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Syd Feuz lived his life as a man born of the mountains. Growing up with seven siblings, he walked 
miles to school, in sunshine or deep snow. The son of Swiss-born mountain guide, Walter Feuz, Syd 
scrambled up ridges to stand on summits with his father and uncles, gaining the skills that would allow 
him to begin working as a ski guide by the age of sixteen. He served his country in the navy during 
World War II, and ran a bulk fuel business for two decades that was essential to the economy and 
livelihood of the Columbia Valley through the 1950s, ’60s and early ’70s. Then in his fifties, Syd began 
a twenty-eight-year career guiding skiers for Purcell Heli-Skiing, sharing the precious wilderness of 
his backyard Purcell and Rocky mountains. As a second generation guide, Syd embodied the values of 
taking on a job and not just doing it well, but doing it right. 

Truck driver, sailor, hotel proprietor, gas jockey, boat driver, horseman, trail builder and ski guide, 
Syd embraced every job that came his way with enthusiasm, gratitude and humility. 

Syd Feuz is not just the world’s first Canadian-Swiss guide, he’s a true gentleman of the mountains.
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Introduction 
Timing, they say, is everything. 

Had the stars aligned for me to begin writing this booklet a year or two earlier 
than I did, Syd Feuz would have been much better able to tell his stories with sharper 
details and a clearer timeline. Alas, human memories are a lot like the rocks lining a 
creekbed; over time they become beautifully shaped and polished, but also worn, eroded 
by the ravages of time and the elements. 

That said, I was extremely fortunate to begin recording some of Syd’s stories in the 
summer of 2011, and not a mere month or two later.  

The timing of his Syd’s life carried him on an incredible journey. Born in 1922, he 
lived to experience western Canada’s railroad era, the Great Depression, World War II, 
the advent of helicopter skiing and digital photography. 

In his later years Syd was fortunate to connect with Karen Flewin, who generously 
scanned hundreds of Syd’s images, a great many of which are historically valuable. Those 
who notice this booklet doesn’t include many images of Syd must realize that’s because 
he was so often the person behind the camera.

Syd’s life story is so much more than one of being born in a geographical location, but 
of living as an inimitable thread in the very fabric of Golden, B.C., the Canadian Rockies 
and the development of western Canada. His experiences as the son of one of Canadian 
Pacific Railway’s Swiss Guides, Walter Feuz, granted him a unique childhood, hopping 
on trains to explore such cherished places as Lake Louise and Skoki on hand-shaped 
skis rubbed with homemade wax. Syd believed in the lessons life—and his father and 
uncles—taught him. Living through hard times taught him gratitude and humility, traits 
he exuded his entire life. 

Overlooking Golden from high on Mount 7—the road to which he still drove solo 
into his late eighties—Syd surveyed the mountains of his life-long home. While his 
legs wobbled a bit, his stories of adventures shared with his father, uncles and cousins 
poured forth in a steady, enthusiastic flow, just like the Kicking Horse, Spillimacheen, 
Blaeberry and Columbia rivers of his backyard. Even as his body betrayed him, his spirit 
and sense of adventure that drove him to explore in his youth never waned.

The stories on these pages were recorded many decades after they happened. I’ve done 
my best to verify as many details as possible, but in the end, they are Syd’s stories as he 
remembered them, and we should treasure them as just that. 

And know that if you asked Syd how he felt about his remarkable life, he’d just say he 
was a damn lucky man. 

—Lynn Martel



When Syd Feuz was born on February 4, 1922, 
Golden, B.C. was a town of less than 1000 

people. 
Sprouting from the fertile river valley at the 

confluence of the Columbia and Kicking Horse 
rivers, Golden had served as an essential hub of 

the Canadian Pacific Railway since the railroad’s 
completion in 1885. 

With the trains rolling from eastern Canada 
through the Rockies en route to the Pacific Coast, 
word spread quickly across the continent and over 
the ocean to Europe about the beautiful mountain 
landscapes of western Canada. Climbers, natur-
ally, were among the first tourists to hop aboard. 
By that time, with all the prominent peaks in the 
European Alps having been climbed by well-worn 
routes, western Canada’s wild glaciated peaks 
promised countless worthy virgin summits. 

That promise didn’t only lure the well-heeled 
who arrived with steamer trunks stuffed with 
two months’ worth of finery for luxurious stays at 
the CPR’s hotels - Mount Stephen House in Field, 
Glacier House in Rogers Pass (both completed 
in 1887) and later in the 1920s, the Chateau Lake 
Louise - it also helped lure the mountain guides 
those folks needed to lead them safely up to those 
summits. 

In 1899, the first two Swiss guides to sign a 
seasonal contract with the CPR, Edouard Feuz and 

Christian Haesler arrived from Interlaken. In 1901 
more guides came, eager to experience the riches 
of the new country. In 1903, at just eighteen years 
old, Edward Feuz Jr. made the journey with his 
father to work as a porter. When the senior guides 
returned to Switzerland at the end of the 1903 
summer season, Ed Jr. stayed in Golden that winter 
to learn English, not returning to his homeland 
until the end of the 1905 summer season. In 1908 
Ed Jr. passed his guide’s exam in Switzerland and 
in 1909 his younger brother, Ernest, along with 
Rudolph Aemmer, joined him in the journey to 
Canada to work as guides for the CPR. 

Until 1912, every spring the Swiss guides 
made the long and gruelling commute across 
the Atlantic by ship to their summer jobs in the 
Rockies and Selkirks, returning to Switzerland and 
their families every October. Acknowledging the 
strain the travelling caused the guides, who were 
very popular among the CPR’s hotel guests (and 
also quite likely in an effort to ensure the guides 
didn’t return to Switzerland for good) in 1912 the 
company had six chalets built in Golden to house 
the guides and their wives. That summer Edward 

Edelweiss Swiss Village

Walter Feuz holds one 
of his eight children.

Syd, rear, poses for the camera with his siblings 
(from left) Ann, Paul and Doris, circa late 1920s.

Walter and Johanna Feuz’s house at the Swiss Village, where Syd and his 
siblings grew up, is kept as a mini-museum and open to visitors by appointment. 
Photo courtesy of Lynn Martel. 
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Jr., Ernest, Rudolph, Christian Haesler, Jr., and a younger Feuz brother, Walter, 
moved to Canada permanently. The men were accompanied by their wives, 
Elise (Ernst), Martha (Ed) and her sister, Johanna, who later married Walter, 
plus Clara Aemmer and Rosa Haesler. No doubt, these were exceptionally 
courageous women to move so far from their own villages and families to a 
country where they did not speak the language, at a time when flying home 
for a week was not imaginable, all the while knowing their husbands would be 
away working in the mountains for weeks and months at a time. 

From rear, Doris, Ann and Syd prepare for the big 
slide down the neighbourhood hill.

A decade later, Johanna gave birth to Syd, 
her first son and third of eight children, in 

Golden’s hospital. While idyllic in design, the Swiss 
Village left quite a bit to be desired in function. 
Planted on a prominently visible bench right above 
the railway tracks two kilometres west of town, the 
picturesque location was much too distant from 
the town centre to be convenient for the wives. On 
top of that, the houses were draughty in the winter 
and stifling in the summer. Fortunately, in the days 
before cars, television and iPads, the children were 
quite content to play outdoors not only during the 
hot summer months, but in winter too. 

Naturally, one of their favourite activities was 
skiing. 

“I learned to ski mostly in my backyard,” Syd 
recalled eight decades later. 

He and the other neighbourhood kids would 
hike up and ski down the small hill near their 
houses. By the age of eleven, Syd was walking 
across the Columbia River to follow an old logging 
road to ski the lower slopes of what is now Kicking 
Horse ski resort. 

Ernest was the family’s chief ski maker. He’d 
shape them from hickory and fashion harnesses 
fitted with pieces of rubber band to fit around 
the skier’s boot. When it came to making wax, 
however, Rudolph was the master.

“He made fantastic ski wax, man, oh man. You 
put that stuff on your skis—unfortunately it was 
made to go downhill, but he did make some climb-
ing wax too,” Syd recalled. 

“We were probably a little better off than most 
of the kids in Golden were at the time, because we 
had access to sizes so that we could get a decent 
pair of boots. When I was a kid, my dad would 
never let me have a pair of running shoes. I had 
to go through all school like that, everybody had 
running shoes and I had a pair of bloody boots.”

Sturdy boots made good sense though, for kids 

who had a long walk to the school in town. The ele-
mentary school housed grades one through three 
in one building, grades four and up in another. The 
elementary school had no running water, and was 
equipped with a multi-hole outhouse in the back. 
The high school boasted one of the few flush toilets 
in town. The Columbia River Lumber Company 
provided power for the town, with hours of 
operation posted in the local newspaper; when the 
mill shut down, the power went out. After the mill 
burned down in 1926, a private company stepped 

Syd sizes up one of 
his Uncle Ed’s German 
shepherds.
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in until B.C. Hydro took over in the early 1950s. 
To get to school, Syd, his brothers Ron and 

Paul, and their cousins and cohorts walked 
down the hill from the Swiss Village and fol-
lowed the railroad track, particularly in winter 
when there was no other ploughed path. 

We’d walk on the railroad track all the way to 
school,” Syd said. “It was kind of a tricky thing, 
especially in the winter time when there was 
piles of snow and the only thing that got plowed 
was the railroad. When the train showed up, well 
we would have to dive into the snowbank just to 
get by. It was pretty interesting sometimes. But 
we never lost any of us that way.”

As a boy, Syd was always keen to join his dad 
or one of his uncles on a mountain adventure, 

often with his cousin, Fred, (Ernest’s son) who was 
three years older. Since their fathers worked for the 
CPR, they benefitted from free passes to ride the 
railroad. The CPR benefitted too, as they employed 
the guides to shovel massive piles of snow from 
rooftops on remote cabins and the lodges at Lake 
O’Hara and Emerald Lake. 

“We used to go three times a winter to all those 
places to shovel snow off the roofs, if we didn’t 
they’d fall down. They finally did fall down in 
Yoho,” Syd said. “We used to go to Lake Louise, 
stay at the Guides’ House or stay at the hotel in 
Field, then catch a train—the freight or anything 
they’d let us on—and they’d stop the train and let 
us jump out.

“I remember skiing into Emerald Lake several 
times with Fred; we were going to school then. It 
was a long way, but it was a learning experience 
too because our dads would explain everything 
to us. They’d make us stop and explain to us what 
we were gonna do for the next two, three hundred 
feet or so going across the avalanche path. They 
were always very cautious. They always tried to go 
when the weather was good, when the visibility 
was good.” 

Carrying just enough to eat, in summer they 
would stock food in the cabins. They also left 
handmade cross-cut saws, which they used to 
remove the snow and also to cut firewood. 

“I think I was ten years old the first time I went 
to Lake Louise with Fred and we crossed the lake 
and went up the other side,” Syd recalled. “Our 
fathers wouldn’t let us go alone. Right into our teen 
years, we went skiing in there. My cousin Ernie 
and I—sometimes Fred too—used to go skiing in 
Lake Louise a lot because nobody else could get 

Learning the right way

From left, unidentified man, Rudolph Aemmer and Walter Feuz pack heavy 
loads of supplies up to Abbot Pass Hut.

Doris, Ann and Syd walk with their mom, Johanna, 
along the CPR train tracks to downtown Golden.
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there unless you had a pass on the railroad. We 
were kind of spoiled. All us kids—there were two 
or three older ones in their twenties—we were all 
dying to go climbing, which we did, sneaking off 
here and there.”

For three summers, Syd worked for his aunt, 
Martha, who ran the teahouse at Plain of Six 
Glaciers. 

“We used to do all the wood and stuff, because 
the only wood you got there was what you cut. 
We’d cut the trees down, cut them all up, carry 
them all. Ed’s wife, she ran that lodge for twenty 
years, from the time they built it. Ed wanted to 
build it, he had the plans all drawn up, but the CPR 
said no, you can’t do that, we’re going to build it. So 
they built it, and they let her run it.”

Walter and his brothers spent much of their time 
living at the Guides’ House on the shore of Lake 
Louise and leading guests of the Chateau Lake 
Louise up the neighbouring peaks. Of course, Syd 
and Fred liked to explore the area too. Ascending 
Victoria Glacier via the “Deathtrap” route, with 
their dads they visited Abbot Pass Hut which the 
Swiss guides were instrumental in building in 
1922, opening to guests in the spring of 1923. 

“They took the horses right from the end of 
the lake, that’s where the ice started in the old 
days, and packed all the wood and supplies up 
the Victoria Glacier on horseback. My dad always 
hated going down the other side [Abbot Pass trail 
above Lake Oesa]. He said, ‘it’s the most dangerous 
part of the pass!’ He said you don’t need to worry 
about anything else, except getting hit on the head 
with a boulder!”

With today’s glacial retreat rendering access via 

the Deathtrap even more dangerous, the Abbot 
Pass trail is now the preferred, though still rockfall-
prone route.

As the youngest of the Feuz brothers, Walter 
often guided guests from Lake Louise over to Lake 
O’Hara where they would stay overnight, while his 
brothers were regularly many valleys and ridges 
away leading clients up big Rockies’ peaks. With no 
printed maps, they often drew their own. 

“In those days they never had a map,” Syd said. 
“If people wanted to climb a certain mountain 
and they’d never been there before they would go 
themselves with binoculars and find a good place 
where they could see the mountain. They’d figure 
out a route where they could go up.”

Horse-drawn carriages 
were used to haul large 
blocks of ice cut from 
Lake Louise, Chateau Lake 
Louise in the background.

From left, Ernest Feuz, Christian Haesler and an unidentified man remove potentially 
damaging heavy snow blocks from the roof of the Chateau Lake Louise.
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Decades before the Icefields Parkway was 
completed in 1940, a climbing trip meant 

days or even weeks of horse travel. 
“You needed a pony guide to look after the horse 

part. When they ended up going up the glaciers, it 
was them [the Swiss guides] who had to take the 
horses and go with them because the pony guides 
didn’t have any idea where they had to go and the 
horse didn’t neither, but the horse had more sense! 
They did some fantastic things, them old guys, 
with horses on the glaciers.”

While the Swiss guides regularly travelled deep 
into the wilderness, they managed to always come 
home safely in an era without GPS devices, SPOT 
transmitters, satellite phones or even radios. 

“Once you got out onto those trails, you were on 
your own,” Syd stated. 

Unfortunately, Christian Haesler Jr. suffered 
the only serious accident, as he was attacked by 
a grizzly while hiking with photographer Nick 
Morant near Sherbrooke Lake in 1939. Both men 
were severely mauled, and Haesler dragged himself 
bleeding down to Wapta Lake to seek help. Morant 
was rescued and both men endured long hospital 
stays in Banff. While Morant lived another sixty 
years, Haesler never quite recovered and died less 
than two years later. 

Among his father’s and uncles’ various clients, 
some were exceptionally memorable. Ernest, in 
particular, guided legendary dynamo Georgia 
Engelhard up numerous peaks. 

“Ernest, he had that Georgia Engelhard woman. 
He did routes with her that nobody knows 
anything about except Fred and I. He’d even take 
Fred and me once in a while. He’d never take the 
both of us together, but she would agree he could 
take one of us kids with him. 

“Our dads were really great to us as kids. 
Whether it was my dad or Chris Haesler or 
Rudolph, any one of them would take us. My dad 
was the best skier because he was the youngest 
guy. He had learned in Switzerland, and by that 
time they were learning new things. All the things 
you did, you had to learn to do it right. ‘You have 
to look after the people, they come first,’ my dad 
always said. I think learning that way is still the 
best way, learning from your dad, an old guy doing 
it fifty, sixty years. You can’t beat that!”

While Ed and Ernest were off climbing big peaks 
and seeking first ascents, Walter—who, over the 
course of his career would make twenty of his own 
first ascents of Canadian peaks—ran the Lake 
Louise boathouse. Quite often Syd would drive the 
boat for the tourists, all the while glancing up at 
the peaks he yearned to be climbing.

Edward Feuz, left, leads a client with Walter pulling 
up the rear in Rogers Pass, Glacier National Park, 
B.C., circa 1930s.

From left, Ernest Feuz, Rudolph Aemmer, Walter Feuz, unidentified woman and 
man, and Edward Feuz gather at the Lake Louise boathouse, circa early 1960s.
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Hunting, horses and highways

As a teenager, Syd took a job driving a dump 
truck on the Big Bend road, despite the 

fact he didn’t actually have a license. Seizing his 
opportunity to take weekends off, the camp cook 
left Syd to feed the crew. Everyone was happy 
enough with Syd’s cooking that he stayed on for a 
couple more years. 

During those years Syd also worked at a Ford 
service station in Golden, embracing whatever task 
he was assigned. 

“Whatever came along, that’s what you had to 
do,” Syd shrugged. 

Syd enthusiastically drove a taxi, hearse and coal 
delivery truck. Before long the gas station owners 
Vaughn Kimpton and Ted Jacobson (whose sister, 
Baeda, would become Syd’s wife, while he married 
Syd’s sister, Doris) insisted Syd get his basic driver’s 
license. Syd obliged and during a test drive he 
backed down a narrow driveway. Impressed, Ted 
suggested he acquire a Class A license instead, 
since it was obvious he knew what he was doing. 

His last summer before joining the navy, Syd 
worked for Mannix construction company, 
which was tasked with building a dam at Lake 
Minnewanka in Banff National Park. 

“I was still a kid,” he recalled. “The guy said 
‘what kind of a job are you looking for?’ I don’t 
care, I’ll take anything, I just want a job. So he said, 
‘you have a truck driver’s license, you can start 
tomorrow morning.’ Then he said, ‘tell you what, 
I can’t give you a job today on the truck ’cause I’m 
fixing the dam truck from the last guy who drove 
it.’ So I started digging a ditch.”

Syd spent the next few days digging a ditch from 
the lake to the powerhouse. When he was done, his 
boss handed him the truck keys. 

“So I went to work for Fred Mannix and 
company, just like that,” Syd recalled. “Never 
in a hundred years could I have planned that. I 
worked there about two weeks, and then the guy 
said, ‘you know anything about a turnapole?’ I 
said I never heard of it. What is it? He said ‘it’s 
the latest piece of machinery that’s used now to 
build dams. Would you be interested in getting 
into that?’ I said sure, I’m willing to try, it’s a job. 
I didn’t know one end from the other, so I had to 
learn quick!”

One day Syd was charged with driving the 
truck to Calgary and back to pick up groceries 
then deliver them to different work camps in 

Horses were always a part of Syd’s life, and as 
a teen he learned to work as a packer for local 
outfitters and their clients, such as these hunters 
from the US, below.
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Kananaskis Country, on the eastern slope of the 
Rockies. 

“We were driving along and we came to this 
creek,” Syd described. “It wasn’t just a creek; it was 
a bloody river we had to cross! The guy says, ‘it’s 
not a sure thing, you’ve got to be really careful. Just 
drive it as slow as you can. Then he told me, “I can 
tell you one thing I know about it because I’ve had 
to do it before. You lift the hood and take the fan 
belt off so there’s no fan going, and then you can go 
across the river just like that.’

“So I cranked her up, took the fan belt off and 
drove her in the creek. It was getting wet inside the 

truck it was getting so deep, but we went across the 
river to the other side, no problem. I just couldn’t 
hardly believe it myself. But it worked.”

Another thing Syd learned on the job was how to 
work with hunting guides riding on horseback. 

“My dad used to go hunting with a guy that had 
horses in Rogers Pass. Well, he more or less got 
my dad educated in how to take people out hunt-
ing, then he taught me. We used to take four guys 
from the United States and we’d be gone in the 
bush for a whole month, including from the first 
day in camp. We saddled up twenty-four horses 
and loaded them. We knew something, ’cause we 
had horses at our neighbour’s farm. I was always 
on a horse.”

“We swam the horses across the river at Moberly, 
with the hunters, it was a crazy thing, really, what 
we did,” he said. “You were up half the night, if 
they’d shot something, you had to do something 
with it right away—pack it up, load it on a horse. 
We had four hunters in the group and there was 
always one guide for every hunter. If somebody 
wanted a goat, you maybe had two hunters with 
you. You’d take them out and try and get a goat. 
It just made that much more work, you’d have to 
do two of them, get ’em all ready and cleaned and 
loaded on the bloody horse.”

Hunting for bear, goats, deer and other prey, which 
were plentiful, was a lucrative business for outfitters 
from the Golden area who often embarked on trips 
lasting several weeks.
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Temple Lodge

At sixteen, Syd began guiding at Temple Lodge 
near Lake Louise, which was not yet a ski 

resort. It was 1939 and Skoki had been running as 
a ski lodge for eight years. Situated at the mid-
point en route to the backcountry lodge, Temple 
was a welcome refuge. 

The Swiss guides, Syd said, had been the ones to 
advise the Skoki location as the ideal site for a ski 
lodge, saying the area had good skiing. 

“They never recommended the ski hill that went 
in,” he added. “I did that.” 

One day, Skoki’s proprietor, Cliff White, rode the 
train to Banff to purchase groceries for the lodge. 
Alone with the lodge for that weekend, he had 
twenty-two guests arriving. At the lodge however, 
twelve kilometres from the Lake Louise train 
station, the water pipes had frozen. Someone asked 
the Swiss guides at the Chateau if they knew any-
body in Golden who could get the water running 
again through the 600-foot long pipe which was 
buried eight feet under the snow. By coincidence, 

Syd and his cousin, Ernie, who was apprenticing 
at the Chateau Lake Louise to become a plumber, 
happened to be skiing in the area. Ernie quickly 
deduced the pipes had frozen because someone 
had turned the water off at night.

“We grew up on the Swiss Hill, where every 
house had a water line and a bleed on the end of 
the pipe,” Syd recalled. “Ernie knew right away. The 
water tank froze. So my dad and my uncle, they 
said, ‘we’ve got two guys can get the water line up, 
no problem.’

“So we started the next day, digging. Ernie said 
all we got to do is dig up two lengths of the pipe, 
there won’t be any water gone down after that. 
We put the two pipes in and got the water going 
right away. They wanted to pay us for what we’d 

The Swiss Guides House near the shores of Lake Louise was a quiet place in 
winter during the 1950s.

Syd enjoyed guiding skiers in favourite Rockies 
places with lots of virgin snow and inspiring views.

Syd’s brothers, Paul and 
Ronnie, relax with clients in 
the Lake Louise area, circa 
late 1940s.
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done, but our dads said they didn’t need to, that we 
weren’t plumbers. Peter and Catharine [Whyte], 
they were happy. I was even happier, all I wanted to 
do was get a chance to go skiing and see this place, 
and even better if I could guide. Cliff asked me if 
I could stay another week because he couldn’t do 
everything—cooking, shovelling—so I said ya, I 
can do that. I started that day.”

Until then, Syd had always walked up the slopes 
he skied down. At Skoki he learned about climbing 
up using seal skin strips on his ski bases.

“The first few years I skied I never even had a set 
of edges on my skis. The first set of edges I put on 
my skis myself, screwed them on. You had to hold 
it and turn it with a hand tool, then put the screws 
in, worked like a damn. Then you put the skins on.”

When a group of Vancouver fishermen came up 
to ski, Syd asked if they might have access to any 
seal skins. Well yes, five bucks each for a whole 
skin. Not cheap, the guides were earning about $3 a 
day from the CPR at that time. While not paid a lot, 
Syd said, the CPR made sure the guides had great 
big round cheeses to keep at the Guides’ House to 
make their lunches. 

The seal skins, he said, did the trick.
“I made the skins myself, trimmed them all. 

We had to cut them in pieces so you’d have two or 
three on one ski that were joined. You shaved the 
hair off to about there, put the glue on there, and 
glued them together in pieces. You ended up using 

a whole skin on your skis. They worked better than 
all the plastic ones they’ve made yet, by far.”

To keep the glue, made by Rudolph, of course, 
working, skiers had to take care to keep the skins 
warm between applications—always a challenge 
out in the bush. Some skins were kept on with 
buttons. 

“That’s how the first skins got into Lake Louise. 
I got a lot of info from Peter and Catharine, they 
used to go to Switzerland skiing. Pete gave me a 
pair of mohair skins. I hated them; they were not 
near as good as the seal skins.”

Syd guided mainly at Temple Lodge, and at 
Skoki when they needed extra help. 

“That’s how I got to guide, I went up for six days 
and I ended up staying three years,” Syd said. “I 
skied all over the place.”

Over those years, he learned lots, including 
the serious consequences of mistakes in the 
mountains. After Syd had moved on, in March, 
1945, Austrian ski guide and instructor, Hermann 
Gadner, who helped build Temple Lodge and with 
whom Syd had skied, died in an avalanche he 
triggered while skiing on Richardson Ridge. 

Skiers ascend the glacier on the slopes below Mount 
Lefroy in the Lake Louise area, circa late 1940s. 

Syd’s cousin, Alice Feuz, Lawrence Greig, and Syd’s brothers, Paul and Ronnie 
Feuz enjoy a spring skiing day, circa mid 1950s.
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“That guy, he was a tough guy to get through 
to. I hated going skiing with him because he was 
always wanting to do something that I didn’t want 
to do because I knew it was the wrong thing to do. 
He went in one of the worst places there was, not 
far from Temple. It was a beautiful slope, smooth 
as could be, I used to go skiing there myself in the 
spring when it was hard as a rock. But he made a 
big mistake and started a slide.”

In those days, people waited until spring to ski, 
when temperatures were warmer and the notori-
ously poor Rockies’ snowpack was more stable and 
thus safer. 

Syd skied plenty by himself too, exploring the 
area, including the slopes of Whitehorn Mountain 
which now comprise some of the modern ski 
resort’s popular runs. 

“I skied every inch of that place myself. I’d go 
in the spring, hard as a rock, didn’t have to worry. 
Once in a while I’d take one or two people with me. 
We’d walk from Temple Lodge, up the backside, all 
the way up to the top of Whitehorn, then ski right 
down the front. I used to go up that mountain 
before anybody ever went near that place. It was 
lousy skiing. I never did tell old Ed. He said that’s a 

In the Navy

terrible place, nothing but rocks.” 
Syd guided skiers at Temple Lodge until World 

War II disrupted everyone’s lives. Just before then, 
he’d accepted an invitation to work with some 
Swiss guides who were running ski schools in 
the US, but Canadian customs halted him at the 
border. A guiding career was not in the cards as the 
war led him in a different direction. 

In 1942, like just about all twenty-year-old 
men did in those years, Syd knew he had to 

serve his country. Knowing young men were being 
drafted into the army, Syd decided he’d rather 
choose the navy. 

“I was not planning on going into the army, I 
didn’t want any part of it,” Syd said.” I joined the 
navy ’cause it was the only way to stay out of the 
army. I didn’t know the cook from the captain.”

His soon-to-be brother-in-law, Ted, a skilled 
mechanic, had been rejected from the army due 
to a bad foot, and had joined the navy instead. Syd 
was working in Williams Lake, B.C., building an 
airport, when he travelled to Victoria where his 
sweetheart Baeda was studying nursing. There Ted 
introduced him to the Lieutenant Commander. He 
told him he’d start the next day.

“He was having a hell of a time, there were a lot 
of young guys,” Syd said. “The first week I worked 

there, we worked forty-eight hours on, forty-eight 
hours off, just like that. They didn’t have enough 
barracks where they could hold everybody. The 
guy sent me down, got me sworn in.”

In Esquimalt, Syd’s job was to pilot the motor 
boat that ferried seamen from the big ships in the 
ocean into the harbour. His experience running 
the Lake Louise tourist boat served as his training. 
Basic mechanical skills, it turned out, were helpful 
too. 

“The only reason I got in the navy was because 
I had enough education to become a mechanic,” 
Syd said. “We didn’t have that much mechanical 
work, really, because when something happened 
to the ship, it went into the harbour and a crew 
would come in and overhaul the whole engine or 
do whatever it needed. We didn’t really have to do 
much of anything except pass wrenches and clean 
nuts and stuff like that.”

Frequent Rockies visitor and accomplished mountaineer Katie Gardiner, who 
made several first ascents with Walter Feuz, admires the view after a long skin up. 

Syd joined the navy in 
1942.
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During his service, Syd spent nine months on the 
West Coast, then sailed south through the Panama 
Canal, then north up the Atlantic to Halifax. The 
journey took twenty-eight days. After a month in 
Halifax Harbour, during which the ship was re-fitted 
with new machinery, they sailed to Scotland. 

“I only went to Scotland twice,” Syd recalled. “I 
never even saw anything, it was pitch black when 
we got there. It was another learning experience.”

While he was fortunate not to see combat during 
the three years he served, he did experience some 
memorable facts of navy life. 

“At the back end of this ship, or any ship, there’s 
a funnel that goes down, right down inside beside 
the water,” he said. 

Syd’s job was to crawl along to the end of the 
funnel, where he would oil the bearings. 

“They are underwater in a way, but they’re closed 
in. There are places where you can put oil down 
into the bearings. I didn’t take up much room, 
for one thing, which helped. What I never found 
out until much later is that when I went in there, 

I went through a cement door, I could just barely 
squeeze through. They used to bolt that goddamn 
door behind me. Well, if a German guy happened 
to be smart enough to shoot—that’s where he shot, 
always, right at the far back end of the ship, ’cause 
that’s where all the propellers and stuff comes from. 
That’s the first thing that gets blown all to hell.

“You know what you gotta do, you go in and 
get it done. Then they come and open the door 
and you go out. I never knew that anybody had 
been locking that door, because in the first place I 
would have had to turn around somehow to get a 
look behind me. So it doesn’t bother you any more, 
what the hell, there’s no use worrying about it.”

At the age of eighty-nine however, Syd remem-
bered the scenario vividly.

Like many on the ship, despite trying, Syd had 
never learned to swim. 

“I tried lots when I was a kid, but I don’t know, 
I just sink,” he said. “You were supposed to know 
how to swim. What they did, the first day after you 
joined the navy you went to the swimming pool 
in Victoria in complete uniform, except for your 
feet—you had running shoes on or something. 
Then you had to dive in at the deep end of the 
pool. So I jumped into the deep end of the pool 
and went to the bottom and I managed to creep 
over to the wall and get myself pulled back up. 
The navy had two or three lifeguards there, so I 
never worried a bit about it. But [out on the ocean] 
there’s not much hope for you. Where you gonna 
go swimming in the middle of the Atlantic?

“We had a coxhand on the ship I was on, an 
old guy by that time, and he had gone through 
three different sinkings where they got fished by 
the Germans,” Syd recalled. “And he came out 
alive. You either try to find a plank or a board or 
something to stay afloat on, ’cause God knows how 
long you were going to be there or if anybody was 
finding you.”

Living on the ship, the sailors were sometimes 
able to disembark for a night in town when 
anchored in a harbour to re-fuel or pick up sup-
plies. The next morning they’d sail out for another 
two or three weeks. Much like travelling in the 
mountains with his father and uncles, Syd’s time in 
the navy was a continual learning experience. 

“You didn’t really know anything about what you 
were doing, you had to learn,” he said. “Whether 
you were in the navy or whether you went skiing, 

Syd and Baeda were 
married August 16, 1944.

14 A Golden Mountain Tale



you started from scratch. My dad always said, 
‘when you go to work for somebody, you go to 
work and you do the job right. Do it the way it’s 
supposed to be done, and that’s it, there’s no other 
answer. That even applied in the service. I got 
through the navy the same way.”

All the while Syd was in the navy however, Baeda 
waited patiently for his service to be done. During 
a leave in August, 1944, they were married. 

“When I told Baeda I was going to be coming 
home on leave, she decided that would be a hell of 
a good time for us to get married. So I said . We 
went into [Lake] O’Hara ’cause dad was in there 
running the place and stayed two or three days.”

Then on the day the War with Japan ended, Syd 
landed in Vancouver. He was discharged in fall, 1945, 
and he immediately hopped on the train for home.

Have truck, will deliver

From 1944 to 1973, Baeda ran the Fridhem 
Hotel. Built by her parents, Klaus and 

Margaret Jacobson, it was located right across 
from Golden’s train station. For some years Syd 
and Baeda lived in a tiny house next to the hotel, 
then in later years in an apartment they built in the 
hotel. Still standing today, the building houses the 
Cox and Company accounting office. 

Among the guests they hosted were many climb-
ers from academic backgrounds, including from 
Harvard, Yale and Stanford universities. Baeda’s lively, 
outspoken, no-nonsense character proved a fair 
match for at least one regular visitor, Alpine Club of 
Canada Honorary Member, Bill Putnam. Passenger 
trains would arrive each day and often the entire front 
lawn would be buried in mountaineering gear. In 
winter Syd would often guide hotel guests on ski trips. 

Before long, the tiny house welcomed some 
smaller adventurers, as Baeda gave birth to Paul 
in 1945, and Karen in 1948. Annalisa arrived as a 
surprise in 1963.

During those years Syd also ran the Texaco bulk 
fuel business. Rising at 4 a.m. he’d deliver fuel 
north up the Columbia River to logging camps on 
the gravel Big Bend road and as far as Invermere, 
120 kilometres south.

“In the summer months at least three times a 

week, I’d take a load of fuel down there and I’d be 
back in Golden by eight o’clock in the morning,” 
Syd recalled. “Then I used to do the laundry at the 
hotel.”

He also ran a Texaco gas station which supplied 
the area’s farmers with fuel for their machinery, as 

Baeda and Syd ran the Fridhem Hotel across the street from Golden’s train 
station in this building, which houses an accounting office today. Photo 
courtesy of Lynn Martel.

Johanna and Walter Feuz were married more than 
65 years.
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well as supplying them with heating oil. 
“I installed a lot of furnaces,” Syd said. “And 

I fixed a lot of furnaces too; overnight in minus 
twenty, minus thirty. But I was lucky; I had a lot of 
good people who worked for me.”

Syd really enjoyed running the business; 
delivering fuel allowed him to make frequent trips 
into the backcountry via rough and remote logging 
roads. The work appealed to his sociable nature 
too, as he visited with friends and neighbours up 
and down the valley.

In 1956, Canada’s government made the 
commitment to upgrade existing roadways across 
the country to link together the Trans Canada 
Highway. One of the most challenging sections 
to be completed was the route through the deep 
valleys cleaving the Selkirk Mountains through 
Rogers Pass between Golden and Revelstoke, 
which had similarly comprised the crux during 
construction of the CPR tracks some seven 
decades earlier. The ultimate goal was to have all 
ten provinces connected by the country’s centen-
nial in 1967. 

Before the TCH was completed through Rogers 
Pass in 1962, the road from Golden to Revelstoke, 
built in the early 1940s, followed the Columbia 
River north to what is now Kinbasket Lake, then 
made a sharp turn south. Driving the 300-kilo-
metre dusty gravel Big Bend between the towns 
took as long as nine hours. People took the train. 
The new highway shortened the trip to less than 
two hours. 

Construction of the Mica Dam, 135 kilometres 
north of Revelstoke, flooded the Columbia River 
valley and that section of the Big Bend road. The 
eastern portion of the Big Bend road remains 
accessible (yet eternally susceptible to severe wash-
outs) from near the confluence of the Columbia 
and Beaver rivers north to within a few kilometres 
of the ACC’s Bill Putnam (Fairy Meadow) Hut. 

Through the first half of the twentieth century, 
the Columbia Valley also supported several saw-
mills. The region’s forestry industry began with the 
construction of the CPR which generated a steady 
demand for 3000 railroad ties per mile, plus timber 
for buildings, bridges, trestles and snowsheds to 
protect the trains from the massive avalanches that 
roared down the steep slopes of Rogers Pass.

Prior to Louisiana Pacific taking over in the 
mid-50s, numerous Mom and Pop portable saw 
mills operated along the valley, run by folks who 
realized their land produced the perfect firs for 
cutting railroad ties. The money, Syd said, marked 
a big jump above milking cows.

Throughout his life, multiple facets of Syd’s life 
in Golden and the Columbia Valley became woven 
into the fabric of western Canadian history.

Baeda and Karen unwrap Christmas presents circa mid-1950s.

From left, Baeda, Paul, Karen, “Grandpa Walter” and 
“Grannie Johanna” enjoy a road trip circa early 
1950s.
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Snow machines and rope tows

In those years, wildlife was plentiful in the mountains surrounding 
Golden, providing ample game for the dinner table. Like so many other 

changes over the decades however, by 2011 Syd had noticed their numbers 
deceasing. 

“But now, there’s nothing there, practically nothing there, I can’t believe how 
few animals there are,” Syd lamented. “Bear, sheep, elk, there’s nothing left 
anymore.”

Another natural blessing he always counted on, 
that fortunately continues to flow, was fresh water. 

“We never packed water, nowhere,” Syd said. 
“We drank out of a creek, and our fathers drank 
out of the creeks. The only time you packed water 
was when you climbed something, and you were 
six, seven, eight, ten thousand feet high and there 
was no water. I don’t think I did that three times in 
my whole life, pack water to drink. It always came 
out of the ground.”

In the post-War years, Syd was happy to recon-
nect with his love for skiing. Together with his dad, 
uncles and some of the older local kids, he helped 
fashion a rope tow on a slope dropping down from 
the Swiss Village. 

“We took a few car engines apart, got a hundred 
feet of rope and hung it up,” he recalled. “We had 
it going every weekend, right behind our house. 
That’s how most of the kids in Golden learned 
to ski. It was as good as any rope tow going 
anywhere.”

Over the years another slope was developed at 
the base of Mount 7 on the south shore of the 

Kicking Horse River, and also on the lower part 
of the mountain which now boasts Kicking Horse 
Resort. 

One thing that never much impressed Syd, 
however, were the early snowmobile models. 

“I hated snow machines, right from day one,” he 
declared. “Everything I ever had to do with them 
was nothing but work. You were always shovelling, 
pushing, fixing.”

Crossing creeks by snowmobile was a particu-
larly gruelling exercise, as he experienced with his 
friend, Vern Sutter. 

“We got the first snow machine that ever was in 
Golden,” Syd said. “A guy come in here and he had 
two machines, and Vern and I wanted to go skiing 
across the river. But when we got to the water we 
had to go down into the creek and come up the 
other side. Every time we had to do that, we were 
there for at least half a day. You needed a path 

Paul Feuz takes a lunch break with his uncle Fred, 
circa mid 1950s.

Baeda cruises the slopes of Lake Louise in style in 
the mid 1960s.
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made before you went anywhere, because you’d 
sink down and then you were stuck. We used to 
keep a pair of skis with us so we could always get 
out, but it was getting the machine out afterward 
that was the problem. What a performance! We 
would maybe do one run the whole day. If it hadn’t 
have been for Vern, we would never have gotten 
out of there. He was strong enough he could dig 
both of us out.”

Ski touring made a lot more sense to Syd, and 
he continued guiding people on backcountry trips. 
On one tour he guided a group from Saskatchewan 
River Crossing up the Howse River to Freshfield 

Creek and onto the Freshfield Icefield. Unlike pre-
vious trips before the Icefield Parkway was built, 
when Syd had travelled on foot from Lake Louise 
to Saskatchewan Crossing, this time he arranged to 
be driven to the Crossing. 

“I did that trip with Dick Pyke from Banff and 
two or three other guys from Sunshine. We skied 
right up [Howse] river toward Howse Pass and 
[headed west] over to the Freshfield. One old 
fella, he was a Czech type. He told me he was an 
excellent skier, knew everything about skiing. He 
couldn’t even walk on a pair of skis, he drove me 
crazy! I’ll never forget him. We had quite a time. 
There were a lot of crevasses so we skied on a rope 
pretty much all the way down. Cliff [White] was an 
excellent guy. He knew what he was doing.”

After the Trans Canada was completed in 1962, 
Syd would sometimes ski at Rogers Pass. On one 
trip with fellow Golden resident Norman Hanson, 
they skied up Connaught Creek toward Balu Pass. 
Syd looked up at the avalanche slopes above him 
and they turned around. He told Norm there were 
start zones high above them and he didn’t like 
being there. In 2003, seven high school students 
were killed in an avalanche in that spot. 

By the 1970s rail travel diminished with the 
completion of the TCH. By then people preferred 
to drive their own cars through the Rockies and 
Selkirks. As for the well-heeled skiers, they wanted 
to experience the mountain slopes the new and 
exciting way—by helicopter. 

Syd, front, and Mark 
Kingsbury enjoy a 
lunch break in a 
beautiful place during 
their ACMG assistant 
ski guide exam circa 
mid-1970s.

Proud heli-skiing guide Syd 
Feuz (second from left), 
stands between ACMG 

guide Daniel Bonzi and his 
wife, Françoise, with their 

son, Lionel, and pilot Dennis 
Cassidy, circa early 1980s. 
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The first time Syd experienced skiing with a 
helicopter, he’d just driven his truck up the 

Bugaboos road, south of Golden, to deliver fuel. 
Leo Grillmair was running Bugaboo Lodge for 
Canadian Mountain Holidays heli-skiing company, 
which for a time he co-owned with Hans Gmoser. 
Leo offered Syd a chance to join his group skiing. 

“Leo let a couple of yells out,” Syd recalls. “It was 
snowing like hell; you couldn’t see ten feet in front 
of you. And Leo was gone, he just skied right to the 
very bottom. Then these guys followed, then me. 
I was going last. Jeezus! I had no idea. I had just 
gone for a ride, I was unloading fuel.”

While Syd knew all about skiing, the business 
of heli-skiing was new to him. For one, his father 
and uncles had always been very cautious not just 
about where they skied, but when. The first time 
Syd’s uncle Ed was invited to go heli-skiing with 
CMH, Ed refused because the weather was snowy. 
For him the rules were simple—mountain guides 
waited until the weather was good to go skiing.

In 1974 Rudi Gertsch, a second-generation Swiss 
guide who’d been working for CMH for eight years, 
launched his own company, Purcell Heli Skiing. 
Based out of Golden, Rudi’s skiing tenure was in 
the Purcell Mountains that fence the town to the 
west. As Rudi began running his own business, he 
realized he couldn’t guide all his clients by himself. 
Aware of the wealth of knowledge Syd possessed 
about the Purcells, Rudi invited him to guide for 
his company. Syd was already in his fifties.

“I thought if I could get Syd guiding for ten 
years, that would be great,” Rudi recalled. “He 
ended up guiding with us for twenty-eight years.”

Lifting off the ground from the hill that over-
looks the town of Golden from its north-eastern 
corner, Syd watched from the helicopter cockpit 
as the entire mountain neighbourhood he’d grown 
up exploring came into view below him. Circling 
around the southern perimeter of town, the 
helicopter passed over the broad Columbia River 
valley and headed west, up and over the eastern-
most peaks of the Purcell range. Crossing over 
the Spillimacheen River, Syd surveyed countless 
glaciated peaks spiking the horizon to the north 
and south. His new job was to guide skiers down a 
candy shoppe’s worth of virgin slopes. 

Remembering the words of his father—the only 
way to do a job is to do it right—Syd decided if 
he was going to work as a guide, he would have 

A kid in a candy shoppe

to become certified through the Association of 
Canadian Mountain Guides, an organization that 
wasn’t even formed until he was in his forties.

In 1973, at the age of fifty-one, by far the most 
seasoned candidate, Syd signed up for the assist-
ant ski guide’s exam. With his examiners Hans 
Schwarz, Peter Fuhrmann, Lloyd “Kiwi” Gallagher 
and Rudi Gertsch he headed to terrain he knew 
well, in Rogers Pass. Among his fellow candidates 
was Mark Kingsbury, who would two decades later 
take over for Hans Gmoser as president of CMH.

Syd and Baeda never tired of the gorgeous view of the Purcell Mountains from 
their farm on the Blaeberry River. Photo courtesy of Lynn Martel.

Syd rented horses for the summer for Karen, left and Paul to ride in the mid 1950s.
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“We each took turns leading,” Syd recalled in his 
typically understated manner forty years after-
wards. “I just did what I do and everybody seemed 
to be happy with it.”

Having grown up exploring the mountains on 
skis in all manner of conditions prior to the advent 
of chair lifts and night time grooming practices, 
Syd couldn’t resist offering a hand to a fellow 
candidate whose skiing skills were not as strong. 

“I felt so damn sorry for him because he couldn’t 
ski worth beans,” Syd said. “Finally, I said to him, 
why don’t you ski with me? I said I’ll take you 
down this way, we’ll be at the same place at the 
bottom, but it’ll be a hell of a lot better than where 
you’re going right now. So he thanked me. He was 
having a hell of a time on that course.”

In his early days of guiding for Rudi, Syd 
continued to run his bulk fuel business. Some days 
he’d leave at night, drive 68 rough kilometres all 
the way up to Bush Harbour, get home by one a.m., 
sleep a few hours then be up at dawn to guide all 
day before repeating the routine. 

Over the years, Syd guided a wide range of guests 
from all over the world, including many from 
countries he and his fellow servicemen had viewed 
as the enemy during the War, Germany and Japan. 

He especially enjoyed working with the easy-
to-please Japanese. One day the clouds rolled in 
and filled the valleys like a high tide while Syd 
was guiding a group. The pilot attempted to fly 
out to pick up the group but was unable to reach 
them. Fortunately, Syd was prepared. Knowing he’d 

stashed a chainsaw near the pick-up, he cut down a 
couple of dead trees and started a fire. 

“They were great people,” Syd said. “I got the 
group all together and we waited by the fire. Finally 
the pilot got in without any trouble and flew most 
of the people out. There were just a few of us left, 
three or four women, a couple of guys too. Luckily 
he was able to get us out too.”

At the start of the day Syd would hand out the 
avalanche transceivers to his group, and often he’d 
give the Japanese guests Canadian names, which 
he could better remember. One day Rudi looked 
over at a slope to see Syd skiing down with a group 
following obediently behind him, resembling a 
giant caterpillar moving down the slope. 

In his later years, Syd would guide the slower, 
less aggressive skiers, a group they nicknamed 
“The Scenic Tigers.” At lunchtime Syd was happy 
to pose to have his photo taken with a woman on 
either arm.

“They really made it a pleasure for a guy,” Syd 
recalled fondly. “It wasn’t really work anymore. “I 
really think, to this day, the people really enjoyed 
it. Some of them were not great skiers, but they had 
a good time.”

Looking back, Syd felt extremely lucky to have 
lived during a time when it was actually possible 
for a guide to make a living taking people into the 
mountains.

“I really felt that my uncle Ed was really happy 
that I was doing that,” Syd said. “I really felt he 
was happy as hell. I know my dad was. I probably 
would have done it for nothing without too much 
trouble. It wasn’t that bad of a job for me.”

From left, Baeda and Syd visited Karen in Vancouver 
in the late 1980s. 

Syd is all smiles sharing 
a Purcell Heli Skiing 
day with his grandson, 
Tyson.

20 A Golden Mountain Tale



Growing up, the Feuz family always had horses, 
renting them for the summer months. Karen, 

in particular, loved to ride. One summer, Syd took 
Karen an hour’s drive south to Edgewater to look 
at horses. She had her heart set on a palomino that 
was barely broken. 

“We came home with two horses,” Karen 
recalled. “Nugget, the palomino, and Ginger, the 
old reliable one. They used to escape on us every 
spring. One year they got as far as Parson [35 
kilometres].”

Since living in downtown Golden was not 
conducive to keeping horses and Karen’s passion 
for riding grew increasingly serious, around 1970 
the family purchased 140 acres of idyllic farmland 
on the Blaeberry River north of town, where there 
was plenty of space for horses to run. At that time 
the access road ended in a T-junction, so in winter 
Syd would continue on skis to feed the horses. 
In 1973 they built a house on the land and Syd 
and Baeda lived there with Annalisa as she grew 
though her teen years. By then an adult, Karen had 
moved to Vancouver where she earned a Masters 
and worked as a consultant in social services. Paul 
grew to be a mechanic running his own garage in 
Golden where he and his wife, Maggie, raised their 
son, Tyson. Annalisa earned her Masters in special 
education and teaches in Surrey, B.C., where she 
lives with her husband, Jeffrey, and their daughters, 
Alia and Taryn.

As his children grew, Syd served on the local 
school board for many years, and also lent his 
efforts to establish a regional campus in Golden of 
the Cranbrook-based College of the Rockies.

Living in the Blaeberry suited Syd, Karen said, as 
he was always happy around horses and out on the 
mountain trails. 

“He’d take me on these god-awful trails he had to 
hack,” Karen described. “He’d go every spring and 
clear trail; he kept them open for other people to 

The Golden years

Syd’s family enjoyed many 
a fine day riding along the 
Blaeberry River in the early 
1970s.

Four generations of Feuz 
men (from left) Walter, Syd, 
his grandson, Tyson and 
son, Paul, share a moment.
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used to ski at the local ski hill, Whitetooth, which 
in 2000 was expanded and re-opened as Kicking 
Horse Resort. One day while skiing with Syd at 
Lake Louise, she made the extra effort to ski the 
whole way down the steep, fast Men’s Downhill 
course. Syd was extra proud.

Throughout his life, Syd fully embraced his 
mountain world. 

“My dad loved the mountains so much,” Karen 
said. “He did a lot with his dad, but there was no 
opportunity to work as a guide until much later 
in his life. Dad just loved guiding for Rudi. How 
wonderful that he finally got that opportunity in 
his life. Rudi was so good to him. Dad never was 
crazy about the flying part, but that love of the 
mountains is so ingrained.”

Syd was fortunate to enjoy great strength and 
good health. Unfortunately, Baeda battled cancer. 
Eventually her declining health, coupled with the 
remoteness of their home, prevented her from 
being able to drive, and she didn’t much like being 
forced to rely on others. Reluctantly, Syd agreed 
they would leave the farm. Thirty years after 
moving out to the tranquil Blaeberry farmland, in 
2003 Syd and Baeda moved back into town.

“It was really tough for him,” Karen said. “He 
struggled with it.”

Karen and her husband, George, have lived 
in Syd and Baeda’s house since, where there are 
always a few contented horses grazing in the fields. 

use. To him, clearing trail was a good day’s fun.”
Karen remembers when one day Syd took 

Baeda’s Pinto, Pete, out on one of his trail clearing 
missions. 

“Dad was busy hauling trees and Pete went 
down the trail, stepped onto the other side and just 
looked at dad. He had had enough! My mom used 
to say, ‘are you going bushwhacking or trail riding? 
If it’s trail riding, I’ll come.’”

Naturally, Syd also shared his love for skiing 
with his children, and with Baeda. Paul, insists 
Karen, “is a beautiful skier, just like his dad.” Baeda 

From left, Leo Grillmair, Purcell Heli Skiing guide Derek 
Holtved, Syd, veteran ACMG guides Colani Bezzola and 

Lloyd “Kiwi” Gallagher, Doug Robinson, and veteran 
ACMG guides Bernie Schiesser and Rudi Gertsch 

gather at Gertsch’s Purcell Heli Skiing Lodge in Golden 
in celebration of Syd’s ninetieth birthday in 2012.  

Photo courtesy of Lynn Martel.

At the age of 89 and no longer able to walk very far, Syd could still name all the 
peaks surrounding Golden from the viewpoint high on Mount 7 while retelling 
entertaining stories of adventures he shared with his father and his cousin Fred 
on those peaks. Photo courtesy of Lynn Martel.
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Long after he retired from working for Rudi, 
Syd enjoyed skiing the big mountain terrain of 

Kicking Horse where one run, Feuz Bowl is named 
for him and his family. Even after a collision with 
a snowboarder left him with diminished abilities, 
Syd never gave up. 

“He kept trying,” Karen said. “You couldn’t stop 
him.” 

One of the proudest moments of Syd’s life came 
just before his eighty-ninth birthday in January, 
2010, when he carried the Olympic Torch as it 
passed through Golden en route to Vancouver. 

Just a couple of months later, on April 8, 2010, 
Baeda passed away. 

“They loved each other with such intensity,” 
Karen said. “He really misses her.”

A few months before he celebrated his ninetieth 
birthday, and despite his legs and his memory 
not being quite as reliable as he would have liked, 
Syd’s desire to be in the mountains never waned 
a bit. 

“I still want to go,” Syd said. “I get up on a 
beautiful morning and I have a hard time staying 
down on the ground here. I want to go up moun-
tains. I would like to walk up the valleys. I can sit 
here and look at all the mountains I’ve been up and 
down. I can see... we skied there, I think one day... 
we skied all the way to Parson. On every mountain. 
We went up and down. The whole damn works. 
That was a great day.

“It’s still the best place, really, right here in 
Golden,” he continued. “Right at the foot of the 

best of everything, it’s there. Doesn’t matter if 
you look at it for climbing or skiing, you can’t 
beat it.

“I really feel now, everything I’ve had happen to 
me—I’ve just been plain, bloody lucky. Every job I 
ever had I was happy about doing. I’ve been really 
lucky.” 

One of the proudest moments of Syd’s life was representing the town of Golden 
as a torch bearer for the 2010 Vancouver Winter Olympics. 

Syd spins yet another tale 
in the living room of the 
house he grew up in the 
the Swiss Village, summer 
2012. Photo courtesy of 
Lynn Martel.
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by Lynn Martel

Syd Feuz lived his life as a man born of the mountains. Growing up with seven siblings, he walked 
miles to school, in sunshine or deep snow. The son of Swiss-born mountain guide, Walter Feuz, Syd 
scrambled up ridges to stand on summits with his father and uncles, gaining the skills that would allow 
him to begin working as a ski guide by the age of sixteen. He served his country in the navy during 
World War II, and ran a bulk fuel business for two decades that was essential to the economy and 
livelihood of the Columbia Valley through the 1950s, ’60s and early ’70s. Then in his fifties, Syd began 
a twenty-eight-year career guiding skiers for Purcell Heli-Skiing, sharing the precious wilderness of 
his backyard Purcell and Rocky mountains. As a second generation guide, Syd embodied the values of 
taking on a job and not just doing it well, but doing it right. 

Truck driver, sailor, hotel proprietor, gas jockey, boat driver, horseman, trail builder and ski guide, 
Syd embraced every job that came his way with enthusiasm, gratitude and humility. 

Syd Feuz is not just the world’s first Canadian-Swiss guide, he’s a true gentleman of the mountains.
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