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Again, this past year, the National 
Club recognized a section member for 
outstanding service: Laura Darling received 
the Don Forest Service Award for her tireless 

work organizing ACCVI’s showing of the 
Banff Centre Mountain Film Festival, the 
Section’s major fundraiser, which was again a 
sold-out success.

John Ballantyne with his Rick Eppler Award.                                       
(Photo by Lisa Spellacy)

Jeff Cousins with his Rick Eppler Award.                                       
(Photo by Nancy Campbell)

Laura Darling receiving her Don Forest Service Award 
from David Lemon at the 2024 Summer Solstice Party. 

(Photo by Janelle Curtis)
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Usually, I wear my ski boots for the inevitable 
bootpack, preferring the weight on my feet 
and not on my back. Thankfully, we chose 
to wear hiking boots because we ended up 
ascending a thousand metres before putting 
the skis on at an elevation of 1300 metres. 
Conditions quickly changed to a deep 
skin track as we meandered through the 
meadows towards the hut which we reached 
just as it was getting dark. The strenuous 
approach had been worth it - we had found 
a huge powder stash. We left the hut before 
dawn on the second day, ascending the 
ridge above the hut for a glorious sunrise.

Good weather and very cold temperatures 
made for amazing touring and skiing 
conditions. We summitted Mount McBride 
and toured and skied as much as time 

Split boarders can do it. (Photo by Stefan Gessinger)

Huib and Michael rambling towards Mount McBride. 
(Photo by Stefan Gessinger)

First view of hut in daylight was morning of day 3 - after 
two tree runs by headlamp. The snow was just that 

good. (Photo by Stefan Gessinger)

A Stefan in its element. (Photo by Michael Duncan)
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and energy allowed. We did not see our 
accommodations in daylight until returning 
from a second morning lap on day three.

"Aren't we losing precious time?" we asked 
ourselves, considering the long drive out, the 
paddle across the lake, loading the boats and 
gear on the truck, the 300 kilometre drive 
home and a ferry to catch before making an 
appearance at work the following day.

"The precious time is now" we concluded 
and did another lap through the trees.

Participants: Huib De Roo, Michael Duncan, 
and Stefan Gessinger

________________________________________________

Canoe Peak Winter Day
Eryn Tombu-Haigh

February 24, 2024

___________________________________________

Winter... ugh. I try so hard to find the joy in 
the winter, short days, being cold, and being 
wet. Every year I muster up the courage 
to suffer with Barry and freeze on a winter 
climb. I refuse to even attempt anything if 
the forecast shows any rain or snow. Our 
desire to do Canoe Peak as a ‘fun’ winter day 
would be Barry’s second time up the peak 
in winter.  After a few cancelled dates due 
to weather, February 26th the forecast was 
great, albeit cold.  Given my child’s affinity 
with sneezing in my face and it being winter, 
I was on day four of some elementary school 
plague brought home by my son. Operating 
at an estimated 70% I joined Kaitlyn Prowse 
and Barry Hansen as we headed off for a 
mountain adventure.

Departing the car at 8 a.m., directly into 
the ascent of the service road to the micro 
dam, I questioned my sanity. Coughing and 
snotty, but the sun was out, and Barry had 
“Barrenteed” (a colloquial saying that’s pretty 

much good for nothing) a great day. As 
we departed the Mackenzie Express trail 
towards The Cats Ears/Canoe Peak hanging 
valley we were excited to see someone 
had clipped a beautiful path through the 
slide alder to the base of the gully up. 
Last winter’s snow conditions were un-
seasonable, but thinking the gully would 
be an easy ascent was very wrong. Not a 
snowflake lingered in the deep gash of the 
gully, only solid sheer ice, in places a foot 
thick, greeted us.  At this point we strapped 
on our crampons and gingerly kick stepped 
our way up climbing rocks and logs all 
coated in the thick, slippery glaze.

Above us menacing icicles, some metres 
long, threatened to bombard us as we 
slowly picked our way uphill. As the gully 
spat us out into a basin, we found Barry’s 

Climbing the ice gully.                                                          
(photo by Kaitlyn Prowse)
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easy to cross basin, far from it. Some snow, 
some ice, and some holes crisscrossed a 
maze of a slightly-buried boulder field in 
front of us. We gingerly picked our way 
around the east side of the boulders before 
crossing over just shy of the saddle. The 
fresh dusting of snow at that level was just 
enough to cover the layer of ice below, it 
made for a challenging ascent of footing 
roulette. Some wind loaded patches of fluffy 
light snow surprised us as we picked our way 
up the east face.

In a sun patch before breaking onto the 
main ridge, we ate biscotti and layered up 
as we were starting to get exposed to the 
biting wind. Once firmly on the ridge the 
north wind froze us, snow fell and dark 
clouds formed over the Mackenzie Range, 
the ominous weather trying to deter us 

from a summit. The snow got deeper and 
more wind-loaded, 30 metres from the top 
we hit the crux; an exposed rib that may or 
may not have good footing hiding under the 
powder. This is when Kaitlyn tapped out. She 
opted to retrace our steps to the bottom 
of the summit block and find somewhere 
to hunker down. If I wasn’t so stubborn I 
would have been hiding out with her. But 
alas, someone needed to belay Barry, so I 
tied to a scrubby tree, and belayed Barry up 
the rib. Communication was basically non-
existent, as I tried to scream with no voice 
above the wind, it was futile, instead relying 
on the feeling of the rope as it slipped 
through my hands. Realizing Barry was now 
secured and ready to belay me, I tied in and 
hustled up after him. A last step up a large 
boulder and we were on the summit. The sun 
graced us for a moment and the views were 
breathtaking.

Below we could see Kaitlyn now sunning 
herself on a rock and giving us the thumbs 
up. Not lingering too long, we headed back 
down, a quick rappel down to Kaitlyn.

Not wanting to face the route we took 
up, we foolishly thought conditions may 
be better on the west face. Even though 

Kaitlyn and Barry approaching the summit block.   
(Photo by Eryn Tombu-Haigh)

Momentary sunshine on the summit.                               
(Photo by Barry Hansen)
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Lindsay Elms has described crossing the 
lower basin as “the worst slide alder and 
devil's club bushwhack”, Barry Barrenteed 
that it was actually super easy and we would 
not have a problem. We easily picked our 
way towards the Mackenzie Range now in 
full sun and found the rappel in the forest we 
were looking for.

There was tat on a tree over a cliff covered in 
icicles in the forest, seeming almost magical 
descending this winter landscape. Our snow 
ran out as did our ridge and we headed down 
the final gully into the lower basin. Thinking 
we were making great time, we were in fact, 
terribly wrong. Crossing the slide alder laced 
with a macrame of devil’s club, salmon berry, 
and other unpleasant biting vegetation, was 
one of my most heinous transits. It was as 
though mother nature was forcibly pushing 
against us. Quite possibly the slowest 
kilometre I have ever walked, we gradually 

made our way up, over, through, into, under 
all the unpleasant surprises that basin had 
to offer. All with failing light. Finally reaching 
the riverbed in darkness. Barry admitted, yes, 
the crossing was easy, when it was under 
two metres of spring snow. Laughing about 
our day, and surprisingly in good spirits, we 
made our way back down the service road, 
arriving at the car 12 hours after leaving it. 
My token winter ascent done, I could now go 
back to my mundane winter life. 

Participants: Eryn Tombu-Haigh, Barry 
Hansen, and Kaitlyn Prowse
________________________________________________

A Watchtower Spring

Barry Hansen

April 9-10 and June 11-12, 2024
________________________________________________

Watchtower Peak in the Sutton Range had 
been on my long-list for a few years but 
never quite made the short-list due to other 
alpine objective priorities. Additionally, most 
mountaineering enthusiasts have limited 
availability and opportunity for satisfying 
their peak-bagging urges. But recently 
completed shortlists combined with open 
windows put Watchtower Peak on my radar 
this year, allowing me to summit it twice, the 
first time on skis and the second on foot as 
a party of six - and I do mean ‘party’, as I’ll 
explain in a bit. But first, the ski trip.

The Ski Trip

April 9-10, 2024

One of my main climbing partners, Rich 
Priebe, moved to the Okanagan from 
Vancouver Island in summer 2023, which put 
a big dent in peak-bagging for both of us 
with the loss of our previously well-matched 

Kaitlyn descends the icy forest rappel.                              
(Photo by Barry Hansen)



8     ISLAND BUSHWHACKER ANNUAL - 2024

availability schedules. But an opportunity 
arose in April 2024 when he had a few days 
of free time during a visit to the island. We 
considered various ski touring options, 
including the multi-day Pamela Creek circuit 
but substandard snow conditions and a 
sketchy weather forecast kiboshed that idea. 
We then turned our attention to a possible 
multiday trip in the Sutton Range, but with 
favourable weather forecasts narrowing to a 
single day, we settled on a Watchtower Peak 
daytrip.

We drove up the night before and car-
camped at the landslide blocking the final 
portion of Stuart Road. The low cloud we 
woke to didn’t inspire an early start and 
we (wrongly) estimated it wouldn’t be a 
particularly long day. At 9 a.m. we started 
boot-packing up the logging road a couple 
kilometres until a sufficient and consistent 
snow base allowed us to start skinning. We 
pressed on in light drizzle which gradually 
changed to light snowfall, hopeful that 
the forecast clear skies would eventually 
materialize. Fortunately, we didn’t have to 
wait long as the clouds parted to reveal the 
towering north face of Sutton Peak as we 
skinned through the meadows approaching 
Harrison Lake. With fresh motivation we 

made good time until Lalonde Lake where 
we expended unnecessary time and energy 
attempting to bypass higher above the lake. 
The snow on the sun-warmed southeast 
open slopes above the lake was deep and 
heavy and occasionally tried to slide out 
under our feet. We took a different route on 
our return, opting to cross the lake instead. 
As every seasoned mountaineer knows, 
sometimes trying to save a bit of elevation 
just isn’t worth the effort.

We continued up the steep forested slope 
towards Beston Lake, nestled between 
Watchtower and Auriga Peaks. After a quick 
lunch and water refill, we worked our way 
upward on ever changing snow conditions, 
transitioning from heavy to powder to crust 
and finally, at the summit ridge, to ice, which 
is where we switched from skis to crampons 

Approaching Harrison Lake with Sutton Peak                
on the right. (Photo by Rich Priebe)

A moody Watchtower summit ridge.                              
(Photo by Barry Hansen)
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and axes. The moody weather enveloped 
us, producing an epic atmosphere. The 
cornices lining the ridgetop appeared to 
hang over a bottomless abyss. At one point, 
a thunderous explosion penetrated the 
stillness, stopping us in our tracks. We looked 
at each other wide-eyed, certain it was a 
nearby cornice collapse. After that, we kept 
even further back from the corniced ridges. 
The clouds began to disperse at the summit, 
and after making our way back along the 
ridge we (mostly) enjoyed a long ski down 
to Beston Lake in the sunshine. I say mostly 
because the crusty section was typically 
unpleasant and contributed to one hard fall 
in which I momentarily thought my tibia was 
going to snap before my binding released. 
Fortunately, the DIN setting was correct, and 
the only consequence was a sore leg.

The descent from Beston Lake to Laronde 
Lake was challenging for me because 1) I’m 
not a strong skier, especially in steep, treed 
terrain, and 2) my previous snow-crust crash 
didn’t increase my confidence level. I ended 
up boot-packing down while Rich cruised it 
like a boss. Ironically, the next section where 
you climb a short steep step from Laronde 
Lake up to a smaller nameless lake was the 
crux of the day. Night was quickly falling as 
we waded up the narrow 45-degree slope 
through dense, chest-deep snow where 
many of the steps set you further back than 
forward. We were already exhausted, and 
each step drained what little fuel remained in 
our tanks. As we crested the slope, darkness 
fell and out came the headlamps. Skiing the 
short stretch to Harrison Lake in the dark 
surrounded by moonlit mountains is firmly 
imprinted in my mind. It was magical. From 
there it was a lifeless slog on skis and then 
boots back to the truck where our food and 
beds awaited us.

Participants: Barry Hansen and Rich Priebe

The Party

June 11-12, 2024

In June 2023, Eryn Tombu, Jes Garceau, 
and I climbed Mount Donner and Mount 
Kent-Urquhart in gorgeous late spring 
conditions. Returning to camp late afternoon 
after summiting Donner, Jes surprised us 
with an impressive charcuterie, which was 
accompanied by Eryn’s deliciously satisfying 
cocktail concoction. In that divine moment 
the term Alpine Social was born along with a 
decision to make it an annual tradition.

In early spring of 2024, Eryn and I began to 
plan for our second annual Alpine Social. 
Watchtower Peak was discussed and my 
recent foray there with Rich provided good 
reconnaissance for best camp locations. We 

Final pitch to the summit.                                                  
(Photo by Rich Priebe)
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set a date based on our mutual availability, 
sent out invitations, and became a party of 
six. Plan A was to drive to the trailhead and 
hike the relatively short distance to Harrison 
Lake where we’d set base camp, climb the 
adjacent unnamed 1660 m peak, have the 
Alpine Social party that evening, climb 
Watchtower Peak the next day, and then 
hike out and drive home. But once again, the 
weather had other plans. Plan B was quickly 
drafted: drive up late afternoon, have a party, 
car camp where Rich and I had camped two 
months earlier, climb Watchtower the next 
day and then drive home. It was a somewhat 
disappointing variation but had its upsides: 
comfy chairs, propane fire, and a lot more 
food and drink options.

The anticipated day arrived and our party 
of six (plus two dogs) reached the gloomy 
trailhead. It was cloudy, wet, windy, and 
cold. We quickly arranged the two vehicles 
chuckwagon-style as a windbreak, erected 
a tarp, and pitched tents. But we weren’t 
going to let the dour weather dampen our 
mood for a party. Out came the balloons, 
cocktails, and an impressive charcuterie 
spread, which everyone contributed to. And 
then came the surprise. Unbeknownst to me, 

Eryn had planned this to also be a surprise 
retirement party for me, which I realized 
when she presented me with a tiara with the 
word ‘retirement’ on it and a sash that read, 
‘Old Lives Matter.’ They got me good. And I 
appreciated it. The evening continued with 
us huddled around the firepit playing a few 
rounds of Telestrations After Dark. Laughter 
echoed off the surrounding mountains of our 
narrow valley. 

We started hiking at 6 a.m. the next morning 
in good spirits and hopeful the favourable 
weather forecast would bear out, and it did: 
pleasant temperatures with a mix of sun 
and cloud. We covered the nine kilometres 
of subalpine and alpine terrain at a steady 
but unhurried pace on bare ground, well-
consolidated snow, and rock as we worked 
our way towards Watchtower’s summit, 
pausing occasionally to snack, rest, and refill 
our water. And yes, I wore my retirement 
tiara the whole way. The entire ascent had a 
festive party vibe. But the fun and surprises 
weren’t over.

We reached the summit ridge and stopped 
to gear up with helmets, crampons, and 
axes. I went ahead to scout our route, since 
it had changed significantly since my last 
trip there on skis. It was mixed rock and 
snow now. I waited for the others to catch 

Party camp.                                                                         
(Photo by Barry Hansen)

Sutton Peak above Harrison Lake.                                  
(Photo by Barry Hansen)
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up and we continued along, slightly spread 
out as the terrain dictated. A bit further on I 
noticed that Eryn was wearing a dress, which 
I obviously commented on. But it wasn’t until 
we reached the summit that unobservant me 
realized that they had all changed into fancy 
clothes; cocktail attire to be specific. This 
was surprise #2 with the retirement party/
alpine social themed celebrations continuing. 
Jes produced a large cheesecake from his 
pack and Eryn produced a large retirement 
banner from hers. There also might have 
been some flasks of liquid shared.

We remained on the summit for an extended 
period, eating, drinking, laughing, and posing 

for the requisite photographs, eventually 
deciding it was time to start retracing our 
steps. We walked, slid, and ran our way 
down the snow, me in my tiara and they in 
their cocktail attire. That was followed by 
more fun photos and sun-basking on the 
dry ground overlooking Laronde Lake before 
continuing our trek back to the vehicles, 
where we arrived 12 hours after we began. It 
was a perfect Vancouver Island alpine social. 
And then some.

Participants: Barry Hansen, Eryn Tombu-
Haigh, Jes Garceau, Emily Port, Quentin 
Thomas and Kaitlyn Prowse

Party on Watchtower.                                                                                                                                                                    
(Photo by Jes Garceau)
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________________________________________________

Mount Albert Edward Ski Tour

Andrew Pape-Salmon

April 13, 2024

________________________________________________

Eight powder-starved souls launched 
from Raven Lodge after sunrise on the 
Saturday morning. Despite being a severe 
drought winter, a scout the weekend before 
confirmed sufficient base. In fact, we were 
treated to fresh powder at 1500 metres. 
This photo essay shows the strong rapport 
among the backcountry skiers and one 
snowboarder, the immense jubilation of 
descending with a couple centimeters of 

fresh powder, and the stunning views with 
clear skies. We travelled 35 kilometres in 11 
hours with 1500 metres of elevation gain. 

Staying close to the shore of Helen Mackenize Lake. 
(Photo by Lucy Coldwell)

Leader Andrew Pape-Salmon with peak in the distance. 
(Photo by Lucy Coldwell)

Steep ascent from Circlet Lake.                                          
(Photo by Lucy Coldwell)
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Participants: Huib de Roo, Neil Ernst, Jeremy 
Ralph, Lucy Coldwell, Natasha Cowie, 
Sarah Roberts, Andrew Pape-Salmon,                    
and Michael Duncan

Here is the full photo gallery: 

View my photos at: https://papesalmon.
smugmug.com/Mountaineering/Ski-Touring/
Mt-Albert-Edward-April-2024/n-XtX55N 

Mount Albert Edward (left) and Mount Regan 
(right) before skiing the horseshoe ascent.                            

(Photo by Andrew Pape-Salmon)

At the summit. (Photographer unknown)Exceptional views from the summit.                                     
(Photographer unknown)

Final approach with the Strait 
of Georgia in the distance.                                                                         
(Photo by Jeremy Ralph)

Telephoto of the Golden Hinde.                                             
(Photo by Andrew Pape-Salmon)



14     ISLAND BUSHWHACKER ANNUAL - 2024

________________________________________________

Mount Arrowsmith via Climber’s 
Route and Main Gully

Peggy Taylor

May 11, 2024
________________________________________________

Roger and I were keen to check out the 
Main Gully on Mount Arrowsmith as it had 
been a few years since we had been up that 
snow route. Once we found out from Barb 
Baker that the Mosaic gate was open longer 
hours from 8 a.m. to 8 p.m. in early May we 
posted a trip on the ACCVI schedule with 
a maximum of eight participants, but we 
ended up being a smaller group of five.  

We were a bit concerned about snow 
conditions in such a low snow year with 
three nights and days of warm temperatures 
way above freezing in the forecast leading 
up to May 11th. However, I figured the 
shading from the walls and northish aspect 
of the Main Gully would protect the quality 
of the snow. 

It was a fine sunny, bluebird day when we all 
met just before 8 a.m. at the Mosaic gate at 
the Cameron Main Connector. We carried on 
to the parking area just next to the Climber’s 
Route on Pass Main where we met a nice 
young couple from Victoria. They were also 
heading up the steep Climber’s Route and 
we thought surely they would pass us as 
we were a slightly older demographic! We 
started up the trail at 8:35 a.m. gradually 
grunting up the steep trail. Approximately 
100 metres before the tree line ends bits 
of ice and snow were on the trail and we 
needed to be cautious. Just before we 
broke out of the trees we met a solo climber 
named Richard, from Qualicum, who had 
stopped to put on his crampons just below 
a small rock wall with a hand line attached. 
Roger and Doug carried on up, but the rest 

of us felt it prudent to don our crampons 
at this point as well. Richard was happy to 
see a group as he had set out hoping to join 
a group if he found one, so we were happy 
to have him tag along with our Main Gully 
group.   

It took a bit of time to put on our helmets 
and crampons, but once we were done and 
ready to proceed, the young couple caught 
up to us. We figured they would pass us for 
sure, but I guess we were not as slow as we 
thought! They waited patiently while Becky, 
Rachel and I went up this short rock section 
into the slightly deeper snow and then they 
followed. We carried on into the open bowl 
beyond the trees and up a mildly steep snow 
section where we decided to stop at some 
bare rocks to sit, eat, hydrate and take in the 
views towards Port Alberni before carrying 
on to the upper bowl and the Main Gully.  

How do I put these crampons on again, refresher! 
(Photo by Becky Noble)
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The young couple went ahead and started to 
head up the Brugger’s variation/gully. Roger 
was surprised because at the parking area 
they had told him they were heading to the 

Main Gully also. Roger yelled at them that 
they were heading the wrong way and to 
turn left. He pointed in the direction of travel 
for the Main Gully and I also pointed with my 
pole. It took them a few minutes to realize 
what he was indicating, but they eventually 
understood and headed the correct way. 
We were just finishing our snacks when 
they reached us. We told them we were 
worried that if they climbed Brugger’s they 
might encounter less stable snow (it looked 
pretty thin at the top) and potentially climb 
themselves into something they did not like 
and be unable to continue up or be nervous 
about down climbing. As it turns out they 
had taken an ice-axe arrest course and were 
familiar with crampons, but this was their 
first time on Mount Arrowsmith (at least in 
snow).  So it was good luck that they ran 
into us. We then let them know the name 
of the gully that they had been heading up 
and told them that the Main Gully was in the 
next bowl up. They asked if they could join 
us and we were happy to have them along.  
Ironically, we were now eight participants 
with these three mountain ‘adoptees.’  

Once we arrived below the Main Gully and 
saw that the snow looked to be in good 
shape (it had been up to that point) we 
decided to split into two groups of four. 
Richard led the young couple (Felix and 
Kaelan) and Becky up first. 

Doug and Roger took the time to don their 
crampons. Then once we were all ready 
Doug took the lead up the Main Gully with 
our group of four as the first group was 
just over half way up. There was a dip/bowl 
like feature in the top third of the gully 
that looked slightly intimidating and we 
wondered how easy it would be to climb… 
but it was totally fine. Richard led a great 
line and we all had great fun following up the 
gully.

Hikers heading up to upper bowl before Main Gully. 
(Photo by Peggy Taylor)

Roger, Doug and Becky prior to heading up Main Gully. 
(Photo by Peggy Taylor)
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Our feet were well supported on the snow 
and only sunk down anywhere from ankle 
to mid-calf for the most part. There was a 
lot of melting at the top of the bump on our 

climber’s right and this resulted in a nice 
shower coming off the wall. It was very 
pretty shining in the sunlight and had a fairy-
like quality that all of us enjoyed. At the last 
rock section before the summit the snow 
was slightly thinner in spots, so we had to 
take care. We met two fellows and a dog 
(!) coming off the summit who climbed the 
Judges Route. They had carried snowshoes 
but did not use them at all.

We arrived on the summit at 12:35 p.m. After 
a good break on the top to eat lunch, take 
in the views, take the obligatory summit 

Group 1, led by Richard, heading up Main Gully.         
(Photo by Peggy Taylor)

Becky in Main Gully.                                                           
(Photographer unknown)

Doug and Rachel in Main Gully.                                        
(Photo by Roger Taylor)
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photos and enjoy the unseasonably warm 
weather, we gathered up our gear to begin 
the descent down the Judge’s route. The 
upper section did prove to be the crux of the 
day with thinning, slippery snow and we all 
had to be focused and cautious. Rachel was 
new to climbing steep snow, so I stuck with 
her at the back to assist and encourage, but 
she was solid and in fine form going up the 
Main Gully. It is so satisfying to see someone 
tackle something new, learn and practice 
new skills, and push their comfort zone. 

The only unfortunate incidents were when 
Richard, who was at the head of a group, 
slipped and his crampon hit Roger’s calf. 
Roger’s gaiter cushioned the blow and there 
was no injury or breaking of skin…. just a sore 
calf and a small bruise. Richard then slipped 
again and this time took a tumble and hit 
his head (no blood or anything broken) but 
luckily he was fine. Doug assessed him for 
any signs of concussion and by the time 
Rachel and I caught up to the group, Richard 
was good to carry on. He was so apologetic… 
a strong Swiss climber who had never fallen 
before. No doubt he was either a bit tired 
or lost focus talking in this big group. I had 
intentionally left my helmet on until we were 
totally off the snow, but most others had 
taken their helmets off. This small incident 
was a good reminder to leave helmets on in 
slippery conditions. 

We carried on down the Judge’s route 
leaving the snow behind at approximately 
1300 metres. Rachel and I continued to be 
cautious at the back on the steep, loose 
trail. Roger, Doug, Richard, Felix and Kaelan 
reached the one car our group of five had 
left at the Judge’s route at 4:18 p.m. and 
the four guys drove up the road to get to 
the three cars left at the Climber’s Route 
pull-out. Becky, Rachel, Kaelan and I hung 
out in the shade and relaxed. In the end we 
all exchanged email addresses for photo 

Peggy climbing up the Main Gully.                                   
(Photo by Roger Taylor)

Group on Mt. Arrowsmith summit (Richard, 
Roger, Doug, Peggy, Becky & Rachel).                                               

(Photo by Kaelan)
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said she had climbed the Redwall Peak route 
he was planning and said "Oh ya, we barely 
even needed ropes to climb up and down". 
After double checking the guidebook, I 
assumed we were taking the Northwest 
Ridge (5.6) and was expecting a moderately 
exposed scramble with great views. Once 
I was in the car driving up with Hayes, I 
noticed our description of the route wasn't 
lining up... Turns out he was planning the 
Redwall North Face 5.9 route John Waters 
and Jonathan Hamilton had set back in 
2003. A classic sandbag to rope me in once 
again! As we approached the climb, we 
were questioning the entrance and corner 
we were supposed to start at. After some 
deliberation we both decided to try for a 
potential first ascent route instead. Hayes 
had been eager to set one and as long as he 
was leading, I was game as I looked up at 
our planned route.

We dropped down from the ridge to the 
snowfield and found the lowest point of rock 
below the Redwall, stashing our overnight 
gear on a ledge, and geared up for the climb. 
This ledge angled up and left, providing a 
nice scramble start, but disappeared after 
~ 15-metres. At this point we decided to 
climb straight up - a large pocket with 
some bushes and cracks gave us a good 
opportunity to set up a belay station and 
rope up. We climbed up two pitches of 
easy low 5th class on excellent quality rock, 
passing a low angle open book feature, to 
arrive at the large bench area and the start of 
the snowpatch. 

Pitch 1 (5.8): 

We started our climb from the highest point 
on the snow patch, in a right facing corner. 
After blocky face climbing up about 12 
metres, we crossed over the corner to the 
left and then went straight up a long runout 
face section to a thin ledge, formed by an 
upward horizontal crack perfectly sized for 

the 0.4 cam that I had already placed - but 
with some creative nut placements this 
made a secure belay (60 metres from Mike’s 
belay spot near the bottom of the snow 
patch).

Pitch 2 (5.9): 

We climbed straight up the face on 
good holds and more excellent rock, 
but sparse protection to find a small 
roof. As I approached the roof, I was at 
least six metres above my last piece and 
optimistically slung some tiny deciduous 
bush. Thinking this would be the only 
protection from a fall from the roof, I 
searched for a way around, but after not 
finding an easy bypass, I reverted to the 
direct line to the roof. I climbed straight up 
to a notch forming a small chimney through 
the roof. Here I found a couple good cam 
placements which gave me confidence to 
pull through this crux section. After a couple 
strenuous moves, I was over the roof and let 
out some hollers of excitement. Soon after 
the roof we bushwhacked our way into some 
large fir trees, which provided a reliable belay 
just as I maxed out the 60-metre rope again.  

Our camp below Redwall, Hayes taking a dip in the tarn. 
(Photo by Mike Hudson)
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Mike: 

Hayes and his wife Anya are far better 
climbers than I am. So, on pitch two when 
Hayes was double checking, I was ready 
for a catch. I was a little worried about 
what was ahead for me. My worry quickly 
changed to fear when I heard heavy 
grunting, followed by ecstatic whooping. 
If Hayes is that fired up, I'm in for a serious 
challenge! The pitch was on a band of high-
quality rock, with solid holds on a sparsely 
vegetated section before reaching an 
overhang with a nice body sized chimney. 
As you approach the top of the chimney it 
narrows enough that I needed to climb out 
onto the face in a very exposed move. I let 
out a whoop of relief of my own and now 
pumping with adrenaline I was able to belay 
Hayes on Pitch 3 while getting ravaged by 
black flies.

Pitch 3 (5.6): 

Climbing through mixed vegetation, rock and 
lichen lead us up and right to a ledge that 
continues on to the right. We belayed from 
here, and then explored along the ledge, 
finding a slightly lower angle ramp that went 
up to some trees. However, as it was getting 
later in the day, we decided to rap down 
from here to get off the rock by dark. We 
rappelled back to our Pitch 2 station in the 
small forest area, then straight down and 
left a 0.4 cam for our last rap. We set up our 
tent further down the large snowfield below 
the wall - a truly dramatic and beautiful spot, 
which we thoroughly enjoyed in the morning, 
taking in the views of the full span of the 
Mackenzie Range and jumping into the hole 
in the mostly snow-covered tarn. With the 
dramatic rugged peaks, easy access, and 
high-quality rock, we anticipate returning 
soon.

Participants: Hayes Zirnhelt and Mike 
Hudson
________________________________________________

Mount Baker Attempt

Neil Ernst

June 14-16, 2024
________________________________________________

Three of us headed down to Mount Baker 
for a weekend summit attempt June 14-
16. Weather forecasts the preceding week 
proved unfortunately accurate and the 
weekend ended up rainy and cloudy. An 
earlier plan to take the traditional approach 
up Coleman-Deming on foot was scuppered 
with predictions of 8-12 inches of fresh 
snow. The weather was made more annoying 
having seen a cloud-free Mount Baker from 
my office window the day before we were 
due to leave. But such is mountaineering!

We arrived in the town of Glacier in 

The route we took up Redwall Peak.                             
(Photo by Hayes Zirnhelt)
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Washington at the ranger station on the 
Friday around noon, and the weather was 
just beginning to turn. With some time to 
spare before a Saturday morning start, we 
decided to head up to the ski resort – on the 
side of Shuksan – for some leg-stretching. 
We parked at the top of the road and hiked 
up to the base of the cinder cone for a few 
ski laps in the mixed rain and sun. More rain 
than sun, truth be told.

That night we drove up the Heliotrope Creek 
Road to the Heliotrope Ridge parking lot and 
trailhead to spend the night in the driving 
rain before a morning start. We were thankful 
to have cars to sleep in given the conditions, 
waking up to sleet on our windshields.

Non-plussed by the continuing rain at 6 a.m., 
we nevertheless pushed ahead with a 7:30 
a.m. departure for the trailhead, planning to 

go until “it no longer made sense”. That point 
was not too far in the future! 

By 10 a.m. we had made it to the Hogsback 
Camp. The relative clarity in the forest was 
quickly becoming a white-out in the alpine. 
Guided groups were setting up camp and 
working on glacier skills.

We decided to press on as “you never know” 
(although we had a good idea it wasn’t 
getting better). On skis we ascended onto 
the Coleman Glacier and began the ascent 
in a driving snow/sleet combo. From what 
we could tell we were the only people on 
the glacier, which while peaceful, suggested 
conditions were not ideal.

We reached the Black Buttes and the high 
route up the glacier. After pushing a bit 
further on, until we were at maybe 8000 feet 
(still at least three hours from the summit), 

Booting up from the road on Shuksan.                        
(Photo by Neil Ernst)

Bootpack up to Hogsback.                                            
(Photo by Neil Ernst)
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we paused to re-assess. At this point, 
confronted by increasingly poor conditions, 
we made the decision to pull the plug and 
retreat.

The upside to this decision was some decent 
skiing/boarding as we rapidly descended 
800 -metres in about 10 minutes, with only 
the odd face plant as we struggled to make 
sense of speed and position in our white 
world. Perhaps others have experienced 
the strange sensation of feeling like you are 
standing still, only to make a turn and realize 
how much speed you are really carrying. 

A short walk down the trail and we were 
back at the trailhead. Naturally, as we drove 
out the sun re-appeared, although only for a 
short time. Fortunately, Mount Baker is not 
going anywhere, and we will be back.

Participants: Neil Ernst, Michael Duncan, and 
Shawn Hedges

This proved to be the last of the clear vis…              
(Photo by Michael Duncan)

Roping up in the slush and sleet.                                
(Photo by Neil Ernst)

At the Black Buttes, route finding.                                
(Photo by Neil Ernst)
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___________________________________________

The Island Qualifiers by Bike

Finn Battersby and Brennan Doyle

June 28 - July 20, 2024
___________________________________________

All Photos by Finn Battersby                            
or Brennan Doyle

Preface

I’ll begin with a statement of gratitude, and 
appreciation for those who supported us. 
Trips like this are measured as much in depth 
as they are in distance, requiring planning 
and preparation that if added up would 
overshadow the statistics of the trip itself, 
so thank you everyone. The actual planning 
of this trip only began about five months 
prior to our departure. Our preparation, in 
some form or another, was more extensive. 
Our ACCVI application was met with due 
skepticism, but the committee involved with 
dispersing funds for the Youth Memorial 
Grant believed in us. By all accounts 
(including our own) we were underprepared, 
but this fuelled our motivation to learn, 
invest in developing new skills, and reach out 
to experienced mentors.

1.	 Introduction (Finn)

The Island Qualifiers are a collection of nine 

Our spreadsheet outlining distances, elevation and routes for each day.
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peaks on Vancouver Island which together 
represent some of Vancouver Island’s best 
mountaineering. As I understand it, the 
list was compiled especially for ACCVI 
members. It was the island equivalent of 
the “graduating peaks” on the mainland. To 
gain active membership individuals had to 
climb a graduating peak, a 10,000 foot peak, 
which we don’t have on the island. You can 
read more about it on the ACCVI website. 
Traditionally, individuals pursued their Island 
Qualifiers over a number of years, however, 
some individuals like Deon Towle did them all 
in one summer. Each peak offers something 
unique, but generally the mountains were 
included for their elevation above the 
treeline and terrain features, especially 
various snow and glacial features. From 
Mount Harmston in the southeast the Island 
Qualifiers span Strathcona Provincial Park 
and extend beyond to the northwest where 
Rugged Mountain towers over the coastal 
town of Zeballos. Our idea was to link all 
nine summits under human power, through a 
combination of foot travel and cycling. Our 
route would cover 564 kilometres of cycling 
with over 7000 metres of elevation gain, an 
average of 43 kilometres with 660 metres 
of elevation gain a day. Off the bikes we 
would cover 230 kilometres with over 17,000 
metres of elevation gain, an average of 12.8 
kilometres with 1000 metres of elevation on 
foot each day, according to our 25-day plan.

Background 

Brennan and I both come from a background 
in competitive sport, each participating in a 
range of team and individual sports before 
eventually focusing on sport climbing where 
our paths crossed. From 2018 to 2022 we 
trained together, pursuing National and 
International events. Eventually Brennan’s 
motivation shifted to outdoor bouldering. 
This contributed to the development of 
numerous high-level bouldering problems 

on southern Vancouver Island, as well as 
testing himself against classic test pieces in 
Squamish. Meanwhile, I transitioned to my 
post-secondary education in Kinesiology 
at Camosun College. Brennan joined for 
his studies two years later. The freedom 
afforded by retiring from competition 
allowed us to pursue numerous other 
stereotypical island outdoor activities 
including trail-running, backcountry skiing, 
and mountaineering.

Fuelling

In the time following our successful 
application we worked on accumulating 
dehydrated meals, cooking one or two each 
week and sticking them on trays to fume 
our homes with a continuous stream of 
curry and chilli. It seemed a reasonable way 
to fuel our adventure, and in the end, much 
more affordable than the pre-packed dinners 
found at most outdoor stores. Our plan was 
to use a silicone DIY boil in a bag to serve 
as a rehydration vessel which replaced our 
weighty camp bowls. In the end we ate 90% 
of our meals directly from the pot and the 
remaining 10% were in towns we passed 
through on the road. Our dehydrated meals 
were composed predominantly of legumes 
and minute rice, and we supplemented our 
diet with three to five nutritional bars per 
person per day - you can do the math on 
how many bars that was over the whole 
trip. For lunch we relied on bread or wraps 
with either cheese or peanut butter and 
jam. For breakfast we had a rotation of oats 
reinforced with chia seeds and other healthy 
ingredients, minute rice pudding made with 
a horchata flavoured protein recovery mix (a 
surprise favourite in the flavour department), 
and dehydrated (instant) quinoa which was 
by far the most satisfactory for sustained 
energy. Whenever we passed through a 
town, we loaded up on calorically dense 
items in the following important food 
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groups; gummies, pizza, ice cream, potato 
and egg breakfasts, and pasta dinners.

A multi-stage approach (Finn)

Our planning sessions involved researching 
route options, lumping objectives together 
via whatever we deemed to be the most 
efficient link-ups, and then once grouped 
detailing the specific requirements for 
each stage. Our trip was self-supported 
in nature, which meant we took into 
account the differing physical and technical 
demands of each section to create a plan 
that gave us a manageable amount of gear 
as well as adequate food and warmth. 
Unsurprisingly the goal here was to keep 
things pretty minimal, and so we decided 
early on in the spring that a SilTarp paired 
with a bug net would serve as our shelter 
for the duration of the trip. This presented 

its flaws on stage one. We were relegated 
to the only flat surface at the saddle below 
the Comox Glacier which was on snow, we 
were socked in by clouds, and rain blew 
through the open tarp for some 36 hours. 
However, after this soggy initiation we had 
no further regrets and most nights we slept 
with only the bug net. For those aware of 
the nine Island Qualifiers you may note that 
Mount Harmston and Rugged Mountain are 
more isolated from the rest and therefore 
each had their own stage (one and six 
respectively). Stage two involved climbing 
Mount Septimus, followed by Nine Peaks 
over a three day and three night period. 
We allocated just two nights to climb the 
Golden Hinde in stage three, before moving 
northwest to Gold River. Stage four was 
another doubleheader: Elkhorn Mountain 
followed by Mount Colonel Foster and 
then retiring to Gold River once again. 

Map highlighting our planned route.
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Following this we would make the short 
journey to tackle Victoria Peak and Warden 
Peak, before pedalling our way to Rugged 
Mountain to cap it all off. This geographically 
logical segmentation worked fairly well, 
allowing us to push for a few days before 
transitioning to the next zone. These 
transitions afforded the necessary change 
of pace and respite we needed to reset. We 
planned for just two rest days throughout 
the 25-day trip.

2.	 Preparation (Brennan)

Planning for the trip started pretty early 
in the New Year when we had begun to 
seriously consider the trip. To start, we spent 
some time on Google Maps, Google Earth 
and Fat Maps trying to figure out what route 
would be the most effective in connecting 
all nine Island Qualifiers. This proved to be 
difficult for some sections. Not all the maps 
had the same details on the Forestry Service 
Roads (FSRs). We agreed that going south to 
north (in general) would be the best option. 
Connecting Mount Harmston through to 
Mount Septimus and Nine Peaks on foot 
was considered, but we concluded that 
it would be more challenging logistically, 
especially for food resupply when compared 
to biking around though Campbell River. 
Doing this, we were able to plan out a route 
with estimates of distance covered and 
elevations for each day of the trip. Next, we 
considered all the gear we would need, and 
what gear would be required for each peak. 
Having a practical and lightweight setup 
was important as we were expecting to be 
carrying a hefty pack with a huge amount of 
food and lots of climbing gear. Once we had 
our gear sorted, we had to figure out how 
we were going to fit all of this equipment 
on our bikes. We chose old 90s steel frame 
mountain bikes because we would be 
stashing them in the forest and if they were 
stolen they would be an inexpensive loss. 

The bikes were easy to strap things to and 
straightforward to fix. We ended up with a 
pretty simple setup; rear racks that we could 
strap our backpacks on, frame bags and rear 
racks zip-tied on the front of the bike to hold 
a dry bag of food. It looked a bit ridiculous, 
but it worked great for our purposes. We 
then began to tackle the challenge of 
making food for the entire trip. We planned 
to prepare all of our breakfasts and dinners 
but find fresh food along the way for our 
lunches. Dinners were either curry, chili, 
dhal, or pasta, all pre-made and dehydrated 
at home. In terms of physical preparation, 
we didn’t really have to alter much other 
than adding in a few specific climbing or 
bikepacking things. We continued with our 
regularly scheduled training which included 

Finn taking a well-deserved rest at Montague 
campground on Galiano Island. 
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trail running, biking, and yakking in the gym 
between sets. Once out of school in May, we 
ramped up gear testing with a few local trips. 
First, by taking the bikes over to the Gulf 
Islands for some bike camping.

To work on our alpine climbing skills (which 
were marginal at best), we undertook an 
overnight trip up Mount Cokely and Mount 
Arrowsmith via the hourglass couloir and 
the nose route, a short scramble in some 
fun alpine terrain. A couple of weeks later 
we took an alpine skills course with Island 
Alpine Guides (IAG). This was a great way to 
sharpen our skills and systems for moving 
quickly in the mountains, and Forest (our 
instructor) did an excellent job catering the 
course to our needs.

The week before departing we climbed 

"Permanent Structures" on Triple Peak and 
then we went up to Sayward for the Kusam 
Klimb trail race. Finn forgot his sleeping 
bag and spent a few chilly nights under an 
emergency blanket, but we had a good time 
on the route practicing our skills on a bolted 
alpine climb with plenty of exposure. The 
race was a good final test for the legs and 
some quality time with friends Savannah and 
Matt. They even brought a sleeping bag for 
Finn. After a couple days at home packing up 
all of the food into bags and arranging gear, 
we were finally ready to go.

3. 	 The Trip

Section One: Mount Harmston and the bike 
to Strathcona Park Lodge (Brennan)

Initially, Mount Harmston might appear less 
physically and technically demanding than 

Dinner on Mount Cokely.

Approaching Permanent Structures on Triple Peak. 
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some of the other Island Qualifiers, but this 
perspective was in part formed by the lack 
of info we could find on the peak as the 
approach was surprisingly difficult. We soon 
realized that what first appeared as a long 
but non-technical summit day, was a lot 
more involved. We started the trip from the 
Riding Fool Hostel in Cumberland. Finn and 
I began on bikes while our support crew of 
Keith, Josh and Natalie were to join us later 
in the truck. It felt amazing to be finally on 
the bikes; starting the trip instead of thinking 
about it. When we got to the Comox Lake 
gate, the security guard said we couldn’t 
go in on the bikes. We had prior to the trip 
communicated with Mosaic and were told 
bikes were in a gray area but should be fine. 
While we waited for calls to be made we 
hung out a bit. We eventually were allowed 
in, but only if we went with our support crew 
in the truck. In retrospect we were grateful 
for the lift, biking up that road with all of 
our gear would have really sucked. The hike 
up the Comox Glacier trail went smoothly, 
but recent rains had saturated the forest 
making for a damp experience. However, the 
sun shining through the canopy provided 
beautiful shades of green.

We set up camp on a patch of snow at what 
Spotwx called “Lone Tree Pass,” however, 
there was definitely more than one tree. The 

forecast for the next few days was looking a 
bit dubious as there was some unfavourable 
weather rolling in, but we were hopeful 
the low cloud would burn off and allow for 
better visibility. The next day we woke up 
to rain and even more cloud. Heading up 
the glacier was not an option. We hung out 
under our damp tarp for the day and plann 
for a long day tomorrow. The next morning 
we woke early and still couldn’t see anything 
but clouds. We slept some more and then it 
cleared up enough to get going. Even though 
we made good time over the Comox Glacier 
to the shoulder of Argus Mountain, we were 
doubtful that we would have enough time 
to climb Mount Harmston that day. Staying 
another night wasn’t an option since we 
didn’t have food for an extra day. Once on 
the shoulder we found we had two options; 
traverse some mega exposed and steep 
snow, or make a couple rappels down a gully 
with what looked like minimal protection and 
lots of loose blocks. We set up a belay to 
check it out but realized it would be sketchy 
with the little gear we had brought and very 
time consuming. We came to the conclusion 
that standing on top of Mount Harmston was 
not to be a part of this trip. The descent back 
down the trail to the bikes was rapid, but we 
knew we still had a good amount of pedalling 
to do that day. Packing our bikes took a bit 
of time (something we would improve on 
in the future), but soon enough we were 
bombing the FSRs back to Cumberland on 
our 100-pound bikes with open toed sandals. 
We had left the rest of the crew back on 
the ridge so we could get a head start, and 
Josh even wagered that if we beat them 
back to town on the bikes, the pizza was on 
him. That was all the motivation we needed 
and we rolled into town just two minutes 
ahead of the truck. After eating the pizza, we 
repacked our bags with the next food supply, 
said our goodbyes, and headed off into the 
night hoping to make it to a real campsite 
and cut down some cycling distance for the Finn staying “dry” at Lone Tree Pass.
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next day. Cycling from Cumberland through 
Comox we made it into Kin Beach campsite 
around 11 p.m. The operator was super nice 
(let us put our leftover pizza in the staff 
fridge) and we just put down the sleeping 
bags on the open grass for the night. Twenty 
kilometres of hiking and nearly 60 on the 
bikes ‘twas a pretty solid day. Around 3 a.m. 
it began to rain. We couldn’t be bothered 
to properly set up the tarp, so we crawled 
underneath it and passed out again.

The morning was still damp. We breakfasted 
on cold pizza and were on the bikes before 
the day began to heat up. Following the 
rolling coastline, we would bike nearly 100 
kilometres to reach Strathcona Park Lodge. 
Notable moments included Nanaimo bars, 
fruit, questionable gate/property bypassing, 
gas station water fills (with many odd looks 
from the locals) before arriving in Campbell 
River in the midst of Canada Day parades. 
Fortunately, it wasn’t hard to find parking 
for our two-wheeled steeds, so we propped 
them up outside and went for a lunchtime 
coffee and pastry sampling. Overall, we were 

moving well on this long bike day, but were 
still only halfway and we needed to pick 
up some additional supplies before leaving 
town (food, sunscreen, aloe and voltaren). 
The July sun baked directly overhead as 
we climbed and descended in a westward 
direction on the bikes. By the time we 
arrived we must have looked ghostly owing 
to the layers of mineral sunscreen and dust 
we’d accumulated, nonetheless the staff 
at Strathcona Park Lodge welcomed us 
kindly. We were surprised to find out they’d 
set a room aside (with a shower!!).  We 
had been expecting to camp in their yard 
space, so this was a welcome upgrade. We 
are incredibly grateful for the support and 
hospitality from Strathcona Park Lodge, 
the reprieve of meals and accommodation 
allowed us to rest and replenish our energy 
before pushing on, and this was a huge 
morale boost after failing to summit our first 
objective.

Section Two: Mount Septimus and Nine 
Peaks (Finn)

At this point we still felt as though we had 
the whole trip in front of us, and with our 
scoresheet reading zero we had something 
to prove. The anticipation urged us on. An 
early start had us riding 40 kilometres down 
Highway 28 and Westmin Road, each of us 
with one airpod blasting Charli XCX’s ‘BRAT’ 
(2024 was locked-in BRAT summer after all). 
After reaching the turnoff onto the gravel 
road heading to the Bedwell Lake trailhead 
we pedalled up the road to the righthand 
corner where the road steepens and switch 
backs. Here we hastily stashed our bikes as 
we wanted to push on before the day got 
too hot. We organized our packs so that we 
had three nights and four days’ worth of 
food, and set off hiking up the road. A short 
distance along the Bedwell trail we stopped 
at Thelwood Creek to cool off and have 
lunch before settling into the switchbacks 

Kin Beach Campground.
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leading to Baby Bedwell and Bedwell Lake 
and subsequently Little Jim Lake. The stretch 
past Little Jim Lake dragged on and on and 
we were appropriately exhausted by the time 
we set up camp in the boulder-field on the 
shore of Cream Lake. We had a stellar view 
up the Septimus neve to the chossy summits 
above and were relieved to see the X-Gully 
filled with snow. We hoped this would grant 
us safe passage as we did not like the idea of 
climbing via the south facing rock routes.

The reality of the change in weather for 
the better had begun to set in, and while 
it afforded confident and safe travel, the 
relentless sun soon became a critical factor 
in our planning. After a clear and starry 
night we picked our way up the bullet-hard 
snow of the glacier. We both expressed 
apprehension around our lack of crampons, 
but we comforted each other with the 
thought of the warm temperatures softening 
the snow. Our hopes were quickly confirmed 
when the sun climbed over the summit 
block. The X-Gully had one break in the steep 
snow two thirds of the way up forming a 
minor crux. It was larger than we anticipated, 
perhaps two metres across but presenting a 
four metre overhanging wall of snow on the 
uphill side. Fortunately, the hole had filled 
in and we were able to climb into the gap 
before stemming our way out on the left side 

where the snow met the side of the gully. We 
booted our way up to the notch, descended 
a short distance onto the glacier, and then 
traversed across to the 3rd class step onto 
a ridge and up the final snow pitch to the 
summit.

It was a fun short climb from Cream Lake, 
and we were keen to get back down for a 
swim and siesta before moving camp. We set 
the tarp up as a sun shield to get some rest 
under it after cooling off on the lake, but it 
only acted to trap the heat and form a sort of 
sauna.

We woke in a bit of a daze. We packed up 
and slowly retraced yesterday's track back 
to Little Jim Lake. In the evening light, 
we crossed the creek at the outflow and 

The X-Gully, from Cream Lake camp.

Brennan descending the backside of the X-Gully.
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descended until we found a campsite on 
a large flat rock outcrop. That afternoon 
was a low-point for me. After several long 
hot days and despite the short hike (seven 
kilometres), I felt I had a touch of heat 
stroke. I was suffering.

Six days into the trip we were adapting to 
the stresses: the heat, the fatigue, and the 
insufferable mosquitos which ruled each 
day. That same evening a subpar rehydration 
of our Pad Thai meal made for a rather 
crunchy affair, but calories are calories 
when you’re hungry and so we reconciled 
our kitchen performance as “abrasive, but 
nice” to quote Daniel Woods. And with that 
we gathered our gear and spirits for the 
following day; the long march to Nine Peaks 

and back. The night thankfully cooled off 
and we planned to start early to maximize 
our time in the cooler temps. Setting off 
around 5 a.m. we immediately lost our way, 
traversing too low and scrambling through 
wet brush and negotiating a maze of bluffs 
before eventually finding the route down 
to the basin. After this it was a monotonous 
traverse over Big Interior Mountain (with a 
beautiful sunrise) and down to Bear Pass. 
We made sure to stay hydrated, eat, and 
reapply sunscreen unremittingly, and this 
would become the pattern for the day. The 
previous year we had climbed Nine Peaks 
in late spring conditions, so we knew what 
to expect. Still the soft snow laboured our 
steps but afforded easy routing, and with 
relatively light packs (though we did bring 
the rope just in case) we made steady 
progress. Around 11 a.m. we mounted the 
topmost point of Nine Peaks via the main 
snow gully. We refueled, re-sunscreened and 
reconnected with the outside world before 
making our way back down the glacier 
(bum sliding most of the way). Just like the 
previous year the hike back up Big Interior 
Mountain was a slog. We paused in the shade 
of trees whenever they offered it. Eventually 
we came across a bizarre snow feature and 
spent a good fifteen minutes sliding and 
generally amusing ourselves, after which we 
questioned our sanity slightly.

Our sunshade/greenhouse.

Looking back towards Big Interior Mountain               
with heavy packs.

The goal was to slide through the hole without 
destroying the formation.
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The following morning we made our way 
slowly down the Bedwell trail with swollen 
feet, but a grand sense of satisfaction. 
Finding the bikes we had stashed, we packed 
up for the short ride around to Myra Falls. 
On this section I felt like we had found our 
rhythm and was proud of the big efforts we 
had put in the past days.

Section Three: The Golden Hinde (Brennan)

After getting back from Mount Septimus and 
Nine Peaks, we were feeling pretty worked. 
It was one of the longer sections of our trip, 
and one of the only without anyone else 
keeping us company. Fired up for a couple 
mellow rest days at lower Myra Falls, we set 
up camp just off the main trail and prepared 
to achieve the elusive gold medal rest day.

We were waiting to meet Elise and Bridget 
who would be joining us for the Golden 
Hinde section where we planned to take 
three days for the round trip; the first day to 
Carter Lake, second to summit and return 
to camp, and the third to the trailhead and 
bike back to Strathcona Park Lodge. Fresh 
legs and renewed spirits really improved 
our energy which spurred on our pace. 
Somewhere along the switchbacks it 
dawned on Finn that he may have forgotten 

I felt surprisingly good in contrast to the 
previous afternoon and owe it to the 
systematic fueling and consistent pace.

Besides feeling tired I don’t recall anything 
notable from the return to camp, upon which 
we packed our stashed gear and continued 
on down to Bedwell Lake campground, 
arriving at 6 p.m.

Endless snow slogging on Big Interior Mountain.

Camp setup at Myra Falls. The bug net setup was 
getting dialed by this point.
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to stash his bike. It seemed to him that 
it might have evaded his attention being 
tucked off next to our kitchen stump in the 
parking lot, so when we passed some folks 
heading down we asked if they would kindly 
check on it and move it off into the woods 
if necessary. Both Bridget and Elise were 
varsity runners so really pushed on the hills 
while we did our best to keep the caboose 
on the tracks, in fact they seemed to only 
have one gear. Inevitably we were fatigued 
when we made it to the lake and devoted 
the rest of the day to finding shade, avoiding 
bugs, and cooling off in the lake (a theme 
perhaps?).

We were up at 4 a.m. the next morning and 
unfortunately for Elise, she wasn’t feeling 

primed so decided it was best not to join 
us for the summit. It would just be Finn and 
I (Bridget hadn’t planned on joining us to 
the summit). Scarfing down our surprisingly 
tasty rice pudding breakfast, we got on our 
way, sporting running vests with ice axes 
either comically poking out the back at odd 
angles or in our hands. We were feeling 
pretty spry and nimble when the sunrise 
greeted us on the Burman Ridge. It was 
actually a lot of fun while we still felt fresh, 
unburdened by having to carry our packs. 
Hiking down the ridge towards Burman Lake 
with the Golden Hinde directly in front of us 
and the sun rising quickly to the east, was a 
memorable moment for me. We took a break 
at the tarn below where the real climbing 
began and the bread and jam that Bridget 
had packed for us was thoroughly enjoyed. 
We began up the gullies and snow patches 
that lead towards the peak. It was relatively 
simple scrambling, however, the main 
concern was loose rocks and the millions of 
mosquitos that followed us all the way to the 
summit. We enjoyed some more bread and 
jam on the summit and took in the views. 
It was cool to appreciate just how much 
distance we had covered, being able to see 
all of the peaks we had climbed, and to see 
where we would be going next. It was pretty 
crazy to think that just four days ago we had 
been on the summit of Nine Peaks. That the 
power in our legs and a chronic supply of fig 
bars got us here.

Rice pudding by headlamp.

Skirting Schjelderup Lake.
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The trip down was uneventful, other than our 
legs feeling quite a bit slower and the onset 
of some patellar tendinitis. Making it back 
to camp at Carter Lake around 1 p.m., we 
decided to take a good rest out of the heat 
before moving camp to the top of Phillips 
Ridge later in the day. This would take a good 
amount of time out of our next day in which 
we would need to cycle 40 kilometres back 
to the lodge. Feeling thoroughly worked, 
we enjoyed another stellar sunset from the 
safety of our bug nets. The next morning we 
descended to the trailhead and with great 
relief found our bikes safely in the woods. 
We quickly packed while simultaneously 
downing carb mixes and stray snacks, then 
set a rapid pace back the lodge on our 
bikes before their lunch window closed. 
We averaged just over 30 kilometres per 
hour, and strava promptly congratulated us 
on our new 40 kilometre personal records 

(PRs). It was made more meaningful by the 
state of our legs and the weight of our pedal 
powered rigs.

Section Four: Elkhorn Mountain and Mount 
Colonel Foster (Brennan)

A shorter and more pleasant ride brought us 
to Gold River where we took in the scenery 
and sampled the local fair. The rest day was 
effective in rejuvenating the body and mind, 
alongside the prospect of being joined by 
Natalie and Savannah for Elkhorn Mountain 
climb. First on our list of “foods to try when 
in Gold River” was the legendary gas station 
pizza, made fresh for you while you lounge 
on the pillowy and shaded lawns of the 
Municipal Hall.

After a full meal of pasta in our bellies we 
strapped those pizza boxes on the back 
of our bikes and pedalled the short uphill 
section of highway back to the Elk River 
trailhead. Our plan was to camp in the 
parking lot where we would meet the rest 
of our party. A slow, but delicious pancake 
breakfast fuelled us for the day ahead. 
The hike up the Elk River Trail (ERT) was 
enjoyable and it was a nice change of pace 
to not be gaining 1000 metres of vertical 
for breakfast (it would be for lunch). After 
crossing the Elk River, we spent a couple 
minutes faffing about trying to find the trail. 
We followed the meandering trail up and 

Brennan descending the Golden Hinde. 

Golden Hinde from Phillips Ridge.

Pristine nap spot.
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We came across a steep snow section which 
had a hard crust and some serious exposure 
so we roped up again. It was nice to use 
the rope and actually build anchors in a real 
mountain setting instead of it just sitting in 
the bottom of our packs. We continued up 
the choss towards the summit. A solid effort 
for Savannah's first Island Qualifier, and the 
forth for us in 10 days. It did not really sink in 
at the time, but we grew to appreciate the 
days of work after the fact. The trip down 
went smoothly and we chose to downclimb 
most of the route thus avoiding some 
sketchy rappel anchors. We made it to the 
valley bottom, albeit slowly, feeling pretty 
mentally taxed. We said goodbye to Natalie 
and Savannah after fording the river as they 
were hiking out and we set up camp on a 
sandbar. We were planning on meeting Mark 
the next day as he would be accompanying 
us on Mount Colonel Foster.

It seems nothing really goes according to 
plan on the Colonel. Mark was scheduled to 
meet us along the trail, however, we didn’t 
know it at the time that he had hiked in 
the day before to get a headstart and was 
waiting for us around the 10 kilometre point. 
Around 3 p.m. a park ranger walked past and 
asked us if we were meeting a friend and 
mentioned that he was further up trail. We 
hastily packed up and set off up the trail. We 
found Mark hiking back towards us about 
five kilometres from Landslide Lake. Because 

found it a bit of a grind in places but made 
more fun with good company. Cresting 
the ridge brought us a picturesque view of 
Elkhorn Mountain. We hiked a few hundred 
metres further and found a nice place to set 
up camp in the late afternoon. With plenty 
of daylight remaining we practiced anchor 
building, taught Natalie how to rappel, 
and did some top roping on the bluffs. The 
goal for the next day was to head up the 
Northwest Ridge with Savannah. Natalie 
was more psyched to hang around camp and 
take in the scenes. The next day we had an 
early start. section cast an ominous shadow 
and looked particularly steep owing to the 
indistinguishable features in the lee of the 
morning light. Luckily, it only looked steep, 
and as we moved on we found it to be pretty 
mellow and fun scrambling. We took our 
time, getting out the rope for the 5.4 corner, 
after Finn soloed up.

Savannah on the crux section of Elkhorn Mountain.

Another pristine nap spot.
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Section Five: Victoria and Warden Peaks 
(Finn)

We spent our rest day in Gold River 
reflecting on the trip so far, swimming, and 
deliberating on the future. The physical toll 
was adding up and while we were enjoying 
the moments, the thought of cycling a 
further two days after Victoria Peak and 
Warden Peak on remote logging roads and 
in the continuing hot weather, was not so 
appealing. We were apprehensive because 
the Liquor and General store in Woss was the 
only stop along the route.  We brainstormed 
some ideas and adapted our plans while 
drinking coffee and eating big plates of 
potatoes and eggs. With the thought of 
some rain in the forecast, we almost decided 
to leave a bit early and make a last ditch 
attempt on Warden Peak ourselves before 
meeting Keith, Josh and Alex for Victoria 
Peak. This didn’t stick so we eventually 
agreed to meet the crew at a rec site on 
route to Victoria Peak. We would climb it 
together and if conditions and timing worked 
in our favour, we would follow our original 
plan to link Victoria Peak and Warden Peak in 
a day.

On day 18, we packed up from our home 
away from home at the confluence of the 
Gold and Heber Rivers and cycled a couple 
hours to a fine rec site at Twaddle Lake. Here 
we awaited our friends, cooling ourselves 

of our poor communication, we were short 
on time and worried. Unfortunately for Mark 
he had caught some sort of bug, but bravely 
continued. Eventually we gained the south 
col after a slow navigation of the 4th class 
terrain. We took in the last rays of light in 
awe before deliberating on the plan for the 
following day.

Mark still hadn’t been able to stomach 
anything so we planned on heading up 
and just see how it felt. Scrambling up the 
southeast peak we were all feeling the 
stress. Finn and I were mentally fatigued 
from the length of our trip and Mark wasn’t 
great having not eaten in 24 hours. From 
the southeast peak we looked towards the 
main summit and it became clear it was just 
not the day to be climbed, especially given 
the exposure and complexity of the terrain. 
On the hike out we said goodbye to Mark 
at Berg Lake as he understandably wanted 
to take a slower pace. Despite feeling like 
a bit of a zombie, I remember having good 
conversations with Finn about school and 
our goals for the future. We also felt very 
appreciative of the forest we were walking 
through. Once back at the bikes at the 
trailhead we headed straight for the Gold 
River gas station.

Mark taking in the last rays of light on Foster Col.

More napping.
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in the lake and eating candy. We were 
grateful for the ride up to the Victoria Peak 
trailhead in a vehicle as the road gains some 
600-metres and was very loose and chunky. 
We likely would’ve been pushing our bikes 

up the road instead of riding. Keith was able 
to drive us nice and high up the road with his 
bold but skilled maneuvering of the old VW 
transporter, athough numerous deep swales 
in the road tried to harm the bumpers. It was 
mid-afternoon when we started hiking and 
the heat was stifling.  Our aim was to reach 
the tarn camp at 1500-metres.  We reached 
the tarn and went through our evening 
routines, pointing at peaks on the skyline and 
filling our friends in on the details of the trip 
to date.

This would be the final day of our trip, and 
we woke with solemn excitement. Moving 
out of camp we picked our way up the ridge 
to the rock outcrop overlooking a partially 
snow-filled basin where on the other side 
the impressive South Face of Victoria Peak 
loomed. Our stubborn pace hadn’t agreed 
with Josh and he decided he didn’t want 
to hold us back if we were trying to move 
quickly to link the two qualifiers that day. 
The four of us (Brennan, Keith, Alex and 
myself) made our way down and across to 
the base of the standard route, traversing 
the wide bench up to the two-step corner 
where we roped up. The short rock pitch was 
fun and enjoyable.

Above us the talus slope was interspersed 
with snow. We were all moving well and 
eventually arrived on the summit where we 

Our camp spot in Gold River, recommended by a local!

Alex, Brennan and Keith heading up the ridge.

Finn, Keith and Alex on Victoria Peak's South Face..
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wrote  an entry in the logbook. We looked 
across to Warden Peak, our final destination, 
still wondering where the route off the 
southeast ridge began and what it entailed 
to get over to the peak. We descended 
down to a point a few hundred metres 
above the initial rock pitch and traversed 
over to where we thought we might find 
the gully to rappel into, but nothing friendly 
revealed itself. Further investigation still 
revealed no possible route, at least not with 
our trail shoes and light alpine rack. We had 
to accept that like the other summits we 
hadn’t reached, we’d have to come back for 
this one another time. Once back at camp, 
Brennan and I took off as we wanted to 
reach the truck ahead of the others, drop 
our packs and ride our bikes down the long 
descent back to Twaddle Lake. We wanted 
to finish the journey on our own, a sort of 
celebration. It was a gripping ride down on 
our rigid steel framed bikes, and when we 
arrived at the rec site, our forearms were 
pumped but we had big grins on our faces. 
Once the crew caught up to us, we took 
them to the gas station in Gold River, our 
favourite dining establishment, and had 
pizza, bringing our trip to a happy close.

Section Six: next time…

4. Reflection 

Finn

A trip of this length, despite the incomplete 
disconnection from the outside world, 
affords an escape from the routines and 
habits we face each day. This degree of 
separation breeds reflection and for that I 
am grateful. In a world of seemingly endless 
complexity, where many seek minimalism 
as a form of escape, these trips offer a 
more natural solution than “dumb-phones” 
or screen time limits. The simple nature of 
living outside and spending most of your 
day walking reinforces life's necessities 
and what is meaningful to me, and by 
addressing my privilege to pursue these 
activities I wonder how the world would be 
if more young people had experiences like 
this. As a student I can’t help but contrast 
and analyze my experience through the 
lens of my education. The concept of the 
‘flow state’ also described as the challenge-
competence theory came up throughout 
the trip, and intuitively states that optimal 
arousal for a task is influenced by the degree 
of challenge and the degree of competence 
of the individual. By setting a large goal 
such as climbing all nine peaks of the 
Island Qualifiers under human power, we 
would undoubtedly come near or surpass 
certain internal limits; comfort, risk, fatigue, 
friendship, mental fortitude and so on. 
But it’s the high degree of challenge that 
allowed me to become fully enveloped in 
the experience, and I relate this indirectly to 
the motivation to achieve the goal. Through 
this understanding of motivation being a 
function of passion, personal investment, 
competence and challenge I hope to push 
myself further through intimidating goals 
and a healthy curiosity. This experience has 
deepened my appreciation for Vancouver 
Island and for the many wonderful 
communities we passed through. It has also 
enhanced my interest in mountaineering and 
alpine skills and I hope to spend much more 
time learning and expanding my knowledge 
in these areas. I’d like to thank the many 
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the feeling of technically not completing 
the goal but still being entirely fulfilled 
in what we have accomplished is pretty 
special. The uncertainty of the outcome 
and curiosity as to if it was actually possible 
is something I haven’t really experienced 
in the past, I never felt this way about any 
of my goals in competitive climbing. In 
this sense, the trip helped me realize the 
direction I want to lean towards for future 
objectives. Spending so many memorable 
nights under the bug net gave me a solid 
appreciation for the landscapes we get to 
play in, but it also makes me consider the 
impact we have on the environment. While 
I haven’t come up with any novel solutions 
to things such as trail erosion, trash or the 
seemingly ever warmer summers, I am more 
conscious and aware of them, and doing 
my best to reduce my impact in ways that 
are reasonable and/or meaningful to me. In 
a world where everyone is always looking 
for the next big challenge or to “level up” 
it’s easy to look towards the mainland for 
bigger objectives. While this trip did exactly 
that, it also made me realize how little I have 
actually explored Vancouver Island and how 
many more adventures are to be had here. 
I’m psyched to be in the position to have 
such easy access to the outdoors (a bike 
ride away!!) and I will continue to learn and 
play by getting amongst it. Thank you to 
everyone who supported the trip, it means a 
lot to me that people are psyched by our silly 
trip ideas and are willing to give their time 
and resources to make them happen.

Leaders: Finn Battersby and Brennan Doyle

friends, family and community members 
who contributed to our adventure in some 
way, your support was overwhelming. And 
to the ACC Vancouver Island section a big 
thank you for your trust in our vision for the 
trip and for the financial support through 
the memorial fund. As well, to the team at 
Arc’teryx Victoria who not only provided 
gear for this trip but have supported me in 
many of my athletic, outdoor and creative 
pursuits. And to Strathcona Park Lodge 
for their hospitality and for their enduring 
contributions to the community and their 
stewardship of the environment.

Brennan 

A goal or objective of this magnitude is not 
something I have ever taken on before, and 
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________________________________________________

A Futile Folly of Fellows

Jes Garceau

July 6-15, 2024
________________________________________________

I gratefully acknowledge the land on which 
this trip took place in Strathcona Provincial 
Park, is on the traditional territory of the 
Nuu-chah-nulth people. It’s a great honour 
to explore these lands and my everlasting 
thanks for them to steward these areas 
for time long before my ancestors arrived. 
Planning for this trip started long before the 
trip took place. Born out of Matthew and 
Phil’s unfathomable project of completing all 
the peaks in Phil Stone’s Island Alpine book, 
Phil drew a track to bag a large portion of 
West Strathcona’s largely unvisited peaks, 
in a single unsupported trip. The goal was 
lofty, as we found out, we weren’t quite tall 
enough...

Day 1: 

Shortly after noon, Rick drops the four of us 
up a spur road off the Ucona Main, around 
400 metres up Pamela Creek to the west 
of Mount Donner. Under the blazing sun, 
amid a heatwave, we left into the forest. Our 
‘easy’ goal of making camp at 1300 metres in 
the basin below Mount Donner was quickly 
at risk, when after a few hundred metres 
Phil came to a stop. He wasn’t healthy. He 
was trying to fight something off the entire 
drive from Nanaimo. Because of the heat, 
the beyond heavy packs, and the daunting 
duration of the trip, Phil knew he had to 
pull the pin now and give us the option of 
continuing without him or jeopardizing the 
entire trip with an extraction at a later point. 
He, and we, choose the former and we split 
his group gear and continued, parting ways. 
This brought our packs up to a debilitating 

55+ pounds. We were expected to carry 
everything we needed on this trip. Packing 
the kitchen sink is difficult business. We 
made camp around 6 p.m. Some of the team 
wanted to climb Mount Donner so off they 
went. I was now feeling unwell and had 
climbed the peak with Barry and Eryn last 
year so it was an easy decision for me to stay 
in camp and rest. The fellas made the quick 
trip to the summit in the cool of the evening.

 

Day 2: 

We were on the move by 7 a.m. and just 
after 10 a.m. we were standing at the summit 
of Mount Kent-Urquhart at 1811 metres. It 
was already hot, our arms were tired from 
swatting the endless clouds of bugs, and the 
packs were weighing down our very souls. 
These items on the agenda would prove to 
take up most of our bandwidth the entire 
trip. Doused in sweat, we meandered our 
way south down to Urquhart Lake [unofficial] 
at 1300 metres. We quickly dropped our 
rigs, and three bare bummed boys were 
submerged in that glorious cold water. It was 
only day two and we were already having a 
long, lazy lunch... After lunch it was back up 
to gain the North Ridge of M.S. Mountain 
and then climb over the small snowcapped 
glacier. From here we traversed around the 

Urquhart Lake, below Mount Kent-Urquhart.                    
(Photo by Jes Garceau)
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east side of the massif, from 1500 metres 
sweeping around to 1700 metres on the 
south side. We then struck directly up to 
the summit at 1754 metres. It was already 
6 p.m. so we didn’t stay long. We dropped 
down onto the ridge to 1600 metres and set 
up camp. We quickly ate dinner and just as 
quickly sought reprieve from the bugs - so 
many bugs, “so many. Bugs!"

Day 3: 

I awoke around 3 a.m. and thought “these 
rocks are really uncomfortable.” But wait, no, 
my air mattress was flat, ugh. “Try to sleep 
more.” Try I did, but without success. We 
were up early and off by 6 a.m. Today was to 
be a big day. We were off to Popsicle Peak 
at the head of the Pamela Creek. Trying to 
ignore the three aforementioned agenda 
items, I focused on how beautiful the long 
ridge over to our objective was. It mostly 
hovered around the 1500 metre level until 
it dropped to around 1370 metres below 
the west flank of Popsicle Peak. Somehow 
it had already taken us four hours to get 
here. We dropped our packs and plowed 
forward up to the summit at 1675 metres. 
We wandered out to the sub-peak and 
then made a different route back down to 
our packs. Our plan was to drop down the 
south ridge all the way to the Burman River 
which was just outside of the park. There 
we would find the logging road and use the 
bridge to cross the mighty Burman River. 
The bushy traverse around Popsicle Peak at 
1350 metres was less than desirable, and it 
was leading to unknown terrain. As far as we 
knew, we would be the first to descend this 
route to the valley bottom. The topo map 
made it look easy, but it’s all we had to go 
by. The same topo showed some descending 
plateaus before the vertical drop to river 
bottom. We found drinking water at around 
1150 metres, drank heavily, and continued. It 
was now after 2 p.m. We had already been on 

the go for eight hours, it was at least 1 million 
degrees out, and we still had over 1000 
metres of elevation to lose. We struggled 
our way down to 850 metres to the last of 
the plateaus before the “off the face of the 
earth” drop. We still had over 700 metres to 
descend in just over one kilometre. It was 
now 4 p.m. and we were on a delirious crawl. 
We made the hard decision not to make our 
goal and therefore fall behind on our trip 
schedule. Finding water and a camping site  
was now the goal. The topo wasn’t quite 
forthcoming as there didn’t appear to be 
any flat areas, but more importantly it didn’t 
show any water. Back onto the non-road 
unknown. We found the toe of the ridge 
was everything we thought it would be - an 
endless maze of bluffs. The complex terrain 
kept pushing us west as we desperately 
searched for ramps to lead us down. We 
eventually arriving at the top of a five metre 
waterfall at around 200 metres. It was 8 p.m., 
it had been six hours since our last drink of 
water, and we had been on foot for 14 hours. 
What a glorious sight. We continued down 
arriving at the bridge at 20 metres elevation 
a little after 11 p.m. I was feeling nauseous 
and couldn't eat. I set up my tent, laid out 
the ropes and webbing underneath me, and 
collapsed on them. “I’ll look for you another 
time” I said to the hole in my air mattress. I 
then closed my eyes.

Day 4: 

No alarm, no departure time. We hit the 
road sometime after noon. Not ideal in this 
heat wave but we just had nothing in the 
tank. We only needed to gain the alpine 
below Splendor Mountain on the other side 
of the valley and find somewhere to camp. 
Just 1100 metres of elevation in the forest - 
nothing to it. We just shut our brains off and 
went for it. Aside from a wasp throwing what 
only could have been a javelin through my 
lip, it was a mostly uneventful day. We hiked 
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south up through the bush to one of the 
most beautiful places I’ve ever camped at 
1150 metres. We threw our packs down at 10 
p.m. As I unpacked I contemplated:  “Maybe I 
should just shed the weight of this mattress 
I’m not using and leave it here. I hope my 
face doesn’t continue to swell anymore.” I 
fluffed the ropes and before I came up with 
an answer, my eyes closed.

Day 5: 

I awoke in better spirits today. The swelling 
was down, and we were ready to make our 
way to the very seldom visited Splendor 
Mountain. We made our way up to the 
Splendor glacier crest at 1650 metres, where 
we transferred to day packs and climbing 
gear. We traversed over to the bottom of 
the route on the south aspect of the summit 
block. Matthew set up a belay station at a 
stout bush and Dom led the 40-metre, mid-
5th chossy, bushy, exposed pitch using a 
mix of small cams and slings over rock horns. 
From there we made our way through large 
boulders and scrambled to the summit at 
1768 metres. After finding, but not liking, 
Barry and Eryn’s rap station from the year 
previous, we decided to go back down the 
way we came up. It would appear some 
folks have more faith (Barry, quite literally) 
in rapping off downward sloping rocks the 
same size as a human. None of us were 

‘super climbers.’ It was after 6 p.m. by the 
time we returned to our bags. We were 
supposed to also climb Hygro Peak today 
but it wasn’t going to happen. We dropped 
back down to 1650 metres. Today was one 
of those days where the climbing was fun, 
the temperature was tolerable, there were 
no bugs, and it was still light out. We setup 
camp at decent time and got to enjoy the 
sun painting one of its masterpieces across 
the horizon as it fell into eternity behind the 
Pacific Ocean. It was a glorious evening. I 
also figured that the outflow plug on my air 
mattress wasn’t quite sealing all the way. 
Tonight I’m sleeping on air.

Day 6: 

At 4 a.m. I am sleeping on the rocks again. I 
sighed, why mattress, whyyyyyyy! Shortly 
after rising we all sat down for a serious 

Camp below Splendor Mountain Glacier.                   
(Photo by Jes Garceau)

Up Splendor Mountain.                                                      
(Photo by Jes Garceau)
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discussion about the trip. We had been 
fighting every day to stay on our proposed 
target, we were exhausted, and the heat was 
back. We were now well behind schedule. 
Ahead of us was still a huge part of the trip. 
We wanted to climb The Scissors, Scimitar 
Peak, and Mitla Peak and Spire. Then drop 
down to Moyeha Creek, climb Mariner 
Mountain and then take the high ridge over 
to Mount Tom Taylor and out to Matthew's 
vehicle at the Bedwell trailhead. We decided 
we would go as far as Scimitar and head 
back out to the Burman River and arrange 
passage back to Gold River. Although 
disappointed we were also elated thinking 
about getting home. I can’t explain how 
destroyed my body felt though. We dumped 
several days of food and started the descent 
to the col under Hygro Peak. We stopped 
at a beautiful tarn at 1300 metres and then 
had an enjoyable bushy scramble to the 
summit of Hygro Peak at 1634 metres. We 
proceeded south along a sweeping alpine 
ridge at around 1500 metres before turning 
west and dropping to 1140 metres. Ahead 
of us we could peer across to the gully 
used to gain the Scimitar Glacier. It was half 
full of rotten snow and the unseasonable 
heat was melting and draining the glacier 
at a substantial rate. It was impassable. 

How disappointing! We set up camp at 
another incredibly beautiful location. As 
a consolation prize, we would camp here 
again the next night. I tinkered with my air 
mattress again and found a small hole below 
the exhaust port. I patched it and thought 
“I’m going to sleep tonight.”

Day 7: 

We arose and decided we would first see if 
we could find a high route below the summit 
of The Scissors over to the Scimitar Glacier. 
A deep cleft thwarted us so we went back up 
to the ridge to climb The Scissors. This would 
be our last summit of the trip. The climbing 
was a lot of fun with piles of exposed 4th 
and low 5th scrambling up to the ultra-
exposed slab just below summit. Dom led the 
razor edge to just shy of the summit. It was 

Camp with The Scissors and Scimitar Moutain Behind. 
(Photo by Jes Garceau)

The Scissors slab.                                                                   
(Photo by Jes Garceau)
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a lovely treat to find the register still in mint 
condition from the first recorded ascent 
by the ACCVI in 1993. We were the sixth 
party to summit the 1602 metre peak. We 
made several rappels on the way back down, 
including a full 60 metre off a cliff directly 
into camp. I had fun today.

Day 8: 

We got up and were on the move at a time 
unknown. I didn’t take note. We still had a 
decent day of multiple ups and downs. All we 
could think about were cheezies and burgers 
and beer. The plan was to head back over to 
Hygro Peak, drop again, scramble back up 
to the Splendor Glacier and then back down 
to where we camped on day four. We got 
back there after enjoying some long breaks, 
including a nice nap at the beautiful tarn at 

the Hygro Col.  “Soon I will be relieved of this 
incessant buzzing of bugs in my ear.”

Day 9: 

We made our way back down to the Burman 
River and all the way to the mouth at 
Matchlee Bay. We camped that night at the 
small private dock. It was Sunday and we 
were hoping a falling crew would arrive for 
work the next day and we could get a lift 
with them. All other forms of transport were 
fully booked for several days. Dock naps and 
an early bedtime.

Day 10: 

The crew arrived in the morning and said 
they would give us a ride at the end of the 
day. Around midday another boat arrived. 
It was Jarrod Douglas from Cypress Creek 
logging. He had a production crew with 
him and were scouting a location to shoot 
a film on the dumping of a log barge to 
finish the filming for season one of ‘The Last 
Woodsmen’. They gave us a ride to the Gold 
River docks and then we arranged a ride to 
the Bedwell trailhead to get our vehicles. 
Although we didn’t attain our complete goal, 
we accomplished more than I ever thought 
I could, both as a team and personally. The 
sum of the obstacles proved to be far too 

A bit of Island Alps history.                                               
(Photo by Jes Garceau)

The diminishing Scimitar glacier.                                          
(Photo by Matthew Lettington)
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great to overcome. I suppose that is the 
nature of this game. Spending 10 days 
grinding in the backcountry with these guys 
was incredible, the moments we shared and 
the deep and/or goofy conversations we 
had, they are only ours forever.

Till the next one... 

Participants: Phil Jackson, Matthew 
Lettington, Dom Skelcher, and Jes Garceau
________________________________________________

Mount Palmerston

Lindsay Elms

July 15, 2024
________________________________________________

The years flew by and before I knew it my 
last ascent of Mount Palmerston was almost 
thirty years ago (1996). Forsooth, I remember 
the climb as if it happened only yesterday 
– racing towards the summit with dark 
foreboding clouds chasing my friend Nicola 
and I. Five minutes from the summit it began 
to drizzle. It wasn’t an easy scramble up 
heather slopes like other surrounding peaks; 
we had to climb under and over low lying 
krummholz trees interspersed with rocky 
steps. The rock had become slippery. On 
the summit under a large cairn was a survey 
marker indicating surveyors had been to the 
top in the 1930s. There was no view because 
of thick clouds so there was no point in 
lingering. A couple of hours later we arrived 
back at the vehicle and drove to Woss where 
the skies decided to really release their pent-
up moisture. I’ve always wanted to make a 
return trip to Mount Palmerston, but there 
was always some other peak to climb. A 
Facebook post two weeks earlier spurred 
me into action. Photos of beautiful basins on 
the north side of the peak from Cederstedt 
Creek looked inviting.

Mount Palmerston (1763 m) was named 
by Captain George Richards of the Royal 
Navy during his hydrographic survey of 
the coastline of Vancouver Island circa 
1860. He named it after Henry John Temple 
Palmerston, 3rd Viscount Palmerston (1784-
1865). He was a British statesman and 
Liberal prime minister (1855-8, 1859-65). 
His brusque speed, assertive manner, and 
robust defences of what he considered to 
be British interests abroad secured him the 
name of ‘Firebrand Palmerston.’ A more 
comfortable nickname was Pam, and his 
frequently xenophobic foreign policy won 
him substantial popular support in Britain. 
He is associated with ‘Gunboat Diplomacy,’ 
whereby Britain employed, or threatened to 
employ, its unchallenged naval supremacy to 
resolve overseas differences in its favour. His 
authority as P.M. in 1859 was unchallenged, 
and he became Britain’s oldest prime 
minister. He died in office in 1865.

Late Monday afternoon, Val and I drove down 
the Adam River towards the log sort and 
then took the E-N Hook-up towards Naka 
Creek. A few kilometres in we turned up 
the NK700. The old road was in good shape 
and only in a few places did the bush rub up 
against the paint of our new Tacoma. About 

Looking down from the summit at the approach valley 
(note the short hike from the road to the scree slope). 

(Photo by Lindsay Elms)
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one kilometre from the end of the road 
some trees brought us to a stop. Not robust 
standing trees, but a few big beasts which 
had fallen down across the road. In front of 
us the mountain was glowing orange in the 
setting sun. We set up the roof-top tent and 
watched the glow fade into darkness.

The next morning, we started the short hike 
up the road. From a corner near the end 
of the logging road we scrambled a few 
metres through a heather-covered boulder 
field onto a scree slope which angled up 
to the ridge west of the summit. It’s a rare 
occurrence but no bushwhacking was 
required on the approach. This made the 
fairer sex very happy. There is no need to 
bore anyone with the details of taking two 
steps up and sliding back one thus doubling 

the distance of the climb, but it made a nice 
change.

From the summit the views were 
spectacular. This is what I missed all those 
years ago. We sat on the summit for an 
hour basking in the sun. Eventually it was 
time to descend. We decided to traverse 
the peak by going down the north ridge. 
It would, however, probably involve some 
bushwhacking. Val looked down at the 
intended ridge, then down the scree slope 
we had ascended. It was a no-brainer. She 
would rather suffer the cuts and scratches 
of a little bush than gingerly descend the 
potential ankle-twisting scree slope. She had 
experienced the pleasure of scree running 
in New Zealand where you can literally run 
down several thousand feet in a matter of 

The evening sun highlighting Mount Palmerston.       
(Photo by Lindsay Elms)

Val avoiding the scree slope where possible.             
(Photo by Lindsay Elms)
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minutes. Sadly, this wasn’t going to happen 
here so off towards the bush we went.

For the most part we were able to zigzag 
down heather ramps between the thicker 
bush, but in one place we had to pull my 
light-weight 7mm rope out of the bottom 
of my pack and make a short rappel. There 
are so many things I carry in my pack and 
rarely use, but it’s nice to know I have them 
when needed. Rappelling saved wasting time 
scouting a route around the small bluff. A 
little lower down we couldn’t avoid a section 
of bush, but hey this is Vancouver Island! 
Eventually we reached the old growth forest 
and followed elk trails back down to the 
road. It’s always fun to return to a mountain 
for a second or third time. The enjoyment 
of climbing never grows weary, and the nice 
weather – well that’s a given.

Participants: Lindsay Elms and Val Wootton
________________________________________________

Days in the Alava/Bate Sanctuary

Eryn Tombu-Haigh

July 16-20, 2024
________________________________________________

This summer was different than my normal 
summer. Normally trying to squish as 
much climbing into my luxurious days off 
as possible, this year I took a step back. 
Although I still enjoyed 30+ nights in a tent 
and the painful knees of having walked 
300+ kilometres with a fully loaded bag in 
the summer months, 95% of those were in 
the company of my six-year-old. I have told 
SO many stories and bribed with SO many 
gummy bears this year. The only big trip 
that was for me and only me, without mini 
me, was a trip with Tiffany Cunha and Barry 
Hansen to Mount Alava/Bate.

Alava/Bate sanctuary and all the beautiful 
hidden gems that its remote wilderness 
offers had been on our “must do” list for 
ages. Tiffany and I somehow managed to 

Val approaching the summit of Mount Palmerston. 
(Photo by Lindsay Elms)

Tight spot en-route to Mount Grattan.                     
(Photo by Tiffany Cunha)
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pull off coordinating five days, four nights, 
in July and that’s when Barry’s FOMO got 
the better of him. Originally, he tried to sell 
me on a boy’s trip to Matchlee Mountain, but 
I declined to head off with Tiffany instead. 
I’m not sure what Barry did, I think he faked 
a bout of smallpox to get out of the boy’s 
trip and join Tiff and I. (Sorry Quentin and 
Garrett.... he was faking it).

On the 16th, 9 a.m. we were off from 
Courtenay. A completely reasonable start 
on a bluebird day. Our trip started with 
a moderately panicked call from Barry 
informing me his E-Brake cable had just 
broken. Tiff’s truck was in the shop and my 
partner had mine so after some discussion 
we figured we would be able to find enough 
rocks to block his tires. With beta from 
Rodney Newcombe, we headed up the new 
logging road approach up Canton Creek as 
opposed to the route up Perry Creek (that 
has nothing but heinous reviews from fellow 
climbers). We found the road washed out 
and to our surprise another vehicle about 1.5 
kilometres from the start of the route. The 
man in the other truck was just as surprised 
to see us and informed us this wasn’t the 
way to Starbucks. He was working for 
forestry and just another stark reminder that 
this area is not protected and logging shall 
continue up hill most likely as we passed 
much flagging in the lower forest. After 
heavily blocking all of the truck’s tires and 
stashing beers in a cool stream, we made our 
way over the washout and up the loose rock 
road in full sun. It was already scorching and 
Barry does not like the heat. He had sweated 
through all his clothes before we even left 
the logging road.

Dipping into the forest, we were pleasantly 
surprised to find “devil’s club light” and 
beautiful elk paths. After all the horrible 
reviews of the bushwhack in, it was steep 
but manageable and after a couple hours 
the forest opened up into a beautiful open 

basin under the south west side of Mount 
Alava. We made a B-Line of the “Shangri-
Ohh-La-La” tarns, which in the process of 
stumbling over some manky dirty puddles, 
finally we found with an all around “Ohh-La-
La!” Lounging for an hour or so in and out 
of the water like seals, we finally agreed to 
get moving. Having donned our sweaty and 
sticky clothes again we rounded the saddle 
between Mount Alava and Malaspina Peak. 
Glancing up at Malaspina’s undulating and 
rugged many peaks we all agreed that was 
now on our list for a future trip. We found a 
perfect ramp up and around the east ridge of 
Mount Alava before dropping into the basin 
where we scared a bear who scampered up 
hill as we dropped downhill before our final 
approach to Peter Lake. 

Following a beautiful alpine stream with 
multiple waterfalls and deep pools, lined with 
flowers was a lovely way to finish day one. 
We set up camp at the outflow and had a 
quick cleansing swim before dinner and bed. 
We fell asleep to the calming sounds of...... 
seagulls?!?*

The next morning, we started with crossing 
the outflow. As we sat down on rocks to don 
our socks and shoes, I heard an unmistakable 

Approaching Peter Lake.                                              
(Photo by Tiffany Cunha)
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phssssssh. Let’s just say I said “Oh darn it” as 
I quickly unpacked my bag I had just packed 
up. I pulled out the beer I was carrying 
for Barry, which was now spraying wildly 
from the hole that just got punctured. Like 
a 19-year-old boy, Barry quickly popped 
the tab and expertly downed his 7:30 a.m. 
Gose. We had planned a beer ‘secret santa’ 
at Shangri-La Lake, I had brought Barry’s 
beer, Tiff mine, and Barry Tiff’s. So happily, 
although I smelled like a brewery as did all 
my gear, my beer was intact, safely nestled 
in Tiff’s bag. Repacked and slighting buzzed, 
we headed up the Northwest Ridge of 
Mount Alava. Our plan was not to summit 
Mount Alava ... yet and we were hoping we 
didn't have to climb ALL the way to the 
Mount Alava/Little Alava col just to drop 
back down to lake level. We got foiled once 
by heading climber’s left to get cliffed-out, 
but eventually did find a weakness that went 
and connected over, having gained only 
300 metres that we then dropped down via 
steep but doable loose 4th class terrain. At 
the south end of the lake, we had to traverse 
loose choss and steep ice that threatened to 
disperse us into the lake, which would have 
been a relief from the heat, if it wasn’t for 
the 42-lb mountaineering packs attached to 
us. No wonder the wildlife up here chooses 
to swim the lake rather than traverse around! 
To make the south end of the lake even more 
fun, the herring gulls were dive bombing 
us as we crossed over where their nests 
must have been. Thinking our day’s ordeals 
must be coming to an end, we climbed up 
relatively easy terrain out of Peter Lake 
and into the Shangri-La basin. Surprisingly 
Shangri-La was still covered with icebergs 
and both sides of the lake were surrounded 
by steep cliffs. We flipped a coin and tried 
to navigate the steep rock on the west side 
of the lake. Climbing ourselves into a terrible 
perch, with no where further to go (although 
we did discuss a running leap onto the 
snow over the very high moat we decided 

against it) we back tracked and faced the 
east side. We climbed a 4th class narrow 
weakness that apparently is the way, given 
that there was a large bear poop on a dodgy 
one foot wide “path.” The last little bit of 
lake we skirted, jumping from rock to rock 
to our beautiful, flat, Shangri-La home for 
the next two nights. With camp set up, we 
contemplated an ice plunge but swayed by 
reviews we heard about the “spa” we crossed 
the meadows to the warm tarns.

I practised my inner mermaid lounging on 
sun-warmed rocks that protruded from the 
temperate waters. It was amazing we could 
convince ourselves to leave these waters 
and gear up for an evening summit of Mount 
Grattan.

Tiffany lounging at the spa.                                             
(Photo by Eryn Tombu-Haigh)
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Ascending the lifeline couloir to gain 
the saddle with the Thumb, an ominous 
gendarme that was in our possible plans 
that trip, we had incredible views over Peter 
Lake.   Traversing around, we started up 
the East Ridge of Mount Grattan. A fun, 
blocky climb of four pitches had us on the 
summit enjoying the unbelievable vistas, 
Tahsis and Tlupana Inlets spread out before 
us and views around the sanctuary, to the 
big players in Strathcona and up to Rugged 
Mountain, everything was out in finery! A 
couple quick rappels and down the couloir 
and we were back at camp, a cold plunge 
and cheers of our two remaining beers (we 
did share with Barry) dinner and bed.

We headed off earlyish the next day, in 
another gorgeous blue bird day, and Mount 
Bate, the crown jewel of Alava/Bate, was our 
goal. The description of the Northeast Ridge 
really intrigued us so we made our way up a 
steep icy gully only to get turned around at 
an impassible moat. Defeated, and having 
lost an hour and a half we headed around 
to the much longer, but much simpler East 
Face. The weather was hot and the snow was 
sloppy, but in a few hours we were on the 
col between the summit of Mount Bate and a 
very imposing gendarme.

The loose rock was terrible in the saddle and 
only one boulder was large enough to sling. 
We all clipped in and tried not to slip or kick 
rocks. Barry led a very airy pitch that seemed 

Barry on the summit of Mount Grattan.                     
(Photo by Eryn Tombu-Haigh)

Well-earned refreshments at Shangri-La.                    
(Photo by Eryn Tombu-Haigh)

Tiffany belays Eryn up the Mount Bate summit.      
(Photo by Barry Hansen)



ISLAND BUSHWHACKER ANNUAL - 2024     51

to overhang Peter Lake 700 metres directly 
below. The rock was surprisingly good and 
we quickly made our way up to the summit 
boulder which had two old pitons on it! After 
some high fives, we rappelled down and 
made quick work back to the ‘spa’ and after 
a lounge, we had dinner and early bed. Our 
final big climb had us climbing back up the 
lifeline couloir as the sun rose. A beautiful 
inversion as Barry led the first pitch up the 
‘fingers’ of the thumb gendarme. It was great 
rock, the exposure was awesome, and after 
two pitches a small exposed traverse had us 
at the bottom of the gully up the thumb. This 
gully was probably the easiest part of the 
whole Thumb traverse.

Crazy exposure from the summit and thumbs 
up all around! Dropping to the ‘Thumbnail’ 
part of the climb was an exciting event. After 

discussing all options and looking for a better 
option, Barry set up a body belay and slowly 
lowered Tiff as she set gear as she down 
climbed, I went next, then Barry cleaned gear 
as he went. And there we were, all three of 
us in a tiny notch with a very exposed Au 
Cheval upcoming. Some of the most fun 
sphincter-puckering exposed climbing I have 
done followed. Thoroughly enjoyable, then 
when we got to the Au Cheval, we ditched 
ropes and crawled, shuffled and gingerly 
walked our way over to Thumb Peak.

Disappointed to be met with a steep 
and very loose one-at-a-time gully, we 
descended then made our way up heather 
ledges to the summit of Thumb Peak! Thumb 

Eryn on the thumb gendarme.                                       
(Photo by Tiffany Cunha)

Barry belays Tiffany on the airy Thumb traverse.    
(Photo by Eryn Tombu-Haigh)
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water. No kidding. Imagine the peals of 
laughter bouncing off the mountain sides as 
the kids realized what was happening. Good 
thing that we boil our drinking water!

The next day, the group hiked to the snow 
at the col above the hut, a goal for my 
own Sofia Névé who loves to eat snow. 
Snow in August, what a treat! Making snow 
sculptures, and snow angels was fun, and we 
took our group photo.

Rebecca returned to the hut with her two 
kiddos and Joel, Logan, Sofia and I continued 
to the summit of 5040 Peak. The summit 
experience was uplifted when each kid found 
an object in the summit register tube. What 
fun to find a yellow rubber ducky for Logan 
and a fabric ring with a picture of Olaf from 
the movie “Frozen” for Sofia.

Two happy kids, which meant two happy 
parents. After our summit photos, we 
descended easily and confidently. Joel was a 
gentle instructor for the steep and technical 
sections. Climbing and using the little chain 
near the exposed rock was Sofia’s favourite 
part. I do remember how steep the descent 
was – but I also remember that Rebecca 
power-housed those handheld rope sections 

with her child in his carrier on the front, and 
a huge backpack on her back. We all made it 

ACCVI Kids and parents. Happy to hike together! 
(Photo by Sonia Langer)

Logan age 7, Sofia age 6, Max age 2.5 
and Zoe age 5.5 at the col above the hut.                                                  

(Photo by Sonia Langer)

Logan and Sofia enjoy their summit surprises. A 
rubber ducky for Logan and an Olaf ring for Sofia. 

So great to be on the summit together again!                                   
(Photo by Sonia Langer)
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sized rocks covered in tidal snot is not 
actually any easier on the knees. It was, 
however, a fun change and a great way to 
get out with friends who refuse to join me on 
my regular “death slogs” (uphill bush bashes 
lasting 14-21 hours). My six-year-old son 
Caleb has a list of hikes and Nootka Island 
was one such hike, so we set aside five days 
in August. Some of my friends jumped at the 
opportunity to join us thinking a six-year-old 
would be a more reasonable pace.

First to commit and ditch her toddler with 
her partner was my friend Molly, followed 
by Maria, and then Aida (who was worried 
having read some less-than-positive trip 
reports but still giving it her best shot). 
Now that the five of us were committed we 
needed a drop off and pick up. Because we 
are cheap, we opted for the water taxi out of 

back to the cars in good spirits. A wonderful 
group and a wonderful trip.

Let’s get our kids outside! Thanks to the 
ACCVI for your support to get our little 
groups of kids into the backcountry 
to experience the natural world – an 
important part of building resilience in 
the next generation who are tasked with 
environmental stewardship.  

Participants: Joel Jackson with Logan, 
Rebecca Abernethy with Zoe and Max and 
organizer Sonia Langer with Sofia

________________________________________________

Caleb and the girls go for a Nootka 
Island beach walk
Eryn Tombu-Haigh

August 6-10, 2024                                         
________________________________________________

Anyone who knows me knows I can talk 
about mountains all day long. Last summer I 
tried to give my knees a bit of a break doing 
coastal shoreline hikes on developed trails. 
So here it is mountain folk: it’s not a break. 
The rooty coastal “paths” scampering up and 
down over sloped beaches and cannonball 

A snack break on the descent. Hiking with kids 
requires many breaks, and many snacks! Happy kids!              

(Photo by Sonia Langer) 

Whale bones on Nootka Island.                                         
(Photo by Eryn Tombu-Haigh)
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and looked at the history and the culture that 
donned the church’s walls, taking in as much 
as we could. Eventually we headed north, 
leaving the community of Yuquot behind, 
and headed down the beach. 

Knowing how much time we had, we casually 
beachcombed finding shells of urchins, 
scallops, frilled dogwinkles, and abalone 
among others. We timed our arrival at the 
lagoon drainage at high tide, basically 
the worst we could have timed it. Molly, 
Aida, and Caleb lounged on the beach as 
Maria and I waded out gingerly testing 
underwater sand bar leads only to find it 
completely impassible without swimming. 
We retreated to the shore. Two hours later 
and many wades out, Maria and I stripped 
down, held our bags over our heads, and 
forded the outflow mid-stomach high now. 
Molly quickly followed and poor Aida who 

Tahsis over the seaplane out of Gold River, 
and because we aren’t the best at planning 
things in advance, we got whatever drop 
off and pick up scraps of time the company 
could offer us. 

At 12:30 p.m. on a sunny day, we piled into 
the water taxi and enjoyed the hour ride 
out Tahsis Inlet to Yuquot. By 1:30 p.m., we 
were walking down to the dock. Caleb and 
Maria checked out the fisherman’s catch on 
the wharf while the rest of us fine-tuned 
our bags, looked for somewhere to pee, and 
enjoyed the overcast yet mild day. Because 
of our last-minute, take-what-you-can-
get attitude, our drop off and pick up were 
not conducive to tides (we’d have to cross 
our first tidal obstacle after two kilometres 
of hiking and high tide was at 3:00 p.m.). 
Knowing we had lots of time to kill, we 
walked up the boardwalks to the old church 

Nootka beachcombing.                                                 
(Photo by Eryn Tombu-Haigh)

Maria and Caleb watching the trees.                              
(Photo by Eryn Tombu-Haigh)
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had just met Molly and Maria, perhaps not 
quite as experienced in back country nudity, 
succumbed to our ways. Once we had 
carried our bags, Caleb, Caleb’s bag, and 
our shoes across, we re-attired and headed 
the last kilometre down the trail to set up 
camp at Sunrise Beach. A beautiful east 
facing gravel and sand beach with very dark 
tannin-filled fresh water. Even after running 
it through my Platypus Gravity Filter, the 
results resembled a bag of urine. Not to 
mention by the end of four days of Nootka 
Island Trail water my filter was as fast as 
someone with prostatic hyperplasia.

The next morning, awaking before my tent-
mates Aida and Caleb, I snuck out for a 
terrible instant coffee and a walk down the 
beach. Wolf prints were scattered around 
the beach implying that we humans were not 
as alone on the beach as we first thought. 
Back at camp we ate, packed up, and headed 
off for Maquinna Point and hopefully Beano 
Creek only nine kilometres away. On the 
trail that tracked up and down the beach 
constantly, over roots, under branches, 
through mud, along slippery washed-up 
logs, we learned how slow progress was 
to be made that day. It didn’t stop us from 
exploring incredible sea caves, having a 
leisurely lunch at Maquinna Point, or soaking 
in the old growth forest. Navigating the 
trail energized by almost two kilograms of 
gummies that Molly brought (I think she 
was trying to motivate Caleb when really 
it was Maria she motivated), we made our 
way at an average speed of one kilometre an 
hour. Embarrassingly slow and realizing how 
terrible the overland routes were, we chose 
instead to use the beach when possible, 
which included timing waves around points 
and wading as quickly as we could.

Around this time Caleb found what must 
have once been a fish bonker. It was a club 
sized, waterlogged, chunk of wood about 
a foot long tapered at one end. Although 

it probably weighed close to four pounds, 
Caleb insisted on carrying it for at least 
five kilometres. Thus, my scruffy blonde 
haired, blue eyed, tanned six-year-old got 
nicknamed Bam Bam after the Flintstones 
character. The name stuck for trips to come. 
We arrived at the fog covered Beano Creek 
camping area around dinner time and were 
shocked at the number of other campers 
there. Still, we were able to find a moderately 
remote camping spot for ourselves and we 
started the evening chores of setting up 
camp, getting water, dinner, and a bear hang.

A beautiful sunrise greeted us in the morning 
making for a wonderful start to the day. 
Packing up quickly and worried our progress 
would be as slow as the day before, we 
made an early start down the beach towards 
Calvin Falls. Although there were lots of 

Caleb and Eryn.                                                                 
(Photo by Maria Fitzpatrick)
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distractions when beach walking with a six-
year-old (tide pools, shells, seaweed, rocks, 
rock formations, whale bones, and crabs), 
we still made good progress and rounded 
Bajo Point within two hours. We soaked in 

the sunshine as we hiked along the beach, 
arriving just after noon at the incredible 
Calvin Falls where we set up camp right next 
to the falls.

There were no other campers when we 
arrived and only two groups came in 
later. Spending the afternoon swimming, 
exploring, reading, doing yoga, and just plain 
lounging. The sunset was amazing. All of us 
felt re-energized and relaxed after the easy 
day.

Our last full day on the trail covered 14 
kilometres to Second Beach. It was an ever-
changing beach walk with wind swept trees, 
fossils, rocky headlands, and surge channels. 
The last two kilometres was scrambling 
on rough trails to Third Beach where we 
weighed our options upon arrival. As 
beautiful as it was, because we had taken the 
floor-scrapings of water taxi pick up times 
and had to be out at Tongue Point at 8:30 
a.m., which was still five and a half kilometres 
away and at the far end of a muddy tidal flat. 
We pushed on to Second Beach we found a 
lovely sand beach with enough of a tickle of 
fresh water to satisfy our needs. Still thinking 
of the unknown trek the next morning, 
alarms were set for 5:15 a.m. and departure 
planned for 6:00 am.

Sunrise at Beano Creek.                                                 
(Photo by Eryn Tombu-Haigh)

Lounging at Calvin Falls.                                                 
(Photo by Eryn Tombu-Haigh)

Maria and Caleb playing in the sunset.                                 
(Photo by Molly Paterson)
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At 5:15 a.m. the cutest alarm clock went 
off: Caleb sang out to the other tent “Molly, 
Maria! It’s time to get up! Ding! Ding! Ding!” 
and lo and behold we were off by 6:00 
a.m. Navigating the trail by headlamp was 
easy although at one point a flash of yellow 
glinted back in the night. No reason for 
alarm, but our lights had caught the golden 
flash of chanterelles! Panic ensued in a 
group of foragers, so early in the season, of 
course the west coast fog zone produces 
early fungus. Yet we were on a tight timeline 
and were we on crown land? Molly stuffed 
a handful in her bag and I put enough for 
dinner into the lid of Caleb’s, losing only 
seconds to the quick snatch. Soon the grey 
hue of dawn broke as we made our way out 
of the forest. Down on the mud flats our 
boots sank deep, we had to fight the suction 
with each disheartening step.

As the tide receded, we found pathways 
of gravel much easier to walk on and 
we explored the shipwreck of the Greek 
freighter Treis Lerarchi while waiting for 
our pickup, which we were surprisingly an 
hour early for. The ride back was beautiful 
and sunny with sea otters riding the gentle 
swell. Back in Tahsis by 10:00 a.m., we went 
to Coal Creek Roasters for excellent coffee 
and incredible croissants that we gorged 

on for the drive back to Courtenay. Another 
beautiful hike complete. Caleb and I rested 
our legs for three days then on a whim 
headed off to hike Cape Scott, because why 
not?

Participants: Eryn Tombu-Haigh, Caleb 
Wullum, Maria Fitzpatrick, Molly Paterson, 
and Aida Soldevila

Heading towards Third Beach.                                         
(Photo by Aida Soldevila)

Caleb exploring the shipwreck.                                           
(Photo by Eryn Tombu-Haigh)

Nootka Island Trail complete!                                                  
(Photo by Eryn Tombu-Haigh)
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________________________________________________

Lake O’Hara ACCVI Trip for Kids 
and Youth

Sonia Langer

August 18-21, 2024
________________________________________________

As part of the ACCVI Kids and Youth 
program, a trip to Lake O’Hara was enjoyed 
by two families. A heartfelt thank you to 
Christine Fordham for entering the lottery 
and passing along the six spots to ACCVI 
trip leaders: I jumped at this chance. What 
a wonderful opportunity to adventure to 
this sacred, beautiful place, and show our 
kids the Rockies. Jules Platt, Ian Emberton 
with 13-year-old twins Opal and Beckett, 
and Sonia Langer with 7-year-old daughter 
Sofia were the lucky crew to journey to this 
amazing place. 

As we schlepped our backpacks the short 
500 metre walk from the Parks Canada bus 
to the Elizabeth Parker Hut, we stepped 
back into ACC history, and back in time. 
I have longed to experience the hut, and 
commemorate the foundation of the Alpine 
Club of Canada in 1906. Elizabeth Parker, a 
teacher by training, married in Truro, Nova 
Scotia, and later moved to Winnipeg and 
worked at the Manitoba Free Press (now the 
Winnipeg Free Press). When American Alpine 
club president Chares Fay moved to create 
a Canadian chapter, Elizabeth Parker rallied 
and used her journalistic skills to promote 
the all-Canadian ACC as co-founder with 
Arthur Oliver Wheeler. After supporting 
the idea of the ACC in the newspaper, 
she organized the first meeting in 1906 
and became the club’s first secretary.1 
We can credit her for this truly Canadian 
mountaineering organization that we all 
participate in today. Our National ACC site 
states: 

“[Parker’s] cultured and forcible style 
of writing, her keen sense of vision and 
invariable accuracy of statement was one 
of the most helpful factors of the Club’s 
foundation. Largely due to the efforts of 
Elizabeth Parker and the Winnipeg Free 
Press, the Alpine Club of Canada was 
formed in Winnipeg on March 27, 1906; 
Mrs. Parker was one of six original honorary 
members.”2 

Bringing ourselves back to the present, our 
two families moved into the Wiwaxy Hut, 
the sleeping cabin adjacent to the larger hut. 
The Wiwaxy Hut was the original 1912 cabin 
built by the CPR, and the larger building was 
added in 1919 by the ACC. Our first goal 
was to orient ourselves and acclimatize to 
our new, magnificent surroundings, so our 
keen group walked around the Lake O’Hara, 
enthralled by its famous colour, and taking in 
the smell of the alpine Larch. Magnificent!

Our first day hike was the Opabin Plateau 
circuit. Living on Hornby and Salt Spring 
Islands, literally at sea level, the adults 
noticed the elevation in our first climb to the 
Opabin Lake to have a view of Mount Shaffer 
and Yukness Mountain which both towered 
over the dark lake. We walked slowly, taking 
many breaks, and were in awe of the beauty 
around us.

Beckett and Sofia with Lake O’Hara 
and Opabin Prospect behind them.                                                    

(Photo by Sonia Langer)
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Fortunate to register for some of the few 
voluntarily registered spots for the Odaray 
Highline trail to the Odaray Grandview, we 
were eager to see some mountain goats 
the next day. The kids took turns with the 
binoculars, looking at several large white 
rocks that simply didn’t move. No goats!  
Sofia was introduced to her new favourite 
animal: the pika. The high-pitched calls, and 
the fluffy fur made for the cutest animal 
ever. We often stopped to watch these little 
creatures gather grass for their burrows 
in the talus slopes at higher elevation. Our 
group reached the Odaray Plateau outlook, 
which was our summit for this hike. Grateful 
for the stunning view of Lake O’Hara and the 
whole cirque valley with many small lakes 
with a variety of stunning aqua, teal, and 
turquoise colours. What an amazing place. 
What a place to bring these kids. With this 

Two families on the Opabin Prospect 
viewpoint, with Lake O’Hara below right.                                                

(Photo by Jules Platt)

Two families at the Odaray Grandview 
overlooking the Lake O’Hara cirque valley.                                                 

(Photo by Jules Platt)
Sofia Langer sits atop Odaray Grandiew above Lake 
O’Hara and has a lesson in map and compass use. 

(Photo by Sonia Langer)
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stunning vista, Sofia was inspired to learn 
how to use a map and compass, and we had 
an impromptu lesson. The kids felt strong, 
alive, and adventurous as they followed Ian 
down the rocky trail. We observed many 
plants such as Purple Saxifrage (Saxifraga 
oppositifolia), Sky Pilot (Alpine Phacelia), 
Moss Campion (Silene acaulis) and Arnica 
angustifolia and learned about the alpine 
ecosystem.

Our final hike was a dream come true for me: 
to reach Lake Oesa – it’s magical basin below 
Mount Victoria and Mount Lefroy. I was 
well acquainted with these two monoliths 
from the east side at Lake Louise during my 
university summer job at the Lake Agnes 
Teahouse. It was grand and magnificent to 
see these two from the other side, with my 
daughter at my side.

Our time in this enchanted place had come 
to an end, and our two families needed to 
get back onto the Parks Canada bus to take 
us away from this magic. Sofia and I quickly 
slipped into Lake O’Hara to literally bathe in 
the divine.

What a trip. These three young mountaineers 
were able to explore and witness the 
Canadian Rockies as part of the ACCVI Kids 
and Youth program. Beckett’s energetic 

keen adventurous spirit carried us forward, 
Opal’s quiet strength bolstered the group, 
and Sofia’s enjoyment of the newness 
of the landscape brought us refreshed 
perspectives. Thanks to Jules and Ian for 
their adventurous spirit and thank you to the 
ACCVI for their ongoing support in getting 
our kids outside.  

Participants: Jules Platt, Ian Emberton with 
Opal and Beckett, and Sonia Langer with 
Sofia

1https://www.nelliemcclungfoundation.
com/150-trailblazers/elizabeth-parker

2https://alpineclubofcanada.ca/hut/
elizabeth-parker-hut/

Stunning Lake Oesa.                                                           
(Photo by Sonia Langer)

Sofia and Sonia Langer slipped into Lake 
O’Hara to literally bathe in the magic.                                         

(Photographer unknown)
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finally, with a good view of Triple Peak. Unfortunately, Wednesday morning blew in 
grey, wet, cold and miserable, worse than 
ever. Kirsten and the four teens packed up 
and headed down. They were planning to 
leave a day later anyway. Then the power 
went out. Colleen, Mel and others managed 
to start the backup generator and send an 
SOS message to the Hut Committee via 
InReach. Deciding to abandon ship, Carene 
and Logan left in the afternoon, but not 
before young Logan beat Geoff at chess 
three times in quick succession.

Mirabile dictu – a saviour appeared out of 
the gloom in the form of Rob Kelly. He had 
seen the InReach emails and had come to 
fix the problem. He drove from Port Alberni, 
ran up the trail in one hour, changed out of 
his soaking wet clothes and repaired the 
generator. The fix was difficult and took him 
two hours. Rob declined to join us for dinner 
but he did enjoy the appies. He ran down 
before dark in the fog and rain. Apparently, 
the electric space heater and the induction 
stovetop had overtaxed the system and 
crashed the generator along with its 
attendant computer system.

Geoff and Graham fed the survivors that 
evening – half of the original contingent – 
and pleaded with them to eat extra helpings 
of dal bhat.

Thursday morning dawned cloudy and misty 
with light rain, but the forecast looked fair. 
All seven of us hiked over the col into the 
valley beside Nahmint Mountain. This is a 
magical bare limestone plateau with many 
glaciated lumps, bumps and tarns, some 
purple karst limestone and tiny caves. 
Lupines, monkey flowers, sorrel and many 
other flowers brightened the rocky outcrops. 
Blueberries were especially abundant. We 
side-stepped bear scat on the Nahmint 
side of the col. Several cairns highlight the 
route but there was no sign of anyone. Most 
people go up 5040 Peak instead.

5040 Peak.                                                                               
(Photo by Carene Quigley)

5040 Peak.                                                                               
(Photo by Cedric Zala)
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It is still dark when we cross the Elk River, 
but starting to feel like dawn is coming. On 
the other side of the river, we don’t do a 
very good job of finding the trail and end 
up in a bog. We back track a bit and try 
again but are still too far right. After some 
bushwhacking through wet vegetation, we 
end up finding a more well used trail. The 
trail up the ridge is steep and slippery but is 
in better condition than I had expected.

Once we gain the ridge, Elkhorn Mountain 
looks daunting and far away. At least it 
isn’t steep and there are beautiful views 
all around. The ridge walk is very pleasant 
but takes quite a bit of time. We arrive at 
the steeper ground at 12:30 p.m. and ditch 
everything but our climbing gear and a bar. 
Fast and light to the summit is the plan.

Traversing on ledges up and around the main 
summit of this mountain is very unique and 
classic old school mountaineering style. We 

rope up and put in some gear on the traverse 
mainly because it is hard to see what is 
around the next corner. Also, the exposure 
is significant, a fall is unlikely but if you did it 
would be fatal.

The scramble up ‘boulders’ to the summit 
was the freakiest part for me. The ‘boulders’ 

Crossing the river in the pre-dawn light.                         
(Photo by Anya Reid)

Slippery rope section of the ridge trail.                                 
(Photo by Anya Reid)

Made it up the ridge but Elkhorn is still far away.           
(Photo by Mike Hudson)
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were soccer ball to microwave sized and 
loose. No way to protect this section so you 
hope nothing moves. The views from the 
summit are amazing. It is about 2 p.m. and 

clouds are starting to blow in. Coming back 
down these boulders was also terrifying 
for me, but Mike wasn’t worried with the 
rationale that if we started to tumble, we 
could probably stop ourselves. We only 
roped up for the main exposed traverse 
section on the way down with two 30 metre 
ropes working well to rappel down to the 
parallel crack section.

Mike enjoying the views and some 
caffeine for the rest of the hike.                                                                        

(Photo by Anya Reid)

Getting ready to get roped up.                                           
(Photo by Mike Hudson)

Exposed traverse around the headwall.                            
(Photo by Mike Hudson)

Looking at the next set of ledges around the corner. 
(Photo by Mike Hudson)

On the summit block with ‘boulders’ under foot.                    
(Photo by Mike Hudson)

Summit selfie as the clouds are rolling in.                            
(Photo by Mike Hudson)
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On our way back across the ridge we saw 
two parties who were planning to camp up 
there and summit. I hope the weather holds 
for them. After a break at the top of the 
ridge we start down the steep part of the 
trail which was harder to find on the way 
down. We crossed back over the river as it 
was getting dark. The easy flat two kilometre 
hike out on the trail feels much harder on the 
way out with sore legs. Mike’s watch shows 
the trip was 29 kilometres and 2100 metre 
elevation gain. We arrive back at Buttle Lake 
Campground at 11 p.m. and I sneak back 
into the tent again trying not to wake up the 
kids. I am so grateful to be able to combine 
a family camping trip with a mountain 
adventure. Thanks, Hayes, for looking after 
the kids and Mike for always being keen to 
go into the mountains!

Particpants: Anya Reid and Mike Hudson
_______________________________________________

Mount Celeste and Iceberg Peak via 
Carey Lakes 

Catrin Brown

August 27 – 30, 2024 
________________________________________________

All photos are by Catrin Brown

Back in 2019 when we were discussing 
the opportunities of a potential access 
agreement for Comox Lake gate, mention 
of access to Carey Lakes seemed to come 
up a lot as a prize that must be included. I 
wondered why? But then, when reports and 
photos came in of trips to Rees Ridge via 
the lakes, I started to understand the appeal. 
Clearly it had to be done. After waffling on 
dates waiting for a good weather window, 
we eventually set off early one morning in 
late August. The access key provided us 
flawless entry through the infamous red gate 

on Comox Lake, from where we followed a 
series of logging roads: Comox Lake Main > 
Cruikshank Road over Comox Creek > North-
Fork Main on the west side of the Cruikshank 
River > West Fork Branch 75, an insanely 
steep road cutting across the hillside. 
Happily, there was no logging activity and 
we were able to drive pretty much to road 
end at 1000 metres. A great boost to start 
the hike at this elevation, slightly northeast 
of Carey Lakes. The border of Strathcona 
Provincial Park takes a jog to the east to 
include the entire area of Carey Lakes – 
and rightly so, for in many ways this area is 
a worthy destination in itself. Our loosely 
marked route took us on the south side of 
the lakes, with views of the upper lakes set 
in small cirques with dramatic headwalls. We 
followed the broad forested ridge to treeline 
and emerged into a wonderfully expansive 
alpine plateau.

This was now pretty easy-going, and so for 
the next four or five hours we made our way 
in a westerly direction through this open 
and inviting landscape, wandering past 
small lakes, over little bumps along the way, 
steadily gaining height. To our north were 
the familiar peaks of Forbidden Plateau and 
ahead of us, Rees Ridge beckoned.

The route towards Rees Ridge presented 
itself relatively easily as we progressed, 

View back of Carey Lakes from a small highpoint          
at 1550 metres. 
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and eventually we made camp by a small 
lake at about 1600 metres. The night turned 
seriously cold, with crystal clear air and even 
a show of Northern Lights for those who 
braved a short exit from the tents. 

The following day, we were off first thing to 
gain the ridge, a short climb above our camp. 
Rees Ridge is best described as a series of 
bumps, with some scrambly ups and downs 
along the way, which keeps it interesting. 
The ridge bends to the south, climbing 
steadily to the high point known as Mount 
Celeste at 2045 metres.

The views from Mount Celeste were 
awesome in every direction. After using 
up all our superlatives, we dropped down 
slightly and headed to the south end of 
the ridge - Iceberg Peak at 1982 metres. 

Josh and Erich making their way through the boulder-
strewn alpine plateau with Mount Albert Edward, Mount 

Frink and Castlecrag Mountain to the north.

Our camp just below Rees Ridge. The tarn was a 
welcome swimming hole when the temperature hit      

30 C on our last day. 

Climbing up to Rees Ridge above our camp on Day 2. 

Lisa makes her way over Rees Ridge. The rocks are 
colourful, the lakes vivid, no photoshop needed. 
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extra day, cooling off in the tarn and hanging 
out, identifying peaks – we even spotted 
Mount Waddington. We set off in the 
afternoon and spent our last night at a small 
lake just above Carey Lakes. I think we took 
five swims on the way out.

For anyone who’s counting, that’s two of 
the 53 x Island 6000’ers (confused units 
notwithstanding) in the last hour.

On the return from Iceberg Peak we took a 
line below the ridge over the beautiful but 
much diminished Aureole Icefield. We picked 
our way over the ridge back to camp, making 
it comfortably before sunset. We spent 
another fine evening enjoying the alpenglow 
over the Comox Glacier and our newly 
familiar peaks.

On Day 3, Josh and Lisa headed out early to 
make it back to Victoria. Erich and I took an 

The upper part of the ridge was mostly snow-covered 
which made for easy going.

Josh, Lisa and Erich on the summit of Mount Celeste 
with Comox Glacier behind. 

Our track across Rees Ridge on Google Earth, with our 
lower return route from Iceberg Peak. 

Below Rees Ridge on the way back over                        
the Aureole Icefield.  

Josh heading back to camp with late afternoon 
light highlighting the Golden Hinde to the west.                    
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________________________________________________

Tlatlos Peak Revisited

Lindsay Elms

September 3, 2024                                        
________________________________________________

In my report for the 2008 Island 
Bushwhacker Annual I wrote: “As there 
are no recorded ascents or attempts on 
this peak that I know (Rick Eppler has 
looked at aerial photographs of it in the late 
1970s) I have applied to the ministry that 
is responsible for the geographic naming 
of features in British Columbia to have the 
name Tlatlos Peak officially recognized.” 
Sixteen years later – 2024 – I was informed 
that the name proposal was rejected (along 
with two others that I had submitted at 
the same time.) It’s unfortunate as the 
name has been adopted by the climbing 
community since then and can be found in 
the guidebooks to the island. The naming 
process is a lot more involved today than it 
used to be.

Strathcona Park really delivered for this trip. 
It was one where the entire journey, not just 
the summits, was to be savoured given the 
variety of terrain and viewscapes that we 
passed through. Our sincere thanks to Barb 
and Val for facilitating the access agreement 
that made it all possible. Thanks also to 
Gordon Kyle and Peggy Taylor for their 
trip reports in the IBA 2021 and IBA 2022 
respectively.

Participants:  Lisa Mcbain, Josh Slatkoff, 
Erich Schellhammer, and Catrin Brown

View south from camp. 

Peak finder 101. The app is not really needed when we’ve just hiked the route.
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On the afternoon of 1 September, Val and 
I drove up island to spend a couple of days 
peak-bagging. Our peak of choice was 
Mount Romeo, a peak Val hadn’t climbed 
before. Fortunately, I didn’t have to suffer 
the slings and arrows by having to ask: 
Romeo, Romeo, where for art thou Romeo, 
as I had climbed it previously - twice. I 
wasn’t averse to another ascent. After 
three hours we set up the roof-top tent at 
the end of a logging road under the peak. 
Below, the fog was shrouding the valleys, 
but at this elevation we were above it. The 
next morning it was a short climb to the 
summit. The fog was still lingering in the 
valleys, but everything above remained 
clear. We had a good view over to Peak 
5800 and Tlatlos Peak on the north side of 
the Island Highway. Behind them we could 
see Mount Palmerston, Mount Russell, and 
many more peaks which we have climbed 
over the years. But what was new to us were 
the fresh logging roads to the southeast of 
Tlatlos peak. The roads had been punched 
higher than when we were there in 2008. 
It was obvious that a logging company was 
still actively working in the area. The climb 
of Tlatlos Peak had been a beautiful trip, 
and we decided to revisit the peak. So that 
afternoon, we drove around to the South 
Tlatlos Main and again found the spur road 

we had previously driven up. Only this 
time the road continued much higher and 
around onto the forested (well that could be 
argued now) slopes southeast of the peak. 
We passed logging equipment parked on 
the side of the road – logging trucks, safety 
vehicles, and loaders. Being a long weekend, 
they weren’t working that day. However, 
we didn’t want to be in their way when they 
started work the next day so we found a side 
spur that went above where they would be 
working  – out of sight.

The next morning was another stellar day, 
but the mist was still blanketing the bottom 
of the valleys. We heard the grapple-yarder 
fire-up about 6 a.m. From the end of the 
road, we angled up through old growth to 
a saddle on the ridge. We had reached this 
saddle on our 2008 climb and knew that it 
was a fairly straightforward two-and-a-half-
kilometre ridge hike to the twin summits of 
Tlatlos Peak.

From the saddle we continued climbing 
up the ridge until we broke out into the 
alpine where we could see the first summit 
in the distance. The views of Peak 5800, 
Mount Russell, and Mount Palmerston, and 
many other peaks made the return climb 
worthwhile. Eventually the final ridge rose Tlatlos Peak from a distance.                                                

(Photo by Lindsay Elms)

View of Tlatlos Wall.                                                     
(Photo by Lindsay Elms)
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above us to the first and slightly lower of 
the two summits. Just below this summit we 
traversed around the peak over to a saddle 
between the two summits. From here a short 
scramble brought us onto the main summit. 
There was still that same excited feeling 
upon reaching the summit. Wahoo!

We both found comfortable places to sit and 
pulled out our lunches. I can sit for a while, 
but then I have to get up and wander around, 
poke my head over the edge, look under 
rocks, take photos. I saw a 1.5-metre-tall 
boulder that had a six-centimetre-wide crack 
down the middle. On top of the crack were 
three strategically placed rocks that looked 
a little out of place. I looked into the crack 
and noticed something yellow wedged in it. 
I reached in and pulled out a glass jar with 
paper and a pencil inside. My excitement was 

tanking as I hadn’t seen this before. I opened 
the jar and pulled out the tightly wedged 
notepaper. It was placed there in 1973. I read 
the three entries.

On 28 April 1973 Walter Hrybko, Richard 
Millar and Tony Coley made the first 
recorded ascent. A week later—5 May—
Walter returned with Trevor Wakelin and Karl 
Klein. The third entry was Timo Saukko on 
the 14 July 2002. I recognized two names 
from the second ascent and Timo’s name 
although I didn’t know him. Val and I added 
our names and returned the bottle to the 
crack, but not before we took a photo of the 
names.

The walk back to the vehicle was pleasant 
and there was no need to rush. We couldn’t 
drive down the mountain until the loading 
crews had finished work for the day as we 

Tlatlos Peak from a distance.                                                
(Photo by Lindsay Elms)

Tlatlos Peak summit register.                                            
(Photo by Lindsay Elms)
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had seen logging trucks grinding up and 
down the mountain. They wouldn’t want to 
meet us on the road and vice-versa.

That evening when we got home, I emailed 
my mate Keith Wakelin. I had a gut feeling 
that the Trevor Wakelin might possibly be 
Keith’s older brother. Keith confirmed my 
suspicion and told me 1973 was the year 
after Trevor had moved from New Zealand 
to Canada, and a year before Keith himself 
moved out. Keith and I have run toe-to-toe 
at many running events. Keith was also with 
me when we day-tripped the Golden Hinde 
in August 1998. I knew Trevor, although not 
well, as I had raced against him in several 
ultra races. The Wakelin’s were a running 
family. The same went for Karl Klein. Karl 
was a competitive runner and used to come 
down from Campbell River occasionally 
to our track work-outs at Vanier School 
in Courtenay. I would then race against 

him in many of the Island series races, also 
toe-to-toe. Karl, Keith, and myself had 
that fierce competitive spirit. Sadly, both 
Trevor and Karl have since passed away. 
Karl succumbed to a heart attack when he 
crossed the finish line of a 10-kilometre 
race down island in 2012. Keith informed 
me that Walter was still alive and possibly in 
Sayward. He vaguely knew Richard and Tony, 
but didn’t know where they were. I googled 
Walter’s name and found he was still living 
in Sayward. The next day I phoned him and 
told him what I had found. Both he and his 
wife were so excited. I sent him photos of 
his note and the bottle. He told me to come 
up to Sayward sometime and visit. He said 
he had lots of stories to share with me. How 
could I not take him up on this offer. They 
will be another story.

Participants: Val Wootton and Lindsay Elms
________________________________________________

Raising a Rope-Gun: Victoria Peak

Eryn Tombu-Haigh

September 11-13, 2024
________________________________________________

This is the first year my son has shown 
the hiking and climbing obsession that I 
suffer from. I was blown away by his drive 
and endurance. A weather break in March 
camping on the Juan de Fuca marine trail, 
Caleb expressed his desire to climb ‘real’ 
mountains, “with ropes and everything.” 
Inside I was full of joy, my dreams of creating 
a rope-gun to lead me up gnarly routes, 
perhaps not too outlandish? I played it cool, 
“yeah? Well that takes a lot of work, and 
it’s very dangerous.” Another thing I have 
in common with my son is his unwavering 
stubbornness. So, there it was, if he climbed 
well, listened, worked up his endurance, and I 
found a friend who was willing to climb with 

Tlatlos Peak summit register.                                            
(Photo by Lindsay Elms)
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us at the end of summer I promised Caleb a 
real peak.

Before his 6th birthday at the end of June we 
had already warmed up with Mount Cokely, 
via the CPR trail, all 30 kilometres of the 
Cowichan River trail and Cream Lake (which 
was still on post-holy snow). We spent rainy 
afternoons at our local climbing gym. In 
July we met up with my sister and her kids 
in Whistler and hiked the Musical Bumps 
to camp at Russet Lake, then down the 
Singing Pass trail. At the end of the month, 
we climbed up to Morrison Spire via Marble 
Meadows with them, spending hours looking 
at fossils.

In August, Caleb and I did all of the Nootka 
Island Trail, Cape Scott and the Comox 

Glacier. At this point I was beginning to 
realize that a real peak was well within 
Caleb’s skill level and it was the end of 
summer. I chose Victoria Peak via the South 
Face original route. It was a big enough 
mountain to be impressive to Caleb. I’d 
climbed the route and was comfortable with 
it, and starting at the end of the logging road 
at 1250m, we would not get burned out on 
the approach.

The weather was finicky but September 
12th looked good. So that meant hiking in 
and out might not be as lovely. Celina had 
just gotten off shift and we headed out of 
Campbell River at 1 p.m. on the 11th. Hiking 
by 4 p.m. into the wet blueberry bushes in 
the cut block, by 4:10 cold and soaked Caleb 
declared this was “the worst hike ever.” 
Luckily the bush was short lived and views 
popped in and out of the clouds as we ate 
gummy bears for motivation and told stories 
to distract ourselves. Within an hour and 
a half, we were able to make camp around 
1500m where three SARTECs were running 
exercises on the ridge. They were done for 
the day and had a lovely fire going where we 
were able to dry off and warm up. They were 
very kind and friendly and even helped Caleb 
spot a Sasquatch that was known to be on 
the ridge.

Caleb and Eryn "training" on the Nootka Island Trail. 
(Photo by Maria Kilpatrick)

Celina and Caleb on the soggy approach in.                    
(Photo by Eryn Tombu-Haigh)
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The next morning the views were incredible, 
the sun was out and spirits were high. The 
SARTECs bid us good luck and told us they 
were close at hand if we needed them and 
off we went into what would be an 11-hour 
day. Once we dropped off the main ridge, I 
was glad there was barely any snow to cross, 
and Caleb was able to use my small Petzl 
Ride ice axe to support himself when he felt 
he needed it. Donning our helmets, we climb 
up the basin to the South Face, the rock 
became loser and steeper and we heard ice 
calving off the other side in the sun.

Alarming to hear it fall with the rocks that 
were embedded in it, it was a good reminder 
how loose this mountain was. Relatively 
safe on our side as the angle steepened 
towards the start of the face, I got Celina 

to toss the rope down so Caleb could tie in 
for the last little scramble. Light feet and 
we were all on the bench to the first pitch. I 
clipped Caleb into a short rope and we made 
our way up to the belay anchor Celina had 
built. Reiterating how important it was to be 
clipped into the mountain or one of us at all 
times, Caleb clipped into the mountain and I 
took up position to belay Celina up the first 
pitch. I hadn’t climbed Victoria Peak for five 
years and I thought a 48-metre rope would 
be plenty, and it was, but we had to do two 
pitches, a 60 would have gotten us up the 
whole step. When Celina was secure, she 
belayed Caleb and I simul-climbing. This 
way I was able to help him especially on the 
first LARGE step. The initial move around a 
large chock-stone was a bit disheartening to 
him but quickly over it he got in his groove. 
As we climbed the SARTEC plane and 
helicopter flew around making it quite the 
fun experience! With the two pitches done 
we short roped up the rest of the summit 
block finding routes up the loose rock and 
shelves. The final move to the summit Caleb 
asked for a rope again and we happily tied 
him in.

Beaming at his success Caleb filled in 
his own summit registry entry as we ate 
sandwiches and chocolate. Although the 

Caleb looking very comfortable climbing 
the South Face of Victoria Peak.                                                            

(Photo by Eryn Tombu-Haigh)
All smiles on the summit.                                                  

(Photo by Eryn Tombu-Haigh)
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clouds had moved in, we still had pocket 
views of Warden Peak and beyond. Heading 
down, we rappelled off the summit, our 
first of what ended up being four rappels. 
I had never tandem rappelled but figured 
I could lower Caleb if I couldn’t figure it 
out, or Caleb wasn’t enjoying it. I’d taken a 
screenshot of the proper way to tandem, 
with both of us in the same belay device. 
Caleb’s personal anchor system was shorter 
than mine so as he basically sat on my lap as 
I controlled the descent and the prusik. The 
first rappel took a bit of finessing but by the 
time we were down the south face the six-
year-old review was “super fun.” I was proud 
of how well he listened especially when 
pulling ropes and other critical moments 
when rocks could dislodge.

As we made our way back onto the main 
ridge we took time to bask in the alpine glow, 
enjoying the amazing sunset views of Sutton 
Peak, Mount Alston and the whole Haihte 
Range. An incredible end to an incredible 
day. Wait, that was not the end.

As the last rays of sun disappeared, we ate 
our dinner, drank hot chocolate, and had a 
celebratory dance party before tucking in. 
The morning brought torrential downpour. 
We packed up and I put my cell phone 
playing a Real Survival Stories Podcast to 
distract us from the saturation, in the lid of 
Caleb’s bag. It was a great technique, not 
only were we all engrossed in the story, but 
I knew exactly where Caleb was! We were 
under an hour to the truck, dry clothes and 
high fives! Already Caleb has his sights on 
adventures for next summer, he is hopeful to 
do both the West Coast Trail and the Golden 
Hinde among others during the summer of 
2025, look for our trip report next year! 

Participants: Eryn Tombu-Haigh, Caleb 
Wullum, and Celina Rodzinyak

Caleb and Celina take a rest in the evening sun.              
(Photo by Eryn Tombu-Haigh)

Sunset over Sutton Peak.                                             
(Photo by Eryn Tombu-Haigh)
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Still, there were smiles all around.

Eventually, we were able to put our 
snowshoes and skis on and began to move 
through the deep powdery snow.

On arriving at the lake, we had to find our 
way across the outlet and up the bank on 
the other side - a fun challenge led by Scott. 
Martin made steps for the rest of us and we 
carried on uphill.

Navigating roots on an icy trail.                                    
(Photo by Olive Joy)

This is type A fun!                                                            
(Photo by Selena Swets)

Martin checks the terrain.                                                  
(Photo by Olive Joy)

Martin kicking steps at the outlet slope.                   
(Photo by Olive Joy)
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As it was getting dark, it was time to don our 
headlamps.

However, much to our dismay, when arriving 
in the dark and at dinner time, we could not 
start the stove. We were VERY cold, but still 
having a good time!

For a while, I was worried because 
Martin had told me I would only need a 

summer sleeping bag and I was freezing 
with everything on but my sleeping bag. 
Fortunately, after several hours of concerted 
effort and many references to the manual, 
Martin and Scott got the stove going. What a 
relief! It turned out, there was ice high up in 
the pipe that had frozen solid (apparently a 
first). Time for appies!

Evenings were spent discussing 
leadership issues and challenges, as well 
as brainstorming how we could create a 
new norm for the club where everyone 
contributes in some way. Participants 
shared trips they would like to lead. 
Experienced leaders offered suggestions 
and shared experiences and prospective 
leaders identified areas where they needed 
additional support. We also did a fun quiz, 
with group 1 winning the swag. Martin 
showed us the weather station, gave us an 
overview of what was involved in being a hut 
custodian, and was overall a great host to all 
of us.

On Saturday visibility was poor and with avi 
risk fairly high we only went part way to the 
summit.

Almost there!                                                                     
(Photo by Olive Joy)

Becky warming us with her smile.                                      
(Photo by Jane Maduke)

Group discussion over appies.                                       
(Photo by Selena Swets)
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The rest of the day was devoted to beacon 
practice and fun. Several members tried 
backcountry skiing for the first time.

Sunday was a bluebird day with a beautiful 
sunrise.

Sadly, it was time to pack up and head home.

Heading uphill on day 2.                                                    
(Photo by Becky Noble)

Glorious sunrise.                                                             
(Photo by Becky Noble)

Triple Peak and beyond in the morning light.                          
(Photo by Rachel Treloar)

Scott and Olive - ready to head home.                             
(Photo by Selena Swets)












































































































































































































