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Grace Wright and Jamie Selda backcountry ski behind the Kees and
Claire Hut, a new wilderness hut in the Spearhead Range several miles
fromWhistler-Blackcomb Ski Resort.

By Kari Bodnarchuk
GLOBE CORRESPONDENT

G
ARIBALDI PROVIN-
CIAL PARK, British Co-
lumbia — My 10-year-
old daughter and I skied
through fresh powder in

a wilderness area near Whistler. Our
30-pound backpacks made turning a
lot trickier in deep snow, but I hoped
my daughter Grace would appreciate
the benefit of carrying overnight gear
— if we ever reached our destination.
We skied down into a gulley and as

we prepared for our longest climb of
the day, I heard those words most par-
ents know so well: “Are we almost
there?” Grace asked as she flopped on
her back in the snow and feigned
death, indicating it was time for jelly
beans. “How far is the hut now?”
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US travelers can finally visit this
new Whistler hut — if they can

handle the trek to it
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‘Y ou’re going to have
hygge,” my local wine
merchant suggested
as I added a Cozy
Nights candle to my

purchase of pinot noir on a recent after-
noon. Well, yes, I thought, in a few
days. I was headed back to Villa Hygge,
a boutique hotel opened during the
pandemic in North Conway, N.H.,
bringing the idea of Scandinavian well-
being and happiness to travelers.
The concept has gained populari-

ty in the United States to the point
that “hygge” earned a spot in Merri-
am-Webster in 2021, which defined it
as “a cozy quality thatmakes a person
feel content and comfortable.” I
encountered the quality on
trips to the Nordic region, hav-
ing lived in Europe before it
reached peak Pinterest post-
ing.
The cultural obses-

sion with hygge is un-
derstandable, consider-
ing Scandinavians reg-
u l a r l y r ank a s the
happiest people in the
world, and Mari Cor-
bett seems like no ex-
ception. Corbett built

the hotel in hopes of sharing her Finn-
ish ways with an American audience af-
ter moving overseas with her husband,
Jim, aMassachusetts native.
“Our friends were very curious

about how we live,” explained Corbett,
who looks the part with a long, blond
ponytail and neckerchief. She has sau-
nas at home and hikes an hour in the
mornings. “It’s more than the candles
and blankets. It’s a moment of well-be-
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Just past North Conway’s main drag, the hotel is a
short stroll from the village.

W hen it comes to
eateries, the buzz
is always about
what’s new and
hot. But what

about themore elderly establish-
ments, the ones that have been quietly
hosting diners for, say, 350 years? Tru-
ly, there’s one that old, theWhite
Horse Tavern inNewport, R.I., widely
regarded as America’s oldest restau-
rant. In fact, four of the country’s 10
oldest eateries are located in our re-
gion, according to TheDailyMeal
(www.thedailymeal.com). This being
NewEngland, controversy abounds—

should a tavern that serves food be
considered a restaurant?Was the
place closed for a time and therefore
not continuously operating? So, we
took the liberty of highlighting a few
golden oldies that offer good victuals
and plenty of atmosphere. Here’s a
peek inside those (old, wooden) doors.
If you’d like to own one of these histor-
ic restaurants yourself, theHancock
Inn& Fox Tavern inHancock, N.H.
(c.1789) is currently on themarket.

Union Oyster House, Boston
This local landmark, opened in
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Everyone always talks about what’s new
in the industry. These establishments are
anything but— and that’s why we love them

N

One of

America
’s

oldest

restaura
nts is

right in o
ur

midst, th
e

Union O
yster

House. T
his

local

landmar
k

began se
lling

fresh sea
food

in 1826.
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Oysters have always been a big draw at Union Oyster House. In 1850, Cape oysters on

the half shell went for 20 cents per dozen.

By Diane Bair and Pamela Wright
Globe correspondents
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pane stove keep it plenty warm inside.
Its slightly curved shape and intention-
al orientation — angled to shed snow
under the scouring winds — make it a
low-maintenance structure, while its
metal and steel exterior make it ex-
tremely durable.
“It will still be there in 100 years,”

said Jayson Faulkner, a member of the
SpearheadHuts Society.
The hut sleeps 38 people in eight sin-

gle-, double-, or triple-bunk rooms; just
bring a camping mattress and a three-
season sleeping bag. It has a drying
room where visitors can put boots,
skins, and other wet gear overnight,
dozens of rubber hut shoes free to use, a

charging station with 16 plugs (and a
few spare cords) available to guests, and
a propane-fueled fireplace in the main
lounge. It also has LED lights in each
bunk room on the first floor, along
floorboards, in the stairwell (no head-
lamps needed), and in the kitchen and
dining area upstairs.
The kitchen comes fully stockedwith

dishware, pots and pans, coffeemakers,
and two-burner propane stoves for
guests’ use (sign up for kitchen time on
awhiteboard). Pitch in and collect a few
buckets of snow that can be melted and
boiled for drinking and cooking water.
Huge windows offer perfect views of

the surrounding mountains. I sat on a

wide bench next to stacks of board
games, books, and magazines and
watched the sunset while Grace cut veg-
gies for our pasta dinner and chatted
with people from all over the world, in-
cluding a few local families with kids
around her age. And even though cell
serviceworks in this area (ever since the
2010 Winter Olympics, said Selda), no
one pulled out a device.
“What was your favorite thing about

ski touring,” Selda asked Grace at din-
ner.
“Everything!” she said.
“That’s the thing about being in the

mountains — you need a funny memo-
ry,” he said. “You forget all those mo-
ments of frustration and being tired and
you remember all the fun parts.”
After breakfast the nextmorning, we

left everything except our avalanche
gear, water, and snacks and set off to ski
wearing just light packs. Some skiers
headed toward Cowboy Ridge and Fis-
sile Peak —good options for intermedi-
ate to advanced skiers — while we
shooshed down a moderate slope to a
snow-covered lake and then skinned up
to the top of an unnamed hill.
By the time we headed back toward

Whistler a couple of hours later the sun
had heated up the snow and formed
surface hoar, a layer of feathery snow
crystals that sounded like pieces of glass
rustling as our skis and poles swept
across it. On our long climb of the day,
we cut through open fields and patches
of trees with snow mushrooms, where
mounds of snow perched on trees and
stumps. Finally, we reached the Whis-
tler resort boundary around 4:30 p.m.
— an hour after the chairlifts had closed
— and had the slopes to ourselves.
We dropped down a steep bowl, cut

across to the Harmony slopes, and then
hiked for 10minutes while carrying our
skis on our packs before completing a 5-
mile descent toWhistler Village.
As we came to a stop at the base of

Whistler Mountain, Grace said to us, “I
can’t believe I did that!”
And if Grace can do it, you probably

can, too — just track down a guide like
Selda and bring plenty of jelly beans.

Kari Bodnarchuk can be reached at
travelwriter@karib.us.

ing and happiness. You don’t stress
about the future or past. You’re basically
in themoment.”
Being basically in the moment after

months under the same roof as my hus-
band, kids, and dog sounded ideal. But
well-being and happiness can be elusive
in a health crisis, and news of a COVID
case at my son’s sleepaway camp short-
enedmy stay. I left early to grab him be-
fore having the complete experience. He
was fine, but what can you do as a
mom?
I returned to North Conway this Oc-

tober to finish the story. I was more in
need of hygge by then, having resumed
teaching in Rhode Island and shuttling
my kids to soccer fields around New
England. Corbett greetedme at the door
with her signature smile. She’s a regular
presence at the small, upscale property,
featuring 11 suites with king beds
($349-$399 a night).
Preserving a former house and for-

going a front desk, the hotel is a study in
Scandinavian simplicity with its clean
design, large windows, light colors, and
wood furniture. After using the keyless
system to entermy room—where plush
pillows and throws begged to be photo-
graphed — I changed into a soft robe
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and slippers for an evening treatment.
A “Nordic body renewal” emphasiz-

ing relaxation over beauty, it was billed
as holistic and natural. In other words,
there’s no Botox at this spa. That’s per-
fect for me, and if having carrot lotion
massaged into my face is Scandinavian,
I’m a convert. From there, I further re-
laxed in the salt lounge, sinking into a
chaise and listening to Swedishmusic.
My stress evaporated, both the envi-

ronment and lack of my phone contrib-
uting, with my only concern where to
eat dinner. Having enjoyed two of the
hotel’s tapas — asparagus soup and
smoked salmon bites— onmy first visit,
I took Corbett’s advice to try Thompson
House Eatery this time around.
The farm-to-table restaurant is run

by Kate and Jeff Fournier, formerly a fix-
ture on the Boston culinary scene. The
couple left forNewHampshire after hav-
ing their sons, another example of chas-
ing well-being and happiness. My meal

—monkfish with collard greens, a john-
ny cake, and tomato butter — brought
me both, as I ate alone on the deck.

After a restful sleep and Scandina-
vian breakfast delivered to my suite, I
walked to the private sauna for my final
act of hygge. I rotated among the steam,
shower, and seating area, reheating and
then cooling down. It had the desired
effect, putting me in the moment again
andmakingme feel restored.
My mind emptied of its worry reel

related to pool testing, play dates, and
Halloween costumes, I was attuned to
my surroundings. Light filtered through
the blinds, which offered views of trees
and White Mountain Highway. Just
past North Conway’s main drag, the ho-
tel is a short stroll from the village.
That walkability and the changing of

seasons remind Corbett of home with
its value on time spent outdoors. “You
are a 2½-hour drive, and you feel like
it’s another country,” she said of the
road trip from Boston. “We want to get
people feeling better and more happy.
Tome, this is like where I grew up.”

Megan Lisagor Stoessell can be reached
at mlisagor@yahoo.com.

If you go . . .
Villa Hygge, 2906White Mountain
Highway, North Conway, N.H., 603-
730-5606, villahyggehotel.com The
Scandinavian hotel offers a welcome
drink and serves a tapas menu. The
private sauna at the Nordic spa is a
must. Experiences, including wine
tastings and outdoor activities, are al-
so worth trying on the path to well-be-
ing and happiness. Prepare to have de-
sign envy, both in the moment and
once you get home.

Enjoying
the hygge
lifestyle
in N.H.

MEGAN LISAGOR STOESSELL

Mari Corbett built the Villa Hygge
hotel in North Conway, N.H., in
hopes of sharing her Finnish ways
with an American audience. The
hotel features a clean design, large
windows, light colors, and wood
furniture.
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“Well, it ’s about one minute if
you’re a raven and four years if you’re a
snail,” said our guide, Jamie Selda, and
spoken like a man who has three young
kids. He pulled out his stash of jelly
beans and offered them to Grace. “Let’s
focus on the thingswe see along theway
instead.”
Our goal, assuming we made it,

would be the Kees and Claire Hut, a wil-
derness hut in British Columbia’s Spear-
headRange that had opened sixmonths
before our visit in February 2020. Since
the US-Canada border closed in March
2020 for 18 months, few US travelers
have had a chance to visit the hut,
which has reopened for overnight stays.
The Kees and Claire Hut is the first

of three planned backcountry huts in
the Spearhead Range. The nonprofit
SpearheadHuts Society intends to build
a second hut in 2023, with a third com-
ing a couple of years after that. Volun-
teers built the Kees and Claire Hut — fi-
nanced entirely by donations— tomake
this stunning wilderness area more ac-
cessible to hikers, snowshoers, and
backcountry skiers like us.
Though I’ve taken many avalanche

clinics and guided hut trips, I don’t have
the skills to lead a winter trip. That’s
why I hired Selda, a guide for Extremely
Canadian, a Whistler-based company
that has run backcountry adventures for
more than 25 years. Selda earned his ski
guiding certification through theAssoci-
ation of CanadianMountain Guides and
has a degree in outdoor recreation and
leadership fromUnity College inMaine.
He also spends upward of 60 days a year
leading backcountry ski trips.
We planned to do a two-day, one-

night trip, staying over on a Sunday
night to minimize missed school days
(Friday and Saturday nights fill up fast).
The hut remains open year-round with
backcountry ski season running from
mid-December through late April, de-
pending on conditions.
We brought our own backcountry

skis and avalanche equipment (though
the company rents gear) and Selda took
care of the route planning and meals,
gave us tips and information along the
way, and kept us safe.
Skiers access the hut by either climb-

ing up the Singing Pass Trail fromWhis-
tler Village (a long journey) or by pur-
chasing a special ticket that lets them
use certain gondolas and lifts to access
backcountry routes with less climbing
involved — our choice. We took the
Whistler Village Gondola and Harmony
Chairlift to make our way over to the re-
sort’s Flute area. Here, we strapped
climbing skins onto the bottoms of our
skis (which prevented them from slip-
ping backward on slopes) and skied up
to Flute’s summit.
“The key is to be efficient,” explained

Selda as we methodically inched our
way up the slope. “Imagine having su-
per big feet,” he added, as he took small
steps to change direction. “You can’t
make quick decisions — no big moves,
no rushing. Just move slowly and effi-
ciently.”
We left the resort’s ski boundary be-
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hind and spent the next couple of hours
making our way along a portion of the
Spearhead Traverse, a 25-mile horse-
shoe-shaped route that connects Whis-
tler and Blackcomb mountains. We
skied down slopes where the chunked-
up snowmade turning a challenge and
through light, untracked powder that
made us look like pros — or so we imag-
ined. We also climbed up through for-
ested patches of mountain hemlock and
across snowfields that offered views of
jagged mountains and Whistler’s dis-
tinct rocky pinnacle Black Tusk.
Along the way, and in kid-like fash-

ion, Grace drew pictures in the snow
with her poles, tried to blaze her own
tracks and, when energy levels dipped,
plopped on the ground until we refu-
eled her with jelly beans or wine gum-
mies — the perfect sugar hits for a fad-
ing child. Selda reminded us not to
waste energy in the backcountry,
though, and to tune in to how our bod-
ies felt and what they needed.
“When you stop, always deal with

yourself first and then your equipment,”
he told us at our first transition, when
we paused to put on skins. “Getting cold
will make you slow and sloppy at what
you’re doing.”
It didn’t take long for us to get into

the rhythm: Stop, throw on or remove
insulated jackets and hats, grab a quick
snack, and then adjust gear, meaning
put on or take off skins.
Temperatures hovered around 26

degrees Fahrenheit, but the effort of
skinning up hills under blue skies and a
blazing sun meant it was easy to over-
heat. “Who would have thought I could
get hot in the snow!” exclaimed Grace
as she shed layers. We passed other ski-
ers in short sleeves — or even shirtless
— along the way, but overall, we saw
fewer than a dozen people after leaving
the ski resort.
We soon climbed onto a ridge that

offered views of snowymountains glow-
ing pink under the late-day sun. Off to
the left, a modern-looking structure sat
in a clearing with cone-shaped Fissile
Peak looming overhead.Wemade it.
“Yayyyy!” said Grace as she threw

her arms in the air. She had every right
to be happy, after traveling 3.5 miles
and 2,500 vertical feet over five hours to
reach this idyllic spot— awintery work-
out at any age, but an extra challenge
for a kid.
The Kees and Claire Hut gets its

name from two skiers who died while
alpine touring in Canada’s RockyMoun-
tains: Kees Brenninkmeyer from New
Bedford, Mass., and Claire Dixon of
Kamloops, B.C. Their snow cave col-
lapsed while they were on a 30-day ski
trip along the Wapta Traverse, working
as custodians in Yoho National Park’s
hut system.
There are a few things Kees’s sister,

Julie Brenninkmeyer, would like hut
visitors to know about her brother:
“He’d want you to have fun, be pre-
pared, and always go for more,” she told
me after our stay last year.
This building is no ordinary wilder-

ness structure: The hut’s triple-pane
windows and design features make it so
efficient that body heat and a small pro-

Trekking Whistler with jelly beans and grit
Grace Wright (left) celebrates after
trekking to the Kees and Claire Hut
in the Spearhead Range several
miles fromWhistler-Blackcomb Ski
Resort.


