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Getting the speed i Pfrom the sled tow-in is hard, but
after a few tries, Highthailgit with a Tail Stallinto the

night. Barker phota




This winter has been insane. So much snew-—dump..
afterdump. Mow that we're well imta spring, the sun
is.starting to czack’threugh the stormy winter clouds
This is perfect eatékiing weather, and just in time, ds
we've wrangled a crew torhead north of Pemberton,
BC, into the Southern Chilcotins, for a week-long
catboarding odyssey. Backcauntry Snowcats, off the
Hurley logging read in the Grouty Creék area, is in
its inaugural year with Reg and Kathy Milne at the
helm. These operators ski-toured the entire area for

"@nce we get to the Hurley,” Kathy tells'us, “you
will have to park in a farmer's field*before 3 bridge.
From there; | will drive the crew’up ta the snow line
When you'c ome out, the bridge that we cross will be
under reconstruetion.” She teases that we may not be
able tp get back across. “I'm sure forestry will have
something rigged up, maybe a towline.”

That night Kathy charges her truck up the Hur-
ley, regaling us with.stories of her operating snow-
cats since the late '80s. She explains that it was

20 years: fought for tenure forover 13 years, and we . ‘mostly gilys on the groeming crew back ther, so

will be the*first all-girl crew to shred the valley and
‘enjoy the proverbial fruits of their I3bour,

The girls coming have spun a twist on their usual
scene of halfpipe riding and tan'ui‘tll_nons torideih--
knewn terrain. The crew inclutles Mercedes Nicoll,
ElenaHight, Helen Schettini andeDom Vallée Snow~
board” Canada Woren's Annual creative director
Roberta Rodger also jumped at the epportunity to
get out of her office-and shred lines with two. of
her athletesfrom Infamous Management, Nicolland
Hight. To top it off, longtime Whistler local Jennifer
“Jibber Jen” Godbolt is onboard as.our tail quide
This wilk be some serious girl time )

The first photographer to arriveis Ashley Barker
weighed down ‘with bags of camera gear. Shaun
Hughes, Who's also shooting, drives up with Schet- -
tini..Jibber is already there loading her gear‘intd the
back-of Kathy's truck. = -

she had to learn fastand be tough enough to en-
dure the night Shifts all winter -

"Driving.a cat on flat ground is easy,"she says
“Ledrning to groom-the steeper runs, like Tokum

- ot Bearpaw [Whistler Mountain], after a two-to-

three-foot dump meapt sliding dqwn the fun try-
ing. to gontrol the cat usisg the blade, filler and
tracks, and still leaving
the next day. That was both fup and €xhilarating,
and since then | was hooked on.cats.”

Upon reaching the snow line, we arg met.with a

line of brand-new sleds. We load up.the machines
with coolers of food, donated by thé Brewhouse in
Whistler, and start thelate-night ride up'to the Hurley
Mountain Lodge, two double-wide trailers with full
amenities. Even though a trailer lacks the lustre of an
alpine chalet, these operators aren't messing around
They chose to break irto the industry with a beefy

decent pass for the skiers.

fleet of six cats, new sleds, and 15,000 acres of land
usage. We'll only be sampling a smalk taste of this

Morning comes early, and Reg is picking up Rod
ger and the rest of the riders. Hight just wrapped up
her last major contestof the year, the U.5. Open; and
Vallée and Njcoll flew in from Japan overnight. For
these three girls jit's been a season of contest after
contest after ‘contest, not to.mention the Olympics
so this trip is a much-needed break

Theinitial crew heads out to the cat to get a feel for
the terrain, where we'll be spending the next three
days. When Vallée, Nicoll, and Rodger pullup onsleds
to_our cat, the scene erupts into'a girls’ squaiwkfe
We‘take tite cat up to the peak and do g rundo
the backside of the valley; Jibber Jlen takes notes for
her guide books. We keep on the lookout for jibs
drops, tree lines, and any other féature we can ride
and shoot. Without hesitation,* Schettini ‘bontbs a
sketchy 15-foot drop landing: on- shralped snow.
Unfortunately, we are heading into the last couple
weeks of March and the snow is turning inta soup:

“our guide, Bryce Cox, pushes us te do more runs

In_his perfect world everyone is keen on powde
runs, yet our crew is mere interested in scoping lines,” *
hitting them, .and getting. in“solid shots: The runs
continue, we shoot and hit some drops, the gossip
enthralls, and we callit a day. Then Barker brings.up
the idea ef building a night jib.
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Helen Schettini will hit anything to get the shag, even if théy
landing is windblown, Lucky for her there is [of§of powd@
on this one. § \
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Unanimously, we vote Rodger in as the foreman
of the project, and she sets out designing a quar-
terpipe. Halfway through our dig, we spot a mas-
sive tube buried deep into the snow. We all look at
each other with knowing glances on what we will do
next: dig that puppy out and drag it to the top of the
quarterpipe so we can jib the crap out of it.

As we push the tubing up the wall of the pipe,
Reg hollers, “Girls, let me fire up the cat. What you're
building isn’t big enough.”

Everyone stops and looks at each other as Reg
hops in the cat and pushes a mound of snow to-
ward us.

“Hey, girls,” he yells. “Don’t worry, | built Super-
pipe, and this is what | do best.”

Needless to say, we're all stoked that our tour
operator is building us a massive quarterpipe while
laughing his head off. When he’s finished, we're left
with a behemoth of a pipe, our tubing in place at the
top, and a smooth run-in for the girls to be towed by
sleds. The end result gleams vividly in the dim light.
Yeah, tomorrow night's session will be sick.



HE BOIVIE

We are up at the crack of dawn making breakfast
and packing lunch. The crew is obsessed with Happy
Planet smoothies, and everyone is chugging them
back to no end. The plan is to hit a few lines we spot-
ted yesterday and look out for other fun stashes. It
snowed 10 centimetres overnight, so there should
be better coverage today.

We run a few laps and then come across what
would come to be known to us as the “Bomb Drops.”
Off the side of the cat track stands a row of 15- to
20-footers. The photographers set up their cameras
as the rest of us ride in overtop to scope out the situ-
ation. Jibber leads us in as Cox skis off to the side
to watch over the landings. He's starting to get the
picture of what our mission is all about, but he still
looks nervous. The girls check it out from the top,
and Rodger gives Hight some coaching. This is when
the humour steps in. All four girls have to go to the
bathroom, and they are each waiting for their turn to
drop their lines before they drop their pants. It seems
like forever as we wait for them to drop, but finally,
one by one, the girls bust off it and shots are fired.
We are bent over busting a gut as Vallée explains
what was taking them so long to drop.

“No, no, we were definitely not nervous,” she
bursts out with laughter. “We were going to the
bathroom.”
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“It's a good thing | brought toilet paper,” Nicoll
adds. "Yeah, these lines are sweet.”

Hidden behind a section of trees, just down
from the Bomb Drops, the crew is pumped to find
a row of pillow lines. Vallée proves no stranger
to the backcountry as she steps up and fires off a
lofty Method. Nicoll then starts to run a solid line
down the pillows when all of a sudden—bam/—she
smokes her knee into her face. We run over only to
find her shaking off a concussion and hiking back
up to make another attempt. She rides her line with
incredible style and finds another pillow. Unfortu-
nately, she knees her head again and calls time-out.
Meanwhile, Rodger’s words of wisdom on riding
pillows has paid off as Hight flows over them effort-
lessly. Schettini stomps the landing on a huge cliff
drop but bangs up her knee in the process. Stoked
to have those solid lines, we take it mellow for a
while. Cox takes us into an area called the Burnt
Forest—ghostly trees and amazing snow.

Upon nightfall we head back to the cabin for our
first quarterpipe session. With Schettini's knee down
and Nicoll’s head still making her nauseous, Vallée
and Hight are the only two hitting it. After Reg gives
us the liability spiel, Vallée sails to the top and goes
straight over. We work on the speed issues and the
run-in, and by the end of the night the two girls are
seriously throwing down.

Elena Hight had never been on a backcountry trip but
proves her skills carry over just fine. By Day 2 she is
taming pillow lines like this. Barker photo
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We really didn’t shut up the whole time.

' Just trying to do a line and jump something
was a gonlg show: “So we ¢go on three,
right? You're omg_,to drop right here,
and me right theré? Are you sure you're

oing to drop there? Can you see your
anding? How is the snow? So we go on
three, right?” I haven’t been in Whiistler

'much the past few months, but now I )
feel like | know everything that happéned. . g

Dom Valled® .,
The terrain up there is amazing. The ridge ?
is 15 kilometres long, with tons of north-
facing terrain, steep alpine, and long tree
runs. There is so much of it left to explore.
it's cool nobody’s reall* shot up there be-
fore; they just started doing tours this
winter. > lodge has hot showers and in-
door plumbing in_the middie of nowhere,
and the snowcat is like being on a luxury S
cruise ship. I think once the word gets out, e
thc:y are going to be fully booked. Kathy =
and Reg, m Backcouritry Snowcats, are
amazimg. —lihberJen

MO PANIS

It's morning, and it snowed again. It's our last day,
and we're keen to shred more pow. Suddenly, we
hear a massive crashing noise come from the bath-
room. We run in to find Nicoll flat out on the floor.
The poor girl is suffering from a concussed head
from yesterday. We are bummed as Rodger and
Nicoll pack up and sled out.

It's colder out this morning, so Vallée decides to
wear two pairs of long johns. We ride all day and
lose track of why we came out. Itisn‘t about work
anymore; it's about the shred. We hit up more
features, but nothing is as sweet as yesterday’s
pillows and drops.

We follow Cox through the Burnt Forest only
to find out we are lost. Mild hysteria sets in. We
know we're not severely lost, but our poor guide is
sweating and telling us not to follow him anymore.
We finally find our way down, and at the bottom,
Vallée proceeds to strip down and take off a pair of
long johns. We proclaim that run “Hot Pants.” We
really hope that Reg and Kathy keep the names from
our trip. We can see it now: Bomb Drops, uh, that's
where those girls dropped a doozy.

We're back up and thinking it's about time to hita
tree jib. We are, after all, in the Burnt Forest—what
else are a bunch of dead, charred trees good for?
After finding nothing too significant, we build our
own with a burnt log running up on top of a tall tree
stump. We're cracking jokes like crazy, and even Cox
is loosening up.

Back at the lodge, Reg is on the roof, and all
he can hear is ridiculous giggles from miles away.
Do these girls ever stop? he thinks to himself, and
jumps on a sled to find out where all the entertain-
ment is coming from. Schettini is the guinea pig;
she rides in and cases herself on the first attempt.
After she hits it and bails three times, we give up
and ride out. It's time for dinner anyway and one
last quarterpipe session.
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Planet-loving girls. Barker ploto
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As evidenced here, Dominique Vallée has the
best Methods on the trip. Hughes photo
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Barker uses a three-light setup as the three girls—
Vallée, Hight, and Schettini—destroy the night ses-
sion shoot. Back in the main foyer of the lodge, we : : }
finish the trip off with some serious poker. Hightis a
sniper of a card player, but it's Schettini who brings ’ F

down the house.

We are up early to head out as everyone has com- e
mitments to make. We double-up on the sleds and
cruise out, but when we arrive back at the snow
line, Cox and Vallée are missing. When they finally
pull up, Vallée whips off her helmet. She has tearsin
her eyes, a crazy grin on her face, and she’s laughing !
hysterically; she manages to spit out that Cox had
driven off the road. Yikes, he may be a solid back-
country guide, but we should've let Vallée drive out.
she couldn’t care less but adds that it's sure one hell
of a way to end a trip.

It isn’t over quite yet. We still have to make it
across the bridge. Driving out to where the bridge
once stood are a bunch of workers and a narrow
plank leading across.

“There's only one way out,” one of the workmen
says, as they stare at a bunch of grease-stained girls
loaded down with snowboard and photo gear. They
look at each other and, without hesitation, start to
carry our bags over.

“Would you like me to hold your hand?"
one asks.

One by one, step by step, we enter back
into reality.

CONTACT: |
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