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I am traveling north through winding switchbacks from the town of Gold Bridge,
I population 43. The day began four hours earlier in Whistler. I drove through
I Pemberton, over the Duffy, out past Lillooet and onto the Bridge River Road.
I The dusty roads led me past a wide bend that juts out over the 55-metre-high
I Tezaghi Dam. After a turn on Carpenter Lake Road, I end up just below my
I destination of Bralorne, BC. Normally, in the middle of winter, a 45-minute
I snowmobile ride over the Pemberton Hurley logging road would have taken me

to this remote shred land. But it's late in the season, and the snowboard scene is
winding down. The sun has been out for weeks, and the usual Whistler zones are
tracked out. When the Callaghan Valley starts looking like a pinball machine crossed
with a skating rink, you know it's time to head north. The drive is long, but this trip
will be the only way to find powder in the final days of the winter.

I think of what this area must have been like back in the '30s, when Bralorne was
in its peak of gold production. Miners like Al Abott made their way from Lillooet, Seton
Portage and Anderson Lake in Model-T Fords. Others came bytrain from Shalalth,
enduring a one-week horse pack over the treacherously steep Mission Mountain. lt
would be quite an experience forthose old mining men to see the lineup of monster
trucks and sleds charging up the hill today, blowing dust and blasting dope beats.

In the early days, snowboard crews in search of BC zones untouched by professional
athletes overlooked a spot iust two hours north of Whistler, one with ranges huge enough
to resemble the Matterhorn. lt's ironic that Bralorne was thriving in the early 1900s, yet
on the parallel side of the valley, Whistler wasn't even on the map yet. More than 5,000
men were once employed in the Bralorne mines. lf any of these miners bragged of
Bralorne's riches-gold nuggets the size of a man's fist-more men would come by the
dozens. lf today I brag of Bralorne's white, snowy riches, will the same thing happen?

As I pull into the old mining town, I check my watch. Strangely enough, the time is
blinking 4:20 p.m. My watch has stopped working. I have to laugh, realizing I'm now
officially on Bralorne time.

You can still see the gold+ush days clinging to every corner of Bralorne's old
homes. Hidden among them are remnants of a jail cell, brothel, the old town hall, a
hospital, a bank, a renovated old church, and a closed down ski hill named Sunshine.

Sunshine lies southeast of Bralorne, within the Cadwallader Range, and stands at
7,595 feet. lt was once considered a prime location for ski hill development. 0n the
lower slopes there was a rope tow and lodge which still stands, belonging to the
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Bralorne Ski Club. Many Scandinavian skiers who became area locals still tell tales of
riding the Bralorne rope tow all day for 50 cents. Unfortunately the majority of the
town was torched when the mines shut down, in fear of hippies starting a commune in
the valley. Thirtythree years later, Whistlerites in search of getaway cabins in the
mountains moved in.

Traditionally, there existed a code of silence on the subiect of Bralorne, but that's
not how people here want their town portrayed. They're welcoming to visitors, media
and photographers.

The crew joining me in Bralorne is solid: Shin and Shandy Campos, Mike Wilson
and Jon Cartwright. Jeff Corbett comes along to shoot photos, RickJohnson and Paul
Watt to film for Brainwash Cinema.

Shin Campos and a trail of trucks drive to a prominent house that sits upon a ter-
race of stilts. A couple of snowskates linger at the staircase. The steps lead to a resi-
dence ripe with the history of two snowboard legends. Snowboards rest on a work-
bench, an old Superpipe tent sits in the corner, and photos from around the world
(including a wall of Craig Kelly memorabilia) hang on the walls. lf Scandinavian ski
potential was discovered here, perhaps that explains why lohan 0loffson realized the
value of Bralorne and bought this old lawyer's home. Then again, Bralorne not only has
gnarly mountains, but also a bar within stumbling distance from Johan's front porch.
And just like in Sweden, you can ride your snowmobile around Bralorne. Knowing Johan
is back home recovering from knee surgery, Shin is in search ofthe home's other resi-
dent, Al Clark.

No one had seen much of Al in the past few years, but in that time he and Johan
pioneered unmarked routes and dialed numerous first descents throughout the valley.
They became part of the volunteer fire department, and Johan traded snowboards t0 a
local named Lenny for a hand-carved bar made of pine logs. In turn, Al and Johan
taught Lenny the fundamentals of snowboarding, and in his later years the tradesman
became a backcountry guru. Just imagine Johan 0loffson and Al Clark teaching you to
snowboard in your own backyard. The mind boggles.
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Al, returning from a fishing trip, is sioked to see his old snowboard buddies in town.
"Hey, guys," he says. "Head up to the house and unpack your bags. You can still

get a 4 p.m. shred i.n. The sun sets later than usual in this valley."
Sled problems prevent the afternoon session; Shin blows his sled's trailing arm on

the way up the trail. Johan's absence proves a blessing. While Shin pilfers the neces-
sary parts offthe Swede's sled and repairs his own machine, the rest ofthe crew set-
tles into the bar.

The next morning, the sun beams as the crew gears up for a day of riding. After we

two snowboard rock stars, Sean Kearns and Devun Walsh.
That night the doors open to reveal a mine/s galleria. lt seems the miners like

hockey too, and they have just come in from a hard day at work. One elderly gent tells
tales of coming to Bralorne in search of work. He figured since he can play hockey, he
had a good chance of getting a job at the mines. The two mines in town ended up bid-
ding over him for a better wage. Nobody could find work unless they could play hockey,
in his words, extremelywell. Hence, duringthose days, Bralorne and Pioneer had two
of the best hockey teams in BC, if not Canada.

unload the sleds, we roop up the trail, past the single- The crew awakes to another sunny day and heads
track in the tight trees and up into one of the highest UNFORTUNATELY THE MAJORIry OF THE into the hills. lt's almost comical not to have to rush in
points of the Noel-Birkenhead Range. Jon, Shin, Shandy TOWN WAS TORCHED WHEN THE MINES the morning like we do in Whistler, but then again,
and Mike are astounded by the spiral ing glaciers that . ,  , ,  ,-  ^^.-^, ,n, 
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we're on Bralorne t ime and the two skiers in the park-
shoot toward the sky when they rbach t[isummit. sHUT DowN' lN FEAR oF HIPPIES START- inc'tot aren't interested in our lines. The crew sets out
Beyond the towering crowns to the northwest s1 ING A COM M U N E lN TH E VALLEY. ', i ilit ' ' to-blast apart north{acing rock bands. Shandy, Shin
PembertonandthesouthwestofGo|dBridge' the. i i i i l i : i : .1, l . . l i | ]1,1. i : . i i : . i ; : , \ : . \
mountainsstretcha| | thewaytoihePaci f ic0cean.Thesi ' : , i lJL. ; l . j | j | \J | . : i r : j . '1 ' l : ' \ i l
Coastal Mountains move upward along BC's coast to ?,Ji,:j,r!iii,:l,itiji:, ,;i.!.ii.-i,ti.ij ii:'. drop. Mike hikes up and stands atop a small cornice.
Alaska. South of the Hurley River, the Sampson Range He hollers out to Shin, asking if it'd be possible. Shin
boasts six mountains that are shred-accessible on the isn't sure---one false move and it's all over. Yet some-
northern aspect, while the Bridge-Lillooet Divide is well known for its massive peaks of thing inside of Mike makes him go for it.
Mt. Sloan, Mt. Sampson and Lone Goat. "Yep, I'm doing it," he yells down. He proceeds to drop in, ride through the chute

In other words, we are sunounded by a playground of clifl drops, chutes, cornices with three sharp turns, then stomp the cliff with style that Johan himself would have
and knolls, known locally as Booterville. 0n top of this sweet tenain is a foot of cheered for, earning high-fives all around.
untracked powder. That's Bralorne for you-a rider's dreamland. The day proves successful for everyone. Tricks are dialed, and rolls of film are hot.

Al, not wanting to waste time in his own backyard, steps up and kills a steep face. The crew even makes it back in time for hockey at the Claim Jumper. They have no
It's the sickest line of the day. He lingers for a while, then heads home. He's made his idea they'll be in for a rip rootin' good ol' time tonight, as Rockin' Rosie the bartender
mark, proving he can freestyle through any pitch. The rest of the crew hits booters, has brought in a karaoke machine. Rosie is one hot mama, n0 doubt about it. She runs
drops cliffs and scopes out the zone for the next day. The sun is going down; everyone the town without a blink of an eye. She'll close up the bar, fight a fire, open it up
has put in a solid day of riding. With the Vancouver Canucks playing tonight, the race again to pour you a fresh jug of draft, and hit the karaoke machine with a full-throt-
is on to the Claim Jumper, Bralorne's local bar. This establishment has hosted many tled voice.
nights of debauchery and serves up the best deepJried food north of-the 49th. A free pool tournament is being held, and Shin takes the house by storm-until
Considered by some a crazy town, it\ no wonder the Claim Jumper is part-owned by Mike steps up for the second time. Mike pulls horseshoes out of his butt, nailing every
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NO ONE HAD SEEN IV]UCH OF AL IN THE PAST FEW YEARS.

Shin Campos is more than jusi a talented
karaoke troubad00r, as evidenced by this

feat of Bralorne badness. Jefl coftelt photo
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Al Clark only had to charge one
line lo mak€ a lasting impression
on th6 $erv. Sometimes local
status pays off. scott Serfss photo t
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AS I  DRIVE OUT OF THE
VALLEY AIV]IDST A STORM OF

DUSTBALLS, SOIVETHING
CATCHES THE CORNER

OF IVIY EYE.
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shot. Shin goes down in f lames. Since the loser must sing karaoke-and doesn't  get
to pick his own s0ng Jon and lVike select a real crowd-pleaser for Shin. The bar of
miners and locals howl as he belts out UB40's "Red, Red Wine." After rocking the bar,
Shin is eager for an encore.

The tr ip s last day is spent on Lone Goat. For the majori ty of the winter you can
drive your sled direct ly there from town. But since the spring weather has already
melted the snow along the road, we must drive through Gold Bridge.

Lone Goat is not a secret- i ts inaccessibi l i ty keeps people away. lVlany r iders know
of the area, and the logbook in the solar-powered visi tors'cabin has pages of com-
ments to prove rt.  Matt Domanski and Sean Kearns are in the book, as are Dave
Bastenechea, Eric Smith (rest in peace) and Kurt is Croy from the Adventurescope days.
And this isn't  the f irst t ime Jon and Jeff have been here. The logbook quotes lon as say-

ing, "L0ne Goat was the most fun you could have with your
clothes on." Well  put, Jon.

Lone Goat is sunbaked, and the terrain has turned to
soup. The guys st i l l  dial in a few l ines, but the sloppy con-
dit ions give them no reason to explore. The I ines here have
potential,  and there is talk of returning next season for a
rematch. 0n the way out, Mike s sled hits a rock and he
breaks a ski A good combination of MacGyver ski l ls, zap
straps and a shovel handle create a temporary replace-
ment. Incidental ly, the temporary f ix breaks 0n 0ur way
out, serving as a reminder that the val ley is miles away
from mechanical or medical help.

As I drive out of the val ley amidst a storm of dustbal ls,
s0mething catches the corner of my eye. I  real ize my watch
now reads 4:21 p.n. The digits have f inal ly changed after
a st int 0n Bralorne t ime. My mind wanders through my
memories of the past few days. I  know that 0nce I anive in
Whist ler, everyone wil l  ask how the condit ions were and
what went down.

What can I say? | saw lVike tear apart the'Lorne l ike
he's the next big thing. Al proved his ski l ls had done noth-

ing but sharpen since he dri f ted from Whist ler. Jon was ultra stoked, and his r iding
proved i t .  The Campos brothers bounced off every cl i f f  band they could f ind. The
rumourmi l l  ran rampant,  h int ingCanadian /dolscout ingforShin 'ssingingtalents,
somebody filming a Bralorne spin-off to The Trailer Park Boys, and Jeff Corbett aban-
doning his Whist ler l i fe$yle to move in ful l l ime.

As for the condit ions, I  know that i f  I  mention a foot of pow in mid-Apri l ,  no one wil l
bel ieve me. Then again, I  also know that what happens in Bralorne stays in Bralorne.
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