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After travelling the world in pursuit of the ultimate ski expedition, it was 
perhaps ironic that we’d find it close to home on the west coast of British 
Columbia. Our team of three was attempting to walk, ski and float our 
way up and over the icy spine of the Coast Mountains to the Pacific Ocean 
for a long-delayed and final episode of A Skier’s Journey.

The night before departure we congregated around a fire at the edge 
of Chilko Lake, its windless tranquility belying an arduous journey that 
would see us loaded down with skis, packrafts and enough food to reach 
our first of three caches. In the morning, a man of about 60 who’d fled 
busy Germany for a more peaceful life in the wilds of B.C. boated us 
across the lake to the pebbled shores of Franklin Arm. I’m sure he saw part 
of himself in our younger, adventurous spirits.

Over 13 long kilometres we forged our own trail through the wil-
derness: navigating deadfall and dense forest, wading cold rivers, staying 
sharp for signs of grizzly bears. Each footstep was a mindful one—an injury 
out here would make for a near-impossible rescue.

After five days we began a 65-kilometre crossing of the Homathko 
Icefield. Bagging a half-dozen peaks over 21 days through some of the 
most beautiful landscapes I’d ever seen, we finally reached our last and 
largest objective: Mount Grenville. Conditions were perfect as we began 
the climb: cold snow, unaffected by wind. A few hours of climbing got 
us to the summit just in time to lose the sun behind a cloud; we waited, 
ready to drop in at a moment’s notice. An hour later, the cameraman, 
stationed below, radioed about a potential window of light. The envelope 

of white slowly lifted as red sunlight illuminated the line below. Dropping 
in, I skied a twisting whaleback spine into an icy chute. Turning between 
the walls, I rallied my way towards the line’s final obstacle—a mandatory 
jump across a large bergschrund. But as I was about to make the leap, the 
sun once again slipped behind a cloud. With zero depth perception, I hit 
the rock-solid ice on the bergschrund’s far side, smashing my knee into my 
face and cartwheeling 100 metres to a bloody halt.

Lying motionless, breathing deeply, I tried to gauge the pain in my 
knee as blood poured from my mouth. I didn’t want to panic, but I was 
clearly injured and we were five days from pickup. Though my ski partner 
helped me down to the flats, standing on the knee was difficult. I skinned 
slowly back to camp and began icing while the crew packed up. I now had 
two options: call in a rescue or suffer through the remainder. Knowing 
that pulling out would severely impact the storyline of the series, I chose 
the latter.

Ahead were three more days of travelling complex glaciated terrain 
pulling fully loaded sleds, then a 2,500-vertical-metre bushwhack descent 
to a river that would then require two days of packrafting to reach Bute 
Inlet on the Pacific. But with the help and support of my teammates and a 
well-honed pain tolerance, we were ultimately able to finish. 

In what seemed an almost comic echo of much of my ski career, it 
took everything I had to persevere, but in the end, crossing home through 
the wildness of British Columbia had been the most breathtaking and 
satisfying journey of all.
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