. We don’t think this is the usual 
way to gain the SE ridge. Most people do it from the Ubyssey Glacier. But 
if you’re on the McBride, climbing Veeocee from Wolverine Pass may be 
preferable to dropping 500 m of cliffy glacier (from the traverse route) 
before climbing back up to look for a weak point on the wrong side of a 
heavily corniced ridge.
 Anyway, we skied up out of Wolverine Pass and then bootpacked 
up steep snow up (to 45° or 50°) with exposure to cliffy rock bands (not 
very confidence-inspiring) for EVER. It took a while. With wisps of 
cloud swirling around and below us, we skied down and up along the 
ridge and---finally---to the summit. Now, Veeocee Mountain isn’t exact-
ly the tallest peak in the area. Bivouac optimistically gives it 2380 m (well 
below Sir Richard next door), but since the website was founded by an 
ex-VOCer that may just be friendly nostalgia. But it’s the perfect spot for 
perfect views of the McBride Range and the spectacular glaciated peaks 
that surround it: to the north, the Spearhead Traverse and beyond; to the 
south, Mt. Pitt at the heart of Garibaldi Park.
 As we climbed Veeocee we looked back periodically at the guid-
ed group of five skiers that had camped at Wolverine Pass too. We saw 
them on each of the first five days of the traverse. They were supposed to 
finish the traverse in six days (we were doing eight) and since they were 
moving slower than us despite our side trips they seemed behind sched-
ule. From Veeocee we looked back and saw that they had only progressed 

to the summit, where an immense cornice was slowly peeling away from 
the rocks.
 Descending and loading up our packs again, we crossed the 
top of the McBride Glacier under the summit of Mt. Sir Richard. Once 
reaching the col on the other side, we dumped our entire pack and skis 
and hiked up to the top of the peak. The summit at 2665 m is the highest 
of the McBride, but it’s only 350 m or so (150 m of elevation) off the tra-
verse route. When we arrived, the clouds had rolled in and the wind was 
getting fierce. It made the summit a vaguely unpleasant place, so we took 
a look around and got the hell out of there.
 Past the summit, we pulled off the skins and side-slipped 
through a white out. The slope was pretty icy, and dropped off sharply to 
the Ubyssey Glacier. Caitlin’s ski decided that this would be a great time 
to peace out. The binding popped and it shot off towards the cliff. We 
all watched in horror, but could do absolutely nothing. The ski flipped 
backwards and the brakes finally bit into the ice enough to slow down 
and stop. Whew. Caitlin pulled off the other ski and started to carefully 
climb down, hoping with each step that it would just please stay put. 
After snatching it up, she just walked over to Julien, who had started 
walking back from the col where he and Vincent had stopped.
 We continued side-slipping along the top of the glacier until we 
reached the Gatekeeper. The original plan was to camp in front of the 
Gatekeeper and try to climb Veeocee Mountain, but looking at the ter-
rain and the current weather, the route did not look feasible and the loca-
tion was suboptimal for camping due to the high winds.  So, we gave up 
on the idea of Veeocee and headed down the south-facing slopes below 
the Gatekeeper to Wolverine Pass. These slopes might have been better 
to do in the morning, but oh well, it was not that sunny. They were super 
slushy though and covered in avalanche debris from the rocks above. 
Thankfully the sun was not shining and we were able to ski quickly to the 
pass.
 We found a nice flat spot just above the low point in the pass and 
dug the daily tent fortress and outhouse. From here we turned our gaze 
once again to Veeocee. Interesting… from this side, the route to the ridge 
might be doable! It would be a long, maybe steep bootpack, but then the 
ridge looked skiable to the summit! We had some extra time on the tra-
verse, and we really wanted to climb this particular peak, so we decided 
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of the other group. This seemed like an imperfect place to camp, so we 
opted to continue down the last bit. The microterrain here is hard to 
navigate since it is very lumpy. It’s hard to see from the top if your line is 
going to go or cliff out somewhere down below. For the record, the line 
straight down the ridge seems best, when looking at it from the bottom. 
We took a bit of a round-about route that was also fine, especially now 
that it was 3pm and the ice had softened up a bit. 
 It was not late, but we took the sunny opportunity to nap, dry 
out our feet and socks and boots and sleeping bags. There were nice rock 
outcroppings to make dinner on, so all in all a lovely place to hang out 
for the afternoon and evening. 

Day 6: Drop Pass to Hour Peak

 The next morning dawned clear and bright. We were up and had 
our crampons ready to ascend the steep slopes above Drop Pass. It was 
not so bad though, since the guided group the evening before had laid 
some nice skin tracks into the slush; and when they made far too many 
switchbacks, we could blaze our own trail. 
 From the top of those slopes, we needed to contour around Sin-
ister Peak. Yes, it’s really called Sinister Peak. And once again, this in-
volved side-hilling on steep icy slopes above uncomfortable drops, under 
cornices. 
 Last time we had kept our skins off, so this time, we thought 
maybe… since it was so icy… we would keep skins and crampons on. 
Wrong choice again. Julien and Caitlin side-stepped down the debris 
strewn ice, but called back to Vincent that he should strip off the skins 
and crampons and just ski. 
 Whew, past Sinister Peak. It turns out that going over this is also 
an option if the snow conditions are really bad. Now we had to find ‘The 
Notch’, which is mentioned in a few trip reports. This sounded ominous, 
but was pretty neat. It is a shortcut through the rocks which allows pas-
sage to the slopes leading over to Hour Peak.  
 The ski down those slopes was very pleasant and other than the 
growing afternoon heat that made it feel like August in the Mediterra-
nean, the skin back up and around Hour Peak was nice too. We had good 
views of the surrounding terrain and did not have any scary slopes below 

100 m from camp, over 3 or 4 hours, and were all sitting on the crest of 
a little hill! Turns out there was a short steep slope into the bottom of 
the pass that they had decided to rappel. The next day after we noticed 
their camp above Drop Pass, we ran into them less than half a kilometer 
further on---also sitting. They had again had trouble getting down the 
last icy slopes to the bottom of the pass, and so they had sat in camp all 
morning waiting for the snow to soften. By the time we arrived it was 3 
or 4pm and the snow was too soft (and the sun was too hot) to continue 
up the other side of the pass, so they were waiting again until evening. 
From the TR that Caitlin found online it seems they spent an extra night 
at Sphinx Hut before making it out on the seventh day.

Day 5: Wolverine Pass to Drop Pass

 Descending from Veeocee Mountain we dug a third outhouse 
(because of spindrift) and the next morning we dug a fourth outhouse 
(also spindrift). So many options. Rather than skiing the steep bit that 
the guided group rappelled, we contoured NE out of camp, dropped W 
into the valley underneath the cliffs at the head of the pass, and followed 
a mellow bench below the standard route out towards the Snowbowl 
Glacier. 
 Snowbowl is a very aptly named glacier, wide and bowl-shaped. 
Past Forger Peak, which guards one ridge of the glacier, we dropped 
down the mellow slope on the other side. After a few relaxed turns, we 
were faced with a long side-hilling traverse, above a cliff. From where 
we stood, it loooooked like it was downward sloping and we could zip 
around under the scary cornice to the other side.  We also already had 
our skins off. 
 Well, looks can be deceiving. It was not downhill… which left 
us waddling as fast as we could in the growing afternoon heat under a 
very large cornice. We tried to waddle as fast as possible. At the next rea-
sonably flat spot, safe on the other side of the cornice, we put our skins 
back on and proceeded to round the final steep side-hilling slope until 
we could drop down to Drop Pass. Other than some slightly concerning 
snow and a few crevasses below, this went as smoothly as expected, and 
we were soon scraping down the icy slopes into the pass.
 At the top of the last bit of the drop, we came across the camp 
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 Flat light tarnished our trip down the Sphinx Glacier. Searching 
for a route that was visibly crevasse-free we attempted a detour around 
the Bookworms before a wind slab and a wind lip turned us around. 
 To be on the safe side, we sent Julien down the glacier first and 
skied a comfortable distance behind him. When the world suddenly be-
came 3D again we realized what amazing snow we had and made fancy 
turns all the way down to the flats and then to the hut. 
 Why is it that Sphinx Hut feels so homely? The sight of Garibaldi 
Lake and the nearby peaks that are so familiar to us---with the club’s 
oldest surviving hut sitting in the middle of them all---was an unantic-
ipated homecoming before the end of the trip. I (Vincent) suspect that 
the Centennial Book inculcated me with a synthetic nostalgia for the ex-
periences of past VOCers. We spent the evening reading the hut’s stellar 
collection of VOC Journals (1968 anyone?) and admiring the effort and 
skill that went into trip reports (and trips!) as recently as the 1990s. For 
one thing, those guys were a lot funnier than we are…

Day 8: Sphinx Hut to Rubble Creek

 Garibaldi Lake froze as solid as an ice rink the next morning, 
and so we skated quickly across before it slushified. The switchbacks were 
in horrendous condition. We soon gave up on skiing and walked out, 
admiring the shades of green that we hadn’t seen since the Cheakamus 
River. Down at the parking lot, we jumped into the creek and washed, 
lay in the sun, munched contentedly, and waited for Birgit to appear with 
her car and a bottle of apple juice.

or above up to worry about. 
 This day was also supposed to include some peak bagging. And 
indeed it did! We found a good flat spot just on the other side of Hour 
Peak, and dropped our heavy stuff from the packs. Isosceles Peak, here 
we come! 
 About 45 minutes of lovely skinning, and some wind lip navi-
gation, later, we arrived at the summit. Vincent says this is his favorite 
summit of the trip. There was no bootpacking, no wind, no worrying 
about how we were going to get down and enough room for us all to 
stand around, eat,  and check out the scenery. It was a very nice summit 
to hang out on. We could see much of the area we had just traveled, and 
tried to find Veeocee Mountain among the other bumps in the area. Mt. 
Sir Richard and Nivalis were pretty obvious. 
 Looking towards our goal for the next day, we could see tiny 
people wandering around near the top of Gray Pass. We watched them 
for a bit, making up stories of what they were doing and who they were.  
So just remember, even if you think you are totally alone out there, we 
might be a few peaks over, stalking you! 
 We returned to camp, avoiding flying off more wind lips. As usu-
al, Julien convinced us to dig a massive snow wall around our tent, and as 
usual we made snide Trump jokes and asked how Mexico would pay for 
it. We were dying in the heat, so we dug a kitchen big enough for a party 
of five on the shady NW side of the tent, then decided it was too windy 
and built a kitchen big enough for a party of eight on the sunny SE side 
of the tent. Caitlin tried to hide her burnt face by wearing her sun hat 
backwards, but this only resulted in new lampshade fashions. 

Day 7: Hour Peak to Sphinx Hut

 We slid out of camp towards the gap in Crosscut Ridge (which 
looks wildly cool) and made a long and blessedly cornice-free traverse 
down into Gray Pass and back up towards the Bookworms. With time 
to spare---and after a generous snack break---we looked around us for 
a convenient peak: Mt. Carr! Our route was faffier than necessary, so 
we skied some extra distance before backtracking to bootpack up the 
west face towards the south ridge. Julien “Tough Toes” Renard kicked 
an excellent snow staircase that only the goodwill of some high clouds 
prevented from melting into a waterslide.



proach – the Cheekeye FSR instead of the Brohm Ridge FSR. We recently 
acquired Julio, a sturdy 4WD high clearance vehicle, that is supposed to 
go up rough logging roads. Being new to car ownership, my 4WD driv-
ing skills were non-existent. We soon figured this Cheekeye FSR was not 
as good as reported online and that perhaps we had taken the wrong fork 
(but we also didn’t really read the bivouac reports all that well) and soon 
entered some serious (for me) 4WD conditions. I was certainly sketched 
out a couple times, drove slowly, and grinded my teeth many more times. 
My passengers sounded as inexperienced with FSR driving as I was, but 
were very laid back and insisted we’d be fine. Eventually we hit snow at 
1000 m and my heart rate went back down to normal after I confirmed 
no damage had been done to Julio.
 After the usual faff, we set off on an overgrown FSR and chatted 
on how this seemed a quiet weekend as we had not seen any other cars 
yet in the area. We soon realized we had indeed taken the wrong fork 
after a group of British skiers heading back told us the Brohm Ridge 
road wasn’t too bad and driveable with a medium clearance vehicle. At 
that fork we also encountered an ugly concrete structure, which was sup-
posed to be a gondola station that was never built. It was full of graffiti; I 
guess the clientele of this area is a bit special. 
 The hike up to camp was uneventful but included a bit of up and 
down. We set up just past the snowmobile chalets. Over the autumn and 
winter I had been playing with a simple tarp instead of the usual tent for 
camping. I acquired this shelter from John Baldwin at a gear sale, but 
most people don’t seem too excited with the idea of sharing it. Despite 
the mega-faff that it is to set up, I love the simplicity of it. Light, compact, 
and well-ventilated. I also had Emily on board, who is TST2-certified 
(Tart setup trained level 2) and a keen tarper, who kindly gave us instruc-
tions on how to set it up without trees nearby. Almost two hours later, we 
had built some impressive walls around the tarp to protect us from the 
wind (and from Ross’ snorrrrrring from his nearby tent). The good thing 
about tarping is that people sleeping in tents build the snow kitchen for 
you and are already done eating by the time you finish the shelter. This 
also goes well with my habits of starting dinner when everyone is ready 
for bed.
 After a quick and unsatisfying 2-course dinner, it was 11pm be-
fore we all went to bed. Alarm was set for 4:30am. We hadn’t made much 
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GARIBALDI IN 1.5 DAYS
By Alberto Contreras-Sanz
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Participants: Florent Mazel, Emily Skierszkan, Ross Campbell, Verena Ei-
gel, Alberto Contreras-Sanz

 Garibaldi (in Squamish language, Nch'kay, pronounced Cheek-
eye) is that tiny pointy peak behind the impressive wall of Atwell that 
we all have seen when driving to Squamish. Perhaps newer VOCers do 
not know that what we see nowadays is part of a large volcanic cone that 
erupted a while back.
 Ross Campbell had insisted over the years that this was one of 
his finest summits, and that it was within most people’s reach. He said 
the exact same words when about a month ago we were doing another 
Neve crossing. If you know Ross, his words of encouragement are a real 
gem and make you think you really can do things. Back then in March, 
the coverage on the bergschrund wasn’t good, nor did we have the time 
or energy to give it a try. 
 A few weeks later, social media informed us that the bergschr-
und was in top shape. The original plan for the weekend was to do some 
sort of traverse, but Lucy couldn’t join and her severe FOMO episode 
made us change initial plans and go for a day trip. We compromised and 
did a 1.5 day-trip instead.
 After much faff, debating whether to do Garibaldi or Baker, we 
were set for a super late departure on Saturday (1pm) from Vancouver to 
skin up to Brohm Ridge, camp, and summit the next morning. The crux 
of the trip, as it turned out, was the fact that we took the wrong FSR ap-
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atory selfie and quickly switched to ski mode. We still didn’t know what 
the others were doing other than saving Ross’ ski, but had thought that 
perhaps they too had noticed the warming and decided not to summit. 
 The first turns down the steep face weren’t pretty, but in the more 
mellow angles we had awesome powder on crust. The second group was 
still going up by the time we reached the bottom of the glacier. It was su-
per hot by then, so we just chilled on the glacier while melting snow for 
drinking in the afternoon sun.
 We could observe our companions at the summit, for the longest 
time, and started to wonder whether they just really liked it up there, 
were having lunch, faffing, or all of the three. Or whether Ross had lost 
a ski again. After some 30 min or so, they finally started moving slowly 
and soon after were reunited with us. The faff was caused by Ross’ fancy 
Fritschi bindings not wanting to go into ski mode, which Verena appar-
ently managed to fix. Without wanting to rush anyone, I wanted to keep 
moving as I was fearing the crux of the trip still ahead – getting down the 
Cheekeye FSR!
 Returning to the car was somewhat uneventful, the snow was 
decent, the views awesome, and we even managed some nice turns on 
the groomed trails the snowmobiles made. This included a massive face-
plant I did when one of my skis got stuck in some icy snowmobile track. 
 Just before 6pm we reached the car, then saw three ACC guys 
walking up the hill…Clearly three other people didn’t know about the 
condition of this road? Well, they did, and they had just trashed their 
car and were waiting for a tow… They had tried going up this FSR with 
a 2WD old truck. The poor truck could not handle the road, they broke 
their rear axle and one wheel came off on the steepest section.
 Seeing the tow truck get up the sketchy FSR in reverse was quite 
amusing.The tow truck was driven by a young guy in jeans who seemed 
to know exactly what he was doing. He had brought a crying baby with 
him for additional entertainment. We all sat by the side of the road and 
enjoyed the whole operation. Two hours later, the road was clear and I 
carefully drove it. As with many other weekend trips, we grabbed some 
samosas in Squamish and arrived in Vancouver just before midnight. 
 All in all a good 1.5 day trip. Garibaldi from Brohm Ridge makes 
for a long day with lots of up and down, but nice views of the Howe 
Sound. Probably not a recommended mid-winter access, and probably 

progress from the car, but the camp, sunset and tarp faff was all worth it. 
 Flo and I went for a cold (and light) breakfast, so slept in a bit 
more and then got going at 6:30am (not really an alpine start) and slogged 
up to the rolling ridge. It was neat to see Garibaldi and Atwell from a dif-
ferent angle, and explore an area otherwise filled with smoke and noise 
for most of the winter. Once near the glacier, we put on harnesses and 
continued slogging. The wind picked up, and soon had us skinning up 
in down jackets, which was a first for me this season (in late April!). At 
this point we saw a bunch of snowshoers turned around because of the 
wind. I felt sorry for them, doing the whole trip on these instruments of 
torture… We also appreciated the high marking tracks of the sledders, 
going all over the place. 
 Once on the North Pitt Glacier we decided to split into two 
groups. Flo and I went first, with Verena, Emily and Ross second. We 
weren’t doing great for time, as it was approaching midday and getting 
hot. There were lots of people going up and down the summit, maybe 
twenty or more (including snowshoers), and we were definitely at the tail 
of the platoon.
 The snow seemed still really good at this point, with no signs of 
warming. We confirmed this when we saw a group of four skiers drop 
down from the summit, making beautiful turns in still-cold snow. With 
some FOMO-induced energy, Flo and I charged ahead to try and sum-
mit before the snow got warmer. We were half-way up when we realized 
something in the second group wasn’t right. They were not moving, and 
Ross was walking down the glacier. Shouting didn’t seem to work, but 
I could tell there was something Ross was walking towards – a lost ski! 
Turns out, he wanted to try out his fancy new ski crampons, and decided 
to do so when he found a patch of hard snow. He reported that taking a 
ski off without activating the brakes or without a leash apparently is not 
a good idea. 
 We reached the bergschrund, which was starting to open on ei-
ther side of the main boot track. We decided it was perhaps better to 
keep on skinning (at this point everyone had bootpacked) but then the 
going got hard and Flo released a small wind slab. We returned to the 
main bootpack track and put skis on the pack. Getting up the staircase 
up to the summit was pretty easy, and we were soon at the top. The view 
of the Howe Sound and surroundings was gorgeous. We took the oblig-
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best if done via the Brohm Ridge FSR. Special thanks to the VOC com-
munity who taught me all the skills I needed and to my trip partners for 
their encouragement on the FSR. 

Top-left clockwise. 1 Emily Skierszkan stoked on some powder 
turns on the way down. 2 Flo skiing out on Brohm Ridge, with 
the Warren Glacier behind. 3 Looking South from the top of 
Garibaldi. Howe Sound and Squamish in the background, with 
Atwell close by. Photos by Alberto Contreras-Sanz.

Top Tobias ig-
noring the sight 
of heli ski lines 
to the left of our 
objective. Middle 
Glaciers may be 
larger than they 
appear. Bottom 
Exactly what you 
don’t want your 
heli ski clients 
to see when you 
charge them a few 
thousand dollars 
and promise a 
vast untouched 
wilderness. Pho-
tos by Nick Hind-
ley.
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COUPLA YAHOOS 
ON WAHOO 

8 DAYS OF SKI MOUNTAINEERING 
IN THE MANATEE RANGE

By Will Matous

With Tobias Huxol, Nick Hindley, Will Matous
 "Snow is just powdered water" -Will

Day 1

 The trip began as these things always do. Nick was late.
 Instead of spending the day before our departure packing for the 
week long excursion, Nick and I had taken a day trip down to Mt. Baker 
to sample the recent dump. As a result we were wholly unprepared come 
nightfall. I opted to stay up until the wee hours of the morning, while 
Nick chose wisely to sleep. I headed up to Whistler early the next morn-
ing for one last day of lift accessed skiing, and Nick and Tobias prepped 
for the trip. We collectively decided to begin the tour before nightfall to 
ensure that we could complete the first few tricky kilometers with light, 
so we agreed to start skinning by 5 pm.
 When 5 pm rolled around, I was waiting in a parking lot in 
Whistler, while Nick and Tobias approached a few hours behind sched-
ule. And so it goes. We repacked into my car and set off to Pember-
ton as the daylight began to fade. After our obligatory McDonalds stop, 
during which Nick fired off emails full of trip details and verified that our 
SPOT beacon was actually functional, we started the drive up Pember-
ton Meadows and the sun finished its downwards transit of the horizon, 
pitching the world into darkness and increasingly unfavourable touring 
conditions. Yay.

Top Idiot #3. Right A col-
lection of idiots. Left Open 
plan kitchen? Photos by Nick 
Hindley.

From a first descent down Mini Mouse (see page 158), pho-
tos submitted by Jessica Brown.



a shallow path across the water and I prepared to follow, my entire lower 
body had gone numb, and stumbling across the river was painless. One 
by one we reached the far side, removed our rapidly solidifying booties 
and transitioned back onto skis. What followed was a long, straightfor-
ward lesson in how not to prepare for a day of skinning, as I discovered 
that lack of sleep combined with 5,000 meters of resort skiing does not 
encourage exercise. We slogged through the night with Mt. Meager il-
luminated brilliantly by moonlight, and eventually reached the Meager 
Hot Springs site. Earlier in the day there had been talk of awaking at 5 to 
start the next day of skinning, but after cooking dinner and prepping our 
beds in the hot spring changing hut at 3:30am, we elected to adjust our 
wakeup time to whenever the fuck we felt like waking up.
 Breakfast and lounging in the hot springs was an excellent con-
trast to the frigid soak of the previous night, and our late wake up was 
so pleasant that we debated cancelling the rest of our plans and spending 
the entire week in the tiny warming hut. Unfortunately, our ambition 
prevailed and we packed up our temporary camp by the early afternoon. 
At its peak, the sunlight shone down through scattered clouds and glis-
tened off melting frost, as billows of steam gently wafted upwards from 
the hot pools. It was a truly gorgeous sight, a natural wonder with just 
a touch of human craftsmanship that blended together exquisitely, a re-
ward made even more enjoyable by our isolation and the effort it had 
taken to reach. This experience was somewhat tainted, however, by the 
arrival of a helicopter full of out-of-shape but thick-of-wallet tourists, 
who spared no time setting up their folding picnic tables on the pool-
side pathways, seemingly unaware of our enormous, teetering bags as we 
squeezed past on our departure. After chatting with the pilot briefly we 
set out on the next leg of our journey. And so it goes.
 The ethics of bringing dogs while touring is a hot debate, and 
despite not seeing a single skin track on the logging roads, we noticed 
that we were sharing the path with puppies of all sizes. There were even 
fresh puppy tracks following our skintrack from the night before, clearly 
the forest was filled with friendly dogs who had smelled our food and 
wanted to say hello. Sadly we never got to meet any of the friendly dogs, 
but we decided to hang our food at the end of the night to ensure that 
none would get sick from all the chocolate we had packed.
 Due to our late departure, we only managed to cover ~10 km of 
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 We planned to drive up the Lillooet FSR North fork until we 
reached the base of Mt. Meager, then cross the wide floodplain left by 
the 2010 landslide, since the only bridge to take us in the direction of the 
Manatee Range had been obliterated. When we reached the fork, Nick 
popped the question; What if the south fork (which would allow us to 
skip the floodplain) is ploughed? 15 minutes later we had our answer.
 It wasn’t, so we returned to the north fork a little bit further be-
hind schedule. 
 We were making short work of the long, winding, icy FSR, watch-
ing the temperature hover around -7 for the better part of an hour, when 
I had a disagreement with my wheels about what direction we should be 
moving. I proposed we make a gradual left turn around an approaching 
corner, while my car argued that we should continue straight forward. 
My car won the debate, and soon we were outside in the cold, digging the 
wheels out of a snowbank and collecting pieces of plastic strewn about 
the road. Once the car was back on the road, I surveyed the damage 
and applied duct tape to the most important looking bits of the engine. 
Turning the key confirmed that the car had accepted my diagnosis and 
band-aid application, so we continued on into the night. The time was 
fast approaching 9 pm.
 After a short period of faff at the trailhead, we began skinning 
on the icy road, making our way towards the floodplain. We airmailed 
our gear across a few creeks, and found ourselves in the wide open river 
valley, hearing the distant sound of running water. We approached the 
crux of the tour. With the bridge long gone, the only way to cross the 
floodplain is by fording the Lillooet River on foot, a feat accomplished 
the previous year by Nick, Tobias, and company. They were seasoned 
pros, but I was a frigid-river-crossing-in-the-snow-carrying-absurdly-
large-backpack-and-skis virgin, so we graciously let Nick (literally) test 
the waters. On the list of things I like to do when I’m outside in the 
snow, in the middle of the night with the temperature dropping below 
-10, ‘taking my pants off ’ is close to the bottom, far below ‘going home’. 
Yet somehow, I found myself standing bare-legged on the snowy banks 
of the river, fully bundled up in Gore-tex and Merino wool above the 
waist, with only boxer shorts and neoprene booties below. And so it goes.
 Exposing your skin to the elements turns out to be a great strat-
egy for this particular activity however, since by the time Nick had found 
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logging roads and landslide debris before making camp. 

Day 3 

 While planning the approach route for the Manatee range, Nick 
had plotted a course that followed ~20 km of logging road until the reach 
of industrial civilization ended, before charging into the alpine wilder-
ness. At the boundary of these two environments was a steep wooded 
hillside that would bring us from the valley floor to the base of a series of 
rolling glaciers that we would follow to our basecamp. We took to calling 
this section of the route ‘Misery trees’ after Nick’s one-word description 
on google maps. We were relieved to find that the Misery trees involved 
very little misery after all, and soon we were basking in alpine sun. Ba-
secamp was now about 12 km away as the crow flies, and only a couple 
hours as the kook slogs. For the third day in a row, the sun set long before 
we reached our destination, and we were blessed by clear skies and a 
bright moon as we made our final push to camp. 
 After 3 big pushes spread over 48 hours, we had finally arrived 
at our basecamp site; a few disconnected groves of trees perched on a 
hillside. There were a couple possible sites to make camp, and we briefly 
meandered in a few short circles to check out the options. At this mo-
ment I discovered the limits of my mental endurance; I had no problem 
skinning with my absurd backpack for hours on end when I know it is 
required to reach a far-off destination, but my patience evaporated im-
mediately when we switched to faffing in circles. After expressing my 
impatience with a few choice words, we settled on a camp and I was 
hard at work sitting motionless in front of a stove while Nick and Tobias 
excavated our tent spots. I enjoyed the first of several ‘big boy and mash’ 
dinners, a traditional dish that roughly translates to ‘dehydrated potato 
flakes with a large summer sausage’.
 It was a triumphant night; finally after 3 days of hard work, we 
had finally reached the bottom. Now the fun could begin.

Day 4

Alpine start: when you start in the alpine.
 Continuing our long standing tradition of being cold and tired 

in the morning, we awoke early on our first summit day, and remained in 
bed for several hours upon realising that all our possessions had frozen 
solid from the combination of sweat, water, and -20 temps. Once the sun 
exposed itself to us, we slowly emerged from our tents, laid our gear out 
to thaw, and thawed our innards with breakfast.
 The appeal of trekking to the Manatee Range was largely due to 
its obscurity and inaccessibility. Nick had laid eyes on it the previous year 
during his Harrison Hut debacle; a massive alpine playground featuring 
granite spires, steep snowy peaks, and fractured glaciers, all of which 
had become very difficult to reach when the 2010 landslide had knocked 
out the main access route. It was likely that these peaks had not seen 
winter ascents in a decade, and we had poured blood, sweat, and tears 
into reaching the area. Naturally, we were delighted to hear the pulse of 
an approaching helicopter, depositing a group of heli skiers near one of 
the range’s mellower peaks to poach our turns. And so it goes. We took 
some solace in the fact that the group was likely promised an untouched 
wilderness experience, only to find a single skintrack snaking for a dozen 
km across an otherwise pristine glacier and ending at a pair of unnatu-
rally coloured tents. The pilot, who we had met a few days prior at the 
hot springs, had noticed our camp on the approach, and rendezvoused 
with us briefly while the clients enjoyed stealing our snow. When they 
departed soon after, it would be our last contact with the outside world 
for 4 days.
 After successfully defrosting our boots, we set off to tackle our 
first objective: Dugong Peak. Our skintrack followed a rolling glacier as 
it approached the mountain, before lunging up the steep face through 
icefalls and very firm snow. Upon reaching a slim, 4-inch wide crevasse 
in our path, we peered down into the belly of the glacier. ‘Looks deep’ 
we remarked, because the crevasse looked very deep. ‘Better not fall in’ 
we remarked, because we decided that it would be in our best interests 
to stay on top of, rather than venture inside the glacier. With great confi-
dence in our conclusions, we continued on our journey upwards.
 After a final section of very firm bootpacking, the summit sur-
rendered itself to us. After soaking in the view, I peeled the skins off my 
skis for the first time in 4 days, and revealed a hidden feature of skin glue. 
Given enough time/cold/sun thawing/neglect, the glue will permanently 
attach itself to the base of your ski, so you never have to worry about 
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skins falling off. This feature has the unfortunate downside of making 
it very difficult to slide on snow, but thankfully the descent route was 
almost entirely edging on ice while avoiding death pits on the glacier. 
We picked our way down to the flats and cruised back to camp as the 
sun dipped below the horizon once more. After a very exhausted dinner, 
we packed in to bed. As is inevitable on these trips, we were adopting a 
12/12 sleep schedule.

Day 5

The day to tackle the titular peak had arrived.
 After repeating the slow, delicate morning proceedings of the 
previous day, we set off in the opposite direction, reaching the outflow of 
the Manatee Glacier and following its undulations southwest towards the 
towering Wahoo Tower, which towered above the massive icefield like 
the tower of a large castle but made of ice and rock instead of just rock. 
Upon closer inspection, we plotted a course through the icefalls and up 
the final 45 degree face. Navigating our path was a delightful mix of steep 
skinning and bootpacking, which allowed us to utilize the crampons and 
ice axes we had lugged for 5 days, as well as granting some variety in 
photo opportunities.
 The final bootpack snaked through a no fall zone of rock and 
snow, then deposited us on a ridgeline with a small alcove for shelter just 
steps below the summit. Tobias, who was moving faster than Nick and 
I, was waiting in the alcove for us to arrive. We wasted no time drop-
ping our bags and sprinting past Tobias to claim the summit first for 
ourselves. The icy polar wind howled around us as we braced ourselves, 
crouching with poles and ice axes, which made us look very alpine, so we 
snapped a few pictures before losing feeling in our hands and deciding to 
descend.
 Back in the alcove, we attempted to transition back to downhill 
mode while the wind attempted to redistribute our gear across the glacier. 
After fumbling through this task, we strapped ice axes to our poles for 
extra cool alpine points, locked out our toe pieces for extra spice, picked 
our way back down the no fall zone and retraced our tracks downwards, 
wary of pockets of wind slab that we had noticed on the ascent. Once 
again, when we reached the base of the tower and regained the glacier, 

the sun dipped below the horizon and darkness began to chase us back 
to camp. As we meandered towards food and sleeping bags, the dying 
light achieved a state of perfect flatness. The glacier stretching out into 
the distance blended perfectly into one whitish tone, and I adopted the 
optimal skiing position for such conditions: knees slightly bent, weight 
too far back, arms vaguely stretched out, eyes squinting in the wind, 
confused expression on my face. Luckily, the visibility soon disappeared 
completely and we followed Nick’s bright headlamp back to our exit from 
the glacier.
 Between us and dinner, there remained one short section of 
skinning to regain a ridge before a flat slide back to our camp. As the 
darkness became even darker, we debated who would set the skintrack 
for this last push. As a general rule of thumb, I had two reasons why I 
thought Nick should set the skintracks on this trip:
 I’m tired
 This was all Nick’s stupid idea
Thus, we started up the hill with me picking up spots in the middle/rear 
of the three-pack, and before long we were back at camp eating large 
bowls of various types of hot sludge.

Day 6

 After our 8pm bedtime and following the 12/12 sleep schedule, 
I awoke on the 6th day, peered out of the tent, and immediately returned 
to my sleeping bag. In contrast to the chilly, bluebird mornings we had 
experienced so far at camp, this day greeted us with a calm but rapid 
downfall of snow. The three of us each reached the same conclusion 
alone: it was not a day for alpine objectives, or much movement of any 
kind.
 While Nick and Tobias slumbered on through the morning, I 
found it difficult to fall back asleep after already getting my full 12 hours, 
so I decided to complete a small task I had to finish before our departure. 
This was the longest trip that any of us had ever planned food for, so 
naturally we were nervous about accidentally starving to death. I man-
aged to plan my dinners and snacks perfectly, but had overpacked on 
peanut butter for lunches and coconut for breakfast, which meant that I 
would be carrying a couple hundred extra grams back to the car. Being 
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through the kilometers separating us from our last night of rest. Al-
though we saw a great deal of tracks, once more we sadly did not meet 
any friendly forest dogs. Aside from one last shortcut resulting in multi-
ple bails, we made it back to the hot springs in one piece, and collapsed 
for the night.

Day 8

 The Meager Creek Hot Springs are startlingly hot as the name 
suggests, and even after a week of frigid nights, longing for heat, I could 
only withstand a few minutes of submersion before my body reached 
dangerously high internal temperatures. To fix this, I developed a tech-
nique wherein most of my body remains just above the surface, kept 
warm by the rising steam and a few odd bits of limb heating my blood 
under the surface. As I lay on the ground, sprawled out on the dirt, com-
pletely naked like a wild animal, I contemplated never returning to civ-
ilization. I could live the rest of my life here, at peace with nature and 
cocooned with warmth. Unfortunately I was completely out of food, so 
after a few hours of silent, motionless meditation we packed our bags one 
last time and began the last slog home. As we approached the floodplain, 
we encountered a group of snowmobilers on their way to the springs, 
who were bewildered to see three ski tourers emerge from their destina-
tion. We were relieved to find out from them that our neoprene booties 
and beach towel, which had been hung from a tree beside the logging 
road, were still there waiting for us. With this additional spring in our 
step, we cruised down the remainder of the road, retrieved our swim-
ming attire, and set off across the plain (see page 148). 
 With the midday sun above us, temperatures at the beach were 
balmy and we all excitedly stripped down for another dip in the river. 
After stopping in the middle for a few photos, we dried off and complet-
ed our transit of the plain. One more quick bushwack put us back on the 
logging road, and a few minutes later we were back at the car, which, 
thanks to the duct tape, was still operational. We drove, slowly this time, 
back to Pemberton.

the serious weight watching alpinist I am, I decided to kill two birds with 
one stone and mixed the two ingredients together to produce a thick, ex-
tremely high calorie dense paste, and spent the morning in my sleeping 
bag, spoon feeding myself mouthfuls of the fatty concoction. It wasn’t 
until about 1 pm, when the weather let up, that we managed to stumble 
out of our tents.
 “I just slept 15 hours straight,” said Nick, who had just slept 15 
hours straight.
 We poked our way through some lunch, and eventually willed 
ourselves into our boots to do a few laps of the hill by camp. Some fresh 
tasty snow was found and, for the first time, we returned to camp before 
dark. That evening we polished off as much food as we could manage, 
and did our best to deplete the alcohol reserves.

Day 7

 We rose from our final night at basecamp and began disassem-
bling our camp back into our bags which were depressingly heavy, yet 
not quite as depressingly heavy as they were when we arrived. The mood 
was bittersweet as we departed; the trip was coming to a close, but it 
meant that we were one day closer to experiencing clean bodies and air 
temperatures above 0 degrees. 
 After swiftly dispatching the rolling 12 km glacier slog, we 
reached the top of the Misery Trees once again. After transitioning and 
beginning our descent, we made a fascinating discovery about the woods. 
The previous day’s snowstorm had deposited a thick coating of snow in 
between the tree trunks, transforming the forest from a collection of trees 
with a mix of ice and snow on the ground, to a collection of trees with 
a knee deep layer of what some people call...”powder.” After spending so 
much time in the windswept alpine we were initially confused, but soon 
were hooting and hollering our way down the hill, obliterating pillows 
and slashing turns as our gear dangled off our bags in pursuit (see page 
148). When we finally reached the bottom there was even talk of turning 
around for a second lap, but the call of the hot springs was too great and 
we instead set off towards warmth. 
 The rest of the afternoon was filled with a steady slog, inter-
spersed occasionally by snack breaks, and slowly but surely we churned 



A FIRST DESCENT AND AN 
UNFORTUNATE LACK OF 

HOT SPRINGS
By Jessica Brown
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 A friend of Diego Adleson and mine had built a new hut in the 
Pemberton Valley and we decided to check it out with YYen Gallup in 
early March of 2019. We also wanted to visit the Keyhole Hot Springs as 
none of us had ever been there before. After leaving Vancouver late on 
Friday afternoon, we arrived around 10pm and we parked at a location 
close to the Google Maps GPS point for the hot springs. The hot springs 
appeared to be only a short distance from the road, and there were foot-
steps leading there, so we chose not to put on skis. But as we followed 
the footsteps, they soon disappeared and walking became very ineffi-
cient. Instead of going back for the skis, as Diego suggested, we figured it 
couldn’t be that far and we began crawling to maximize flotation. Later 
we would find out that our GPS point was off by more than 20 km, so we 
ended up just crawling around in the snow for an hour by the time we 
gave up and made it back to the car. On a brighter note, I saw my first 
shooting star while we were floundering in the snow. 
 We continued up to the parking location for the hut and began 
skinning around midnight. It was an enjoyable skin, mostly up an old 
FSR, and we made it to the hut around 3am. After a couple hours of sleep 
we got going again and it was a beautiful skin through relatively light, soft 
snow in bluebird conditions. Once we made it to the ridge, we decided 
to ski a north facing couloir yet to be sun affected. The guy who built the 
hut had named it “Mini Mouse.” There was an 8 m vertical snow wall in 
the entrance so we set up an anchor on nearby rock and rappelled in (see 
page 108). The couloir itself was great skiing through untouched powder 

with some fun drops to jump off of. The ski back to the hut involved a 
bunch of side hill traversing, but we made it back without needing to put 
on skins. 
 On Sunday we followed the same skin track but instead of con-
tinuing all the way up the ridge we transitioned earlier and skied an ex-
cellent gladed run with some pillows in bluebird conditions. After skiing 
back out to the car, we decided to make a second attempt at finding the 
hot springs.
 At this point we knew our GPS point was wrong, but we still 
didn’t know by how much. After driving to Diego’s new best guess for 
where the hot springs were, we put on skis and skinned to the river. 
We travelled beside the river for a while but we still didn’t find the hot 
springs, and ultimately gave up again. 
 After returning to Vancouver we discovered two things: the real 
location of the hot springs was very far from where we had been looking, 
but more importantly, we had just done the first known descent of Mini 
Mouse. 

To see photos from this trip, see page 148.
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 We went to Rubble Creek and, while we were waiting, a guy 
crushed a speed-limit sign on his way to a snow bank. We met Atti and 
Ildi, who drove us up to the chain-up area at Red Heather. Ildi didn’t have 
chains, so we had to stop at the chain-up area.
 When we got to Red Heather, we started digging tunnels through 
the ice sliding off the roof.
 Atti and I built this awesome snow tunnel that went through the 
layer of ice that slowly slides down the roof.
 My dad dug a snow cave at Elfin Hut. We met Andrew Cavers. 
We slept in a snow cave because we didn’t have reservations, but we both 
think we had a better sleep in the snow cave than sleeping inside of Elfin 
because 30 people snoring would have been pretty loud.
 The next morning we had to cross the Gargoyles’ drainages. We 
passed some people who were camping halfway across the Neve. My dad 
had some serious glop problems on his skins when we went on a sunny 
slope near Ring Creek. In that period of time Sam Viavant and Glen 
Healy passed us.
 We had a pretty good view of the Neve when the sun started to 
rise.
  It was pretty sunny when we were on the long, flat uphill but 
super-cold on the high point.
 The steep part was at the worst time, when the sun is hot.
 The sun was pretty obnoxious as it scorched my back, but we got 
a good view.

 The high point was extremely windy, which was odd. The rest of 
the trip was barely windy at all!
 There were some crevasses near the Sharkfin, but they were pret-
ty easy to get around.
  There was an impressive hole on some rock near Glacier Pikes.
 I had a sore ankle on Garibaldi Lake skinning to Burton Hut. 
When we got there, there were nice BCMC people at the hut.
  The first time I went to that hut, eight months earlier, I saw that 
it contained a masterpiece: a jar with a pickled cobra eating a scorpion. I 
was excited to see on this trip that it still exists!
  The morning was quite frosty, but the switchbacks were a lot 
warmer.
 We met Birgit Rogalla and Vincent Hanlon at Red Heather.
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Top Me in a snow tun-
nel. Bottom The hole near 
Glacier Pikes. Photos by Jeff 
Mottershead.
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Top Camp at Brew Hut for Burns 
'n Turns, photo by Nicole Barrette 
(see page 203). Middle The ski 
pole ice fishing setup with Castle 
Towers in the background, photo 
by Vincent Hanlon (see page 196). 
Bottom Tom trecking, photo by  
Erica Haugland (see page 175). 
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trail—meaning that it could be logged but that the logging companies 
would need to rebuild any sections of the trail that they affected. With 
a new trail in place, more maintenance was done on the hut, a new out-
house was installed, and the bridge across Barr Creek was fixed for the 
3rd time. We thought all the access problems had been solved and the 
hut was in good shape, but little did we know...

The Latest Issue

 In spring 2018, two gates were installed on the Lillooet South 
FSR: at the 2 km and 24 km mark. The 2 km gate, locked from April 
1-June 15 and from Sept 16-Nov 30, blocks access to the entire South 
Lillooet FSR area to prevent grizzly bear poaching and protect their 
habitat. That sounds pretty reasonable, except that at the same time the 
government has incentivized accelerated logging in the protected val-
ley and logging companies have blasted a crazy precarious road through 
unstable landslide debris. Logging trucks roll through daily during the 
closures. All tenure holders in the area except the VOC have keys to the 
gates (our recreational tenure isn’t as good as commercial, apparently—
this seems to be the major sticking point). For students, who are often 
away in summer, it has narrowed the window to visit/work on the hut to 
two weeks in September. It also makes access to the Pemberton Icecap 
traverse in the spring nearly impossible. 
 The 24 km gate was installed to limit access to the still geolog-
ically unstable Meager Hot Springs area. During periods of heavy pre-
cipitation or multiple 30+ degrees days the 2 km gate is also locked for 
landslide risk. The permanent 24 km gate blocks access to the 4wd park-
ing lot and adds 7 km and 500 m of elevation to the hike to the hut. Not 
to mention the fact that new cutblocks sit on top of the trail, which the 
logging companies haven’t yet repaired.
It has become difficult, yet again, to get to Harrison Hut.

Finding Solutions

 As the headaches of this project outgrew regular exec activities, 
the Harrison Task Force assembled to find a solution:

ATTEMPTS TO REGAIN 
ACCESS TO HARRISON 

(DEJA VU)
By The Harrison Task Force, i.e. Birgit Rogalla, Cassandra 

Elphinstone, Haley Foladare, Declan Taylor, Vincent 
Hanlon, Andrew Wilson, Ross Campbell, Kylie Schatz
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 Harrison Hut is a spectacular alpine VOC hut, situated in a 
beautiful glaciated valley at 1,725 m. It provides access to the Pemberton 
Icecap in the spring and numerous mountaineering opportunities in the 
summer and fall. The hut was built in 1983 by the VOC as a memorial 
hut for Julian Harrison, a past VOC president. Since it was built, the club 
has had varying success accessing it for a number of reasons. This is the 
story of our most recent woes.
 Prior to 2010, the Harrison Trailhead was located at the Meager 
Hot Springs Provincial Recreation Site and was easily accessed by car. In 
2010, Mt Meager threw a curveball at the VOC in the form of one of the 
largest landslides in Canadian history. As you can imagine, it wreaked 
havoc. Most relevant to us, the landslide wiped out the road that led to 
our trailhead at the hot springs. Countless* hours were spent building a 
new 12 km long trail starting at a logging spur above the Lillooet South 
FSR.
*Actually we counted them this year: Since 2010, 9000+ hours were 
spent by 139 people working on the Harrison Trail and Hut (not includ-
ing planning time). Financially, we have received $21,200 in grants from 
Mountain Equipment Co-op and $4000 from the FMCBC and the UBC 
Alma Mater Society to help build the trail and renovate the hut.
 To protect all that work, the VOC consulted with the govern-
ment (FLNRORD: The Ministry of Forest, Land, Natural Resources Op-
erations and Rural Development) and the Lillooet Nation. We received 
a Section 57 designation (of the Forest and Range Practices Act) for the 
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either turned down or getting no response, it was clear that even with the 
money and the right structure, transportation logistics companies were 
unwilling to have a hut dropped from a helicopter onto their truck. So 
what about Plan A?

Plan A: Get Keys
 The best option, we’ve decided, is to regain more consistent ac-
cess to the existing trailhead, and we’ve focussed on the 2 km gate which 
is the most prohibitive closure. Our initial application for an exemption 
to the Wildlife Act—based on the hut tenure and the Section 57 desig-
nation for the trail—was turned down with some copy-pasted text from 
the district website. We spoke more with the officials at FLNRORD, read 
scientific studies about grizzly bears (we’re students after all!) to learn 
how to minimize the VOC’s impact, and proposed a compromise.
 We’ve asked for a kind of limited exemption to the grizzly 
closures that would give the VOC one trip during the fall closure for 
workhike purposes (max. 16 people or 4 carloads), plus one or two week-
ends during the spring for the Pemberton Icecap traverse and a second 
workhike. We also proposed that trips during the closures could follow a 
few rules to minimize the impact on the bears (e.g. no access to Meager 
Creek and no guns).
 So, what’s happening now? At the time of writing this article, 
our emails have been bouncing around the FLNRORD bureaucracy for 
nearly four months, with no substantive replies. We are frequent visitors 
to the Forest District office in Squamish. Cassandra and Ross attended 
a confusing meeting in Whistler, where they learned of an internal con-
flict at FLNRORD that may or may not help our cause. Some of the bu-
reaucrats are frustrated with us and some are sympathetic, but somehow 
none of this translates into progress. Hopefully we can force FLNRORD 
to recognize the massive amount of work that’s gone into the trail, as well 
as the minimal impact of VOCers on the grizzlies. Otherwise we’re stuck 
with summer trips when the snow has melted and many students are 
gone.  

Plan A - use the current trail and get a key to the gates.
Plan B - use a different trail to get to the hut.
Plan C - move the hut.

Plan B: New Trail
 Two routes were considered for access to the hut: South Creek 
and the Stoltmann Wilderness Route. After a complicated trip up South 
Creek this fall (see page 169), a trail to Harrison via that valley seemed 
like an unreasonable alternative. Something about severe landslide risk, 
steep and unfriendly terrain, and (probably) glacier travel did not appeal 
to us.
 This spring, we will investigate the Stoltmann Wilderness Route, 
a trail from the late 1990s. The Stoltmann route followed the Elaho Valley 
north towards the Meager Hot Springs and the old trail to Harrison Hut. 
In theory, the trail would be 15-20 km, similar to the current route, but 
there are a lot of unknowns: there are frequent washouts, missing bridg-
es, and an immense burnt forest along the long access road.

Plan C: Move the Hut
 We decided that moving Harrison Hut is infeasible for three rea-
sons: big trucks and helicopters are hard to find and handle, they cost 
a ton, and the hut is too fragile. Consultation with Roland Burton, Jeff 
Mottershead, and others led us to conclude that the hut’s 40-year-old 
timber frame would be badly damaged if we tried to move it in one piece, 
and if we tried taking it apart it probably wouldn’t go back together. 
Warped lumber and the hut’s nonexistent foundation were of particular 
concern. 
 But where to move the hut to? Poor access meant that no feasi-
ble locations were to be found within a short helicopter ride of Harrison 
(sorry South Creek!). Thus, to quote Ross Campbell, the hut would have 
to be “picked up by a massive, fuck-off helicopter, thrown onto a big, 
fuck-off truck to be driven to wherever, and then picked up again by 
another massive fuck-off helicopter to be flown to its final destination.” 
The Air Crane, the only available helicopter capable of picking up any-
thing heavier than a Toyota 4-Runner (e.g. the hut), runs at $12,000 per 
hour. It would be cheaper to build a new hut than pay for flight costs 
alone. After contacting three oversized trucking companies, and being 
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EXPLORING SOUTH CREEK
By Cassandra Elphinstone

October 2019
 I had spent some time over the last year wondering if accessing 
Harrison Hut through South Creek was a possible alternative to the cur-
rent route. The route was longer and had more elevation gain but was 
possibly better than having to bike 30km up an active logging road to 
access the hut. Thus I managed to convince Ross Campbell, Tom Curran 
and Andrew Wilson to join me in exploring the options up South Creek 
over Thanksgiving. 
 We had heard recent warnings about two problems with the 
South Creek access which we chose to not pay as much attention to as 
we probably should have. Krista and Piotr Forysinski had tried to come 
down from the Pemberton Icecap in the spring via South Creek but had 
run into a collapsed bridge only a few kilometers from the South Lillooet 
FSR. In the spring, the creek had had so much water in it that they decid-
ed to call a helicopter. Secondly, we had been warned by someone in the 
government that “By going into South Creek you are taking your life into 
your own hands.” However, I thought that there must be some way to get 
to the hut without needing to cross the creek (addressing problem 1) and 
how dangerous could bushwhacking through forest be? (problem 2). 
 On Saturday October 12th, we left Vancouver at 5:30pm with 
four bikes strapped to the back of Tom’s car. We stopped at Mags for 
dinner and then drove straight up to Pemberton. On the drive up, we all 
tried to guess how many cars would be at the gate and whether or not it 
would be locked. The result was unexpected and a combination of every-

Top left The notorious gate. Top right Harrison Hut in 
all its glory. Bottom Not a bad place for a hut. Photos by 
Cassandra Elphinstone.

Stashing the bikes, photo by 
Cassandra Elphinstone.
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body’s guesses. 
 We unloaded our bikes from the car around 11pm and biked the 
6km up the South Lillooet FSR to the turnoff for South Creek. The log-
ging road up South Creek was too steep to bike easily so we just pushed 
our bikes up the hill until we ran into some logs across the road. There 
we set up camp around midnight. 
 We woke up around 8am surrounded by a cloud. Ross found a 
dead squirrel next to his tent. After packing up our gear and deciding 
what to leave stashed with our bikes, we headed up the road. The road 
was in great shape. It continued to go up steeply until we reached about 
700 m elevation. Eventually it flattened off a bit and we found an ATV 
licence plate from 2018. Clearly some people had used the road recently. 
 Before long though, we hit the end of the road. It was the clearest 
end of the road I have ever seen. A landslide had come down from above 
and washed the entire road away. The road ended in a cliff looking down 
into the creek. 
 After some debate about what to do next, we found ropes de-
scending into South Creek. Our two options were to either hike up 
through insanely steep forest and climb over the landslide or descend 
the ropes and quickly walk under the landslide. We opted for the sec-
ond choice, descending the ropes into the creek and hiking up the creek. 
Above us were steep, seemingly unstable looking landslide paths. An-
drew pointed out that some of the house sized boulders looked like they 
had come down fairly recently. We decided this was not really where you 
would want to stop to have lunch. 
 Tom tried to scramble up one of the slides to no avail. I contin-
ued to hike up the creek below the slides until we came to an even larger 
slide. The top had some overhung sections that looked unstable enough 
that I did not want to risk walking under them. We decided we should 
probably pursue the first option and see if we could hike over the slides. 
 We climbed the ropes back up to the ‘end of the road’.  Above the 
road was some steep loose rock and then a very steep large old growth 
forest. We hiked up through the forest for a while admiring the trees. We 
tried to decide if a trail in this location would be crazy. The steepest parts 
of the old trail were the average grade of this route up through the trees. 
Eventually, Andrew and I dropped our packs and ran up ahead. There 
was nowhere the route cliffed out or got stuck between landslide paths, 

it was just continuously very steep. It was also unclear what traversing 
above the landslides would be like on such steep terrain.  After some de-
bate we headed back down and met up with Tom and Ross. In reflection 
after the fact, of everywhere we went in South Creek, this steep forest was 
the best option for a trail…
 Once we were back at the ‘end of the road’, we tried to decide 
what to do. I really wanted to see the alpine. The possibility of biking 
to the hotsprings was suggested but was decided against because Ross 
only had his road bike and Tom had a potentially broken rib that did not 
make pushing a bike uphill very appealing. We debated trying to bike out 
to the car, drive to Phelix and meet the VOC trips in that vicinity. After 
checking the time (it was 2pm), we decided this might be a bit ambitious.   
As it seemed we were no longer realistically scouting for a trail, we de-
cided to cross the creek and try to get into the alpine near the Pemberton 
Icecap following the road Piotr and Krista had come down in the spring.  
After crossing the broken down bridge, we hiked up the logging road on 
the other side. 
 Fairly quickly, we came to a clearing where we found the letter 
‘H’ outlined by rocks. Tom was fairly sure it had been drawn by Piotr. We 
hiked past the clearing and followed the road up. Ross found ‘chicken of 
the woods’ and picked enough for all of us to enjoy a great Thanksgiving 
dinner late that evening. The alder on the road rapidly began to get dens-
er and denser. We continued to push through.  The bushes soaked our 
clothes. We started to wonder if we were on the right road. After another 
half hour of barely moving through the bushes we decided we were never 
going to reach the alpine before dark. The thought of climbing through 
the bushes in the dark had us turning around. 
 We went back to the clearing where Piotr and Krista had camped 
in the spring. We set up our tents and cooked up the ‘chicken of the 
woods’. Tom and I had forgotten spoons so we practiced eating mac 
cheese and chicken of the woods with sticks. Pudding, as I discovered, is 
not so easy to eat with chopsticks though.
 The next morning we got up late. I checked the GPS and we were 
only camped 2km from where we had started the day before. We hiked 
back down to the bridge. Ross announced that crossing the bridge was 
the craziest thing he had done all year. We reminded him that earlier in 
the spring he had skied for a day without putting on the sunglasses in his 

171

VOC JOURNAL - CLUB LIFE



173

VOC JOURNAL - CLUB LIFE

172

although I did not get to experience it firsthand. 
 Overall, this was quite an interesting trip for not really getting 
anywhere notable at all. We saw huge landslides, washed out roads, a 
raging creek, beautiful old growth trees, broken bridges, insanely dense 
bush, and enjoyed ‘chicken of the woods’ for Thanksgiving dinner. An-
drew pointed out that the ride home was almost as exciting as the trip 
itself. Conclusion: South Creek seems an unlikely candidate to replace 
our route into Harrison Hut.

pack and gone snow blind. 
 We eventually got back to the South Lillooet FSR and hopped 
on our bikes. The road was in great condition and we had no problems 
reaching the car. At the car we noted that the bike rack – built to carry 
three bikes - was not holding up so well after carrying four bikes from 
Vancouver. We put the bikes on the car and I (fortunately) tied an extra 
European death knot (overhand knot) onto my bike with one of the extra 
straps right before hopping in the car. 
 We drove to the Pemberton MacDonalds and ran into Julie and 
Max. We offered Max a ride to Whistler. On the way to Whistler the car 
behind us began flashing its emergency lights. Tom pulled off to the side 
of the road. The bike rack had collapsed and my overhand knot was hold-
ing all the bikes on the car. My bike tire now has slightly more character 
to it after having been lightly dragged along the highway. We took all the 
bikes off the car and Tom, Ross and Max drove into Whistler to drop 
Max off. 
 Once Tom and Ross returned, we discussed our options. It was 
decided that the best option was to get the bikes into the car and have 
some of us hitchhike. We debated going to find and buy a new bike rack 
but it seemed almost everywhere would be closed at 6pm on Thanksgiv-
ing. Ross and I went out to the highway with our thumbs out. Before long 
a car pulled over and said hop in. The driver was only going to Squamish 
but we decided this was better than nothing. After a bit of faff – thanks by 
the way to the driver who waited - Andrew and Ross got in the car. Tom 
and I packed all of the bikes but one and the gear into the car. The last 
bike – Tom’s mom’s bike- would not fit in the car. Tom and I took anoth-
er look at the bike rack and realized that if we switched the plastic parts 
around so they took the force in the opposing direction the rack should 
be able to hold at least one bike back to Vancouver (probably would have 
worked with three bikes but we were not going to test it). 
 We drove down to Squamish without any more mishaps. In 
Squamish, we called Andrew and Ross and suggested they walk towards 
Mags from the gas station under the Chief.  Our hope was that at Mags 
we would find people that had a spare spot in their car or, better yet, 
run into someone we knew. Shortly after we got to Mags though, we got 
a message from Andrew saying they had been picked up while walk-
ing along the highway.  Supposedly, this was a rather interesting ride 

1 A cozy camp spot after a failed mission to reach the al-
pine 2 A nice collection of 'chicken of the woods' 3 Andrew 
in a precarious position. Photos by Cassandra Elphinstone.



175

VOC JOURNAL - CLUB LIFE

174

Left-side top to bottom. 1 Declan deciding how up 
close and personal he should get with the shit-o-
matic, photo by Cassandra Elphinstone. 2 Black Tusk 
and Garibaldi from above Brew Lake, photo by De-
clan Taylor. 3 Moonrise, photo by Erica Haugland. 
Right-side top to bottom 1 Declan and Teagan get-
ting a trail marker up to viewing height (faff), photo 
by Erica Haugland. 2 Mount Brew and Outhouse 
visible from Brew Peak  photo by Erica Haugland. 3 
Birds go to work to – this one’s made lots of prog-
ress, photo by Cassandra Elphinstone.

A UVIC INTERLOPER 
LEARNS THE TRUE MEANING 

OF FAFFING ABOUT 
ON MT BREW

By Teagan Dawson and Declan Taylor

 As a newcomer to the VOC, this workhike up the old Mt Brew 
trail was eye-opening in a number of ways. Cassandra organized this 
workhike to find and work on an alternate trail to Brew Hut — but I 
came for another reason: to procrastinate on all the work I had left back 
at home. As it was, the hike was not only a great way to procrastinate, but 
also a great way to meet some awesome UBC folks, see some stunning 
views around Brew Hut, and learn some VOC vocabulary and customs.
 Haley Foladare, Declan Taylor, Erica Haugland, and I (Teagan 
Dawson) left North Vancouver a little after 8am, and made it to the Brew 
FSR in good time (accounting for a stop to meet up with Tom Curran 
and Cassandra Elphinstone at Tim Hortons in Squamish). Reaching a 
bridge on the decommissioned road, we noted the absence of an intact 
road way (sketchy rotting wood instead) but the presence of some very 
sturdy support beneath (Tom: “check out those I-beams!”). While we felt 
good about the bridge holding up under the weight of the car, we decided 
not to cross it on the grounds it would be too embarrassing if anything 
went wrong. We donned our packs and started up the logging road. 
 The weather outperformed the dreary November forecast and 
the warmth and sun put us all in good spirits as we headed up into the 
forest. As this was a workhike, we paid special attention to any and all 
details – whether that be a tree lacking a marker, a log in need of a good 
saw, or a twig just begging to be lopped. It was here that I learned my first 
VOC word: faff. As I was to discover, there would be many chances to 
experience faffing first-hand.
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 The hike down had a lopping team, a trail marking team, and a 
Haley/Cassandra team. We felt lucky that the rain started after we down-
climbed the massive boulder field en route. Erica, Declan, and I kept 
ourselves entertained by telling each other Never-can-tell puzzles.
 After two days of outhouse-discovery, we had one more adven-
ture left: attempting to find Mags 99/Sunny Chibas for a feast of chimi-
changas and tacos: Declan and Haley working together to navigate may 
just be worse than one or the other by themselves. 
 I had a great time with some very friendly and accommodating 
VOCers (thanks especially for the ride there and back, and all the choc-
olate). I’m ready to get out there again and use my fresh knowledge of 
Squamish backroads and restaurants, the inner workings of UBC out-
house politics, and a newly-expanded vocabulary.

 After giving the trail a good sprucing up, we stopped on a beau-
tiful mossy outcropping to take in the views and the gorp. We learned 
the trail was not as disused as we thought; here the first of several hikers 
passed us heading up to Brew Lake. Perhaps to be helpful VOCers, or 
perhaps to assert our dominance, we removed a large log that was block-
ing the trail in an impressive feat of sawing from Tom and Declan and 
some heartwarming teamwork to swing the log off the trail.
 It was then that we determined that there was around two hours 
of daylight left, but several more hours of hiking to reach the hut. We 
resolved to pick up our pace as we came to the first major boulder field. 
Eventually, with the sun setting, we reached the alpine. It was here that 
we found that our faffing about had given us an unexpected gift. Dusk 
fell as we navigated around Brew Lake; a giant golden moon began to 
rise.
 Erica and Declan whipped out the ol’ picture-takers (fancy 
DSLRs), while I mustered the energy to keep on the uphill trek under the 
moonlight. Those of us who had elected to bring snowshoes (Declan and 
Cassandra) sped across the snow, while the rest of us became intimate 
with a non-VOC-specific word: postholing.
 We made it to the hut just as I was considering getting out my 
headlamp and were greeted with a bright, warm, jam-packed room. 
There were 18 at the hut that night, so several of us decided to sleep out-
side; I was especially impressed by Haley bivvy-ing in a summer bag. 
 As I didn’t sleep outside, I was awoken around 7am by approx-
imately one thousand people leaving the loft. Before we could start our 
hike back down, however, there were several things that needed to be 
done, including Declan and Cassandra racing up to Brew Peak and a 
survey of the Shit-O-Matic outhouse. I had been briefed on the Shit-O-
Matic the day before, but as I was not a true VOCer I mournfully left 
the observations of the outhouse to the others. Declan contributed his 
videography skills to updating everybody on the inner workings of the 
outhouse.
 We started the hike back down, and soon the siren-song of the 
iced-over lake proved to be too much for both Tom and Declan, who 
jumped in with grim enjoyment. An enthusiastic attempt for Cassandra 
to join them was made, while Erica, Haley, and I made sure to give off 
our strongest no-ice-water-swimming-today vibes.
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 The VOC is a beautiful thing, and the crown jewel is the ex-
ecutive. The VOC exec carries all the enthusiasm, ability to suffer, and 
youthful exuberance of the general student population, but it also has 
the burden and the privilege of making a large organization work on a 
minimal budget. They have to manage people; grant applications to the 
government, MEC, and other funding sources; a budget; conflict; engi-
neering; and everything that you'd have in a management position at a 
real job—without the pay.
  I remember being on the executive in my 20s. We all had ideas 
about how to accomplish stuff, and we were all better at recognizing what 
was wrong with other people's plans than we were at seeing our own 
problems. We were all optimists, and we all had visions of breaking Mur-
phy's Law without consequences, but we all were convicted and pun-
ished a few times.
 I present two instances of buying a wood stove. One was a rea-
sonable stove, and the other, well, not so much. I attach no judgment. As 
much as the VOC needs the efforts of the exec, the exec benefits greatly 
from trying to do stuff, succeeding and failing, and ultimately learning 
from the failures. I kind of messed up the lessons from the second in-
stance, so here I'll do my best to make the lesson apparent. Anyways:

A couple years ago the wood stove at Harrison Hut broke.
 Caitlin Schneider, Roland Burton, and I were discussing the op-
tions for replacement, and there was talk of using a helicopter to convert 

money into noise. Because I’m dumb, I claimed that if Caitlin were to 
authorize the purchase of a light wood stove, I’d take it up to the hut. To 
make my posturing sound more realistic, I found a Canadian internet 
sales site that sold the Lit’l Sweetie boxwood stove, which alleged to be 
95 lbs. It was even in stock. There were some emails back and forth and 
then a long pause where Caitlin dilly-dallied until they sold out and then 
gave me the go-ahead to get it.
 If I’d been thinking, I would have just washed my hands of it and 
said that it had sold out but that I totally could have carried it up if she’d 
responded earlier. Instead I found it on eBay, from some dude who didn’t 
ship to Canada, so I sent it to Point Roberts.
 For those of you not familiar with Point Roberts, it’s this oddly 
situated piece of the United States, just below Tsawwassen. It’s connect-
ed to the Canadian mainland, but there’s water between it and the rest 
of the US. The whole Point Roberts economy consists of selling cheap 
American gas to Canadians, storing boats for people who can’t afford 
Vancouver docking fees, and offering parcel pick-up services. If you want 
something from the States when either the seller won’t ship to Canada 
or the delivery service would charge an awful rate for brokerage, you can 
send it to any number of firms in Point Roberts, where you’re charged a 
small amount to collect your parcel.
 My favourite Point Roberts parcel service is McFrugals, because 
(a) it’s open late three days a week, so you can realistically get something 
after work when there is no border lineup to speak of, (b) it’s the cheapest 
(it’s called McFrugals, after all), and (c) it’s called McFrugals. (McFrugals 
has since been renamed Point Roberts Parcel Service. This is a travesty, 
and I will continue to call it McFrugals.) Inexplicably there’s never a line-
up there, either.
 Anyways, Devlin and I went to McFrugals and picked up the 
stove. The lady there was having difficulty retrieving the box from the 
back room, so I offered to grab it. She seemed altogether too impressed 
when I put it up on the counter when I was checking out, so I made a 
point of not mentioning that I’d tricked myself into taking it for a long 
walk.
 Caitlin had been making some noise about going with me but 
decided that she wanted to stay until Monday, which I couldn’t do. She 
eventually decided that she was going to do Overseer with Julien Renard, 
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the stove parts and tools. Julien interpreted this as me wanting bragging 
rights, but I think that if I had hiked the stove body up and he had taken 
the feet, and then I later claimed to have taken the stove up, he wouldn’t 
have called hogwash on me, so it’s not really about external bragging 
rights. Deep down I’d know that I was a failure, though.
 Caitlin hung out with me from Barr Creek to the hut while Ju-
lien went ahead to scope out the route they’d take the next morning. We 
talked about how MEC was getting less useful and that they didn’t know 
how to make pants that fit her long legs or my fat ass. I tried to sell her on 
the idea of writing to them complaining that they were discriminating 
against our epic butts, but she didn’t seem inspired.
 Total time from car to hut was 9:50, which could have been 
worse, I guess.
 Sunday morning Caitlin and Julien took off to do Frosty, as the 
weather was determined to not be conducive to Overseer. I did a short 
burn in the stove to start the high-temperature paint-curing process and 
to make the furnace cement harden.
 I guess I should say something about the Luggable Loo. This 
heinous object is a bucket with a toilet seat on top. The idea is that you 
can dump the contents of the bucket somewhere far away when it’s get-
ting close to full. Roland thought this thing was a good idea, as he didn’t 
know if we’d succeed at digging a new outhouse hole last year. I had as-
sured him we would and that there was no reason to test the Luggable 
Loo, since it was definitely going to be gross. Roland’s the best guy in the 
history of time, and the VOC owes so much to him, so the Luggable Loo 
thing is only one step backwards after a thousand forwards, but it was a 
horrible mistake. It got used for a bit before I had the hole dug, and it was 
rapidly infested with crawlies and smelled dramatically worse than any 
outhouse. After I dug the new outhouse hole, the Luggable Loo was put 
in the old outhouse and forgotten by everyone but Roland for a year.
 I’d taken some tear-resistant construction garbage bags and 
some thick plastic garbage bags as well. I had these glorious visions of 
taking the Luggable Loo out with me, but I hadn’t been flapping my gums 
about it because I was worried that I’d lose my nerve.
 Really I didn’t have much of a choice if I wasn’t going to be a 
hypocrite after my claims that helicopters were for the weak.
So that was the good stove. Let's talk about the bad one. 
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as long as it didn’t look like 10 m of rain would threaten the bridge at 
South Creek. I replied that you wouldn’t want to be anywhere around 
South Creek if 10 m of rain came down, so she bailed. After I pointed out 
that she probably meant 10 mm and that likely wouldn’t be a problem, 
she changed her mind again. We agreed that I wanted lots of time to hike 
and that she wanted to sleep in, so instead of meeting at the trailhead, 
they’d just catch up to me en route.
 I got to the PetroCan in Pemberton at 5:30am. I noticed that 
on one of the magazines for ladies with sub-optimal definitions of self-
worth, there was a headline “Easiest Workout for an Epic Butt.” I was 
fairly certain that I was going to end up with an epic butt but thought that 
hiking up a wood stove was probably not the easiest way to get one. The 
easiest way to give your butt an epic is definitely taking a good fall on it; 
that can happen without even trying. I guess that’s not really a workout, 
though.
 The logs in the clearcut were a festival of frost. Even with the 
expanded steel grips installed. it was still fairly disturbing. The last time I 
fell in the clearcut I filled my hands with thorns, and the time before that 
I tomahawked into a stump. Doing either of those things in concert with 
a wood stove seemed unwise.
 Just after the first clearcut, I met this dude coming from the hot 
springs. He asked me if I was going to the hot springs or the hut, and 
when I said the hut, he said “We were at the hot springs. Good luck.” I 
found the use of “We” peculiar, as he was clearly the only one with him.
 Julien and Caitlin caught up with me between Pika and Barr 
creeks. They told me that they had met a dude who was going to get a he-
licopter because his friend was having heart problems at the hot springs. 
He didn’t seem like he was in a hurry at all. It turned out to be the same 
“We” dude that I’d met. He certainly didn’t seem to be giving 'er when I 
met him. If he’d told me what the deal was, I would have just dropped my 
pack like it was a hot potato and run like goats on fire back to the cars 
and driven as fast as I could without ending up in the Hazzard County 
Carwash until I got within cell range. I would have also given the dude 
my SPOT. But that’s not what happened, because he didn’t tell me any-
thing. I really hope his friend isn’t dead.
 Julien offered to take some of my stuff. I declined because I 
wouldn’t be able to convince myself that it counted if I didn’t take all of 



182 183

VOC JOURNAL - CLUB LIFE

 During all the heated debate, it's really easy to say that this stove 
is nicer than this other one and is only ten pounds heavier. What's ten 
pounds compared to a whole stove? Not very much. Do that fourteen 
times and all of a sudden the 95 lb reasonable stove turns into a 235 lb 
bastard. The exec seemed to believe that because the feet came off, it was 
reasonable to carry up. This was false on a couple of fronts: not only are 
the feet pretty light and not actually relevant compared with the rest of 
the stove, but they didn't actually come off.
 Anyways, I should probably say something about what actually 
happened, not what should have. I went to Home Depot to pick up the 
stove. I had no paperwork and wasn't the one who paid for it. I just said 
that the stove had been ordered and I wanted it, so they just gave it to me. 
They told me to stand back and let the professionals load the stove into 
my car. Three of them couldn't do it, so I got in there and put it in the 
truck.
 I took my tormentor to work and took out everything that I 
could—the door, the fire brick, the damper assembly—and put the re-
mainder on the shipping scale. It was down to a potentially manageable 
139 lbs. I still didn't feel too good about it. 139 lbs plus a 6 lb pack is 145 
lbs, which is a dumb pack, but potentially doable. The fact that the stove 
was this ridiculously big block whose centre of mass was going to be a 
foot and a half behind my ass was the real killer. Oh well.
 I drove up on Sunday for my first attempt. This didn't go so well, 
for reasons unrelated to the stove.
 I hadn’t been paying attention to the trips schedule, so I was 
surprised to find the end of the road clogged with vehicles. I initiated 
a 17-point turn and things were getting tight, so I got Devlin to get out 
and show me how much room I had. He kept dropping his hands below 
the hood, and I kept telling him to hold them up where I could see. After 
the fifth time, he’d had it with being told and starting flailing his hands 
around. I tried to wing it without him, felt a sudden drop, hit the brakes, 
but still slid down into the muck in a four-wheel skid.
 Devlin said sorry quite a few times without being prompted, and 
I felt the shame and the guilt as well. We gave up on the stove for that day 
and walked to Blackwater, where the second vehicle we thumbed picked 
us up. The dude’s name was Travis, and he’d apparently, on a number 
of occasions, rescued a group of lost, wet, and frozen VOCers who had 

 Way back in the day, the VOC got a grant from MEC to build the 
Waddington Hut, and MEC stipulated that they didn't want a wood stove 
up there, because, I don't know. That's just the way they wanted it. The 
hut was always cold, but that's kind of good, because it keeps the yahoos 
at bay. The downside was that the hut was always damp and a mould 
problem cropped up.
 Fearing the death of the hut through mould, in 2019, the VOC 
asked MEC about installing a wood stove in Waddington Hut. MEC had 
no record or recollection of saying that they didn't want a wood stove, so 
the VOC got their confused blessing to install a stove.
 There weren't funds available for a helicopter to take up the 
stove, so I agreed to take the stove up to the hut under the condition that 
they didn't buy a big, stupid stove, and then I went on vacation. I said 
that 100 lbs would be totally fine, as Waddington is much less work to get 
to than Harrison, that 200 lbs definitely wouldn't fly, and that something 
in between would be a bit of a crapshoot.
 When I returned from my vacation, trashed after a failed at-
tempt to get to the Homathko Icefield, I discovered that the exec, in their 
wisdom, had purchased a 235 lb stove. I was assured that if I wasn't able 
to carry it up it'd be "all good" and they'd just take it up.
 This probably seems like it doesn't make a lot of sense. That's 
true, but the process that gets to such a purchase is illustrative. Given the 
flurry of emails I received I think I at least sort of understand it.
 People like numbers. Efficiency is a number, and it's a percent-
age, so it's very easy to fixate on how close the number is to 100%. Bot-
tom line is that it doesn't make much practical difference at all. I think 
what's happening is that people look at a 88% efficiency stove and a 94% 
efficiency stove and decide that the 94% stove is twice as good because 
it's only half as wasteful. The only logical conclusion of that line of rea-
soning is that wood that heats the hut is without environmental or labour 
cost, and that only the wood that heats the smoke leaving the chimney 
actually matters.
 People also seemed to have this idea that a stove could be too 
small for Waddington Hut. To that I invite all the readers to think back 
to that time they were at a hut and, despite having the stove cranked to 
eleven, they just couldn't get the hut warm enough. Remember that? Of 
course not, because it never happened.
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everyone but me of a valuable learning experience. 
 I recognize that this next bit is unwelcome education, that what’s 
done is done and I should just get over the fact that I was too lazy and 
weak to haul the stove to the hut, that no one cares what I think, but I 
feel compelled to point out the following. This is how you figure out how 
much wood a stove will use: Assume there are yahoos in the hut. This is 
almost always true. The yahoos will jam as much wood as will fit in the 
stove when they get to the hut, and they’ll jam it full again before they go 
to bed. Then they’ll do it again in the morning. So take the volume of the 
stove, multiply it by three, and that’s how much wood goes per day the 
hut is occupied. It doesn’t matter if it’s a bad stove or a good stove, if it’s 
efficient or not efficient, if it’s hardwood or softwood, wet wood or dry 
wood—that’s how much it will use.
 Some might argue that there are lots of yahoo-free days in the 
hut, but that was when there wasn’t a stove. Now we’re getting a great, big 
yahoo attractant.
 If the yahoos put three full loads of dry, seasoned mahogany in 
a huge stove, they’ll succeed at melting the cheese and chocolates in ev-
eryone’s pack. If the stove is a few percentage points higher in efficien-
cy, they might melt the packs themselves. If they have half-decomposed 
softwood and a little stove, then the hut ends up at more or less the right 
temperature.
 No one likes hauling giant amounts of firewood or oversized 
stoves, having their cheese melted, or lying in a pool of sweat and scratch-
ing their itchy junk all night. All these problems are solved with a little 
stove.

taken the wrong fork on the road en route to the hut. He’d let them sleep 
in his cabin after snowmobiling them out, which is a fairly justifiable use 
of a snowmobile.
 Anyways, after Travis dropped his boat and family off at his cab-
in, he had to take some saws into Pemberton, so he gave us a ride to the 
Pemberton PetroCan. We were picked up by the first vehicle there. I was 
wearing an old VOC shirt, and the retired lady in the van asked if I was 
VOC. I said we both were, and she said that she used to be as well. She 
reminisced about doing the Salty Dog Rag in the Whistler Cabin, back in 
the good ol’ days before they stole the Whistler Cabin.
 The next attempt was a little better. I took a day off work, and 
Christian Veenstra drove me up to the trailhead. I brought along my Tir-
for, which is a glorious device that works in a manner similar to how 
you'd hope a come-a-long would if you hadn't used one of those godaw-
ful contraptions before. The truck was out in a few minutes, Christian 
went home, and then I went to sleep.
 Roland and Carla showed up as well, and in the morning we 
headed up, with Roland and Carla taking my water and snacks such that 
I could just concentrate on the stove.
 Carrying the stove was heinous. Despite putting a bunch of ef-
fort into tying it fast to the pack, I couldn't do up the pack tight enough 
to prevent it from wanting to flop to one side if I leaned forward enough 
to take the strain off my back. The whole way up was a balancing act, and 
the couple of times that I lost balance and it flopped were hard to recover 
from. Roland and Carla are very patient. I started out slow and got pro-
gressively slower.
 I'd had this idea that if I made the climb up to the lake, I'd be able 
to go around the lake and get it to the hut. That was somehow wrong. I 
managed to give it all getting up to the lake and just didn't have anything 
left to make it around the lake. I took some rests and tried again a few 
times, but I just didn't have it. I backed up to a rock that was about butt 
height, set the stove down on it, and decoupled myself from it. After that, 
I felt like I was floating.
 I was thinking that the exec would learn their lesson about buy-
ing big, stupid stoves when they had to deal with getting the stove around 
the lake, but they brought up a boat and floated it across the lake. In 
terms of suffering, that was very much the right call, but it did deprive 

Left Lit'l Sweetie in Harrison Hut, photo by Jeff Mottershead. Right Look 
at this ridiculous thing, photo by Roland Burton.



PHELIX GETS HEAT
By Roland Burton
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The Problem:  

            This story began 21 years ago, when the Phelix (Brian Wadding-
ton) Hut was being built. The Workman’s Compensation Board supplied 
the hut for us, but delivery was not included.  We were to supply a table, 
benches, an outhouse, a wood burning stove, and the helicopter.  The 
expensive part was the helicopter. The Bell 214 cost us $3,600 per hour 
which is one dollar per second.  We emptied all the club’s piggy banks 
and still we were short. Mountain Equipment Coop offered us $3,000 if 
we did not install a wood burning heater. Why did they not want a wood 
burning heater? I guess they thought that we were going to cut down all 
the trees in the area, which would not be a good thing. So the heater nev-
er got to ride in the helicopter. We instead flew in a couple of non-vented 
kerosene burning heaters and some kerosene.
            Why did we need heat? The club has claimed that with thirty 
or more people in the hut it got pretty warm, but pretty warm isn’t ac-
tually very warm. The real problem was moisture. All these breathing 
humans emit moisture. Cooking emits moisture.  Drying your clothes 
emits moisture. An unvented heater emits moisture. The moisture in the 
hut makes it get moldy.  Eventually it looked like the hut was going to be 
destroyed by mold.
 
Things that didn’t work: 
 

            The kerosene heaters smelled really bad.  When they ran out of ker-
osene they were destroyed by someone trying to burn tung oil in them, 
so they got hauled out to the dump.  We hauled in two catalytic heaters 
burning white gas. They didn’t put out much heat, maybe 2.5kW, and 
they somehow got destroyed, maybe by burning car gasoline in them. 
Recently people have hauled up various propane-burning devices. They 
tended to solve the cold problem but they made the mold problem worse.
            We built the Solar Air Heater, an attempt to solve the mold prob-
lem. It captured heat from the sun and blew warmed air into the hut.  It 
may have dried the hut a bit during the summer, but in the winter there’s 
not much solar heat. We hung curtains over the windows, to try and keep 
the heat in. We carried up Lexan plastic sheets and put these over the 
windows to make them somewhat double glazed.  Then we replaced the 
windows and the Lexan with real double glazed windows. We painted 
the porous plywood with oil-based paint to prevent the moisture from 
soaking into the wood. It was successful in that the mold was forced to 
grow on the paint instead of in the wood.
            Various other solutions were proposed, but these never got past 
the “talking about it” stage. We talked about building a heat exchanger 
where the outgoing warm moist air would heat incoming dry air but take 
the moisture away. But there was no warm air. We talked about building 
a hood with a fan over the cooking area but this would only take away 
moisture from cooking, and would work only if we let cold air into the 
hut, and that would not be popular. Christian Veenstra suggested install-
ing an oil-burning heater with a chimney, and getting people to carry in 
stove oil. Some feared that this would result in people burning gasoline 
etc and maybe burning down the hut. George Hill suggested building a 
micro-hydro project, but some people didn’t like the idea of stringing 
wires to where there was some fast-flowing water, and others pointed out 
real problems with running a hydro project at temperatures well below 
freezing. Next George proposed a propane heater, and flying in two 420 
lb propane tanks every so often. But issues soon surfaced. The timer/
thermostat/pilot light would need electricity, and we don’t have electric-
ity. The 420 lbs of propane actually weighs 750 lbs when you add the 
weight of the tank, and this weight isn’t particularly human-maneuver-
able. Then there’s pilot lights to light or keep lit and the propane becomes 
less enthusiastic about coming out of its tank when it is cold. Of course, 
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the roof. It took a bit longer than expected because they had never in-
stalled a chimney, and our supplier provided some wrong material which 
had to be hauled back down the trail and replaced with the right stuff, 
and hauled back up, etc. October 12-14, Canadian Thanksgiving, a big 
VOC group got to test it out. It works!
 
Possible consequences:

            This winter we will have heat at Phelix! A large project such as this 
seems to attract people in the Club. Maybe it’s more fun to build some-
thing complicated and probably enduring. We will see if it creates more 
problems. I do not think that destroying all the trees around the hut is 
very likely. Skiing with a chainsaw is not something we do. I think that 
the VOC will be able to supply firewood responsibly.
            Now that the hut is warm and not dissolving in mold, it may be 
even more busy over the winter break. Tenting outside can increase the 
capacity and introduce people to the Canadian winter, if climate change 
doesn’t destroy the Canadian winter. Now that there is a chance to get 
warm, I expect that the ritual of running naked around the hut at New 
Years will be much more popular.  
 

you either buy the tanks or rent them from the propane supplier. To find 
out how much you have left in the tank, you weigh the tank. We’d need a 
licensed gas-fitter to install or service the system and don’t expect him/
her to hike in.

The Solution:  

 On a trip to the Harrison Hut in 2017, Haley Foladare pro-
claimed that she would get heat into Phelix, and she would get elected 
Huts Person on that platform. She did get elected, and she did get a letter 
off to Mountain Equipment Coop to see if they still cared if we put in 
a wood burning heater.  Mountain Equipment Coop, now mostly into 
yoga attire and renamed as MEC, didn’t care anymore. But Haley got a 
nasty concussion in 2019 while skiing, so most of the planning landed 
on the shoulders of others. We noticed the mold was very bad in 2019 
and a crew went up and scrubbed off all the loose mold. The Club was 
getting serious about doing something about it.  Nobody had actually 
gone looking for wood at Phelix, so the Club felt that there wasn’t much 
so they should look for “efficient” stoves. Efficient can mean efficiently 
extracting heat from wood, efficiently extracting moisture from the hut, 
or efficiently extracting money from the club. George found a heater that 
claimed to be very efficient, but it was $7k and burned kiln dried hard-
wood cut into 8 inch lengths and flown in from Pemberton. We added 
up all the obvious costs and it came to around $14,000. We asked MEC 
for money, but MEC has been losing money lately, so “1% for the planet” 
is no longer a thing. George suggested that we could pay for it all out of 
club revenue, but the Exec decided a much cheaper option would be way 
better.  We needed somebody to supervise, and fortunately Krista Fory-
sinski offered to do this. Thus began the “four trips to Phelix”: the wood 
cutting trip, the heater-hauling trip, and the two chimney installation 
trips. The firewood cutting crew was very successful and cut a two year 
supply of wood within one km of the hut, cutting only dead wood lying 
on the ground. We bought a much less expensive heater that burned fair-
ly ordinary wood somewhat efficiently. Jeff Mottershead carried the 150 
lb heater up to the lake, then Tom Curran ferried it across the lake in his 
inflatable Coleman boat. The chimney installation crew managed to get 
19 people up there carrying in chimney parts and tools and cut a hole in 



 In awe of its presence and grandeur, we stopped under the tree 
for lunch. As we chewed on our remaining crackers and cheese and 
chocolate, we marveled at the tree’s size and character. We decided this 
was a Western Redcedar tree, based on its reddish, stringy-looking bark, 
its droopy branches, and its scaly green foliage. A quick measure of the 
tree’s girth with our glacier rope suggested it was 14 metres in circumfer-
ence. Piotr marked the tree’s location with his GPS, since we figured this 
might be something special – and what if no one knew about it?
  As we continued our way towards the logging road, we emerged 
in a clear cut less than 200 metres from the tree’s location. For some rea-
son, this tree was spared along with several other big trees. Cool.
 To say that the rest of the exit via South Creek was eventful 
would be an understatement. The road which we planned to use as our 
exit had two bridges that were washed out in the places where the road 
crossed South Creek. We assumed this would not be a problem, but with 
the hot weather we were experiencing, South Creek had turned into a 
raging torrent not to be crossed on foot. That was a problem.
 For the first creek crossing, we managed to find a suitably large 
log that crossed the river a couple hundred metres downstream of the 
bridge, and we were able to “au-cheval” our way across the log (watching 
out, of course, for the broken branches that could cause some problems 
if one were to land on one. In fact, I think I ripped my pants on this log 
due to an errant branch).
 The logging road beyond the first crossing turned out to be an 
alder-filled bushwhack that required assertive pushing and grunting, es-
pecially with skis on our packs. Fortunately, this section was short, and 
we began trudging downhill again after an hour. The road steepened in 
grade, switched back, and then the roar of South Creek got even louder. 
When we arrived at the second crossing and washout, we could barely 
converse over the noise – and it was evident that this section was not 
crossable, even on the sketchy makeshift pile of logs that connected the 
damaged bridge to the other side of the creek. A log lay across the river 
downstream, but as we watched water pile up on the log, occasionally 
flooding over the top, we decided that was not the way across. We hiked 
back up to a large clearing at the switchback and sent an inReach mes-
sage to Artem Bylinskii and Caitlin Schneider:
 “Hi Art & Cait, we have a prob. Sth Crk FSR lower bridge is out 
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A BIG TREE IN SOUTH CREEK
By Krista Forysinski
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This story tells of a big tree discovered by Christian Champagne, Erica Lay, 
Krista Forysinski, and Piotr Forysinski in the South Creek valley near Pem-
berton. Krista and Piotr returned to the valley nearly 6 months later to get 
a closer look.
 
 It all started with a not-so-simple exit via South Creek from a 
week-long traverse of the Pemberton Icefield. Fighting our way down-
wards through snow patches interspersed with grass, slide alder, and av-
alanche debris, the sun beat down on our tired bodies and our packs, 
which, although they were lighter than at the start of the traverse, still felt 
heavy. We had a long way to go.
 Down the valley, the logging road that would eventually lead to 
our exit looked so far away – but we were going to get there. We fought 
our way downhill: the slopes lessened and the forest rose denser and 
taller around us, indicating that we were nearing valley bottom. As the 
roar of South Creek grew louder with every minute of downhill gliding, 
we noticed a gap in the forest and a more open avalanche path. Skiable 
terrain, we thought, let’s aim for there. At the bottom of the open path, 
we stopped.
 Occupying our entire field of vision was a broad trunk, partial-
ly hidden by hanging branches. Our eyes slowly moved skyward as we 
stared upwards, to the wide and green branches, and then towards the 
top, partially obscured by the width of the lower foliage.
 This was a big tree. A really, really big tree.
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and crazy raging torrent. Backtracked to massive landing at switchback. 
No other way out. Will reassess water in am but may need heli. Pls coor-
dinate w each other & google heli from Pemby 2 this location.”
  The next afternoon, the buzz of the helicopter drowned out any 
noise of the river, and the friendly Quebecois crew from No Limits Heli 
welcomed us aboard their helicopter, offering us a short 5-minute ride 
down to the gate on the Lillooet South FSR where our escape car was 
waiting – well worth the expensive price tag of the short ride.
 After our escape from South Creek, we decided we were never 
going back…
  Fast forward a few months when an email from Christian caught 
Piotr and I’s attention. Christian had spoken to the Big Tree Registry of 
BC and mentioned our rudimentary measurement of the tree’s circum-
ference. He received an enthusiastic response: the tree was not known 
to the Big Tree Registry, and given our rough estimates, it could be one 
of the top ten largest trees in the province! To have the tree nominated 
for the registry, we needed to go back and measure it properly – and, of 
course, Piotr and I were keen to do it.
 One cool weekend in October, Piotr and I parked at the gate 
on the Lillooet South FSR and shouldered our packs, strapped on our 
helmets, and hopped on our bikes to make our way back to South Creek. 
As we pedaled up the main logging road, a few cars thundered past us, 
and soon enough we heard the familiar roar of South Creek. It was still a 
raging torrent.
 The South Creek FSR was steep – too steep to bike – so we began 
pushing our bikes uphill to cover the remaining 3 km or so to the first 
washout. Once we arrived at the final stretch of road before the washout, 
we locked our bikes in a place safe from rockfall and started walking the 
final few hundred metres to the washout. We kept our helmets on, since 
the unstable cliffs above and piles of rock covering the road suggested 
that rockfall might be a hazard.
 Soon, we reached the washed out crossing which we had elected 
not to do in the spring. The water levels were lower, and the creek ran 
smoothly under the piles of logs, where water had been piling up and 
crashing over the makeshift bridge in May. Good to go. I went first – 
carefully crawling across a smooth log, then hopping onto a gravel pile, 
and finally gingerly stepping across the mass of sticks and onto the rust-

ed metal of the bridge. Success.
 Once Piotr was across, we walked easily up the first section of 
road. As we neared the large landing at the switchback, we stopped and 
admired our neat “H” drawn out of rocks to mark the heli landing spot. 
It was still in perfect condition. Higher up on the road, we spotted some 
footprints in the gravel. There was a large telemark boot (hard to miss the 
characteristic duckbill at the front!), a small tele boot, and two other AT 
ski boot shapes with different tread patterns – our tracks from the way 
down many months ago!
 Though I remembered this section of the road being bushy, the 
tangled alders and tall plants were still not pleasant and required some 
assertive bushwhacking to push through. Once we arrived at the second 
log, we noticed that it had moved a little from last time. I guess the water 
got even higher at some point during the melt. The crossing itself went 
smoothly, and as the sun started to set we made camp near the end of the 
logging road. We would see our friend the tree the next day.
  The sun rose early, but we rolled around in the tent for a while, 
hesitant to get out of our warm sleeping bags. It was cold! After a warm 
breakfast, we hiked in towards the tree. What we didn’t notice on our 
exit in the spring was that there are actually many more large trees in the 
area, mainly Western Redcedar and Yellow Cedar, and there are also a 
few massive stumps from some of the big trees that weren’t so lucky.
 We didn’t need the GPS to find the tree. It was so large that it 
was easy to spot through the forest, and once again we were amazed by 
its awesome stature. We stared for awhile – and then got to work. I pulled 
out the transect tape from my backpack, and Piotr pulled out the incli-
nometer, papers, pencil, and other items from his pack. We were going to 
measure the tree properly this time.
 I kept my down jacket on as we started filling out the forms; it 
was freezing cold in the valley bottom and the layers of frost on the fro-
zen plants indicated that this place hadn’t had sun in a long time!
 First, we measured the diameter at breast height (DBH), a com-
mon measure for determining the tree’s girth near the bottom. Then, we 
measured the crown spread and the height of the tree, as well as took 
note of any identifying features of the tree and the surrounding forest. 
From these measurements, we determined that the tree measures 4.63 
metres in diameter, and is 49 metres tall. Based on the trees in the Big 
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Tree Registry, this tree could be #11 on the list of trees by diameter – and 
it’s also at nearly 1000 m elevation!
 It was early afternoon by the time we were finished measuring 
the tree, and we decided it was time to pack up and head home – we still 
had a long way to go, and a couple of creek crossings to navigate. We 
finished the second creek crossing just as it was starting to get dark and 
we put our headlamps on for the walk back to the bikes. This time, we 
were able to bike down the road, making good pace back to the Lillooet 
South FSR. As we were shivering and pedaling down the logging road in 
the dark, bright headlights behind us made our Zebralights useless – as 
it rumbled nearer, we looked back and saw a white pickup truck with two 
conservation officers (conversation officers?). They were as surprised to 
see us as we were to see them. We learned that they were handing out 
tickets that weekend to anyone who drove past the gate, but us being of 
the self-propelled type we received a smile and a chat before they were on 
their way.
 Upon arrival at the gate, a sparkling, frost-covered Truck was 
patiently waiting for us – I guess it was cold in the shade here, too! And, 
as any trip ends, we drove back to Squamish for dinner, and then col-
lapsed into bed as the clock ticked past midnight. Yay big trees!

The two trout that we 
caught in Garibaldi 
Lake! Photo by Vin-
cent Hanlon.

Photos on next page: Top left Piotr using an inclinometer to measure 
the crown spread of the tree.Top right Krista showing the circumference 
measurement around the tree. Middle right Krista crossing the lower 
washed out bridge (the one we couldn’t cross in the spring). Bottom left 
Krista crossing the upper log bridge This log is not as smooth as the oth-
er one, making crossing more challenging! Bottom right The big tree. 
Photos by Piotr Forysinski.



 The next unconventional component of the setup was the fishing 
rod. I don’t own one, so I used a ski pole instead. Two and a half hours 
passed without any excitement. Sitting and looking out across Garibaldi 
Lake in the sun was a nice alternative to the long, physically exhausting 
days that we usually spend outdoors. 
 At some point, I lifted my ski pole and it felt a bit heavier. “Vin-
cent, I think I might have a fish!” “Quick, run backwards!” Vincent 
yelled. I turned around and ran away from the hole postholing through 
the snow. Vincent, who was looking down the hole, made an excited 
sound as a fish appeared and flopped on the snow beside my thermarest. 
I couldn’t believe it. With the fish flopping around, we realized our next 
problem, “shit — we need to kill the fish quickly.” A smack from the adze 
of the ice axe on the head of the fish produced a scene of bloodied snow. 
I was terrified as the fish suddenly flailed after it had stopped moving. 
“Shoot, we’re botching this.” A few more whacks from the ice axe and 
the fish was mostly still. Thank god we later found out that fish can flop 
around for a while after they are already dead. 
 Within a minute of putting out my hook again, I felt another fish 
on the line. I ran backwards and out flopped another trout. This time 
Vincent & I had the technique down: I carried the fish over to his ski, 
held it on the hard surface and Vincent hit it with the ice axe; it died fairly 
quickly. Surprised by our success we wrapped up the fish in some plastic 
bags and skied down the Barrier back to the car. The next evening we 
prepared a delicious meal with them, and were grateful for the food they 
provided.
 At the car, with the last bit of leftover daylight, it was time to gut 
the fish; a gruesome spectacle due to the snow. On the way home, we 
stopped at Tim Horton’s for a french vanilla and to wash trout guts off 
my hands. A fitting end to my most Canadian day yet.
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AN UNUSUAL PAIRING: SKI 
TOURING AND ICE FISHING

By Birgit Rogalla
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 A few summers ago, Ross Campbell, Natalie Makepeace, Gabe 
Frame, and I had quite the adventure circumnavigating Garibaldi Lake. 
A bear broke into our bear hang and ate a large portion of our food. 
Hungrily, we wandered over to Sphinx Hut, where we were greeted by 
paddle-boarders. They prepared a delicious stew for us with fresh-caught 
trout. Fueled by these stories and in an effort to encourage silliness, Vin-
cent Hanlon gifted me ice fishing materials for Christmas this past year: 
line, hooks, and some shrimp bait (plus a freshwater fishing license). 
Now might also be a good time to note that Vincent and my fishing qual-
ifications are limited. Specifically, we both got fish hooks stuck in body 
parts as kids (lip and finger, respectively), and had to get doctors to re-
move them. I’d never actually caught a fish before.
 On a sunny day in March, Vincent & I skinned up the switch-
backs and arrived at Garibaldi Lake around lunch time. Our first hurdle: 
to get through the ice. At some point, Vincent inquired on the message 
board about the nature of the ice structure of Garibaldi lake, with a wide 
variety of responses. We can now settle it once and for all: it’s a layer 
cake! In total we dug/chopped down about 1.4 m to get to the fully open 
water. Within about 30 cm below the surface, water seeps in through 
the slush. From there onwards, it alternates between solid ice (difficult 
to get through even with an ice axe spike) and slush layers. Our method 
for digging involved ski poles, ice axes, and avalanche shovels. To break 
through the bottom layers, we had to submerge our arms with the ice 
axe.



COUSIN OF CAVE 2019
By Natalie Maslowski
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In attendance: Nick Hindley, Natalie Maslowski, Temma Shandon, Anna 
Cho, Donald Lao, Johan Denker Ebskamp, Michaela Marxt, Austin Bau-
er, Victor Mate (Briefly)

Friday FUN (Fucked Up Night):

(Flashback to Oct. 25th)
 The Friday, a week prior to the weekend we actually went on our 
trip, we experienced some of the worst storm winds seen in Vancouver, 
which had been cancelling trips all day (was this a sign for us not to do 
this trip?). But in classic overly optimistic VOC fashion, we decide as a 
group to fuck it and try for a ferry anyways. Well, it turns out ferries get 
cancelled in stormy 90 km/hr winds. We did not get on the ferry that 
night. Beers at the local pub and grill it was. Trip was rescheduled for the 
following weekend. We are stubborn.
(Take 2 for Cousin of Cave: Nov. 1st)
 The time is 6:00pm on Friday, and Austin’s car is flawlessly on 
its way to the ferry.  Meanwhile, Temma, Donald and I are still waiting 
around to get picked up by Victor (who only has Anna in his car) and 
getting a little anxious. Where is he and what’s taking so long? We found 
out later that Victor’s car got into an accident. Our only response from 
this entire situation was a text from Anna at 7:15pm: “just got into a mi-
nor accident” from Anna. Great start to the trip! Temma and I make a 
snap decision: we are gonna get to this ferry on time. So we grab her car 

and get to Donald’s house and grab him and Anna (who left Victor’s car 
to meet us). We speed like we are in grand theft auto, swerving through 
downtown like nobody’s business. We hear that Victor is ok, and Anna 
is ok, we are one man down, but decide to go through with the trip and 
drink a beer in Victor’s honor.
 We make it smoothly for the 8:00 pm ferry and arrive in Nanai-
mo safe and sound with forty minutes to get to Walmart and the liquor 
store, from the ferry. We manage to buy our last-minute items and finally 
start the drive to Campbell River at 11:30pm. We get to Memekay Park 
at an alpine start of 3:00am. When’s the best time to go caving you say? 
After driving all day from Vancouver to the island? According to Nick, 
this is the best time. So, after meeting up on the logging road with the 
other cars in our group, we head off into the woods. 
 After meandering a little lost and confused and sleepy, we find 
our first cave! Upper Scallop Caves. We take a little peak inside. Utter 
fascination and awe. So this is what a cave looks like?? We are all excited 
about caving now, but we agree we could all do with some sleep. We 
make camp and warm ourselves on Temma’s car hood before heading off 
for a 4:30am “nap”.
(Note to reader: time is arbitrary this weekend.) 

Saturday CAAVING (Caving Amelia Apparently is Very Incred-
ibly Not a Good Idea):

 We scrounge around for breakfast/lunch and make a plan to ex-
plore some dry caves in the area. 
 Lower scallop caves it is! We start the caving day by learning 
how to do the flying angel for the first time to lower ourselves in. What is 
caving you ask? According to our experience this weekend,  caving really 
just means walking around the woods and finding holes in the ground. 
If you can fit inside, you go caving. Plain and simple. We still can’t find 
fishey hole cave, which was in our plans, so we decide to make back for a 
late lunch. Finding caves can be hard.
 Thoughts on the cave called Amelia post-lunch: WHOOT fun! 
 Thoughts on Amelia after experiencing Amelia: that was some 
fucked up type of fun. 
 Amelia as a cave: Fun flying angels, slippery down climbing 
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at the top we decide to move the anchor out of the way of the waterfall 
so climbers don’t have to ascend directly through it. However, Nick and 
cavers have no idea we changed the position of the anchor, and are there-
fore unable to change their climbing beta which means they are still try-
ing to climb up the middle of the waterfall. But we learn quickly, that no 
one except us knows it, and so we watch Temma with some anxiousness. 
 Temma ascends halfway, and we try to shout and tell her from 
up top to try another strategy because of the moved anchor, but when 
you are being shouted at from two different directions and everyone is 
telling you something else, confusion ensues. Temma can’t make it up 
and is stuck in the middle of the waterfall. Cave guide Nick comes up to 
bring her out of the middle of the waterfall and ends up cutting a sling so 
she can descend back to the bottom. Nick then decides to come up the 
rope himself.
 With few exchanges of words, we sit and watch Nick set up a one 
to one haul system (surprisingly efficient). We learn that everyone below 
is ok, but very cold. Nick hauls up Anna, then Temma and lastly Johan. 
We are all up and safe. It has now been 4 hours. What a night. 
 We climb out of the cave. Everyone is freezing. We change at 
camp and make a fire. We reflect with beers and get tipsy enough to 
want to go exploring again. Marble cave, only a tipsy 20 m distance away 
proves to be our source of late-night entertainment. We get to bed at an 
early 2:00am.

Sunday ICE (Icing in a Cave is Easy):

 Icey wetsuits are not very fun. We find Fishey Hole cave finally, 
but turns out we don’t have enough rope. Lame. But, we found some 
fun tight squeeze by the river, with many spiders. Michaela got stuck, a 
tiny spout of water was found, and samples by our biologist, Anna, were 
collected. We explored some more caves by the river and then Upper 
Scallop (filled with fun tight squeezes and a discovery of what looked like 
the entrance to the underworld). In classic hilarious Temma and Austin 
fashion, we ice Nick in our last cave. What does it take to ice Nick you 
say? Some dark corners in a cave, a stroke of his caving ego, and some 
sneaky action. There you have it.
 We ended the weekend with a quick romp through Marble cave 

in streams, some sketchy climbing to avoid swimming through cold as 
death streams, dark deep holes, fucked up waterfalls, shivering in emer-
gency blankets and fucked up ascents in places you don’t want to ascend 
a rope. 
 All is well for our enthusiastic group of newbie cavers through 
Amelia so far (fun la di da caving so far), until we reach a near 30ish 
meter waterfall. Should we go down this deathly cold waterfall and risk 
having a shit time ascending this as a group who has never practiced as-
cending in real caves? YES, agrees everyone except for me and Michaela. 
Both of us are near freezing and have sensibly decided to stay behind to 
stay warm while the rest explore the last 100 m of the cave. 
 Michaela and I take a seat and watch the overly optimistic group 
go down the freezing as fuck waterfall (no exaggeration here) and disap-
pear into the darkness. Thirty minutes go by and we see the first signs of 
life from our keeners.
 (This info was provided by the keener group who went down the 
waterfall.) 
 They watch Anna try ascending a rope for the first time, and she 
can hardly make it up 2m in the bitter cold. She has spent a while trying 
to make further progress, and the group quickly realizes something. She 
won’t make it up. Nick goes into cave guide mode, now giving out clear 
instructions. Then Donald decides to give the rope ascent a try.
 Turns out you can’t breathe in waterfalls. Donald is shook as he 
climbs over the edge near the anchor and crawls over to Michaela and I. 
His only words so far: that was absolutely fucked. We get more info on 
the situation at the bottom. The time spent in the cave so far: 2.5 hours.
 (Note to reader: communicating is hard when you have a one-
way communication system, we get more info to the situation as cavers 
climb up the rope to the top of the waterfall, but no way for us up top to 
communicate any important info to the cavers down below)
 Thoughts at the top of the waterfall: Should we make a haul sys-
tem? We all gave our gear to the people at the bottom. How are we to 
bring everyone up? What is going on? Can we all make it out?
Austin gives it a go, nearly loses his headlamp in the waterfall. You can’t 
see shit anyways in a waterfall, so it doesn’t matter much. With cheers 
of encouragement, he makes it up. Austin’s life reflection starts: that was 
a bad idea. Being outdoorsy doesn’t mean you can do just anything. Up 
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and then packed up. We catch the ferry, play some cards, pick up hitch-
hikers, and drive home. All for an early arrival of 11:30pm. 
 The weekend was SWELL. Stoke was maintained at an ultimate 
high, save for the Amelia experience, by our amazing cave guide: Nick. 
Father of Faff. Thanks for taking a bunch of caving keeners on a trip that 
we will always remember as our first!
 Note to future cavers: bring MORE hand ascenders, pack a 
warmer wetsuit and chips are always a good idea.

(NOT THE ACTUAL) 
BREW DEBACLE: BURNS 'N 

TURNS 2019
By Julia Ramos-Bujalil

 As I walked into the clubroom on Monday afternoon, I was 
asked “Did you go on Burns ‘n Turns?” After replying that I had, all eyes 
turned to hear the tale of the five broken bindings, the broken knee, the 
concussion, the eventual snowmobile rescue, and the broken car win-
dow. 
 Despite how all that may seem, I can confirm that it is slightly 
over dramatized (since this is a journal article after all) but still epic trip 
I will remember for years to come.
 Given that this trip involved getting 45 people up to Brew Hut, 
a bit (or a lot) of faff was to be expected. It started off with the website, 
as I soon discovered that my name had been moved to the bailed list. I 
immediately emailed Ross Campbell to correct this, but failed to check 
whether I had a driver. On Friday night I finally decided it might be a 
good idea to figure out how I was going to get to the parking lot, so I 
texted Nick Hetherington, who informed me that he’d pick me up at the 
wonderful time of 4:15am. 
 We started gathering at the parking lot a couple hours later, but 
unfortunately Ross’ Modo wasn’t able to make it up the first little uphill, 
so he had to park at Garibaldi Lake and then be shuttled up. After much 
faff at the parking lot, we found our skinning groups and started up the 
logging road. Haley Foladare and I ended up together, with plenty of 
cliff bar and skin fixing breaks along the way (yay for voile straps!). In 
hindsight, I would definitely say this trip solidified our friendship. At 
one point, Andrew from Powder Mountain Catskiing stopped by and 



the morning, however, I found that the strap was catching on the crusty 
snow and likely causing even more faceplants than would’ve happened 
without it. I decided that the only way forward was to take it off, but 
that meant that only my toes would be attached to the ski on a rapidly 
disintegrating binding. The way down through the trees was ridiculously 
hard. I think the universe had heard me tell Haley the day before that I 
was finally feeling competent in the backcountry and promptly decided 
that I needed a bit of a challenge. Even side slipping was difficult, with 
my foot pivoting in all directions. 
 About one kilometer from the lake, I heard screams and turned 
around to find that Jasmine Dingley had taken a bad fall and was holding 
her knee. Haley called the RCMP as we waited to see how serious the in-
jury was, but in the end Jasmine was able to hike to the trailhead where, 
once again, Andrew came to the rescue and drove her down the logging 
road. 
 I was a bit rattled after the whole situation since I had surgery 
on my knee a few years ago and was suddenly reminded of how fragile 
joints can be. I still had to get off the mountain though, so I pushed these 
thoughts out of my mind. At one point I took my skis off but immediate-
ly decided it was a bad idea since sinking into the snow with every step is 
not much fun either. Eventually, we made it to the trailhead where Ross 
was patiently waiting under a patch of sun. From here on out it would be 
easy, or so I thought. But at this point my binding was looser than ever 
and pizza-ing down was basically my only option since I am not a very 
skilled skier to begin with. I think I was able to do this for a total of five 
minutes, after which I fell and when I tried to get back up, the binding 
fell off the ski completely. I was kind of relieved to have this eventuality 
finally happen, but I knew the 9+km ahead of me would not be much 
fun. It was also getting dark, and even though we were all prepared for it, 
I knew the next few hours would be long. 
 Else Bosman and Swantje Moehle helped me make my binding 
somewhat functional with a mixture of voile straps and skins, but there 
are just some things that can’t be fixed. (As a side note, I just want to 
thank them for sticking with me through it all and even taking some 
weight off my back). Just as we were about to attempt our descent, we 
heard the roar of snowmobiles behind us, and as we started to move out 
of the way, Swantje had the brilliant idea of intercepting them and asking 
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told us he’d give us a lift as soon as he finished plowing the road. For 
some reason I was doubtful that this would actually happen, but alas, an 
hour later he was back and loading us up. We had to fight our instincts to 
morally justify accepting this lift, but I guess non-motorized access can 
be a blessing when you have to skin uphill for 14+ km. Besides, this may 
have been our one and only opportunity to catski, so we weren’t going to 
pass it up. 
 After Andrew kindly dropped us off near the trailhead, the skin-
ning continued, and the views started opening up. With Black Tusk and 
Mount Garibaldi in the background we trudged along under blue skies. 
Eventually, everyone made their way to the hut and we enjoyed a beauti-
ful sunset with mountains in every direction. 
 In the evening delicious haggis and other wonderful potluck 
items were consumed. Songs were sung, including my new favourite - 
that one about pirates in Saskatchewan. I stepped outside at one point to 
hear Declan Taylor and Tereza Jarnikova exclaiming the following:  

“Efficiency and common sense both favour AT,
but damn if our heels and minds aren’t bloody free.
AT skiers just can’t be this rad, 
the ultimate proof is Alastair’s dad. 
So join the dark side and drop the knee
have faceplants, old guys and OG glee.
Both AT and tele now toast Robbie Burns,
Brew’s a fucking slog you’ve earned your turns!” 

 After the singing and poetry recital, we had a ceilidh where we 
thoroughly enjoyed post-holing and repeatedly falling over in an attempt 
to keep up with the music. The dance itself seemed simple enough, but it 
is safe to say that attempting it on an uneven surface in the dark is much 
more complicated and much more entertaining that it first appears. Tak-
ing advantage of the warmth produced by the falling over dancing, we 
went to sleep beneath the milky way. 
 On Sunday, some groups went for a quick tour while others 
stayed and watched the sunrise from camp. The previous day I had no-
ticed that my ski binding was a little bit loose so I had strapped it with a 
voile strap and tried to not think about how I was going to get down. In 
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if they could give me a ride down. The kind snowmobilers looked a bit 
confused but agreed, and so I got on the back of a not-very-large vehicle, 
and I rode down the mountain in minutes. The ride was super bumpy 
and I was seriously afraid I was going to fall off a few times but anything 
was better than having to clumsily slide my way down in the dark (again, 
yay for non-motorized access!). Once at the parking lot, I put on all my 
layers as we waited for the others to come down. Ross was the first and 
he soon went to retrieve the Modo that was parked at Garibaldi Lake. 
Haley and Aaron Yeung also came down on snowmobiles, since Haley 
had fallen and hit her head on something, which we later found out had 
caused a concussion. When Ross came back, he confirmed that the world 
is indeed filled with assholes, since someone had broken into the modo 
and stolen his laptop. Not a great thing to find out after spending an en-
tire weekend organizing a trip. 
 We drove down to Squamish where we got copious amounts of 
food, and even though Haley asked me not to, I will record here that she 
got not one but two donuts from Timmies, in addition to a cheeseburger, 
of course. We also tried to tape a plastic bag over the window, but it only 
lasted 30 seconds before it blew away, so Else had to feel the wind on her 
face the entire ride home. At the end of the night everyone had made it 
home safely, and with no use of headlamps required. This felt like a big 
accomplishment, given that we overall classified this trip as a debacle. In 
an amazing act of solidarity, Else set up a fundly to recover Ross’ laptop. 
Amidst all the craziness, this trip reminded me that people can be really 
loving, kind and patient, and that debacles make the best memories. 
 Finally, to close off this trip report, I’d like to take a moment 
to remember VOCers Neil Mackenzie and Stephanie Grothe, who died 
in an accident alongside Elena Cernika. Burns ‘n Turns has been orga-
nized for the past few years in their memory and while I was never lucky 
enough to meet them, their story deeply impacted me when I first read 
about it in one of these journals. Let’s remember and celebrate their lives 
and be grateful that we get to spend our time in the mountains, sur-
rounded by such wonderful human beings. 

ODE TO THE LADDIES
OR ON THE ONTOLOGICAL DISSIMILARITY BETWEEN 

FREE AND FIXED HEELS

By Tereza Jarníková and Declan Taylor

 This poem/ontological treatise originated somewhere between 
kilometer 3 and kilometer 10 of the logging-road section of the skin up 
to Brew Hut at Burns and Turns 2019. Declan and I were slogging along 
and I was explaining the tradition of the Robbie Burns Odes. After the 
‘Address to a Haggis’ (that’s the one that starts “Fair fa' your honest, sonsie 
face, Great chieftain o the puddin'-race!”; ask Ross Campbell for a spirit-
ed rendition), it’s traditional that the men and women of the party write 
gently-mocking poems to each other; these are the ‘Ode to the Laddies’ 
and the ‘Ode to the Lassies’. I’d been tasked with writing the Ode to the 
Laddies and felt rather stuck. I asked if Declan wanted to help me write it, 
to which he replied, “You know, I’m not really into gender essentialism.” 
I’m also not really into gender essentialism, so between kilometer 3 and 
kilometer 10 we established that a) gender is a construct (see also: Judith 
Butler’s excellent ‘Performative Acts and Gender Constitution: An Essay 
in Phenomenology and Feminist Theory’) and that b) what really mat-
ters is whether you ski tele1 or AT2. Since we were in the small but fervent 
free-heel minority that weekend, the following Ode to the Laddies may 
reflect this bias.
 My memories of that Burns and Turns weekend mostly revolve 
around Scotch and haggis. The haggis was surprisingly good, though I’m 
not sure why the Scots claim it for their own. Eating the wonky bits of 
the animal is pretty popular among poor people everywhere, not just 
bonnie Caledonia; our own Czech ‘prejt’ seems more or less an identical 
dish. The snow itself was shit and the aggressive crust that had formed 
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overnight would catch our free-heel edges, resulting in some truly cin-
ematic falls. I distinctly remember Declan somersaulting past me while 
laughing hysterically.

With free heel bindings you may not get far
but you look oh-so-much cooler when you do shred the gnar.

I made my ski skins by clubbing a seal.
If you roll this old-school, that’s part of the deal.

Efficiency and common sense both favour AT
but damn if our heels and minds aren’t bloody free.

AT skiers just can’t be this rad.
The ultimate proof of this is Alastair’s dad.

So join the dark side and drop the knee.
We have faceplants and old guys and OG glee.

Both AT and tele now toast Robbie Burns.
Brew’s a fucking slog, you’ve earned your turns.

1tele is short for telemark, a skiing style where the boot is rigidly attached to the 
ski at the toe only and the rest of the boot is pressed down by a spring. The heel 
remains free.
2AT is short for alpine touring, a class of ski touring systems where the ski boot 
is rigidly attached to the ski on the downhill like in regular downhill skis and 
the boot pivots at the toe when skinning uphill. AT is often called randonnee.

FIRST TIME ON THE NEVE
By Roland Burton

 The first time I crossed the Neve was over 55 years ago. Even in 
those days not all VOCers had cars. Peter Thompson’s dad drove us up 
to the Diamond Head parking lot in his station wagon, and then we rode 
the snow cat up to the Diamond Head Chalet, which is where the Elfin 
Shelter is now. Peter was the leader of the trip and I got invited along 
because I had a tent. This tent was made of some wonder fabric called 
Egyptian cotton, a sort of very flimsy canvas. The theory was that when 
the cotton got wet, it would swell up and become waterproof, but it didn’t 
work very well. We did not have a GPS, we did not have avalanche gear, 
we did not have cell phones. We weren’t planning to get to the Sphinx 
Hut; the hut wasn’t built for another five years.  
 We kind of  semi-planned to run out of energy at the high point, 
put up the tent, and if weather permitted climb Mt Garibaldi the next 
morning.  Well, the weather did not permit.  In the morning we stayed 
in the tent until we were pretty well soaked, then tried to go down the 
Sentinel Glacier.  Due to faulty navigation, we ended up accidentally 
down-climbing some cliffs. While waiting for those ahead of me to get 
down I could see the driven snow passing through the legs of my blue 
jeans.  Somebody dropped a ski and it disappeared into the fog. “Do you 
think I can get across the lake with only one ski?”  “Sure.”  
 At the west end of the lake, where the Battleship Islands Camp-
site is, we had the Airways Cabin, with a bunch of VOC people in it.  
The cabin had a wood-burning cook stove where we baked bread and 
cinnamon buns.  A week earlier my friend Bill Tupper had chartered a 
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small airplane and with him as pilot and me as bomber, we air-dropped 
the groceries onto the lake.  VOC charged three dollars per person per 
day for food while up there.  The cabin was nice and warm and a violent 
card game was usually happening.  
 The next day a big expedition went back across the lake and re-
trieved the missing ski.  Eventually, several days later,  we returned to civ-
ilization, climbed/skied down the Barrier because there was no summer 
trail, and took the train back to Vancouver.  The Sea-to-Sky highway and 
Whilstler-Blackcomb hadn’t been invented yet.
 I think that’s the way it happened; I might have gotten some of 
the details mixed up since I’ve been across the Neve many times.  A lot 
has changed and I feel very fortunate to have seen how it was.


