
Friday the 14 of March we "Brothers 
and Sisters on Skis" in Europe and 
America are packing our skiing gear 
and clothes and head for Les Diablerets 
and skiing competitions.
At the same time in Kuwait "Brothers in 
Arms" of the allied troops get ready for 
a more serious race to Baghdad.

With mixed feelings we travel by car, by train, by plane and 
arrive in Switzerland.

Seeing the mountains covered with snow through the 
aeroplane windows puts the thoughts of war somewhere in 
the background.

Geneva welcomes us and a fast train takes us in first class 
along the beautiful coastline of lake Geneva through Laus-
anne, Vevey and Montreaux.

In Aigle we change to a smaller train that heads for the 
mountains, passes tunnels and crosses bridges climbing 
higher and higher. Hepaticas and snowdrops bloom, birds 
sing and the sun shines hot but not a patch of snow can 
be seen. Are we too late? Is spring too early? Well, there's 
always the glacier.

We reach the small station and, surprise!, the valley is 
white with snow. The shuttles take us to Hotel Victoria 
where the early birds warmly welcome us. Little later, after 
unpacking we rejoin the others in the lobby. This is one of 
the best moments of the week. Welcoming old friends and 
newcomers in the lobby. Lots of hugs and kisses on the 
cheeks.

Sunday wakes up as sunny as one could hope.
To our surprise the road in front of the hotel is full of Swiss 
Army vehicles. Military action is not in question, but our 
transportation to the 125 person Glacier gondola.

Starting a ski week at 3000 m above the sea level is 
shock treatment at least to the lowlanders. That is: most of 
us. However, we are so well trained sportsmen that nobody 
passes out. A bleeding nose is the only wound among us.

In the evening the General Assembly gives a new period 
to the vice presidents Helga Dingova and Uli Ritter.

Afterwards the Nations Evening fills us with international 
peculiarities in the form of food and drink and later the disco 
beat goes on and on and on...

The sunny Monday  takes us to the near-by slopes 
between Les Diablerets and Bretaye. Conditions are almost 
summer-like. Snow is soft and sun-block is more than ob-
ligatory.

In the afternoon a representative of our main sponsor 
Adecco tells us about how they find jobs for ex-athlets. 
Well, also to thousands of other. Wonder if there's hope for 
ex-SCIJ-members, too.

When the moon replaces the sun in the sky we enjoy the 
fondue and then ski down to the valley in a torch convoy.

At first skiing in the moonlight is exciting and fun, but in 
the end when the snow cover gets thinner our skis screech in 
pain when crossing little loose stones.

At night president Bush gives a 48 hour warning to Iraq.
 

Tuesday is the day of the great GS race.
In the morning the slope looks steep, long, hard, icy - all in 
one - interesting to some, frightening to others.

In the race the champions stand out quite clearly, but af-

Les Diablerets, 
Suisse Worth even the train ride alone

Competition results

terwards the men's winner Tobias Thayer does not convince 
the organisers with his being a professional journalist work-
ing in major media and after three days he receives his prize 
in the guests category.

The fourth fastest man is disqualified for practising the 
race track.

After all the fuss Ralf Scheuerer is the winner by three 
seconds. Italy's Davide Labate is second and Switzerland's 
Simon Mathhey-Doret third.

The ladies' champion is as clear as she can be and there's 

 For once junior 
men from the U.S. 
Probably CIA

 In the garden of the 
Chaplin family in Vevey

SCIJ Events 2003

Ski Club Internatio

nal d
es

 Jo
ur

na
lis

te
s •

 S
ki

 C
lu

b 
fo

r I
nternatio

nal Journalists • Ski Club International des Journalistes • Ski Club for International Journalists •

Since 1955



nothing to it. Italy's Elisa Calcamuggi beats Croatia's Nina Sossi 
by six seconds. Juliette Hall of the British Hall clan surprises all 
but her family by being third.

In the evening we meet Pierre-Yves Jorand of the victorious 
Swiss Alinghi sailing team. The coach and spy of the first Euro-
pean boat to win the America's Cup tells us about the race and the 
preparations for it. A quick-tempo film illustrates the story and 
gives an exciting feeling of the hectic atmosphere of the race.

On Wednesday morning Army lorries take us to Leysin and 
its six-man gondolas.

Long interestingly winding slopes lead us back to the village. 
But the sad truth is that we are here a month too late. The snow 
on the lower slopes is sloshy.

However the off-pistes all around seem to have been an end-
less playground for enthusiastic skiers.

We enjoy lunch, alpenhorn music and a 360 degrees view of 
the Alps in an incredible rotating glass-tower restaurant. After 
lunch one of the slopes is closed because of avalanche danger, 
but the slope nearest to the restaurant stays in excellent condition. 
Some of us spend the afternoon sledding in the snow park. An 
enjoyable dinner in various nice little restaurants all around the 
village of Les Diablerets ends another satisfying skiing day.

At 4.30 CET the allied troops invade Iraq. 

Thursday is the day of the great CC race
Skis have been waxed through the night but hot sun changes the 
trails so quickly that only tarot cards can tell the right waxing.

Slide O.K. but not enough hold. Harder clister or blue stick?
Snow's getting wet, slide gets worse.
The start puts an end to all the pondering; the champions 

are champions no matter what. Luckily the difficult snow gives 
enough excuses to the others.

Germany's Kerstin Eckstein is the cross country queen and 
Karolina Beranova from Checz Republic and Italys Elisa Calca-
muggi her princesses.

Germany's Ralf Scheuerer is the king and Switzerland's Simon 
Mathhey-Doret and Poland's Borkowski (great name for a skier) 
his knights.

In the afternoon some twenty of us have the chance to meet 
and interview Michael Chaplin in Charlie Chaplin's house in 
Vevey. Michael turns out to be a very pleasant man, telling us 
about his plans of making the mansion a living Chaplin Museum.

Relaxation after the races keeps quite a few people awake 
rather long. It's always great to see the sun rise from behind the 
mountains when just drawing or drawing back the curtains.

Most people spend Friday morning on the slopes between 
Les Diablerettes and Bretaye or Glacier 3000.

In the afternoon our Think Tank organises a discussion forum 
on war and media. Colleagues from all over the world exchange 
their experiences on media coverage in this terrible time.

The "Winds of Hope" foundation later collects us once more 
in the congress hall. We learn about a horrible, but little known 
disease called NOMA. Two very brave men, Bertrand Piccard 
and Brian Jones, after circumnavigating the world in a balloon, 
use their fame to raise awarness of this forgotten sickness.

The last dinner party in Hotel Victoria mixes happy togeth-

erness and melancholy of parting. Lots of hugs and kisses on 
the cheeks. Some people we shall meet next year, some people 
maybe never again.

On Saturday it's all over for most and thoughts of work 
start to creep in. The meeting is over but the war in Iraq has just 
begun. Let's all hope it's been over for a long time when we meet 
again in Alpe d'Huez next year.

Post tour to Neuchatel and Gruyere
I promised to drive one of the two Kia Minivans. O.K. otherwise 
but our first visit was winetasting. 
On nexy stop I had my fair share of chocolate. Then we went 
to the nice little town of Gruyere. Didn’t have cheese, but had 
coffee in a creepy new Alien bar and shivers in the H.R. Giger 
exhibition on the other side of the street.  
Our hotel was a real treat; several huts on water of the Lake Neu-
chatel. Every hut had a jetty and stairs to the lake. I was the only 
one who had swam.
The dinner was another treat. First course was truffel prepared in 
four different ways. Wines accordingly. 
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