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OPERATION SPILLIMACOOKI 1947
by Pete Peterson

This Is a somewhat personal account of a month-long mountaineering trip
into a rarely visited section of the Parcells aid Southern Seikinks in British
Columbia. The region is one that bately comes iti-in the edge of published
maps, nith many snuare miles of unmansed mountnine 133ng itLet to the south.
It was a back-necking trip in which the party was comp-Jet:ay self-suf2icient,--
ne denendence being ninced on such fish :nd geme'ns the country afforded.

review is by the' least mountain=nise uember of the four man group.

_aa...e 'Preliminaries: nashington to Tassnn.

For some weeks I had listened avidly, at every opportunity, to Donald's
and Arnold's plans for their second trip to the Selkjelle le:7.tn Sterling; the
details were necessarily vague in spots but most inberes.ing Sterling wasan old hand at mountaineering; the other two had been on sovenal such trips
before and had, besides, a considerable rock-eliZeing bcchgnennd, my experiencein both mountaineering anki rock-climbing WL$ ,uite liminted. On Wednesday
morning, July 2, I had no serioue thought of going along; 'ey noun of thatdr.ly the last intangible straw must have been piled on, for I was "in". BYmidnight of Thursday most of our baggage vas checked at the Silver Spring depotfor shipment ahead. The following 7edneoday evening, July 9, s,;Ni us on thetrain west. At Chicago we hurried about, between trains, purchasing some ofour supplies; we returned to the station laden with packages of reisins, nets,Cheese, meat tins and a conspicuous garlic-fortified salmi. The four daytrain ride saw us through Minneanolis, Portal, ':.tooe Jaw, Calgary fend Panff toour take-off point at Golden, B. C., on the Saturday afternoon of July 12.

Golden one of us, at least, anticipated a full afternoon for procerrShopping, leisurely Sunday for selocting nnd repacking luggage and a takeofffor the mountaine on Monday morning. It must be noted that the sorting outof one's equiplinent here nes a viteinmetter: you 11::.d bc) consider eneigklittleitem with respect to it relative usefulness, its edibility end, above all,its weight. The tyranny of "things" assumed latge pronortions. that wentinto your duffle bag here you either carried the whole way, or threw awayor ate en route: I had unpleasant visions,-as I hefted illy beloved secondcamera,-of its weight finally becoming intolerable but yet finding myselfunable to throw it away; and nowhere could I recall a recipe for making acamera edible.
*
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A word about some of my hastily borrowed luggage. .Among th,:: things that
came with me to Golden were Jim Lemble earka, Sam Moore's moseuitoelet,
etereing Hendriek's opiate° ice-axe, Paul Bredtls crampons and Leo Scott's
snow goggles; most of these accompanied me into the mountains. Friends seem
te be even hendier at some times, than others,

The tangled skein of minor events n Golden is about as involved as a
evhodunite plot and the soon-to-be-wear reader will ex ceered many? of the
details. The problems resolved into securing any aveileele in:creation about
the region into which we were headed, of getting traeseectel)n as far into it
as possible and of buying most of our groceries, Ye e.e.e3 ereeneee with
Sin Feuz of Fridhem Hotel for storage of our city eleeee a:,. .3urplus baggage,
Then Sterling reflectively chewed a straw or two, tere. A-eel:3 in tow and
disappeared down the road; their inquiries apparent); :0. e eost efficient
grapevine into operation for they located two ment--N. eelos and David H.
Simpson,-who knew mane of the answers we sought. 61 ... eee even eeelored
the edge of our region ane had some most informattne eeieeeeeehs. It appeared
that the 31 eile trail ue the Seillimacheen -River eo 1 2 3.ie Creek, ehich we
nad thought to travel by pac -horse, was now easse.ele be j,”3. Further, the
local ranger wee due to make a trip over this route emeee and if we could '
get down to his home base at Parson in time ee eight evoe arrange to ride
eieel him. Then about e P. events galvanised us into a sueien selurge of
getting ready. ernoldis carefully prepared lists, that 'le Red Sterling had
wereed over on the long train ride, proved their full we-eh; tee hours )eter
the final buying, sorting and repacking for a monte?s teLe inte t;ic bush wee
eeee and we eere in e truck bound for Parcon,--e weeee-,eeion 20 miles S. 7.
ee 'leen.

Parson vie camped overnight and again those onium ereams of a leisurely
day crept softly in: the Thereabouts of the leen va.... a Jeep, Irving ?e:efee,
who we hoped would take us on our next st .:as unknown; we gueesed he
would show up the next evening at earliest. Instead, he ae ,carod early in
the morning and ready to go, 'eine O'clock saw us again packed and now headed
for the upper reaches of the Spillimacheen River. The jeee wes well loaded:
three sat in the seet; in back ere the jeeefe radio equipment, our tents,
ropes, crampons, peckboards, ice-axes, a month's supply of food and all tho
other necessary evils that one designates by "etc". The other two riders
hung on with the beep re somehow,

That one night camp at Person stands out in my memory for two things':
There was my first try at setting up Arnold's tent; the occupants, Arnold
and Sterling, grumbled mirhtly that night at my having left a few bell-
thistles beneath the thin tent floor; a week later, with their backs seasoned
by heavy packing, the thietles eould have gone unnoticed, At the next camp
I was alleged to have pitched the same tent over a sawed-off stueee. After
this, Arnold set uo his own tent,

elso at Parson I assueed the job of dish-nasher for the party and found
my first chore was to scrub out the residual butter and poedered milk from
canisters that had been on last year's trip,. A dearth of soap and an over-
abundance of conflicting advice complicated an otherwise reasonable task,

A Jeep Un the Seillimacheen 

e The trail-like road up the'Seillimacheen edver was navigable by jeep to:!c:Turdo Creek. A mining outfit is developing a claim somewhat beyond thispoint; at the time of our trig sever 1 Swede lumberjac s acre blasting outthe larger trees and making log bridges; a bulldozer followed them up, push-
ing aside the small trees and roughly grading the wayl-making 4 or 5 miles
of such rood per day, per day,

The log bridges were of some interest. Teo 18-inch lops were laid side-by-side ecross the stream or gully to be seanned; these formed a shallow
groove,-call thir "a",--f or the tires on one side, Then 3 more'logs were laidclooe togeeher, forming 2 more grooves,-ebe and ece. Log sizes and sl acingsImre such thct jeep rode grooves a end b, end a standard-width light truckrode a enc. C. It was alripht until the tires climbed out of their gooves.

e jeep ride over a rough trail is somevhat of an experience, Each •
per on must eork.out his cen technique for staying on,-governed by available
hand and toe-holds; ropes and ptiOns ere not usually used. ;Iy own locvtionee
on the front seat, outside position,-called for a sort of wedging procedure
combined with a modified inverse laybeck. Such a jeep ride is somewhat
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similar to a rice on horseback. nile the feeling of hazard in horsebackriding due to the great altitude at which one sits is not present, it isreplaced by an even greater pkichological reaction: the ground whizzing alongjust beneath gives one practically the sensation that his feet are dragging..Prolongee riding, we were told, resulted in sores indistinguishable fromsaddle sores; medical authorities prescribe the same treatment for both,namely, nealely, interdiction of equitation until healing is achieved.

We reached the lumberjack's camp at Whiskey Creek by mid-afternoon.Olson, the cook, treated us to 9efter-Middagd" coffee; Swedes, like the navy,are of little use without their coffee, couple of newly-fallen sprucetrees. briefly Stepped progress 'IaboveallhisXer Creek ane called out the ever-ready ease. In early eVening•we reached. the end of jeep travel, by the oldtrapperls.cabin at the meeting of. McAirdo Creek with the Spillimacheen aver.31 miles from Parson. Beyond here we walked, for four weeks.

Any figures on walking distances which may be included,herevith.are givenabout 'las the crew flies.” The true mileage covered by the same crow stumb-ling along under a heavy pack, through a-pathlees.infinity of brush, rocks,slide alder, devil's club, fallen trees, steepness and perversity cannotwell;be guessed at..

,Sart the First: ER de-ureic) Creek to the west Sillimacheen.
The three days of back-packing into the Spillioacheen Divide were wearyones. Our duffle at the start amounted to about 120 pounds per man, requir-ing two carries; well over hal: of thc weight as in food, figuring at therate of but 2 pounds per man per day for a monthts supply.

tolerably good pack trail leads up :o!urdo Creek to the mining claim.1"e followed this for 8 miles and then started steeply up hill threugh thenbush". !Mout 5 miles later we reached an open boggy meadow, well up in thepass between the Spillimacheen Range and Silent Llountrin; here we cached ourloads, suspended by tares between trees so as to be out of reach of bears,and returned to the trapper's cainp.

The others of our party had been in similar country before and had afair idea of what lay ahead; this ,a.s my first initiation and that firstdry held out two promises.

It had been a 22 mile eay, half of it uphill with,packs.vpward of 65pounds. Three miles were trailless and steep and it ,as my first try atbeating through ',bush!! under heavy load. Also, ae had returned to campafter dark and in a rain squall.

By any previous experience of mine 22 miles over mountain trail withonly a light pack was a good comfortable day's work. Adding 40 percent.tomy weight, taking away all semblance of trail for a third of the way, anddoing this on our first day out, made it something quite special. ThePromise was that of one hell of a lot of work ahead.

The second promise was mixed up with that alpine meadow we reached.Patched with flowers, crossed by snow-fed rills, framed in straight standingspruces, and with far glimpses of tumbled snowy mountains that finally madethe horizon,-it caused the first promise to look quite pint-sized.


