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Cover Russ Binning and Ralph Clim portaging on the boisterous Romaine River, 1980.

FrontispieceMy partnet Bob Hatton admiring thispanoramic view of the magnificent
George Riverfourteen miles above Helen Falls, 1967.

| accumulated the stories and photostiios bookover the course of my lifetime.réund
the time of my 70 birthday in 2000| decided to start assenmy themall into a book
For the next several yeakghile ardently seeking a publisher, | waver it page by
page, line by line, word by word, striving to make it more readable, or you sught
say more poetic. That 8mply how | feelaboutthese toriesand what they bring to
mind, for the romance still lingers

At long last,l founda helpful anccompetent editor, John Rausch, amuhblisher
(actually a cepublisher)in Heron Dance Press. We printed 1000 copies in 2007.
Immediately thereaftelleron Dance decided to quit the business, so | bought the
remaining copiesselling some bugiving most of them outi family and friendsintil
nowonly a few remain.

In my manuscript, | took meticulous care in such things as placement of line
breaks ad photo locations, trying to makeritore readable. Unfortunately somethuit
was lost when murtisticcreation was converted into InDesign fornit of course in
this new edition all is being restored to my original design.

Thanks to my illustriousompanions over these many years for unknowingly
providingso much of the subject matter.dve been ably assisted in preparing tias/
edition by my partner Valerie Thaddeus.

Stewart Coffin
97 Minot Road
Concord, MA 01742
stcmsd@aol.com
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Dick Irwin and Bob Davis in the headwaters of the @orge River, 1982



Introduction

Lakes and ponds, marshes and string bogs are sprinkled in bewildering profusion
all across the land, interconnected by an incredible labyrinth of rivers and
streams. Most are shallow. Licheovered boulders pratiide everywhere. But it

is the ubiquitous black spruce that dominate the landscape. Seen near at hand,
they tend to be widely spaced on a lawn of yelhoay caribou moss, rather like

a well manicured roclgarden park. But in the distance, they all mustéo ione

solid dark green army by the billions, to the-tdf horizon and beyond,

seemingly forever. This truly is the Black Spruce Country.

The above passage comes from my journal of our George River trip in 1967. It
describes my first impressions ofghbrooding landscape as viewed during our train ride
northward through the alluring high lake country of the Labrador Plateau. From the iron
ore port of Septles on the North Shore of the Gulf of St. Lawrence, the Quebec North
Shore and Labrador Railwasansports the traveler straight north for 360 miles deep into
the heart of this vast wilderness.

August 8. The boulder we are leaning against is just one of many pushed high up
on the banks by the winter ice. The opposite shore, which is lesa thiéam away
at this point, is paved with this loose rock for miles in either direction. The forest is
here confined to a belt extending a few hundred yards up the slopes on either side
of the lake. There are good stands of spruce in some of the ghlédargest trees
being a foot in diameter but not very tall. Higher up, the steep hillsides support
only scrub growth, predominantly Labrador tea. The summits are mostly bare
rock, forming, or at least giving the appearance of, a continuous mountain ridge.
Yet many streams cascade down the hillsides and into the lake, indicating even
higher country beyond. A few patches of snow linger, and every now and then one
will glow brightly when the slanting rays of the afternoon sun happen to break
through the lowdrifting clouds.



The preceding passage has been taken from my journal of that same George River
trip. The place, Indian House Lake. My partner was Bob Hatton. We were a bit ahead of
our four companions on this windy day and were waiting in the slulggarme boulders
for them to catch up. Normally | would have recorded only navigational notes such as
rapids and portagésa habit acquired during my days of compiling canoeing guides. On
this occasion, with time to spare and perhaps inspired by the ntagrisicenery,
evidently | was in a more poetic mood.

This photo of a typical scene on the George River was taken a couple days' travel
beyond Indian House Lake, as we approached the Pyramid Hills, 1967



And i f t hat ihs staiye, heee s @ne ghbre gassages exttacted from
my short story AHeadwaters. o0 The setting
route from La Vérendrye Park to the headwaters of the Dumoine River in the summer of
1962.

It was that blissful seasoroy get in the North Country in late summer when you
can sit around in shorts and not be bothered by bugs. The pair of ospreys were still
circling far down the lake, and it was so unearthly quiet we could hear them
calling even though they must have beenentivan a mile away. Across the lake
and beyond stretched the great boreal forest, wild and unbroken. The black spruce,
with their shaggy dark spires standing out sharply against the bright sky, are our
spiritual partners in this wilderness sanctuary. Tretately legions will march
along with us as silent company for the rest of the trip.

Nearly every year from 1958 to 1991, and less frequently thereafter, my
companions and | have spent our summer vacations on wilderness canoe trips, first in the
Maine Woods and later in the wilds of Canada. | have written a few magazine articles
about these adventures and distributed many copies of my trip logs for use by other
trippers. There was also my privately published book of short st&iesk Spruce
Country(1991), and more recentiy Outing Scrapbook001) andKazan(2002), all
printed in very limited quantity and mainly given out to friends.

This now seems like an appropriate time to combine all of these previous writings
into this one publication. At mgdvanced age, | see little likelihood of there ever being
much more of importance to add. Another reason is that | have always wanted to include
many more photographs to accompany the text but lacked the means to do so. Over the
years | have accumulatedaage file of good blaclandwhite photos, always with the
idea of eventually seeing them published. Many were taken with a médiomt
camera with tripod, and those until 1970 were processed by my father, an accomplished
nature photographer. Accordinglyarts of this journal may more nearly resemble an
annotated photo album.

Back in the late 1950s when | first started writing magazine articles about river
running, there was not a whole lot published on the sport, and soméolugétwe



A thunderous chute on the Romaine River, 1980. A scenic spot to admire, but
probably not the ideal place to set up camp because of the incessant noise and
vibration.

were doing something rather special. Not any more. Every summer nowadays¢here
dozens of trips on routes that half a century ago would have been considered pioneering
exploits, and other trips that amaze ustatdgers in terms of length, duration, and

difficulty. Many are now published as books or magazine articles, some eviea web.

| have nothing of that sort to report hérao incredible feats, no great hardships, no-hair
raising escapes. What | can report, however, is relaxing around the campfire with like
minded companions on the shores of some remote lake and, in #réhiynstillness of

the evening, listening to the calls of a pair of loons or, if one is really lucky, the haunting

cry of a wolf coming from afar. Thatodos what
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Campfire scene on the Moisie River, 1978. My camera lackedselttimer, so | ran a
fish line to the shutter and just reeled it in for the onesecond exposure.

This adventure of a lifetime all began abruptly one lucky day in March 1954. |
had signed up with the Appalachian Mountain Club for the first whitewad&uction
trip of the season on the Piscataquog River in New Boston, New Hampshire. Among
those of us gathered at the village millpond on that bright but blustery early spring day
was a local gal who as a child had watched with envy each spring asteestamade
their annual runs through the village. On our second run, we just happened to end up in
the same canoe. We soon became steady partners and remained so for the r&ixt thirty
years.

11



After a couple seasons of running rapids on the localsgwith the AMC, we
sought new adventures and began running exploratory -@a@moging trips in the Maine
Woods with ou small cadre of likenindedpathfinders The Canadian wilderness phase
began in 1962 and soon became a passion that has endured tg.tNyg dastrious
companions over those glorious years have beemerousbut Jane was the most
constant ad faithful of them all. It is imermemorythat this book is lovingly edicated,
with many treasured recollectiongtimes past.

T ——

Jane (Lewis) Coffin, 19311991.
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The Great Outdoesr

It was my father who introduced me to the wonders of the great outdoors, which he loved
even more passionately than I, if that is possible. To this day, when | get the old camping
gearout of storage to pack for yet another trip, the wonderful musty smell of canvas
scented with wood smoke (and sweat!) takes me back in an instant to my childhood
camping trips with my father in the nearby hills of western Massachusetts. Mt. Toby,
which waswithin hiking distance of our home in North Amherst, was our favorite. We
used a homemade Baker tent of Egyptian cotton and a pair of woolen blankets for
bedding. Can we really do any better today with all our fancy equipment? Truly, | think
not.

Father and his marvelous tent. Notehat pitching it required chopping down nine
trees. No wonder it has gone out of styldhis photo was taken by my mother in
1923 at Schoodic Pond, Maine.

13



Then it was Boy Scouts. Our Troop 504 had a logrcabstled in a beautiful
hemlock grove overlooking Nurse Brook in the January Hills of Shutesbury, a mile in
from the nearest road. We enjoyed camping there sealions, often going in by ski or
snowshoe in the winter. The accompanying snapshot offang scouting buddies in
front of the cabin was taken around 1944 with my first camera, a Kodak Brownie.

Troop 504 cabin in the January Hills, ¢.1944. It has since burned down, and now
only the old stone chimney remains standing as statestimony to the great times
we had there long ago.

Some of my fondest childhood recollections have to do with boats and boating,
beginning with my motherds reading of #fAWhere
connection between this and the illisiis history of whaling and shipbuilding in the
Coffin family | don't know. | suppose most kids just naturally take to water sports.

Starting with toy boats made from wood scraps, my playmates and | soon advanced to
crude attempts at the real thing to laelgled (or sunk) in Puffer's Ice Pond. One of our
favorite family outings was to rent a rowboat on North Hadley Pond on some lazy
midsummer's day and row as far upstream as we could through the tangles of lily pads for
picnic lunch.

14



Back in those daysefv families in our village owned a canoe. | recall well my
first canoe lesson. The family of mynior high school pal Johnny Pottead rented a
cottage on Cape Cod, and an old canoe came with it, together with a pair of paddles
roughly hewn from driftwod. My first attempt at canoeing was solo, on a large bay near
the mouth of the Bass River. | seated myself in the stern and blithely paddled away from
shore with a slight offshore breeze. Any experienced canoeist will recognize the
predicament | then founaiyself in when it came time to return to shore, as | struggled in
vain to get that balky high bow turned into the wind. The proximity of the open ocean
lent a certain sense of urgency to the task! Finally, | figured out for myself what the
problem was, dfted my position in the canoe, and headed back. That is the kind of
lesson you remember best.

| spent college vacation in the summer of 1951 as waterfront director at Camp
Najerog in Wilmington, Vermont. The camp's three old canoes were so rottewnldnad |
not paddle them very far from the dock. But with them we did teach the basics, and in
doing so | also taught myself.

My first job after finishing engineering school at the University of Massachusetts
in 1953 was at the M.I.T. Digital Computer Labiorg. That smmer | spent my vacation
with my college outing club buddBob Hattonbackpacking in Baxter State Park, Maine.
One day there we just happened to meet and become friendly wibawlessisters
from Lexington, Massachusetts. They had been sglons at a summer camp in Maine.
Around the campfire that evening, one of them casually remarked that it was possible to
travel by canoe completely around Mount Katahdin, following Thoreau's trails of a
century before. Wow, did that ever fire my imagioati

Our log shelter at Chimney Pond faced southward towards Pamola Peak, and
there was a bright full moon that evening. I vividly recall lying awake long into the night
staring spellbound at the moon as it bounced from crag to crag along the Knife Edge,
while dreams and plans for the future were being fashioned in my fertile imagination.
Upon returning home, | immediately went to the Cambridge Public Library and sought
out The Maine Woodsy Thoreau. It then became and still is one of my favorite books on
canoetripping.

And all of that is what prompted my fateful decision to sign up for the AMC
whitewater instruction trip early the following spring.



Janelaunching our canoeon our first AMC whitewater instruction trip . Back then
we used thosebulky World War Il kapok life jackets , which could be boughtat
surplus stores along Atlantic Avenue in Boston foa coupledollars apiece The
standard canoe was the rugged and reliable 3#pot Grumman. | will always look
back to the meeting on tle millpond as the luckiest day of my life, March 28, 1954.
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The Rapid River

When Jane and | began our whitewater canoeing with the Appalachian Mountain Club in
the spring of 1954, a few of the didners were lucky enough to own a copyQifick
Waterand Smooth: A Canoei st 0byJdboC. Bhdlipgsand New Eng
Thomas D. Cabot. Published in 1935, it was said to be the first of its kind in the U.S. |
believe only 500 copies were printed, and they soon became scarce because of the sport's
obvious hazards. The story was told of one canoeist who upset in the infamous Funnel on
the Millers River and lamented the loss of her guidebook more than her camera!
In the spring of 1955, a small-dxc group of us within the AMC came together
with theidea of compiling a new river guide. All the rivers in the original guide needed to
be rescouted, mainly because of the disappearance of many old milldams and in some
cases their replacement by larger flemmhtrol structures, which by the way were most
often constructed in the very best canoeing sections of river. The other task was to
include all of New England, since the oriagin
drive of Boston, which in 1935 included practically none of Maine.
Starting in D57, for the next five years Jane and | undertook the exploration of
northern New England rivers with a passion. With our small cadre efrikded
enthusiastswerancanoea mpi ng tri ps to rivers within a \
our summer vacaihs cruising the Maine Woods. We soon became friendly with
personnel of the Maine Forest Service, who provided us with driving directions into
remote areas over unmapped logging roads. Also we were obligingly issued campfire
permits for areas where therem@ no designated campsites. Interestingly, our permits
often said fAfishing pangdnpdne bfthasarensole r ecr eat i o
quickwater streams was practically unheard of back then.
Some of our exploits were publicizedAppalachia which som began to attract
other canoeing parties. The first of these was the Rapid River in the Rangeley Lakes
region, the discovery of which is a story in itséfirst became aware of this river from
readingWe Took tothe Woods ne of my f aobkis.Eorest kodge.dheor i t e b
home of aithor Louise Dickinson Ricloverlooked the river, and one chapter of her book
describes the scalledii Na t |Wbite®Wa t er Ch a nmheldtioere n194@ and
1941.But all that wasvell before my enthusiasifor river-runninghad blossomed, so not
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much of it registered. Then in the summer of 13§@bd fortune again came my way.
Our brief first whitewater canoeing season had enalétbo soonso on the long Fourth
of July weekend Janend I, together with another cple, tooka canoecamping tripon
the Rangeley Lakes. We puton Cupsuptic Lake, paddled down Mooselookmeguntic
Lake, and camped on Students Island. On our return the next day, the headwinds were so
strong that Jane and | chose to beach our canoe asSiquand walk back to our car.
Along the way, we were given a ride by a friendly dri{leaul Fullej. When he
discovered we were ke@m whitewateicanoeinghetold us we ought taheck out the
Rapid Riversometime When wequestionedow he happened tmmow so much abdiit,
he asked if wénad readVe Took to the Woodehich of coursewa ad . #AWel |, |
man with the | oad of pigs! o

| then undertook some research to see what more | could learn about this splendid
river. | discovered two articledaut the races, in the December 1840 December
1941 issues oAppalachia Several films were said to have been made of those two
pioneering events, including one by a syndicated reamgce. For years | tried to locate
one of them but was unsuccesstNidently all of them have been lo$there were plans
to hold the races annually, but all that was cut short by the war.

.«- Tk, :-' ,';‘.,

John and Darst Tuckerman on the Rapid River, 1957.
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One of the special charms of the Rapid River, back then at least, washtuht it
no road access. Since several of our friends had makeshift sailing rigs for their canoes,
our favorite method was to sail down the lakes, camping along the way, and the next day
run the river while our gear was transported by truck down the roughroaa by Larry
Parsons, the proprietor of Lakewood Camps at Middle Dam. Then we would retrieve our
gear in Sunday Cove, paddle across Umbagog Lake and down the Androscoggin River to
where our cars were spotted in Errol for the long drive back to Bostwhalthis in a
two-day weekend®ard to believeOh what energy we had in those days!

Back then, the traditional whitewater season for the AMC was from the beginning
of spring freshet in southern New England until it petered out in the White Mountains o
New Hampshird in other words not much beyond April and May. With the success of
our scouting trip to the Rapid River, which was lake fed and dam controlled, we were
thrilled to discover that the season could be continued throughout the summer.

Sailing on Richardson Lakes, headed for the Rapid River, 1957.
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Added note: Back in those days, our interests were rather narrowly focused on

river-running. If onlywe hadseized the opportunity ferret out and reconchore
historical background, especiailyhen we could hae obtained so much of it fitsnd.

Recently | have discovered from Internet sources that Lakewood Camps, established

around 1853, s o0 ne wlflestdparting carépsiongfamed for flyfishingon the

Rapid River The Carry Road wasastructed in 1860 and is said to be little changed to

this day, which | cakertainlyattestfrom having bounced alorgverit many times in

one of Larry Parsoi@&ncientirucks. Middle Damnear Lakewood Camps at the head of

the river, wasuilt in 1877.A mile downstream are the remains of Lower Dam, which
was alreadyalling to pieces when we arrived on the scé&nhadently it fell into disrepair
after the last of the log drives, which | am guessing was around TBéfe have been
effortsto preserve ad restore what remaims a historic landmaylut the latest report is
that they have been unsuccessful. Howevangby Union Water Power Company for a
condominiumlike development of nine clustered camps althegrivernear Middle Dam
have been stged,and $1,500,000 has been donated for further conservation and

stewardship, thanks to the efforts of the grassroots Friends of Richardson organization.

We did have the good fortune tocemeetJoe Momey, legendary operator of
the backwoods telephometwork maintainedyoone of the paper compani€n our first
trip to the Rapid River, ehad stopped at tmempany office in Magalloway, where we
finally did manage to contact Lakewood Camps over 15 miles of(stinerg
haphazardly through the woQds order to make transportation arrangememsen Joe
learned of our intentions to run the rapidsakedg r u f WHy ynust yédive
dangerously?06 | thought we al so Bubrowla
can betteappreciatehdr reactions.Even then,liey must have seen recreational
whitewater boating as a very real threat tartbenturyold traditions of fly fishing in a
serene wilderness settings indeedt surelyturned out to bel have not been back there
for many years, butunderstandhat the river is now inundated witacreational boaters

rat her

of all sorts,in canoes, kayaks, rafts, and even irntnbes all of whichd o e s n 6t st ri ke

as being vergompatible withthe good old days of sporting campssome ways$regret
being partly responsibléor the disruption of those traditions, butvasbound to come
sooner or later in these inexorably changing times.
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This photo was taken on our first exploratory run in June of 1957, at a scengpot
known as Smooth Ledge. Above here the Rapid River drops staircase fashion in
three strong rapids. The second can be seen in the distance, and the top one is just
faintly visible also. The descent of 185 feet in three miles was just about the uppe
limit for the 17-foot Grumman canoesthat most of us were using in those days.
Throughout all these years a framed enlargement of this photo has graced my office
wall. It was taken with the camera that was to serve me faithfully for many yeats

an Argoflex twin lens reflex with 21/4 square format that | acquired shortly after
World War 1.
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The Dead and Kennebec Rivers

The construction of the Maine Turnpike and Interstate Highway System brought many
more rivers within weekend driving distance from Bos#ecordingly | acquired
topographic maps covering much of western Maine and spent many long evenings with
them laid out on our living room floor, looking for canoeing positiks. The Dead River
immediately attracted my attentidis two main tributarie, the North Branch and South
Branch,bothrise in mountainous country near the Maiiebec border. They join
together and flow into Flagstaff Laken artificial lake created by damming a portion of
the river that was formerly a deadwater, hence thesamishg name. After leaving the
lake, the river meanders north f@ven miles pastn old dam site, and then plunges over
spectacular Grand Falldined by Spencer Streathe Dead Rivethenturns abruptly
east, where mgnaps showed it flowing for 15 nei§ through a remote valley with a
constant gradient of 30 feetperndilée r ul y a whi t ewater canoei sto
| knew a bit about this country from hagi read two book&ay back in my early
teens OnewasArundelby Kenneth Robertfiased oBBenedict Arnadl Sill -fated
expedition against Quebet 1775.After ascending the Kennebec Ri®r bateau
Arnold avoided the rapids in the Dead Ribgra long overland portage and arduous
ascent of the North Branch, leading eventually into Caraltldramaticallyrecounted by
Roberts.
The othebookwasAlone in the Wildernedsy the resourcefuloseph Knowles.
On August 14, 1913, the awthentered the Maine Woods buciked near King and
Bartlett Camps in the remote headwaters of the Dead River. His purpsse publicize
his Aiback to natureo movement and demonstrat
wilderness entirely on his owhlis gunt was reportednd depicted (posed discreetly of
course!) in the Boston newspapers. He emerged from the woods two raberths
Canada, well fed and fully clothed in bearskihad discovered this book way back in
my scouting days, andfit rightin withouri s ur v i v a | Muchdateelstactéds e s
collectingeverything | could find on Knowles and his famous expemimnguch as old
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newspapeclippings and magazine articles, dnzbrresponded with a woman in Wilton,

Mai ne, whose gr andmo tAlag muchwobtise insrediblevtalevead s si st e
laterdiscredited. | still have that book, and now | see that safittee photos have been

heavily retouchedBut no matter, at the time it captured my imagination. The last time |

was in that rugged headwaters countas in 1960and it was still pretty wild. wonder

what i1tdéds | ike now

JOSEPH KNOWLES IN WILDERNESS GARB. PHOTOGRAPHED AT MEGAN-
TIC ON THE DAY HE CAME OUT OF THE WOODS, OCTOBER 4, 1913

Joseph Knowles in bearskin robe. But note the painted backdrop!

Now to get back tany story.In 1958 Iwas working athe M.1.T. Lincoln
Laboratory when one day in Judytall, athletielooking guy appeared in the doorway of
my office cubicle and introduced higi§as Les Wilson. He said he wanted to go
whitewater canoeing and had heard that | was the man to see. | asked him if he was gung
ho to drive for five hours the next weekend just to check out a river in Maine. He said he
was, which turned out to be an emstatement.

23



When Les and | arrived at The Forks, we went to the General Store and asked
proprietor Ed Webb if there might be someone who could drive us in, so that we might
paddle back down the Dead River. The Maine Woods are mostly one vast treerfarm f
producing pulpwood, with logging roads everywhere, so access is usually not too much
of a problem if you know the way and can get through all the gates. Ed warned us that the
river was utterly unrunnable, but if we wanted to see for ourselves perlsagsinger
brother Billy could be found to drive us in.

When we finally arrived at the rivero
was enough. We eagerly unloaded my Grumman and sent doubtful Billy back to The
For ks with Les 0 stehssinexperienae, | asked leesto take thes stern
because of his size, and all went well. Four hours later we pulled into shore right next to
Ed Webbdéds store, much to his amazement
River is now one of the mopbpular whitewater runs in New England, and for good
reason.

| still have our old Pierce Pond topographic map (1925), now tattered and faded,
showing the various spots along the river where we made camp back in those
glorious days. Whda memories it brings back!

24
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Les Wilson and Shirley Parker running Poplar Hill Falls on the Dead River, 1958.
Note the pulpwood in the river.

Meanwhile, | had also been studying maps of the Kennebec River, especially the
wild twelve-mile stretch belw the Indian Pond power dam (Harris Station) known as the
Gorge of the Kennebec. The same weekend that Les and | ran the Dead River we also
scouted parts of this spectacular gorge by driving in a couple places as far as we could
and then scrambling downetsteep banks. It looked challenging, but I thought that it
might be runnable under just the right conditions.

By the following year, Les had found an equally intrepid canoeing partner named
Ken Jones, and we figured that the time had finally arriveditoee the Kennebec
Gorge. At five o0o6clock in the morning,
canoe just below Harris Dam. The reason for the start at crack of dawn was to escape
detection by the dam personnel, because we knew that thagtdgbprove of anyone
attempting this run and might even try to prevent them.

25
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At this early hour the generators were not operating, and only about 150 cubic
feet per second (cfs) was being released. This allowed Les and Ken to easily wade and
lift their canoe over the shallow drops and continue on through the gorge.-In mid
morning every day the generators were turned on abruptly, releasing as much as 5,000 cfs
in a sudden surge. The power company feared that anyone caught in the gorge might be
swept to tleir doom.

In the meantime Jane and | had launched our canoe near the mouth of Moxie
Stream at 6:45 AM and were tracking upstream to meet Les and Ken. The footing was
terrible because of slippery, slimy rocks, and we made slow progress.-maniihg,
right on schedule, the river began to rise, though not very rapidly down where we were.
By that time Les and Ken had already negotiated the rough upper part and were enjoying
a fast run down. We met partway and coasted back down to The Forks together.

Jane tracking our trusty old Grumman up the Kennebec] use the term fAtru
somewhat facetiously. | always thought it best not to develop too much sentimental

attachment to this canoe, or for that matter to any other. When they are used

primarilyforrunni ng rapids, you never knowé.
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Three weeks later, Jane and I, together with another couple, John and Darst
Tuckerman, put in at the East Outlet of Moosehead Lake, ran some rapids there, and
paddled down Indian Pond, camping along the way. When we diatwhe dam, we
found the Kennebec running at 6,500 cfs, with all three generators going plus the
sluiceway spilling pulpwood down through the Gorge. What a wild sight i veaste
unlike anything we had run before, but we were determined to give it a try

\_ ‘__,; P\ : £ \

Our 1905 topographic map of the Kennebec Gorge was so old that Indian Pond and
the dam were not even shown, so | marked them in with pencil. This sheet also
showssome of my notes made oaur first exploratory run in 1959.

As expected, the supervisor tried to stop us, saying no one had ever attempted
such a foolhardy stunile advised us to launch our canoes halfway through the Gorge at
Carry Brook Eddy, so named because that was the course taken by guides in the old days.
However the other dam keeper, a Mr. Campbell, befriended us and offered to transport
our camping gear down to The Forks. We also learned from him that, in spite of their
stealth, Les and Ken had indeed been observed starting down three weeks earlier.
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By that tme | had established a reputation for caution and avoiding mishaps when
running canoe trips, and Jane, good scout that she was, had complete faith in me. We
spent four hours arduously negotiating the first mile and a half down to the Z turn (which
we name on that run) and another three hours to The Forks, lining down many drops and
lifting the canoes over in a few places. To this day, it stands out in my memory as one of
our most exciting scouting runs. Nowadays, of course, the great advancements in skill
and equipment have made this run routine for canoes and kayaks, not to mention the
regular flotilla of rafts. How quickly times change.

The original plan had been for the Tuckermans and us to spend the remainder of
our twoweek vacation exploring canoeutes in northern Maine. But evidently they
found our run of the Kennebec Gorge so unnerving that they decided it was enough
whitewater to last them all summer, and they headed home. That left Jane and me with
only one vehicle, greatly limiting the postities. So out came our wellorn State of
Maine road map, which was often the only map we used on our explorations. We had
always heard so much about the famous Allagash trip, we decided to check it out.

Jane admiring Grand Falls on the Dead River
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Against All Odds

On August 201959,Jane and | drove to Portage Lake and were flown in to the
headwaters of the Allagash River. We enjoyed a delightful week of paddling down this
famous waterway, with unseasonably high water and fair weather. 8Veikwould be
Janeds -ampirg trip fara widle because our first child was on the way.

We had encountered headwinds on the lakes, which had slowed us down a bit.
After leaving our fourth camp at Five Finger Brook, we enjoyed a brisk tailveind f
welcome change, and so we rigged a makeshift sail. Whizzing past our proposed camp at
Twin Brook Rapids in early afternoon, we continued on past Elixa Hole and Casey
Rapids. A surprised fisherman at the latter said he had lived nearby all his IHadgnd
never seen a "sailboat" come down those rapids before. Fair winds and good current then
carried us on down the St. John River, and we ended that day's run near St. Francis,
having covered 36 miles practically without the need for paddling.

When we eached Fort Kent, | left Jane with our gear and took the bus back to
Portage Lake to retrieve our car. When | reached our car, | was surprised to find it
unlocked, but | blamed it on my own carelessness. When | returned to Fort Kent to pick
up Jane and theanoe, she rummaged around in the back of the car and exclaimed,
AWhereds my purse?0 Then | glanced in the
my flashlight?59

Those turned out to be the only two items missing. The loss of the purse with all
ofJané s per sonal items was most serious. We
the only business establishment in that small, isolated vdldge f f i n6s Gener al
owned by a presumably distant relative. Our only cash missing was a Canadian $20 bill,
and we realized that probably our best hope for recovery lay in that bill. We urged the
store owner to keep an eye out for it. He was rather offended by our suggestion that a
local youth was probably the culprit, but we considered it most likely. We ifthim a
list of the contents of the purse and also a description of the flaghiaghéspecially nice
one that my sister had given me for Christmas many years before.
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After many weeks passed and we had abandoned all hope, to our surprise we
received detter from Lloyd Goding, the sheriff of Aroostook County, saying that the
thief had been apprehended, and that all the stolen items had been recovered and were
being held as evidence. We could see no reason for them to hold, among other things,
Janeds nged ing, driverds | icense, and work i
devious scheme entered my mind. That badge just happened to represent U.S.
government security clearance, so | wrote back and stated (half correctly) that if it were
not returned immedtely federal authorities would be notifi@dnd to please return
everything else at the same time. Shortly thereafter it all arrived back by mail, including a
mysterious quantity of sand. All, that is, except the $20.
Now the story becomes really bizarfemong he items returned were traveder
checks amounting to $100. We later learned that because of these, the thief (Langlois was
his name) had been charged with grand larceny. But Fesske argued that they were
nomegotiable, and accordingly he wasjaitted. | was rather disappointed, as so often |
am, in the courtdés idea of justice. But | ate
On a trip in that part of Maine two years
heard the rest of the story. There had be®progress in the case until one fall day when
Langlois came into the store with a Canadian $20 bill. Coffin had said nothing but
immediately notified the deputy sheriff. They obtained a warrant (presumably) and
searched Langl oi s 0 yflashlight, whithhfatunatelytflhady f ound m
described in exquisite detail, right down to a sketch of the cracked lens. Confronted with
this, Langlois confessed. But where was the purse?
Now we come to the good part. He said that after removing the money he had
filled it with sand and dropped it off the end of the dock into Portage Lake. So they
marched him straight down to the lake, made him take off his clothes, and told him to
keep on diving down to the bottom of the lake until he came up with the purse.
Let us hope he learned his lesson. | always wondered. We never did find out what
happened to the $20, but it would have been worth at least that much to have watched
Langlois plunge repeatedly down to the bottom of that frigid lake and finally come up
with thepurse, surely against all odds.
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Eddie Dutelle

| first wrote up this story in 1981 for the journal of The Wooden Canoe Heritage
Association at their request, so | assume it was published shortly thereafter, although |
never saw a copy. What follows & slighty revised and abridged version.
In August 1958, Jane and I, together with Bob and Abbie Hatton, were on one of
our many canoeing vacations in Maine. On this particular day, we were driving north
from The Forks toward Jackman when one of thewdeeel bearings in our old 1950
Ford began making unhappy sounds. So we stopped at the first opportunity foBrepairs
Bi ssonds Garage in Jackman. While waiting an
a beautiful handcrafted canoe paddle in the window sgorting goods store. The store
owner told us it was just for display, and that if we wanted to know more about it we
should visit its maker, Eddie Dutelle, whose shop was nearby.
Mrs. Dutelle invited us in and explained that Eddie was away on one of hi
outings to scout up wood but would soon return, which he did. He was most eager to
show us all the things he matleanoes, paddles, snowshoes, and probably other things |
have forgotte@ all made in the traditional way by hand and without much if any fise o
power tools. He enthusiastically pointed out all the finer points in design, materials, and
workmanship. | wish | could remember more.
At the time, | was most interested in paddles, so | do remember some of that talk.
He would scout around looking fol@ge maple tree to his liking. It would be cut down
only at one particular season (winter, | believe) to minimize the seasoning time. The
straightest part of the trunk would be sawed to length and then split into thirds or quarters
to make three or foysaddles, the entire rest of the tree being waste. He preferred maple
over other woods and used several different kinds. He described his paddles as being
made of Asofto maple, which may have been ei
of choice, buhe also used sugar maple. He mentionednggonce made a paddle of
b i r-eyé maple on special order for some customer who insisted on it, but he said that
it was too hard to work. Most of our paddl es
muchgoodbexuse, wunli ke maple, it tended to fAbroc
The wellseasoned paddle blanks would first be roughed out flat using an ax. He
would then mark the rough outline of the paddle, saw in across the grain at close
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intervals using a bucksa and chip away with an ax to split off chunks. | believe he did
the final shaping with a drawshave and rasp. He stressed the importance of following the
grain throughout, which he said power tool methods failed to do. His paddles were quite
skinny at thehroat and springy throughout their length. Evidently he overheard one of us
express some doubts about using a paddle that light fofrtimeing, for he exclaimed,
AYou candét break dat paddle! 0 To demonstrate
threw all his weight onto it. It bent like a bow, and we watched aghast, thinking that it
would surely snap, but it sprang right back. He then invited us to try to break it, but we
declined! He said his paddles nemntleer broke. F
wood, which | took to mean its ability to bend without breaking.
He said this was the way all good canoe paddles were made in the old days. He
lamented that he was just about the last of theiold guides still around making things
theoldwaysand he di dndét know how much | onger he
age. It saddened him that this would become a lost art. | thought about that a lot after we
left him.
Incidentally, Wally Bisson had stopped everything to promptly replace thd whee
bearing. As | recall, the total bill, parts and labor, came to something like $13.50. | gave
him a $20 bill, much to Janeds amazement, an
The following summer, 1959, we again passed through Jackman on one of our
canoe vacationsiow with the Tuckermans, and we stopped to see Eddie Dutelle again.
This time he rambled on about many topics that interested us. What a chance it would
have been to make a recording, but of course
notes. He tiked a lot about hunting, fishing, and guiding in the Allagash country in the
old days, and how back then one could drive a team through the woods (because the trees
were larger and more widely spaced, | suppose). He said the country was now ruined by
logging and he would never go back there again.
| had a notion to buy one of his paddles, but they were made to order, and perhaps
| thought they were too expensive. (Yes, and at $10, believe it or not!) The ash paddles
we were using back then and wearing, tweaking, or losing regularly were clumsy,
expendable factorpnade ones that our club bought in wholesale lots for $2.50 each. |
also wanted one stouter than his. So instead, he sold me one of his largest maple blanks
for $3, already roughed out, togetlvdth some suggestions on how to proceed. | spent
that fall chopping and whittling away on it, and | ended up with a very respectable
paddle, all of 75 inches long, with huge blade and stout shaft, weighing 50 ounces, which
| used to great advantage forar-running, often standing up. | still have it but no longer
use it.
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It had always been on my mind to go back sometime and show Dutelle the paddle
| made from his blank. | also had a notion to conduct more of an interview with this
amazing man, take s@ photos, and perhaps make a tape recording. But the arrival of
children changed our lifestyle, and we never were near Jackman again. Not until the fall
of 1977 did | finally make the effort to drive up to Jackman one weekend to belatedly
find out what Icould about Eddie Dutelle. | found that only his daughter, Mrs. Dorothy
Newton, still lived in Jackman. From her | got the following information:

As a small child, Eddie moved with his family from Massachusetts to Jackman
and spent the rest of his lifegtte. He was a professional guide. He made his own
snowshoes, canoes, paddles, and other equipment, most of which he sold. His last canoe
wasa2f oot er, which he sold to someone in Jack
Eddi ebs canoe mabobldShe thought tleeie might siilf be & pais of his
snowshoes in the attic. Nothing else. There were no articles ever written about him, nor
were there any photos of him and his work, at least that she knew of. She seemed
surprised that | would even batérested, since back in the old days all the guides did that
sort of thing, so there was nothing remarkable about it (at least according to her!). Eddie
died in 1966, having been sick with cancer his last three years. Dorothy said that all the
rest of thefamily had moved out of state, and in any case probably would not know
anything about their father beyond what she had already told me.

| have a few more notes to add since the above was written. One of our
companions on that second visit in 1959, JobhoKErman, later ordereain e of Dut el | e ¢
paddles, which aseventually shippedthim. He was so pleased with thémat he
ordered another for his wife Darst

| once corresponded with author Bill Riviere about this subject. Riviere lived and
worked in Jakman in the 1940s, and he remembers being taken by his friend, Don Cyr,
to visit a guide who made paddles in the manner | describe. By comparing recollections,
we concluded that it was probably Dutelle. Cyr, who was a canoeist arithpaguide
and whosdather was postmaster at Moose River, owned one of those paddles, but Bill
never got one, much to his later regret.

One final note. As | said, the above was taken from an article written over twenty
years ago. | mentioned how flexible yet unbreakatdelxitelle paddles were. When
John Tuckerman ordered his he had insisted that it be stouter, well aware of the abuse our
paddles took while running rapids. Recently, after a lapse of many years, | ran across
John and | asked him if he still had his Dutglle d d | e . Hi s answer: Alt b
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John Tuckerman with two Dutelle paddles.



The Boat Business

As the result of our chance encounter with Eddie Dutelle, | was inspired to carry on the

tradition of handcrafting paddles, perh&ven as a pattme business. (The long and

laborious process of finishing my own paddle must not have registered on my common
sense.) Janeds stepfather had | and in southe
bought a chainsaw (would Dutelle haygpeoved?) and sawed down some of them. Out

of that came a bunch of knots and crooked grain, two not very good paddles, and oh so

much work to make. So, with my background in engineering, | started looking into

alternate construction methods.

By 1961 | haddeveloped what | believe was the first composite canoe paddle
commercially made, followed soon after by kayak paddles. They were, | have to admit,
clumsy and ugly affairs made of aluminum, fiberglass, and epoxy. But, designed for
river-running, they weréig and virtually unbreakable, and especially popular with
racers. This soon led to my pdirne basement enterprisé designing and making
fiberglass kayaks and decked canoes, belhadd G2. Again, | do believe these were
the first to be commerciallpnade in the U.S.

When this all began, we were living in Arlington Heights, Massachusetts. | was
working evenings in very cramped quarters in our basement, while employed during the
day as head of engineering at Dynamic Controls Company in Cambridgel tiousave
resin delivered to our home inffallon drums. Of course | had no loading platform, so
in summertime the drums would be dropped off the back of the truck onto a cushion of
old tires, and in winter into a snow bank at the curb. One time a dase@livered that
way while | was at work. When | got home that evening the snow was melting and the
drum was getting ready to go careening merrily down Hillside Avenue for who knows
how far. It was right about then that we started looking for new quarters

In 1964, now with three little girls, Jane and | bought an abandoned nursery in
Lincoln, and | converted one of the greenhouses into quite a satisfactory workshop. | then
quit electronics for good and went into the blmasiness full time, as well asidg a bit
of organic farming and growing nursery plants in my spare time.

During the seven years that | was in this business, | produced about 3,000 paddles
and 250 whitewater paddleboats. That is not
standards, butwas able to eke out a living and had the satisfaction of being a pioneer in



the business. | also made a conventionalobf open canoe and a few other retht
products such as spray covgrertage pads, and fire irons. This afforded me the added
satishction of going on wilderness canoe trips using equipment that | had designed and
made myselfln addition to the paddles, | came up with a few innovations in boat hulls,
such as a fiberglasginforced gel coat, for increased strength and lighter weight.

| quit the business in 1968. | was finding the noxious chemicals incréasing
unpleasant to work witlBesides, | had stumbled upon something far more satigfying
the designing and handcrafting of unusual wooden puzzles. | look back now with mixed
feelings It was in some ways a rewarding enterprise and | establishedfrreardships,
but | 6dquoitvhénd did.

The paddle factory. Here the cast aluminum mold of a kayak paddle blade is being
bolted together around the laminate of fiberglass and epgx It will then be cured
for two hours in the electric oven at left, which holds six blades.

36



Since | have recorded a lot more details about my boat and paddle busimgss
privately publisheduting Scrapbookl am glad to skip over most of them henel get
on with other more important matters.her excellent bookThe River Chaser®n the
history of American whitewater paddling, Susan Taft devotes one page to my operations.
What she politely leaves out is my confession that | probably set thiepatidle making
back decades with that ugly product of mine.
| find it fascinating to ponder that probably none of this would have taken place
but for that worn wheel bearing on the road to Jackman and the chance encounter with
Eddie Dutelle. Onehastsonder how many ti mes the whole d
changed by such seemingly trivial happenstance.

The canoe factory. | am pouring polyester resin into the seventedaot canoe mold
while my helper, John Ayres, works it intothe woven roving with a paint roller. In
the background is the deck mold for my C1. The heating pipes underneath, part of
the original nursery propagating house, servedad cure the resin more rapidly.
Messy work!
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Paul fighting his way through alder thickets. Notice how light we traveled in those
days. My canoe looks practically empty.
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The Maine Woods

From 1958 through 1961 Jane and | spent all of our summer vacations and many
weekends cruising the Maine Woods, always expg different rivers and streams for

the forthcoming AMC canoe guide. We had many great adventures during those years,
but here | will mention just a few of the highlights.

Back in those days it was possible (just barely!) to drive in to Spencer Ldke an
paddle down Little Spencer Stream into Big Spencer Stream and thence into the Dead
River. When there was enough water inlkitpencer Stream it made a fime-day
canoecamping trip. There was a scenic section of Big Spencer Stream called The
Norways,with large stands of red pine along the north side of the stream. We were told
that one of the paper companies had left those trees standing as a splendid site for a
sporting camp, which it certainly would have been. They are all gone(8e®.map on
pace 24)

We first did this route in August 1958. As we came into Big Spencer Stream, |
glanced upstream as it came tumbling out of wild mountainous country to the west and
vowed to run a trip down it someday, if only we could figure out some access.rite sou
was Baker Pond, aridhoughtour topographic map indicated a tote road leading to it. In
late June 1959, Paul McElroy and | managed to maneuver my old Chevy Carryall in over
that road, leaving his car at The Forks. We pitched camp beside the posteraedi
blithely downstream early the next morning, planning on adexprun.

Using two canoes, we spent the entire first day fighting our way through alder
thickets, finally arriving at another pond where we made our second camp. The truth then
dawned o us. We had started not at Baker Pond but even higher in the headwaters at
Rock Pond.

The next day, below Baker Pond, the going got easier, with many miles of good
rapids, until we came to a spectacular gorge called Spencer Gut. There, while ferrying
acrass, Paul broke his only good paddle. In portaging around the Gut, deep in the woods
we discovered a crudely marked and ldagyotten grave, probably of a logger drowned
there long ago. | wonder if it can still baund.
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Paul approaching an old beaver dam at the outlet of Baker Pond.

Continuous runnable rapids then carried us into the Dead River, where we made
our third camp, now of course nearly out of food. The next morning brought an exciting
run down the Dead River in high water. Imeoespecially heavy rapid, Paul swamped his
canoe. We were able to rescue it, but he lost his spare paddle and had to borrow mine for
the rest of the run down to The Forks. The p
to drive up for the weekend antket us for some more riveinning. But Paul decided
he had seen enough canoeing to last for a while and phoned Linda to say that he was
coming home. He was probably hungry too. The funny thing is, when leading such
exciting adventures, | would often faigall about food and have to be reminded that it
was time to eat. And that was the last we saw of Paul.

During the next few years our scouting trips covered various headwaters of the
Dead, Kennebec, Penobscot, Aroostook, St. John, and Allagash watelshéds
mention just one other of these. In early June 1961, Jane and I, together with the Hattons,
were on yet another of these whirlwind scouting trips, exploring as many streams as we
could in a tweweek vacation. Again we were using mostly the Statdaine highway
map, which showed a logging road leading from Ashland to Island Pond in the
headwaters of Munsungan Stream. We were able to drive all the way in, thanks to the
Hat t o nwhseel drive Uravelall.
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Then | had an inspiration. Island Poraids by a small mountain stream into
Chase Lake. | thought it possible for Bob and me, using the one canoe we had with us
and traveling light, to work our way down that stream all the way to Chase Lake.
Meanwhile the two wives would drive back out to Bge Lake and be flown in with the
other canoe to meet us at the lake. In looking back now, | must say those two gals were
such good sports to go along with these wild schemes.

That stream turned out to be rough going, as expected. Bob did a lot of walking
with our pack while | ran solo or portaged. | will never forget the deadwater partway
down that was one solid mass of pitcher plants, the most | have ever seen in one place.
When we finally reached Chase Lake, the gals were already there setting uputdnep b
othercanoe was not. The pilot, Claire Moreau, had explained that the wind was too rough
and that he would bring the canoe in early the next morning, which he did. We always
figured that the real reason was his reluctance to dump the two womesepfirdthe
Maine Woods and just leave them there on the strength of some wild scheme involving a
stream considered totally impassable. That was another fine trip. We paddled down
Munsungan Lake and Munsungan Stream to our second campsite, and down the
Aroostook River the following day to Ashland.

Our campsite on Chase Lake.In placeslike this, we wouldoften use the inverted
canoe as a table of sorts, supported by logs oocks. It works fine until someone
tries to sit on one end, turnirg it into a catapult!
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That was our last scouting trip. In midine 1962, Jane and | led an abortive AMC
trip to the Dead River, with very low water level further aggravated by remnants of a
pulpwood drive. From that time on, our interests became reeliféotthe magnificent
wilderness canoe routes of easterm&ta | felt that the time had come to finish the
guidebook. | typed my final draft in the summer of 1962, well aware of probable errors
and omissions. It was published by the AMC in 1965. Rewaseldmuch improved
editions came out in 1968 and 1971. After that, the more recent guides subdivide the
region, but my involvement had long since ended.

We never went back to most of those places. | wonder what they are like now,
with all the new accessads and increased recreational use. Back then much of the
country was pretty wild. | will always look back nostalgically on those glorious days of
exploration as our own private golden age of canoeing in the Maine Woods. What
woul dndt | g just@e presious mooent of thasesgeeat times!

Abbie and Jane at a secluded campsite below Pond Pitch on the East Branch of the
Penobscot River, with Traveler Mountainin the background, 1958.
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Into the Canadian Wilds

Strange bw some past incident that seemed so trivial at the time can change the whole

direction of oneodos |ife. Perhaps it happens
that as it may, here is an instance where just one word changed the whole course of my
|l ife, and for the better I 6m sure.

Jane and | developed many close friendships while running springtime whitewater
canoe trips with the AMC, and among these were John and Nancy Kendall. John was
enthusiastic about wilderness canoe trips in the Canadids, @wnd when | expressed an
interest he suggested that | meet his friend Chuck Longsworth. We arranged to do so on
the Westfield River on a bright sunny morning in late April 1962. It was perfect. The
upper Westfield flows for miles through a wild an@sic valley, with continuous but
manageable rapids. In another month the river would be too low, and sometimes in early
spring it can be too high, but we had ideal conditions.

When we stopped for lunch on a sunny bank, the conversation soon turned to
caneing in Canada. Chuck, it turned out, had gained considerable canoeing experience
many years before at a summer camp on Lake Temagami in Ontario. This outing
reawakened his enthusiasm for tripping. I think that he foresaw the possibility of
combining my skKis in negotiating rapids with his experience in wilderness travel. When
it came to discussing possible canoe routes, Chuck mentioned one word that instantly
kindled my enthusiasénthe Moisid

| had first heard of the Moisie River a few years before wieitelingThe Land
God Gave to Cailbhy Hammond Innes. | had also learned a bit about the headwaters
country in central Labrador from an article in the July 18&tional Geographic
Magazine In 1958, while on a canoe trip on the East Branch of the Penahisicdhe
Hattons, Jane and | had stopped and chatted with bush pilot EImer Wilson of Shin Pond,
Maine, who flew to his fishing camp in the headwaters country. | also knew that a
railroad to the interior of Labrador had been running and carrying passeimger4954.

Our plans for a trial trip that summer of 1962 were less ambitious. Frank Lewis,
who had led AMC canoe trips in Canada many years past, recommended the Timber
Lake trip in the La Vérendrye Park region of Quebec. His description was vague, but
from the topo maps we were able to pick out what looked like a practical route. To round
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out ourparty of four, Chuck paired me with a friend of his, Will Richards, a chemistry
professor at Amherst Coll ege. Chuckbés partne

Chuck believed in doing everything the traditional way of the voyageurs that
evidently all campers at good old Camp Wabun were imbued with. This included
carrying all our food and cooking gear in wanigan boxes, using only a tumpline. Qur one
week, 108mile route had 20 portages, mostly from one lake to the next. Neither Will nor
| had ever done anything like this before, and the heavy wanigan boxes with tumpline
soon became torture to our tender neck muscl
campfireand hearing discourses from Chuck on how primitive peoples all over the world
carried the heaviest loads either on their heads or with head straps. The fact that Chuck
was an exMarine may also have had something to do with all of this macho drill.

But that was a mere warning shot across our bow compared with what was to
come. Our one portage the first day was wetter and muddier than | would have liked, but
Chuck seemed to relish it. That evening he remarked that he hoped we foungaome
muskeg on ouroute. | didn't know then what muskeg was, muchideabmuskeg, but |
do now. It is a sort of supeswamp consisting of a brew of rotting sphagnum moss and
stagnant water of indeterminate depth. We saw plenty of it on this trip. The disgusting
sound of ar boots sinking and sucking in the morass must have been music to Chuck's
ears. | gathered that part of the Wabun tradition was competition among counselors to see
which one could test the mettle of his troops the most. This training must have later
serval Chuck well in the Marines.

In fairness to Camp Wabun, | should point out that Chuck was prone to dramatize.
| later encountered Wabun parties a few times, and they all seemed to be enjoying
themselves. As for the tumpline, | will admit that after onéwo seasons of
conditioning, | found myself in complete agreement with Chuck on its merits. All our
large Duluth packs were equipped with them, and we sometimes portaged nearly our own
weight for short distances, one pack on top of another. Recentty,(Maom you will
meet later) and | went on an Elderhostel trip down the Dumoine River. The large
waterproof packs provided by the outfitter had only shoulder straps, and | frequently
found myself unconsciously grasping for the head strap, only to fihd thas not there.

| kept a daily logbook of this trip and of the many more that were to follow, all of
which [ still have. | could provide a detailed diay-day account of every trip but am not
going to. Instead, | have tried to pick out just one ar twghlights or memorable
incidents from each outing. Some of them | have previously written about, so it is mostly
a matter of editing those accounts for inclusion here.

On the second day of our Timber Lake trip, we left the Coulonge River and turned
up a tributary that led us to Lac Larive. Chuck remarked that it was the wildest
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country he had ever seen, which at the time made quite an impression on me. (I can only
wonder what it is |ike now, but | o6nyl bet it
suitable campsite, we pitched our two tents on a gravel beach along the lakeshore.

It had been a hot, sultry day, and towards dusk a thunderstorm started looming.
As the thunder and lightning grew ever closer, we all began wondering about our exposed
location on the beach, with aluminum tent poles for added attraction. But there was really
very little we could do about it, so we settled into our tents for the night. Suddenly there
was the most blinding flash of lightning that one could possibly imagvieeall must
have thought we were doomed, as we braced ourselves for the deafening crash that was
sure to follow. But there was complete silence. After a few moments, we heard Chuck
cal l out from the other tent daglidhtwaenrer yone a
his voice, and | got some satisfaction from that. | have no explanation of this unusual
phenomenon, and neither has anyone else to whom | have told this story.

It is strange how such seemingly trivial incidents can remain lodgeckirdos
memory long after everyone else involved has forgotten them. Here is another example.
Among the many caneigipping lessons | learned from Chuck on that trip, one had to do
with firewood. At our third camp, we found a splendid site for our fireplacgobd rock
ledge. While Chuck was tending the evening campfire, he sent Maury off for more wood
with specific instructions to bring back only dry standing dead spruce. Maury soon
returned with some wood and dropped it on the rock. Without even lookingkCh
announced that it was no good and told Maury to go back and get some that was drier. It
certainly looked fine to me, and | questioned his fussiness. Chuck said he could tell by
the sound. Still doubtful, | proposed a test by dropping various piedesvabod on the
rock behind his back, but Maury advised me not to bother, because he knew that Chuck
was right, as usual.

Pl eased with how well we enjoyed each oth
most important thing, the following summer we plannedage ambitious trip. In days
long past, the Canadian National Railway used to publish canoe routes. Since guides
were usually employed, the descriptions lacked details. One publication mentioned
returning from Lac Mistassini to Lac St. Jean via the Réviar Chef. | thought that |
could detect the route on my crudenie-perinch maps, which were the only ones
available back then. It looked simple enough. After a day or two of lake travel, paddle up
an unnamed river (now identified as Riviere a la Pgrtihe would lead to Filé\xe
Lake in the headwaters of the Riviere du Chef. Then it would just be downstream all the
way.



We started at Lac Waconichi, which was at the end of the road back then, paddled
in lake country for a couple days, and then leelagpstream. Imagine our perplexity
when we reached the headwaters of the river and no lake appeared. Were we lost? Either
the map was wrong or we had tried to read too much detail into it. We put our heads
together to figure out approximately where we @vand in what direction the lake might
be, made more difficult by not having paid close attention to the map while blithely
paddling up the meandering river. | plotted a compass bearing through a chain of ponds
while Chuck, who was very good at spotting pbrtage trails, kept a sharp lookout.
After a halfday and a few false turns, we finally found a good trail that led us straight to
the longsought lake. What a thrill that was! | had never before done anything like that.
With the newer maps, all this efusion could have been avoided, but | think we have lost
something in the process. The allure of the unknown, perhaps. Those old maps even had
areas marked Aunmapped, 06 and oh how I miss t
The third and last trip of our @lgang was in 1964, in the Chibougamau area of Quebec.
It will long be remembered as the trip during which it rained almost constantly. We
started at Lac Nikabau after parking our return vehicle at Lac Obatogamau. We had
planned a ninelay trip that includd Surprise Lake and Riviere Cawcot. But on two of
those days we did not break camp because it was raining so hard. Fortunately, by
studying our maps, we discovered an alternate route down the Nemenjish River that was
shorter and brought us eventuallytowr e Wi | | 6s car had been par|

Except for the unforgettable weather, there was one incident on this trip that
stands out in my memory. Our third camp was on Finbar Lake. After we had set up camp
(in the drizzle) Will and | decided to scout the halile portage due west that should lead
us into the next little lake on our route. We paddled a short way from camp to where we
thought there might be a portage trail, beached our canoe and started hunting around.
Often, if the connecting route between twodakooks obvious on the map, you will find
at least traces of an old portage trail left over from the fur trapping days. But we found
nothing of the sort, so we decided to just hike over to the next lake and have a look. Will
struck off blindly through thevoods, evidently confident that he could maintain the
bearing for half a mile, and | followed close behind.

Unknown to Will, | carried a compass and watched it with increasing interest.
When we had walked at least half a mile and no lake appeareéaledvo Will that we
had traveled in a gradual arc and were now headed north instead of west. At first he
coul dndét believe it. I then | ed the way back
which we might well have remained in that unforgiving witdess permanently! It was a
sobering experience and good lesson for both of us.
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A portion of my old and tattered 1:500,000 Dyke Lake sheet (1953) showing
unmapped area

That was our last trip together. Will moved to California. €hworked in the
administration of Amherst College as a furailser. We used to kid him that perhaps
someday he would become a college president, but he said no chance of that happening
because he wasnoét qu a thatulimatdly waWhfateé. ie¢ r he was
another companion fallen by the wayside.

Incidentally, | finally got my chance to see the Moisie River in 1967, but with
another party. In fact, | was on it six more times after that, but always starting from a
different place. It is rattas one of the finest whitewater rivers in eastern North America,
and certainly one of my favorites. But ironically, Chuck, whose idea it was in the first
place, never got there. Too bad. Of all my tripping companions, he was certainly the most
entertainng.
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Speaking of maps, we used to stare at this area on the Nichicun sheet and wonder. |
was once told that even experienced guides managed to get lost in that incredible
maze of waterways.
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The Kazan River

Stretching across thep of North America, between the boreal spruce forests to the south
and the polar seas to the north, lies a desolate land of subarctic tundra known as the
Barren Grounds. Rolling grassy hills, piles of lichen covered boulders, and smooth
outcroppings fan the stark landscape, together with a confusion of countless
interconnected lakes and waterways. The low marshy shores offer but slight shelter from
the relentless winds. It is one of the largest uninhabited areas in the world outside of the
polar regions

This is the story of a trip that my three companions and | took through the heart of
the Barren Grounds in the summer of 1966. | compiled a detailed account of that trip the
following winter, which then got stashed away and nearly forgotten until tgcent
resurrected. Onebds perspective ofsixpast adven
years. But | would prefer not to make so many changes in the manuscript that it becomes
more of a retrospective instead of a spontaneous firsthand account of vilhatways
regard as one of the great adventures of my lifetime. Consequently, the passages in italics
are from my trip journals, here slightly edited.

When in January of 1966 | received a letter from John Lentz inviting me to join
him on the Kazan Rivahe following summer, | had to look on a map of Canada to see
where it was. | did not even have topographic maps of the Northwest Territories. | knew
about the Barren Grounds from having read several books about early canoe explorations
in that region byttie likes of Warburton Pike and Ernest Thompson Seton. Even more to
the point, | had seen the films of thefdted Moffatt expedition through the Barren
Grounds in 1955, and it had left a deep impression on me.

| had never seriously considered organizancanoe trip through the Barren
Grounds, or for that matter anywhere beyond Quebec and Ontario. The cost, the time
away from home, and above all the transportation logistics all combined to weigh against
it. But John had the transportation all worked (@utso | thought!), and that was enough
to tip the scales. | indicated my interest, provided that | could find a suitable partner.
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Testimony to the past. An aboriginal stone spire on the Kazan River.

It was not too surprising that John had digred me as a possible companion.
He lived in the Washington, DC, area and was active with the local Canoe Cruisers
Association. Many members knew me as a maker of whitewater canoes and paddles. In
addition, Jane and | had been active in whitewater canegihdghe Appalachian
Mountain Club for the past ten years. Back then, participation in the sport was so limited
that whitewater enthusiasts tended to associate with each other throughout the Northeast.
Also, some of our recent canoeing adventures hadrepented in magazine articles,
especially inAppalachia As for John, | learned that he had been on the South Nahanni
River the previous summer, and in 1962 in a party of four that had descended the full
length of the Back River to Chantrey Inlet on thetfc coast.

50



In my search for a partner, someone suggested Norm Wight, whom | knew only
slightly. Norm taught mathematics at Dublin School in New Hampshire and coached
athletics there. He was also a Registered Maine Guide and ran casoe kaine
during the summeHe immediately accepted my invitation to join the party. In the
meantime, John had found a partner in Bill Malkmus, a friend from college days. Bill had
no previous canc&ipping experience but was a seasoned camper and outdoor asithusi

John circulated a long list of recommended equipment, including firearms; a two
way radio, and survival suits for all members. This last item was a bulky surplus
rubberized heatb-toe suit such as might be worn by shipwrecked sailors. On our early
canoecamping trips in Maine, Jane and | had reduced our kit to the barest essentials,
possibly a carrpver from backpacking days. You might saytthearried it to extremes.
Then when | joined up with Chuck Longsworth and friends for Canadian wilddripess
in 1962 to 1964, | found that he and | tended to think alike in terms of making do with
just the basic essentials.the end, John decided to skip the heavy radio of unknown
reliability but insisted on the fireardsa combination rifle and shotguhrefused the
survival suit andvas theonly one without

As for food, John did all the planning and masthe acquisition. | could not see
the necessity dbod drops flown in along the walut John insisted on them. THiest
would bedelivered to @yovernment weather station, the only outpost on the &abe
mile route. The second washie at a spot marked on the map at the head of Yathkyed
Lake.

As we were |l oading Johnds Land Rover and
was surprised to discev that we were packin@y my estimate/00 pounds of food. One
of the practical ideas that Chuck Longsworth and | had worked out on our three trips
together was making accurate estimates of the amount of food required. We began with
the idea that calorseewere what counted most, and that 4,000 per man per day was about
right. It turns out that a typical trail menu of concentrated dried foods packed mostly in
poly bags, no matter what kind, averages out to slightly over two pounds for 4,000
calories. Thusthere is no need to examine the labels or consult nutrition tables. Just
weigh it. Simple as that! Our plans called for provisions for 42 days, which was being on
the conservative side of only 15 miles per day. Thus, according to my calculations, even
allowing for greater consumption because of cooler climate, we s@djgering twice
the necessary amountoffodd. cal |l ed this to Johndés attenti
how we left the matter.
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From Winnipeg we took the train 600 miles northwarth®send of the line at
Lynn Lake. For the train ride, | came up with a scheme to save us a few pounds. We all
changed into our tripping clothes, and | packed all the extra clothing no longer needed
into a suitcase that | had brought along for that purpdele we were stopped at the
rail junction of The Pas, | went to the hote
l uggageo to be picked up on our return. Our
Churchill, and this was where the two rail linesatyed. By the way, | spoke with the
hotel manager, who positively assured me that we would be able to retrieve our luggage
at any time of day or night that we happened to come by.

From previous experience, | expected that reaching otingalace in thiscase
by road, rail, and charter pladavould be, for me at least, the most unnerving part of the
whole trip, and likewise our return the same way. The hazards and uncertainties of travel
in the North Country are legendary, and this trip was certainly oeption. At the
landing strip for Chiupka Airways in Lynn Lake, we learned that our plane, a PBY
Canso, was due in shortly. The weather was cool and partly cloudy, with strong winds
gusting out of the north. As we stood waiting at the air strip, knowligabout flying
as | did, | wondered if the pilot might have some trouble landing under such conditions.
Sure enough, when the plane did shortly appear, | intently watched what | thought was a
pretty rough landing. Later, even our cavalier pilot Staro&ladmitted as much.

The PBY Canso is a large twamgine amphibian used during World War Two
for patrol duty. Quite a number of these relater ended up in the CanadiandB. There
was a long and unplanned delay while some necessary maintenancaneas dhe
plane. | wondered apprehensively what the problem was but never did find out. We
watched while the plane was refueled, with our copilot, a young and rather overweight
fellow, standing on top of the wings where the fuel tanks were located. Owaivoes
were lashed to the wing struts, one on either side, and the rest of our mountain of gear
packed inside. There was plenty of room, for we were the only passengers.

Just before we were to board, the engines were started and revved up. To our
horror, a dark geyser of oil shot skyward from the top of the left engine, and the
backwash from the propeller sprayed it all over the plane and one of our canoes. Of
course the engines were immediately shut down and an inspection of the damage was
made. It seesithat the filler cap had been left off when one of the oil tanks was filled,
and five gallons of oil had been expelled. Stan was surprisingly casual about the incident.
Hi s comment: ACoul d have been a minor acci de
accdent is one in which not everyone is immediately killed. An inquisition was then
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conducted as to who was responsible, and the blame immediately fell on our copilot, who
had been the only person up there. He denied having been up there, but of calrse we
knew otherwise. He then collapsed right there on the tarmac and had to be carried off. We
were told that he had a history of back problems. Things were not going well.

The problem then was to find another copilot, as regulations required one. We
werein luck. Our new copilot was a jovial older man who had been a bomber pilot during
the war. Without further delay, we were airborne and headed northward again for 280
miles to our puin spot. Except for a very bumpy ride, the actual flight was without
incident. (But wait until you hear about our return!) Near dusk on July 6, we settled
gently down on Snowbird Lake. Since the lake was very shallow, we unloaded directly
into our canoes with the plane well offshore and paddled eagerly away, thankful to be on
our own at last.

Alighting on Snowbird Lake in the headwaters of the Kazan River, July 6, 1966.
Our trip finally begins.
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The source of the Kazan River is generally considered to be Kasba Lake. This
large body of water is easy to locate on anypmBCanada, for its southern tip lies just
above Manitoba to the southeast and Saskatchewan to the southwest, in what was back
then all Northwest Territories. John chose instead to start our trip at Snowbird Lake,
which he describedtasstibbel iulskticemartalé¢ hlae a thw
crusade of running the masorthern rivers, and always from what he termed the
Aul ti mate headwaters. o

Snowbird actually proved to be a good choice of starting point. It was still below
the tree line, so we had @pportunity to be come adjusted to our new environment (and
to each other) before launching into what was, for three of us at least, the great unknown
of the legendary Barren Grounds. Bear in mind that none of us had ever paddled with
each other beforé&urthermore, the outlet of Snowbird is a relatively small river, not
much larger than the familiar Allagash or St. John rivers in Maine. Later on, riding the
big waters of the Kazan would be an entirely new experience for Norm and me.

We paddled to the dket of Snowbird Lake and headed downstream a short way.
The sun was setting, but | think that we were all eager to see at least a bit of the river
whose swift current would carry us onward for a month or more. Soon an excellent
campsite was spotted. Fra@aummers spent canoeing in the dense spruce foradisiog
andeastern Canada, | was accustomed to clearing out primitive sites just in order to pitch
tents. Here the terrain was altogether different. It was pleasantly open, almost like old
abandoned paste land in New England, and good campsites were everywhere to be
found. Even though the hour was late, there was no need to hurry because it stayed light
for most of the night.

The tent that Norm and | are using is one that | made specially for tide drip

simple affair of urethaneoated nylon with zippered front of4seeum netting.

My sixfoot paddle serves for the main tent pole. For bedding we are all using
lightweight down sleeping bags. Mine is a Thomas Black Icelandic Special, one of
two that Janeand | bought in Glasgow in 1950 mattress.

These notes in italics are copied directly from my trip logastesting acrazy
ideaof mine tha on a long trip one would soon becoaweustomed to sleeping on hard
ground and that an ainattress wouldbe superfluoud.have since gone back to usingt
only a mattress, but the ultimate in comfort, a full length ThatRest.
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Three days of easy downstream running brought us to the western shore of Kasba
Lake on the 9th of July. Kasba is 50@silong and has the longest reach of open water
of any lake on the Kazan. What had been only a light breeze became a brisk wind, with
high waves as we paddled along the shore. Our route called fermalsigrossing of the
lake at this point. We now fadehe first of what would later become accepted as a
routine situatiod being windbound and unable to proceed until the wind diminished. It
was a new experience for me. Being by nature an impetuous sort, | fretted at the delay
and kept looking out acrossettake for a change in the weather. John proposed that we
pitch tents and wait until next morning, which the others calmly accepted. But John was
right. There was no need to press forward. Our conservative schedule allowed for
several days of these delays.
| had been feeling rather depressed from the start. Perhaps | had not completely
recovered from that unnerving experience of flying in. | remember going for a long walk
along the shore by myself that evening, looking out across the largest lake tthaveha
paddled on, to the distant shore barely visible. Six hundred miles to go with no turning
back now, and yet thousands more before | would see Jane and our three little girls again.
Was | a fool to get myself into this? Would my companions, two ofmvhbarely knew,
be equal to the challenge? That was the low point of the trip for me. My father, an ardent
backpacker, once told me that on a strenuous trip, for him the third day out was usually
the most trying. | think that he was referring more to pfajsliscomforts, but | took
some solace in that. Things were bound to get better, and they did.
The wind continued on into the evening and was still blowing next morning, but
after lunch the conditions improved and we headed out across. Some isldmls in t
middle gave us a bit of shelter and an added margin of safety should the wind pick up.
After leaving the lee of the last island, we encountered heavy seas. Rather than head
directly into them, we changed course for an easier crossing of the open water.

One of the canoes we are using is arfd@® Grumman, supplied by Norm, who
happens to also be a Grumman dealer. The other isfadtfiberglass canoe

that | madeespecially for the trip. It has nearly the same lines and carrying
capacity as the oot Grumman, which was for many years the standard for
running rapids in the small, shallow rivers of the Northeast. It came out of my
standard mold, from which | produced and sold about 40 canoes. But it is
otherwise no ordinary canoe. All cloth, no gel tasophthalic resin, Sitka spruce
gunwales, and aluminum thwarts, it is a rugged little canoe weighing 72 pounds.



In the foreground, my 17f oot f i ber gl ass canoe. -fdon t he
Grumman

Except for the satisfaction of paddlingan canoe t hat one has
own hands, in looking back now, it was perhaps not the best choice for this trip because
of its small size. In recognition of this limitation, | had made a spoar for it,
complete with sleeves and elastic waisttafor both paddlers. The Grumman was only a
foot longer, but its different lines and greater depth gave it considerably more carrying
capacity. At 85 pounds, it was a bit more
was that the Kazan has remarkalew portages throughout its entire length.

Upon reaching shore, we liked what we found and decided to make camp. Even
the insect level was judged to be lower than at our previous site. This campsite proved to
be one of the outstanding scenic spotthefentire trip. We pitched our tents on a mossy
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plateau overlooking a mHeng broad sandy beach. Behinsirose a group of esker hills

on which grew varied ground cover and scattered spruce. From the tops of these hills, an
incredibly clear view coultbe had of nearly the entire lake. Our beach sloped gently off
into the depths of the lake, the waters changing from pale greenpdldiee Nearer at

hand, crystatlear landlocked ponds were nestled between the Wiksnamed the area

Esker Point andauld only wonderhat mighteventuallyhappen to this idyllic place.

Esker Point campsite on Kasba Lake, July 11.

| spent the evening trying to capture every aspect of this scene on film as the sun
slowly descended. Ordinarily | change film inside tent because of the black flies, but
since the tent was not nearby | attempted this operation in the open. By the way, our
insect appraisal had been badly in erfidrey were worse than ever here. Head nets were
mandatory. It was not possible to close gdamera without trapping some flies inside.
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Consequently I have one charming photo with a fly silhouetted, and soon to be mashed,
against the film.

M S E o 3 s

View of our campsite from the top of the esker. The two canoes can be seen hauled
up on the beach, andn the far distance are the islands and opposite shore of Kasba
Lake. But note especially the surprise guest inside my camera, waiting to be
immortalized on film. How many black flies do you know that have ever been so
lucky?

July 12 was a memorable ddgng anticipated, for on this day we started down
the Kazan River proper. Our route now coincided with that of expi@elogist J. B.
Tyrrell, who canoed down most of the Kazan in 1894. Few white men had passed
throughthe area since then. There was BirketSmith party in 1922 and Thierry Mallet
in 1926. John, an expert on historical research, had thoroughly investigated these and
made
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photocopies of all the relevant reports and articles. Some of these we had brought along.
Tyrrell 6s bdjaiflay Itcdhge weost detailed and usef ul
attention, for when he reached Yathkyed Lake he found it frozen over and had to turn

back. Yathkyed had the reputation for sometimes remaining frozen all summer, and that

puzzled me. Then vat do we do? No one had an answer.

The Inuit name for the Kazan whmslit Ku, which according to one source
translated to ARiver of Men.o0o (The inland 1| n
entirely disappeared from what was until only a few decadesretréir homeland. More
about that later.) We never did learn the origin of the
name "Kazan." As we neared the end of owmsile paddle from camp to the lake outlet,
we detected a slight current that gradually became stronger as the outlet narrmmed. So
we were coasting along in grand style. At its start, the Kazan is typically 100 yards wide
and eight feet deep. From these figures and the current, | estimated the flow to be 10,000
cubic feet per second. The water was exceptionally clear, affordifigsitieating
sensation of watching the riverbed rush by underneath us at six or seven miles an hour
while paddling easily along.

Soon our leisurely cruise was interrupted by a major rapid. The river was swift
and deep right up to the shore, and the bamik®rushy for lining down, so we worked
the canoes down by scrambling along the shore like muskrats, holding onto the gunwale
and the stern line. Near the foot of the rapid, a sharp drop over boulders occurred, and we
lifted and slid the canoes over. Tilmaining 19 miles to Lake Tabane was mostly deep
swift river with many easy rapids. Entering the lake, we found many confusing islands
and bays, but we easily located the outlet of the lake by following the slight current. The
river then carried us swift onward, and in one mile we found a fine campsite on a
mossy hillside covered with pines and overlooking the éveur last camp among trees.

By this time | was beginning to realize how lucky for me, and for the others as
well, that more or less by chaa| found Norm for a partner. His experience with canoe
camping and outdoor life must have far exceeded that of the other three of us combined.
John was in charge of food, but Norm was very handy with kitchen chores. With his
broad knowledge about plardad animals, Norm was our official naturalist. In that
regard, he reminded me of my father. Among his many talents, at one time he was a
falconer. Equipped with his Sup8rBolex and tripod, Norm was serious about making a
film of our trip with an emphasisn natural history. His years of experience as a Maine
Guide had taught him patience and tact when dealing with the eccentricities of fellow
traveler® a talent that would prove to be especially useful on this trip.
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We knew that the insects would be badlos trip, mostly black flies but also
mosquitoes in the marshy places. The farther north you go, the worse they become.
We all have head nets, and our tentsareinpectoof . You candét enter
letting in at least a thousand flies, but edeht has a spray can of activated

pyrethrin, one quick burst of which causes the doomed flies to come raining down
from the ceiling of the tent. The sound of the flies hitting the outside of the tent is
like that of a steady rain. We all wear our head metst of the time now while on

land. All, that is, except Norm. He never wears one when he is filming, which he
frequently is. His back will be plastered with flies, yet they de@etn to be

bothering him very much. Besides Norm being a stoic indivititiahk this tends

to confirm another theory of mine that persons with dark, swarthy skin are bothered
much less. Norm is so dark that he could be part Indian, but it must be just from
having spent so much time outdoors. He tells me that his familygisally from

the Isle of Wight.

Norm with his Bolex, oblivious of the black flies enjoying a party on his back.



As we entered Ennadai Lakeyranaps indicated 60 miles of flatwater ah@able
longest lake paddle on the trip. Lugkthere was practically no breeze as we cruised
straight down the lake. In migfternoon we passed beyond the limit of trees exactly
where indicated on our map. We had been anticipating this event. The spruce forest,
which had become more sparse and stlatewe progressed, ended abruptly. A distinct
line of demarcation was visible on distant hills. Beyond the tree line the spruce grew only
in scattered clumps, usually in gullies, and became fewer and smaller as we continued
northward. Off in the distancas far as the eye could see, lay the object of our journey, a
vast and seemingly endless land of rolling préiriee legendary Barren Grounds.

A mile beyond the tree line we made camp on a rocky island. One of the big
guestions in planning concerned féml cooking. Here we found plenty of dry willow
and soon had a hot fire for our usual supper of stew, fruit, and beverage. Not knowing
how much fuel we would find along the way, we carried a small petrol stove for
emergency use but never used it.

July 14 Bright sun and clear, deep blue sky again this morning as we paddle over
the smooth lake with hardly a breath of wind. How lucky we have been with the
weather. This day proves to be the hottest of all, with air temperature around 80
degrees. Perfect visility in all directions. This barren scene can produce strange
visual sensations, especially for those of us accustomed to canoeing where trees
grow profusely. The aspect is one of limitless space. Depth perception and
judgment of distance become greatigtorted. The heat produces queer
aberrations between the mirrdike surface of the water and cloudless sky. One
has the feeling of paddling hour after hour over an infinite lake, staring blankly
ahead at an unchanging scene. The only concrete objsigihhis the seemingly
motionless other cano@n and on we go.

A thin dark line from shore to shore,
waterd skyd and nothing more.

In mid-afternoon the high antennas of Ennadai weather station came into view,
and two hours later we landed therbeTCanadian Department of Transport (DOT)
maintains weather stations throughout the North. Built in 1949, Ennadai is the only
interior station in the District of Keewatin (now Nunayatl the others being on or near
the coast where they can be servicgdlhip. This is the only human habitation on our
route.
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The crew here consists of three radio operators, a diesel mechanic, and a cook.
We stayed over a day, pitching our tents nearby, organizing and repacking our food, as
well as enjoying the warm hpgality of the crew at the station. The main building
contains the kitchen, dining and living room, individual sleeping quarters, and radio
room. Another building houses the diesel generating plant. There are other smaller utility
buildings. One of theséycated some distance away, is the emergency shelter in case of
fire. All the buildings are metal clad. Large fuel tanks are situated on a hillside nearby.
The fuel and all other supplies are brought in by seaplane from Lynn Lake.

Ona nearby hill, sevat tall steel towers support an array of antennas. From their
size and multiplicity one might wonder if they could commatecwith the moon. Their
purpose, however, is to send hourly weather reports to Churchill. We are told that these
reports from the #aNorth are considered the most valuable for weather forecasting.
Sometimes, even with all of this equipnt, no messages can be sent becaluse
conditions in the ionosphere.

All the latest comforts are provided for the céeweat spacious quarters with
modern furniture and plumbing, central heat, electricity and light, fresh food for most of
the year, a small library. They receive extra pay for duty there. Yet most of them do not
stay on after completing their orffinementis year 6s
what bothers most. During the day, short trips could be made by boat or on foot. But
short trips towhere they might ask. Most of the time they stay indoors to escape the
mosquitoes. And of course we were there during the brief summerofidevinter
darkness and bitter cold is a time of total confinement.

The second night at the station we accepted their invitation to supper. What a
supper! Cook was sore at the staff because they got too fat and are now all on a
diet. He is an excellent o& but they hardly touch his food. We told him we were

big eaters, and this cheered him up. We had fresh baked cinnamon rolls and bread,
smoked lake trout, arctic grayling deéed in butter, roast beef, plus fruit and
vegetables. For dessert, huge segvof raisin pie right out of the oven, smothered
with vanilla ice cream. Wow! After supper we had a slide show, phonograph

music, and stories. Cook and mechanic got drunk. We were evidently the first
canoe party ever to visit the station, and they welebthes infrequent opportunity

for celebration.
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One of the stories that | recall we weéoéd | do not findin my notes, so | relate it
now from memory, as best | can remember, 36 years later:

The station needed a bulldozer brought in for some wadbk tdone. The only
way to do this was by one of those huge RCAF cargo planes landing on the ice.

Regul ations called for the ice to be a cert a

recall exactly. Every day the crew went out and measured theuicé nNever reached the
required thickness and didnét | ook 1ike
lake, found a shallow spot where the ice had frozen right down to solid rock, and marked
it conspicuously. The big plane landed and taxiethab ¢xact spot, quickly unloaded the
bulldozer with engines running, and took off again without incident.

Everywhere you go in the far North you hear stories of this sort, and who knows,
some of them @y actually be true. If onliyhad reorded more of tam.By the way,
before we left the station, we were informed by the crew that reports had come in from
pilots indicating that Yathkyed Lake was still frozen solid.

(Update: I am told that the Ennadai weather station has now been abandoned.)

Good weathecontinued on July 16 as we paddled to the outlet of Ennadai Lake.
After three days of lake travel, the steady pull of the current was a welcome change as the
river resumed its swift winding passage between low barren hills. The first indications of
former Inuit habitation now began to appear along the banks in the form of stone tent
rings. A few centuries ago the Inuit population of this region was said to number several
thousand. According to some published accounts, with the introduction of firearms the
caribou populations declined and the Inuit then starved. The few hundred that survived
were evacuated by the Canadian government to coastal camps in the 1950s. The tragic
story of this episode is the subject of a series of controversial books by Caamattiian
Farley Mowat. Little is known about the early history of these people

We pitched camp at a former Inuit site, easily identified by the presence of tent
rings. These are simply staplaced in a circle, typicall{5 feet indiameter. The
purposeof the stones was to hold down the edges of their skin tents. We knew no way to
estimate their age. The ground was covered with gravel, lichens, andSoatered
about werea few wooden objects, obviously haadfted, and no doubt of recent origin.
Wha they had been parts of we cdunly guess. Possibly sleds.

As we continued downstream the next morning, Inuit sites became more frequent.
We also began seeimgukshuksThese are upright placements of stone, usually located
on a prominent height of gund where they are visible for some distance. They may

63

t

W



consist of a single stone resting on top of a boulder or several stones piled up. According

to some, their erection is supposed to have been ritualistic. Their name is said to mean
Asembl ance® arMfd menmust admit that, simple and
look eerily like a human head and shoulders. As for their purpose, | wonder. There are

very few things in the world that are purely ritualistic. Often, if you look hard enough,

you find that they had their origin in some practical purpose.

It was a rather strange feeling to glide quietly down the river with these things
staring at us from the banks, placed there by a culture that has, as a practical matter,
vanished from the earth. Qine higher summits there would usually be a tall stone spire
or cairn. Some of these struck me as being quite artistic. But then, what isn't when you
are so in tune with your surroundings? At caribou crossings, piles of rock served as
hunting blinds. In sme places, matke rock piles were used to divert caribou towards a
hunting station. Rocks were also used for graves and meat storage dens. Note how they
made such varied use of what was practically their only available building material. Is
there a lessohere?

We paddled into a light breeze that gradually increased as the day advanced. This
brought welcome relief from the swarms of black flies that normally followed along with
us. As we came into a small lake, headwinds made further progress questiéifizil
lunch the wind was still strong, so we decided to camp. We could have pushed on, but
why? We had no schedule to keep, and even if we had, we would make it up another day.
We averaged 20 miles per day ov eankfour. Qur 1 o
days did we not canoe at@lbne at Ennadai, one at Kazan Falls, and two windbound.

Our rations consisted mostly of the usual dried foods such as Bisquick, cereal,
rice, macaroni, spaghetti, sugar, dehydrated fruits and vegetables, driednitkple
cocoa, tea, Tang, tinned meat, tinned butter, peanut butter, shortening, and cheese. In
addition we tried some of the newer concentrated feadh as Wilson meat baasd
Beardmore dehydrated beef stew. HduVe were exc
been paddling all day? Thankfyy, we were spared thoslinty packets of prepackaged
freezedriedconcoctions woefully mislabeled &sc o mp | et e meal s. 0

John had done most of the food planning, procurement, and packaging. He was
also chief cook. Wate fish about every third day. When John called for fish, either Bill
or Norm would cast in a lure and usually land a large lake trout in short order. Sometimes
it would be grayling even tastier than trout. Norm was the expert in filleting them.

Often alarger fish went into chowder. It would be cleaned, cut into sections, and boiled a
few minutes to loosen the skin and bones, which were then removed. In the meantime a
chowder of dehydrated potato slices, onions, milk, and seasoning would be cooking. The

64



fish would then be thrown in, simmered a few minutes more, and served with plenty of
butter.
When we reached our first food cache at Ennadai station, we hardly needed any of
it. John had a large sack of it flown out to Churchill. And in another tgs alaso, we
should be arriving at our second food caclmidposetiis always better to have too
much rather than too little. | have been on other trips where at least some of us were
always slightly hungry. John philosophy was to have ample food, aridasted like
never before. We had some discussions about this during the trip. On any long trip, there
are already enough sources of stdessects, exertion and sometimes exhaustion, lack of
sleep, a new environment, and the list goes on and on. Why #dlel list by being
hungry? | have noticed that when you start rationing food, problems can arise. Do we
divide equally? Who decides? What about a big strong member with huge appetite? Does
he get the same portion as a small eater? Do we end up suslyiewaiching each
ot herds hel pings to see didlapperenthe Raffédit get our f
expedition.
There was one amusing incident | recall. One time, we had pea soup and bacon
for dinner. Our bacon came in epeund tins. After John h&ded the bacon, he poured
it into the soup, fat and all. Bill, who was watching, yelled for John to stop. | was a bit
surprised too. But of course John continued
turns cool. Youdl !l ike ol afpupinrsg oiutt thpe avmds Ird wil
The wind in the Barrens follows pretty much the same pattern that it does
elsewhere. That is, it often starts off calm, gradually increases during the day, and then
drops at dusk. And so we started off on July 18 with a bgkéze in our face, just
enough to keep most of the bldtiks off. We were on the lookout fasome of the more
i mportant I nuit camps described in Tyrrell s

About the middle of the east shore of the lake several families of Eskimos were
encampean the stony beach. These camps, inhabited by family groups, appear to
be more or less permanently situated on spots resorted to by the caribou in
crossing the river. These animals are here speared in great numbers, some being
eaten immediately, while tlvarcasses of the others are piled in heaps and

covered with large stones for winter use.



Sure enough, following along the east shore we soon spotted old antlers. A search
of the site revealed many tent rings and great quantities of antler and banerftagout
nothing more. Leaving this scene behind, a short paddle brought us into Dimma Lake. An
erect pole on the left shore demanded closgrection. We found it to be an old grave.

The Inuit placed bodies of their deceased on the ground, togethahwiit personal

belongings, and covered them with stones. The accumulation of personal property was
said to be an indication of a manés status
indeed. The entire grave was covered with a large wooden boatjeshdmptop and

around the sides were all sorts of things including parts of outboard motors, an alarm

clock, guns and shells, utensils, traps, cans, parts of astowstly rusted to pieces. We

took several photos and left things as they were.

Grave at Dimma Lake, July 18. Later | was told that this grave had been razed by a
bush pilot. I also learned that it was believed to have been the grave of Kakoot, the
famous Inuit guide who had been with Thierry Mallet in 1926.
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Despite modeate headwinds, we paddled the fourteaite length of Dimma
Lake and camped at the outlet. The weather continued warmearda most amazing
phenomenorEven the nighttime temperature seldom dropped below 50 degrees. As
frequently happened, we were d&gaed the next morning by the heat of the sun beating
down on the tent.

July 19: On this morning we saw our first solitary caribou. One of our great hopes
on this trip was the possibility of seeing at least a small caribou migration. Earlier
travelers ha difficulty in finding words adequate to describe this phenomenon,
said to involve herds in the tens of thousands or more. Mallet called it 'the most
stupendous sight of wild game in North America since the days of the buffalo.' But
we knew all too wellhat we would see nothing of the sort. The caribou population
had been declining steadily for a long time, and some biologists thought that they
might even be on the verge of extinction. Others strongly disputed this. All | can
report is that we spent a mitntraveling through what was supposed to be the
southern edge of their summer territory and saw about thirty in all.

Update: More recent parties have reported seeing lots of caribou. Evidently they
are on the increase again.

Part of our route on the mang of July 20 was down a twehraile lake. Having
tailwinds for a change, we decided to try sailing. With the two canoes side by side, the
two bowmen held a tarp aloft by using paddles for masts. Part way down the lake, the
wind began coming too muchofn the side, so we had to abandon the sail and paddle
hard to reach the outlet. My experience has been that sailing in this manner seldom saves
time and energy, but it is an interesting diversion and fun to try once in a while.

Back on the river we madeeellent progress. | estimated the flow here to be
20,000 cfs, double what it had been at the outlet of Kasba Lake. We covered 29 miles this
day and camped just before the head of Angikuni Lake in threatening weather. During the
night we had strong windsd light rain, practically the first of the trip. Norm and | were
pleased that my new tent held up well and shed rain with no leaks. The only problem was
that it made a lot of noise flapping in the wind. Being made of coated ripstop nylon, it
wasonlyhalt he wei ght of Johnds canvas wedge tent
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By noon the rain had stopped and we broke camp. Rounding a large peninsula at
the western end of the lake, we found our largest Inuit site of tide ampentire hilltop
covered with tent rings, hunting blindsgriee and antler, and many graves. It is said that
one of the largest Inuit encampments in North America was situated along the shores of
Angikuni Lake about 1900. In 1912 a disease swept through the land killing many
hundreds of them. After that, the sitasMargely abandoned. This camp, like so many
others, was located overlooking a narrows in the lake and likely crossing place for
caribou.

As we rounded this peninsula and headed southeast down the lake, the wind
gradually became stronger, forcing ustimpsat the next point of land. We were
windbound there for the remainder of the day, all the following day, and until noon of the
day after that. Our camp was on a flat, desolate plain with little protection from the
onshore wind and with little of interesearby to occupy us. How the time dragged. We
did try taking walks, but the insects were bad. Even Norm now wore a head net whenever
he ventured outside the tent. After he came back from one walk he said the mosquitoes
were the worst he had ever seerg #Hrat a person without a head net would be driven
crazy. At least the fishing was good.

In the Barrens, all progress by canoe depends upon the strength and direction of
the wind. We became so conscious of this that the slightest apparent change in the
weather would be reason for notice and comment. First is the problem of paddling against
the force of the wind or controlling the canoe in a side wind. Following along the shore is
of little use here, as the wind sweeps across water and land alike withnisked
force. More serious on the larger lakes is the ever present danger of swamping offshore.
On any large lake this calls for caution, but even more so in the Barrens because of the
low water temperatures and the lack of firewood. We discussed harmgsort of
rescue plan in case one canoe should swamp,
a practical plan. Instead we were very careful when crossing open water.

We had intermittent storms throughout the second day and evening. Morning of
the thrd day dawned bright and sunny, but with the wind still blowing. We noted that
Tyrrell reported being held up here by the wind for several days. Later | learned of other
parties being windbound here also. Windy place!
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By noon, conditions had improvedawe prepared to shove off. | decided that
the time had come at last to try out our spray cover. | never was a strong proponent of
covers for open canoes, especially in running rapids. All too often canoeists will find
themselves in trouble in big rapifist because they have a spray cover, whereas without
one they would have hugged the shore, waded down, lined down, or portaged. But on a
big lake perhaps it makes some sense.

We crossed the lake with no problems and proceeded along the north shore to a
pr omi nent point, where the | akebds peculiar
headwinds prevented this, so we pitched camp. Firewood appeared to be nonexistent at
this site until we found a piece of lumber on a hilltop. Soon we discovered we were not
alone. On a hillside nearby was a den of arctic fox. Periodically they would come out and
watch us, bark a few times, and scamper back into their holes. Except for this interesting
diversion, there was little to be said for our second campsite and foyrtdndhis dismal
lake. We were determined to get off the lake the next day, but it was not to be.

July 24: The wind was still against us this morning, but we had several islands
along the way that might have been used to some advantage. The venefirstson

our undoing. | was paddling with Bill, as we switched partners every day, and the
other canoe was ahead of us. As we were passing the island on the windward side,
when nearly there the other canoe abruptly turned to pass it on the leeward side,
and we followed. But soon they turned again back to the original heading, and
again Bill and | followed. Alas, then they turned yet again to go the other way
around the cussed island.

Bill and | headed for the island, landed there, and climbed a hill se=abuld
figure out what the others were up to. One of the advantages of travel in the Barrens is
the remarkable visibility, not only due to the absence of trees but also the clarity of the
air. (A pilot later told me that he could see my orange tent fhenair 20 miles away.)
We soon spotted our companions about a mile away, likewise standing on a hilltop, and
walked across to meet them. Then we all sat down to munch on some food bars and size
up the situation. It was decided that we would each continipopposite sides of the
island and meet at the far eMidalking back to our canoe, Bill and | disagreed as to
where it was and our paths diverged. When | reached the canoe, | sat down and waited
for Bill. Then | had the strange sensation of beinglal&in this vast land. | let my
i magination wander. What would it be 1ike

68



imagine being alone, day after day, looking for miles in every direction and not seeing
another living soul, nothing but infinite empaiss.

At long last Bill appeared and we pushed off. We met the other canoe as planned,
struggled on for a while against the wind, and stopped for lunch on one of the islands. In
the afternoon we found it slow going against the waves, so we stoppedlte pptdy
cover on and made better progress, but by then the other canoe was far ahead. Only one
final threemile stretch of open water lay between us and the outlet, and the wind was
slackening. We would surely get off this wretched lake at last. Butlieclead canoe
turned abruptly and headed for shore to make camp, and we had no choice but to follow.
It was the lowest, marshiest, and most depressing site yet. The black flies were awful.
There was no firewood except that which luckily we had saved therprevious camp.

It promised to be a tense evening.

Supperwas baconstdw] ohndés specialty and one of my
ravenously hungry and gorged ourselves. Beverage of the edehatdea and Tang.

What other drink can match it? After we ild a second round of stew, followed up by
dessert of chocolate bars, | studied the situation on the map. My three miles to the outlet
turned out to be more like five when measured carefully. It would have taken nearly two
hours to cross against the wirithe others had done the only sensible thing in deciding

to make camp. The wind was shifting to the northwest and should make for an easy
crossing the next morning. The cool breeze had dissipated most of the black flies, and we
even removed our head ndtswas a beautiful evening.

July 25:With a gentle breeze out of the northwest at our backs, we rapidly crossed

to the outlet bay and were soon back on the river again. Except for two small

lakes, the entire day was spent running first a strong rapidtlaea mile upon mile

of fast current and easy rapids with a light tailwind. Even with just moderate effort

it was our | ongest dayoés travel, 36 miles
sortofriverr unni ng that | dr eam @&ibgdriendsbacdkhat wou
home give to have a river like this nearby!

In the afternoon we began to notice a change in the scenery as cliffs and rocky
hills rose above the horizon ahead. We knew we were approaching one of the wilder
sections of the river. Roundjra bend, we could look far downstream and see patches of
white slowly rising into view and then sinking out of sight, a sure sign of very strong
water ahead. We approached cautiously and beached our canoes near the lifpof a 20
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cascade. We all grabll our cameras, for in over 300 miles of travel on the main river
this was our first falls. It was decided to camp nearby.
We spent the evening scouting downstream. We found ourselves to be at the head
of a milelong gorge containing three falls with hganapids in between. In a basin at the
foot of the third falls | discovered an if#ed gully. | carried a chunk of ice back to
camp and surprised my companions by serving iced tea for dessert.

Norm admiring an 11:00 PM sunset at the cascades, Julp2

The next morning we prepared to portage. At this point we had paddled 370
miles, descended 400 vertical feet, and in all this distance had made only one portage of
100 yards in the headwaters. Talk about easy going! | suppose the geological explanati
is the land being mostly glacially deposited gravel, with few outcroppings of the
underlying rock. Of course it would be all the harder if one wished to go upstream. |
believe the inland Inuit preferred to travel by land.
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Norm portaging at the cascades.

Another feature of this land is that one need not hunt for portage trails. You can
walk almost anywhere, and the footing is generally excellent. By noon we had completed
our portage around the last of the three falls ane wa our way again. Below the last of
the rapids, the river direction changed abruptly from east to north. We cruised several
miles of fast water and made camp beside a broad, shallow rapid. Another splendid day
of river-running!
We were nowonlyonedays travel from Yathkyed Lake,
important body of water on the Kazan, especially from its reputation of remaining frozen
longer than any of the other lakes. Campfire fuel had become gradually more scarce as
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we progressed, but at this cathpre was abundant willow. This provided the
opportunity to bake cookies, one of Johnés s
prepared the batter. | never did get the recipe, but I think it was a pretty basic mix of

Bisquick, sugar, butter, and flavognfried in plenty of fat.

Making the fireplace and maintaining the fire were always my special chores. To
conserve fuel, especially when windy, my fireplaces were almost totally enclosed by flat
rocks like a small stove. Two small fire irons were embdddehe sides, and the
opening at the top was just large enough for our main cooking pot or pan. If | may say so,
some of them were works of art. My companions had not seen anything like them. The
best part was that they made the most efficient use oheager supply of willow twigs.

We left thefireplaces intact for future canoeists to admire, although | understand that
today's wilderness ethic calls for them to be demolished. As the river becomes more
traveled, no doubt future parties will find few leilv twigs and will have to use stoves.
They will have only us to blame.

Stone fireplace withembedded stainlessteel fire irons
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| have noticed that nearly everyone loves to tend a fire, each with slightly
different ideas on he it should be done. Evidently some strange primitive instinct draws
us to the evening campfire and compels participation in its nurture. | soon found that the
most satisfactory time to fry cookies was after my companions had retired to bed. Some
of my fordest memories are of sitting on a comfortable rock in the smoke of the fire with
head net removed, looking out across the Barrens in the quiet of the evening while the
cookies were frying.

By July 27, as we neared Yathkyed Lake, the question foremosténrey o ne 6 s
mind was if it would still be frozen over. It seemed unlikely, in view of the unusually
warm weather. For years before this region was fully mapped, legendary accounts existed
of a mysterious large lake that was perpetually frozen. The Inuit hskoBguahmeans
At he gfrielalted ceene. 6 When Thierry Mall et desce
back by ice, so incomplete was the region surveyed that his maps did not show the lake at
all, even though it was one of the largest in the entistridi of Keewatin. Quoting from
his account:

Two or three days later, we did reach a lake, and had to admit that Kakoot was
right. It was a whale of a lake.... We paddled our way in, first east, then west,
until we reached the ice, which we followed uibtiit the land, where it was

locked absolutely above the shoreline.

In mid-afternoon we arrived at our second food cache on a prominent point near
the head of the lake, at a place where a float plane could land. It was-oeddsbsteel
drum for potection from bears, and it was stuffed full. We made camp there and spent
the rest of the day repacking food. We had more than enough even without the cache, so
we selected our favorite items and left what we did not want, together with a note for
future parties to help themselves. (Years later | heard that our drum, which we left full,
had been emptied but was still there littering the landscape. | wonder if it is still there
today.)

Nearby was a prominent stone monument, or Inukshuk, and we choggotHfisrs
our official group photo. | set my camera on a nearby boulder. Since it lacked a self
timer, | ran a cord from the shutter release to my foot, and when we were ready | just
tugged on it with my foot. (This has become a popular spot. More recdratlyelseen
group photos of other parties taken at exactly the same place.)
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Our official group photo at the famous inukshuk near Yathkyed Lake. Note the
cord running from my foot to the camera shutter. Beside me: John, Norm, Bill.

Both Bill and Johirecorded the trip on 3&m color slides. Later we shared
results, and | obtained copies of some of thkites.Norm made a long movidh of the
trip, while I shot blackandwhite.

There was no ice to be seen anywhere in the lake, much to our rekedutiet
lay directly across the center from us, 25 miles distant. The lake was too open to cross
safely, so we worked our way up the western shore against tough headwinds, and then
along the north shore. After paddling 18 miles, we made camp on adkngeé.We had
seen very little fuel all day and there was practically none here. Time to get out the stove?
A challenge. We scoured the ground for bits of fuel. We even considered trying dried
goose droppings, but that proved unnecessary. We eventuaily émough birch twigs
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to heat our usual ongot dinner and brew our evening tea. What drink could possibly be
more comforting on a cold evening than hot tea, the beverage of the North? One of my
companions claims that cocoa has more food value thamNtan's characteristic
response: "Food for what? Tea nourishes the soul!"

Our island was conical, with a high hill at its center. After supper | borrowed
Johnds telescope and climbed to the top for
away. The air wae.exceptionally clear, and nearly the whole lake could be seen. Slowly
scanning mile after mile of shoreline, not a sign of life was to be seen anywhere, nothing
but barren tundra stretching off to the far distance in every direction. The only visible
movement in this unearthly scene of total desolation was an endless procession of waves
advancing slowly down the lake. An occasional gleam of white would appear as a wave
breaking upon some far distant shore caught the evening sun. Turning my attention from
these "lands forlorn™ to things closer at hand, | could see our two tents, green and orange,
far below. How small and insignificant they appeared in this vast panorama. Yet to us
they were the center of our world. Indeed, you could saywleegour world.l hastened
back home, eager to share my adventure with my companions.

Continuing along the north shore the next morning, we reached a long, narrow
peninsula separating us from the outlet of the lake. Our canoes were easily dragged for
300 yards through thwet grass in a low marshy area, saving us a long paddle around.
Soon we were back on the river again. We ran two rapids and camped at the foot of the
second one.

On July 30, three miles below our camp, we came to a very heavy rapid that could
not be runso we prepared to line down. First we tied everything in. Then we attached all
the tracking line that we hédabout 40 feet on the stern and somewhat less on the bow.
One of the excellent design features of the Grumman is that the shackles are attached
near the waterline, making lining down much easier because of the reduced tendency of
the canoe to roll over with a side pull. My canoe also had this feature. Most modern
canoes dondét, as manufacturers havaesf ound i
near the bow and stern, often not even strong enough for rescue situations.

I love to line down. I enjoy it just as much as running rapids, and here the
conditions were ideal. At the head of the rapid Norm and | gave our canoe a hard shove
out into he current. Then we just let it ride while we scrambled along the bank as fast as
we could. Things usually go best if you can let it run fast, with just enough control on the
l'ines to keep it from getting si ddthismys to t
earlier because so many of the rapids were runnable. At one point | called out for Bill to
snap a picture of us. | later obtained a copy of that slide, and it was uSzchby
magazine in an article that | wrote about the use of tracking lines.
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Bill 6s photo of Norm and me |

Sometimes, if there were no back eddies or other contrary currents, | would call
for Norm to leave the bow line in the canoe and let the canoe ride on just the stern line. It
IS quite a sensation to see eveoggession that your very survival depends upon out
there in the powerful grip of the thunderous rapids, riding along at the other end of a
single quarteinch nylon line. You tend to hold on very tightly.

Our lunch stop was on a narrow neck of rock jgtiut into the river and forming
a calm pool below. As we ate, we could see huge lake trout swimming back and forth
over the gravel bottom close to us. Bill tried every lure in his arsenal, including
daredevils, wet flies, dry flies, even lunch leftovéngt the fish showed no interest. One
of my past canoeing companions, an avid fisherman, claims that fish feed only at certain
times of the day, having sonsemplicated relation to the monthly cycle of the moon, and
that tables are available telling the bses to fish. Perhaps there is some truth to it after
all.
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Early in the afternoon we came into a shallow lake that got even shallower as we
progressed, finally dividing into many channels. Our crude maps showed nothing of the
sort. After scraping alapfor half the afternoon across shoals and around islands, we
finally came to a large lake and were able to determine our location. Camp was made at
the foot of a prominent rock hill. This lake was 19 miles long and evidently too small to
warrant a name.ater we named it Windy Lake, for reasons that will shortly become
apparent.

After supper I climbed the hill. On the summit was the usual rock spire, which
made a prfect back resSeen close at hand, the colors in the Barrens are quite striking.
Many kinds of tiny alpine flowers and berries cling to the rocky soil. In every direction
are large boulders spotted with bright orange and yellow lichens, in sharp contrast to the
blue sky and water. But in the distance they all blend into a monotonous graghéda
a solitary caribou a few miles away, visible only because it was moving. Beyond the lake,
the land rose gently in a series of undulating hills. My view encompassed an area of
several hundred square miles of this "lonely land," within which we wed®ulot the
only humans. Lonely indeed!

On the morning of July 31, for a change, storm clouds were blowing in from the
south. After headwinds on nearly every lake, we were pleased to find a brisk tailwind
blowing straight down the lake as we broke campb&on the safe side, we kept close
to the left shore and made good progress. In conditions like this I like to time my paddle
stroke as | feel the stern start to lift to get an extra boost from each passing wave. But
then as the wind and waves continuedhtrease, | quit paddling forward and
concentrated on keeping the canoe under control.

We had unwisely started out without putting on our spray cover. | was paddling
with Bill on this day. During a slight Iull, while he controlled the canoe and kéainit
turning broadside, | got the cover out and managed to put it on, but only as far forward as
the front thwart. Then we continued on, staying about 100 yards offshore to avoid
submerged rocks and breaking waves, as it was a shallow lake.

At length we @proached a jog in the shoreline where a reef jutted out into the
lake, with the waves breaking against it. Was it safe to head out into open water in order
to clear it? Norm and John in the Grumman decided that it was, and soon we lost track of
them. Whik | was trying to make up my mind whether to follow their lead or attempt a
tricky landing in the surf and rocks, a colossal wave crept up in behind us. Instinctively |
backpaddled, but it was too little and too late. Our little canoe was pitched fomeard a
we began to surf on the wave at terrifying speed. This had never happened to me before,
and in a fully loaded canoe at that!
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| wonder if Bill fully realized the danger we were in. | yelled that we needed to
ASLOW DOWN!! 0 i n s o mermdlkey, buhtheg wWhatrwasthéban my no
supposed to do? That canoe, designed as it was for runhiteywater, was keelless,
roundbottomed, and slightly rockered. This gave it an extreme tendency to turn sideways
to the waves and broach under these conditiorsed all my strength just to keep us
headed straight. A broken paddle at this point would have been calamitous, but | had
complete trust in my big ugly sifoot stern paddle made of fiberglasgoxy and
reinforced aluminum tubing.

Despite all our effortthe canoe finally broached in the breaking waves, but by
this time we were in shallow water close to shore and out of danger. We escaped with
only a few bounces off rocks and splashes in our laps. We put the spray cover on fully
and chased after the othmnoe, now almost out of sight. At the foot of the lake, the
waves gradually diminished as we entered a narrow bay, and soon we were in calm
wat er , much to our relief. (Our AWIindy Lakeo
like our name better!)

In the afternoon we came to a long, heavy rapid that made a sharp left turn around
a point of land. We ran the upper part and made camp on the rocky point. It was one of
our most scenic campsites, overlooking the #uley rapids. Some rapids have more
chamcter than others, and this one was a classic. The river, here about 300 yards wide,
cascaded over a series of widely spaced ledges, forming long patches of whitewater that
shown brightly in the evening sun. Between them were long pools that changed from
light green to deep blue as the air bubbles dissipated. The ledges were broken in places,
and heavy chutes of wex poured smoothly througind then broke into long lines of
standing waves.

There was ample firewood here, so | spent a pleasant evening ¢gokies
while admiring the view. The days were getting shorter now. The brief arctic summer
would soon be coming to an end. You could feel it in the evening air. With the light
fading, the last cookie was fried and dried. Rocks were placed on allsitersievent
them from blowing away in the night. A final check was made of both canoes, securely
tied down with packs and other gear underneath. Then one last look around and view of
the rapids. Everything was as it should be.

Next morning we lined dowthe remainder of the rapid and lifted over the final
drop. Fast current and minor rapids then led us into Thirty Mile Lake. A ridge of high,
rocky hills along the south shore offered some protection from the wind, so we followed
along the base of them. Atnarrows we saw Inuit sites on the crest of a ridge, so we
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landed and climbed to them for our lunch stop. Several stone blinds and piles of bone
indicated this to be a favorite hunting site. Even as we sat, a caribou on the far shore
plunged into thenarrows, swam across, and scrambled up the hillside not far from us.

My trip notes mention a spectacular view down the lake from this spot. Yet | do
not find any photo of it in my files. We had now been out for just a month, and | think my
thoughts wereurning more towards finishing the trip and getting back home. | find that
my notes occupy fewer pages per day and contain fewer details. This account will
probably follow that same pattern, which | have found to be the rule in practically all
books | haveead about long wilderness canoe trips.

| wish | could describe in poetic terms all the magnificent scenery we saw along
the way. But the fact is, most of the time, between navigation, wind and weather, rapids
andwaves, black flies and mosqustoyou hae enough other things on your mind that
you dondét pay close attention to the scenery
spectacular. It is, as the name suggests, a totally barren land. What happens instead, over
the course of a long journey likersuyis the sensation of being on a river that flows along
forever through a world without end. Speaking as someone who has lived in
Massachusetts for his entire life, it can be quite an overwhelming experience that grows
on one over time. Most of those wgo on a trip like ours say they would like to return
to the Barrens someday.

As we worked our way down the lake, we had some trouble getting into blind
bays not detailed on our map. After camp was set up on a hillside, Norm and | climbed
higher to see here we were. From the top of the ridge we had a good view of most of
the lake. We saw several features of the land that should have been easy to identify on
our map but we couldnét find any of them. Ju
realized oumistake. Those bays and islands were all too small to be shown on our map.
We had simply misjudged the scale. This happens repeatedly in the Barrens. A distant
rocky hill would look as it might be worth climbing for the view, but as we came closer it
would shrink to a small outcropping. Occasionally it worked the other way. A lake
crossing would appear to be only a mile or so but would take an hour of paddling to get
there. Such are the tricks that the Barren C

We made an early start on August 3 in hopes of reaching Kazarmyai&ning.
We made good progress and reached the head of the rapids above the falls in late
afternoon, where we found a fine campsite overlooking the falls. We knew that this
would be spetacular. It was the only falls marked on our maps for the entire length of the
river. Here | quote directly from my log:
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Aug. 4: Ran another 1/sile cautiously along right shore to just above lip of

falls. Here the river breaks into many channels ail$ #0 ft. between jagged
buttresses into a gorge. The river then forms into a single channel and races
furiously for one mile thru a spectacular gorge, forming great surges, boils, and
whirlpools. The gorge has vertical rock walls on both sides 40dgh &nd.varies

in width from 100 to 250 ft. The total drop from the start of the rapids to the foot
of the gorge is said to be 100 ft. We portaged one mile from just above the falls to
the foot of the gorge.

Gorge below Kazan Falls, August
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We sgent the rest of the day exploring the falls and gorge. Norm found a
peregrine falcon nest with young on one of the cliffs. We were able to scramble down
and take closep photos. Bill had spotted some huge fish in the pools below the falls and
wanted to ty catching one. After several unsuccessful casténally hooked one.

Whirrrrd snap. Gone in an instant was the fish, together with the lure and a quantity of
12-poundtest monofilament line. | happened to have in my pocket sorp®&0dtest
casting linefor use around camp. Bill tied on his largest lure and played around with this
unwieldy combination for a while without success. We never did find out what kind of
fish they were.

We broke camp the next morning, portaged the rest of the gear overeendrw
our way. This was our last portage. For the entire trip we had eight portages and they
totaled only about two miles.

The character of the countryside now changed noticeably, as did likewise the
mood of the trip. Kazan Falls had been the climaxurfjourney. Now we were headed
for the finish line. We passed by places that earlier in the trip we might have stopped to
explore. Red sandstone ledges now began appearing along the banks. As we approached
the mouth of the river we expected the rapidsraalgally slacken, as they do on most
rivers. But not the Kazan. Throughout the afternoon we ran one rapid after another as the
river surged over submerged ledge formations. Two miles above the mouth of the river,
rapids were formed by a series of thregksiextending completely across the river. In
running these, both canoes took on water, so we landed at the eddy below to bail out.
What had appeared to be a sandy beach turned out to be a flat sandstone ledge, making an
ideal campsite. Willow fuel was abdant here for the first time in weeks.

Our last night on the river called for a special feast. But how could it be? Nearly
every meal had been delicious. After some
dessert, Norm surprised us with cookiesfstifvith fruit, baked not in the usual manner
but rather on a flat rock in a stone oven and served with the last of our maple syrup. The
beveragé hot tea and Tang, of course.

Next morning, under sunny skies we loaded the canoes and pushed off. Good
strongrapids continued to the mouth of the river and carried us right into Baker Lake
with waves lapping the gunwales. Baker Lake was the largest body of water on our route.
It is a freshwater lake but has a slight tide. We were only 24 miles from Baker Lake
settlement in a straight line, but it was necessary to follow a much longer route along the
shore because of the wind. We were windbound for one day on an island. On the morning
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of August 8 we beached our canoes at Baker Lake Post, having traveledesifiam
Snowbird Lake in 33 days.

Baker Laké the end of our canoe trip but hardly the end of our adventure.
Instead of taking the weekly scheduled flight to Churchill, John had planned to round out
our adventure going by boat some 250 miles down Cliedteinlet and along the coast
of Hudson Bay to the abandoned mining settlement of Rankin Inlet, and from there
hopefully by some other boat to Churchill. We were held up a day at Baker Lake by some
transmission repairs on the boat. We finally startedofAugust 9, only to immediately
turn around and come back for more repairs. Off again on August 10.

Ours is the only large boat at the settlendeB8 feet long, 8 feet wide, with 30
horsepower inboard gasoline engine. It is called a Peterhead, and Escolan

our enterprising pilot Tom Tapatai. He is accompanied by his assistant named
Jimmie. When we are barely started the transmission breaks again. Tom takes it
apart and tries to fix it. Then someone comes out from shore in an outboard and
works on it fo a while. Off again. Ondalf hour into our cruise, the engine starts
making a helluva noise. | try to explain to Tom that | think the head gasket is
blown, but I have some difficulty making myself understood. Finally they stop to
disassemble the motorui® enough head gasket. They have a spare, but they

take a long time replacing it. John becomes impatient and tries to help them, but
in doing so he twists one of the head bolts completely off. They have no choice but
to put the engine together without thead bolt. Then the engine will not start
because the battery is dead. | am not surprised because | had seen the flywheel
rubbing against the battery cable and throwing sparks. | try to point this out to
Tom, but I'm not sure if he understands. With aeattery they finally get the
engine started again. Norm and | assumed that we would now head back to Baker
Lake and give up on this-lated cruise, but no, we continue on. Norm and |

object and point the other way, but to no avail. John wants toragatin. Not

sure about Bill.

Norm and | are having serious doubts about this whole boat ride. We both
notice that the freight canoe we are towing has been taking on water as it veers
back and forth in the heavy seas now running, and we are not surprissadit
finally swamps. After rescuing it we rig it with a towing bridle and it rides much
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better. Norm, who knows a | ot about motor
more than five hours. | say one hour and we make a bet. Still running after five
hous so we both lose. Towards evening we pass out of Baker Lake and into
scenic rocky narrows. Drop anchor in rocky cove and go ashore to tent.
Next morning more engine trouble. Fuel filter and pump disassembled and
cleaned. Now under way agaiy the wg, we have our canoes and paddles still
with us, but they would be of no use in these rough seas. Tom has been admiring
my paddle. If he ever gets us to Rankin Inlet, which seems extremely unlikely, | will
give it to him.

The navigatorsd Jimmie, Tom, Norm, and John. Anyone want to guess where
we were? One guess was about as good as any other.



Engine has started making loud knocking sounds. Tom has the prefect
solutiord he turns down the volume on his hearing aid. 50Fvlocking muk
worse. Tom changes spark plugs and restarts engine. Motor sounds OK at low
speed, but as bad as ever when revved up. 8 §tbpped to work on distributor.
Started again and as bad as ever. | would help if | could, but | am mystified as to
the cause. It mabe that the gasket has blown again because of the broken head
bolt.

By now the wind was blowing a gale and we were pitching like a cork. Every
time the waves broke over the boat the engine sputtered. John, who had been sleeping,
woke up, took one loo&t the situation, and yelled for Tom to head for shore
immediately, which he did. We dropped anchor at the first sheltered spot we could find.
Next morning the engine absolutely refused to start. After much tinkering with it, Tom
finally got out his spar&0 horsepower Johnson outboard. With it we continued down
Chesterfield Inlet and out into the wild waters of Hudson Bay. | think we all realized the
danger we would find ourselves in if that motor quit (it did hesitate a few times), but
there was nothingptbe done about it except wear our life jackets. | have to admit that
ride down Chesterfield Inlet was an exhilarating experience never to be forgotten. It was
the wildest place | have ever béejagged rocky shores with absolutely no vegetation, a
howling wind and tremendous waves tossing us about and dashing against the rocks.
Certainly far more exciting than any of our running of rapids.

We finally made it around a rocky headland and limped into Chesterfield Inlet
outpost. It was clear that we would go farther in that boat. We paid Tom for the ride
and have no idea how he got back. We arranged to have our canoes and gear shipped by
boat to Montreal. We waited two days for the scheduled seaplane to Churchill, another
PBY Canso. When it finally arriveeye were packed in tight with other passengers and
took off in rough seas, bouncing from wave to wave, in what the pilot later told us was
one of the roughest talafs he had ever made.

When we stopped to pick up an Inuit family with all of their belaggiat Rankin
Inlet, we were told to get off because the plane was overloaded. We waited at that
abandoned nickel mine for two more days until the Canso returned. As we prepared to
take off, | watched the cockpit with interest. Airplanes have always &tsdme. The
engines all have dual ignition for safety, and the pilot always checks both of them before
takeoff. As he did so, | noted with concern that one of the magnetos on one engine was



malfunctioning. Ordinarily the plane would not be allowedsatce off, but | guess the

pilot figured there was no way to fix it up there, and so off we went. As we flew over
Eskimo Point he tested the magneto again and it was completely dead. All of this had
escaped the notice of my companions, and | told them &tefter we landed without
incident at Churchill.

After an overnight in Churchill we took the train back to The Pas. Remember the
left luggage? When | hurried to the hotel to pick it up, the manager was not around, and
the girl at the desk casually sugtgd that | come back the next day. | knew where our
suitcase was, locked in the attic. While the girl was distracted, | removed the trap door to
the attic using the screwdriver on my trusty Swiss army knife, got the suitcase, replaced
the door, and beat out of there.

| was glad to get back homlenever did return to the Barren Grounds, and | have
always had mixed feelings about tHatvas awayfor seven weeks, leaving Jane to look
after the farm and three little girls. She was a good sport abauaitvays, but | decided
never to be away that long again.

The fair weather that we had throughout our trip was phenomenal. | doubt if |
could ever have been that lucky again. In 1968, the Eric Morse party was delayed first by
storms and then ice on Yathdq Lake, and they had to be rescued. This also happened to
the Clayton Klein party in 1972. Some of my fondest memories of the trip are of the
cloudless skies and crystal clear evening views from campsites and nearby hilltops.

My account of our trip agared in the December 1966 issué\ppalachia | also
prepared a skpage guide that was used by a few subsequent parties. John wrote an
article that was published ifhe BeaverSpring 1968.

The last | knew, John was still continuing his quest for mates and more
rivers from the ultimate headwaters. When Bill moved from Maryland to California | lost
all track of him. Norm retired from teaching ainé and his wife Rutmoved to Maine

86



HUDSON BAY

Gogg, &
: ;
!
i 4,
! G ) Y
i o Eh =7
! (e
! v Gu
; Soguangy = LF OF ST. LAWRENCE
DN
:‘l the E
¢ Maine E
' Woods 3

-
)
s

}
]
[l
~—!
.
& ’h;ql :-
-
I. tH
Ds/,,m'~
' ——— -
X
a
3
@

s

Map showing the areas of our widerness trips in Quebec and Labrador. Yes, this
map is drawn to scale. Note that New England's largest lakes are too small to even
be shown on this map. If they were, they would be dwarfed by merely the bays on

some of the massive reservoirs in Quebec.
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Two canoes on the upper George River. In this photo it may look like a leisurely run
downstream, but the headwind was so strong on this day that Bob and | actually
tried pulling our canoe downstream using the tracking lines. It didn't work very
well.
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The George River

In the spring of 1967, Kerck Kelsey asked me if | would be interested in a George River
trip. He was looking for an experienced pair to augment his party of four, none of whom
had done much wilderness tripping. | immediately atmrovided | could find a
partner for a fouwveek trip on such short notice. Fortunately, my old canoeing and hiking
buddy Bob Hatton, a schoolteacher, was eager to go.
| had dreamed of a trip down the George River ever since having read the trilogy
of books on the Hubbard and Wallace exploits in 1903 and 1905. The logistics were
daunting, but Kerck had that all pretty well worked out. We drove toiB=pand took
the Quebec North Shore and Labrador Railway 360 miles northward to its terminus at the
iron ore mining town of Schefferville. We then took a short truck ride to the seaplane
base and flew to Cabot Lake in the headwaters of the George River to start our down
river run.
The whole trip was just greatythatiwdye ri ver
for long. Near the mouth it was measured at 30,000 cubic feet per second. Paddling a
fully loaded 17foot canoe on nearly continuous rapids in a river that size is quite an
experience, but we played it cautiously and had no problems. | tookbtearkyand
white photos of the spectacular scenery. Most of us had alreadfireadlo man és Way
Through Unknown Labraddsy Mina Benson Hubbard, and it was a thrill to rediscover
some of the places she had recorded in her book, easily identified frontakemx
photographs and map. We even met someone along the way who remembered seeing her.
Few canoeists had been down this river in the intervening 62 years, but one of the
strangest to do so was just ahead of us. When we reached the fishing camp of Henr
Culos just beyond Indian House Lake, we heard stories of what became known as the
|l egendary fAdog biscuit party. o Two canoei sts
Caruso, had started from Iron Arm and descended the Riviere de Pas to reach Indian
House lake. We were told they had capsized on the way down, getting some of their
provisions wet. When they reached Cul osd <can
was revealed that their food consisted largely of dog biscuits. To prevent another capsize,
they were said to have fashioned an outrigger on thefodicanoe consisting of Clorox
bottles tied to the ends of poles lashed crosswise.
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At first, we were not sure how much of this to believe. But we found the Clorox
outrigger discarded at the staftthe portage around Helen Falls. Lateriarfd mailed
me a clipping from the Long Island Press (July 13, 1968) an accouat of their
adventure, even including a photo of the canoe with the Clorox contralptianswer to
the reporter's question alidhe possibility of accompanying her husband on such a trip,

Hor mut h'' s wife is quoted as having fino desire
dog bi Sodhere itveas. dhat fall | corresponded with Hormuth. In one of his letters

he proposedme et i ng in the winter fito compare note
venture into the North Country, o6 but | decli

_ - -

We believe this prominent hill overlooking the George River to be the one climbed
by Mrs. Hubbard on her historic trip in 1905 and measured by her to rise 630 feet
above the river.
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Approaching the Pyramid Hills, August 11

When we reached tidewater, nearing the end of oun3#otrip, we found
ourselves facing both a stiff headwind and incoming tide in open vgat&re sought
shelter on Ford Island. Our map showed a Hudson's Bay Comparmeposy but it was
long gone. In its place was the new llkalu Lodge sporting camp, owned and operated by
Ungava Inuit Willie Imudluk and his extended family. We were cordialyted into the
lodge and served hot drinks.
One of the highlights of the trip was tal
an interpreter and learning that, as a child, she remembered Mrs. Hubbard coming there
in 1905 at the end of her trip. She pvecalled that Mrs. Hubbard let all the little
children play with her air mattress by bouncing up and down on it.
One of Williebs daughters played some Kit
phonograph. She also had a guitar, which caught the attention of mryecompanions,
Don Barr. He tuned it up and started singing some popular folk ballads. He was quite the

91



entertainer. Then we all joined in. All too soon the tide turned and we continued on our
way. | will always cherish the memory of those preciowsnmants spent on Ford Island
with Wi llie and his family, thanks in part t
Our trip ended near the mouth of the George River, where it empties into Ungava
Bay, at a remote village known back then as George River Post.t\Wie c@mp just
outside the village. That night it was so windy that around midnight Bob and | collapsed
our tent and lay on top of it to prevent it from being torn to shreds and blown into the
bay. Brian Ardell, the resident mechanic, called it just acglgireeze, but we suspected
otherwise after learning that one of the buildings on Ford Island had been blown down
during the night. Ardell had quite a reputation as a storyteller, and we always suspected
that some of his amazing tales, such as the onat &t nearby German-boat base
constructed during World War II, were at least exaggerated if not fabricated.

Willie Imudluk with his mother and family at llkalu Lodge on Ford Island
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Oddly, for me one of the most memorable paftthat entire George River
adventure was our return flight. We had arranged to be flown back to Schefferville by
Laurentian Air. Our scheduled pialp was delayed a day by bad weather and those
horrendous winds. On our second night, the administratbegiost gave us the use of a
vacant building. Early the next morning we heard our plane arriving, agngime
Beechcraft on pontoons. Our pilot, Ted Bennett, was in a big hurry to get loaded and
leave right away because of the deteriorating weathefibdyglass canoe was hastily
lashed to the pontoon struts, leaving the two Grummans to be shipped back by boat to
Montreal. All the rest of our gear was somehow stuffed into the plane and off we went.

| have always been fascinated by planes and flgagr since having been totally
absorbed with model airplanes in my youth.
license while still in high school. He took me for a ride once when | was about fifteen and
let me take the controls. What a thrill theds. Ever since then | had dreamed of learning
to fly but had never seized the opportunity.

| sat in the copilot seat next to Bennett and studied his every move intently. After
a while | asked him casually if he wanted me to take over for a spell, angdutier
rapture he did. The flight was made more interesting by the low ceiling, as we flew under
the descending clouds just above the hilltops. My companions thought | was crazy and
braced themselves for a crash, but all went well. Bennett took ovireftanding of
course. As we were taxiing in he casually asked me how | thought the plane handled with
that extra heavy load, evidently thinking that | was an experienced pilot. | never revealed
the truth to him.

Shortly after our George River trip | kosontact with Don, although | did learn
that he had married and was still living in the Boston area. Nineteen years later, in late
August of 1986, Tom Ballantyne and | were returning from a canoe trip in Labrador
when a news bulletin came over the caigad a fatality on Mt. Madison in New
Hampshire. A fatheandson hiking party had been caught in a sleet storm and the father
had perished. It was not until | reached home that | learned the identity of thevictim
our George River companion and ballag&sn Barr.
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The magnificent George Riveras viewed fromour scenic campsiteat the 58th
parallel, August 12
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The Wacouno River

An account of this adventure was first reported in the June 1970 isSppaichia It is
here slightly revisednd condensed.

As mentioned in the previous chapter, we began our George River trip by taking the good
old QNS&L Railway northward from its southern terminus at S$kgst, a train ride now
familiar to many a wderness canoeist. Keeping to a schedule knomly to itself, after
numerous bumps and jerkggically mostly backward) the train finally lurches forward
and crawls squealing out of the station. Leavhngclutter of the switchyaroehind the
transition is pleasantly abrupt, d&etdrab outskirtsf this (once) bustling iron ore port
quickly fade away and the boreal spruce forest closes in. After weaving between muskeg
swamps and rolling hills for 12 miles, the train suddenly burrows its way into a hillside.
Theexit from this tunnel could scargebe more dramatic, for oramergsimmediately
onto the 700foot bridge over the Moisie River, directly above the infamous Railroad
Trestle RapidsSoon the train rolls along through a broad valley and the river reappears
as a canoeable waterway that tleek follows for many miles.

Bob and | pressed our faces to the window transfixed as the train threaded its way
along the rim of the gorge, trying in vain to wipe away layers of accumulated soot for a
clearer viewl recogni zed f r otthatBurthdughtsiwerd tleersamne, | nt er e
for we whitewater runners tend to be mesmerized by the mere sight of moving water.

The train soon leaves the Moisie and follows up a tributary, the Nipissis, for
several miles, then up a smaller tributary, the WacourerRi took mental note of the
various features along the way with reference to the conveniently posted mile darkers
one sure portage and a few heavy rapids, but mostly fast water ideally suited for cruising.
As daylight faded, darkness completely blotbed our view at mile 68. While stopped at
Waco siding for a southbound load of ore to pass, | noticed a lake reflecting in the
moonlight. An ideal starting point, | suggested to Bob, for another paddling adventure
sometime.



That @fsomet i nbethreeweakslaed, onoourtetutn train ride. Bob
and | tried to coax some of our companions into joining us, but they could hardly wait to
get back home to their boring jobs. So we bade them farewell and made our way back to
the baggage car, where wenmmaged around in the dark by flashlight, packing a few
necessities for our venture. We got off the train at Waco, mile 101, around midnight and
found lodging for the rest of the night in a vacant bunkhouse. We dozed for a few hours
and were off at the cc of dawn. As | recall, besides the canoe, two life jackets, and
three paddles, we had a tent and sleeping bags, a few leftovers of food, my camera, first
aid kit, and notnuch else, all in one semiaterproof packirom what little wehad seen
on the wayup, the riverdid not look very challenging.

An eightmile cruise down the lake brought us to our first rapids. The river
continued shallow and swift for many miles, splendid cruising. Then as the hills pinched
closer we entered a minor gorge. Little éinvas spent on the portages. Bob would step
out of the bow with the pack and spare paddle, and | would follow with the canoe, using
the other two paddles as a portage yoke. Soon we were running the fast water again
through a wild and scenic valley. But qaleasant cruise was ended abruptly, and almost
permanently, at the head of the next gorge.

When approaching river hazards, common sense dictates always running close to
shore. Here we made the mistake of deciding to cross over to the other side atd land
the first opportunity. We crossed over all right, but then there was no good place to land
along the steep shore, so we gingerly ran the next drop around a blind corner, taking a
wave over the bow in the process. Still no place to land, and we tookrenwater.

Then still more. You can probably guess the rest. | had quite an exciting swim down that
gorge chasing after our canoe before | finally tamed it in an eddy.

So after all these years of mish@pe travel, in a momentary lapse of judgment
we hadpushed our luck a bit too far, running a blind corner without scouting, in a deep
canyon a hundred miles from anywhere. The canoe had taken a pounding and was
leaking badly, especially near the bow. Upon appraising the soggy contents of our pack,
the mosimportant discovery was that the canoe repair kit was at that moment on its way
back to Boston with our companions. Also my caaregppeared to be ruined, and our
spare paddle was lost.

| ran the remaining rapids solo, emptying frequently, while Bobiahb
dolefully along the bank with the pack. On and on we went, looking for a campsite in the
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gathering gloom. Finally the ominous sound of yet another gorge ahead forced us to
scramble up the bank and pitch our tent as best we could in thickets ¢eefhslspe.

During the night, a cold steady drizzle dampened our already sinking spirits to their

| owest ebb. I dondét think that either of
we had practically no food with us except some trail snacks and eftedrs. We

figured on finishing our run the next day and then treating ourselves to a hearty meal in
town.

At daybreak we discovered that the next gorge was impassable. We knew that the
railroad track was nearby because we had heard a load of oregpagsia night. So we
scrambled up to it, portaged past mile 73 and 72, and then slanted back down to the
Wacouno. We finally found a place where we could launch, so we proceeded as before,
Bob with the pack while | ran and emptied. All this time we hashldeoking for a gravel
beach where we could build a fire and work on the canoe. We finally came to one and
stopped. My plan was to dry the canoe, heat spruce pitch, and smear it over the fractures
in the hull. We did it and it worked fine until we camentore rapids. Then the constant
pounding opened them up again.

At one point, as we were running rapids, we had to stop abruptly at the brink of a
high waterfall Our enjoyment of this scenic spot was tempered by the difficult steep
portage down over sligpy rocks. Every cloud that passed sent a few sprinkles our way,
and now we had mist blowing up from the falls as well, not to mention the strong wind
generated at the foot of the falls. For a while | was forced to drag the canoe over the
rocks.

Below the falls, heavy rapids continued. This was discouraging. And how could it
be? | estimated that we had already descended over 1,000 feet and ought to be nearly at
sea level. (Later we learned that we had started at 1,900 feet elevation, nearly the height
of land on the railroad, and were still at 650 feet at the base of thd0falls.) We had
no maps, of course, and only a vague idea of where we&veare why.

The disheartening sight of yet another horrendous gorge gradually revealed itself
ahead. We werby now too exhausted to portage back up to the tracks again, so we tried
working our way through the gorge. By noontime, the falls still dominated the view
behind, less than half a mile b&ckur slowest progress yet. Finally, in mafternoon
the river lecame runnable again. We stopped to apply more spruce pitch, but this time
Bob produced a roll of adhesive tape from the-fistkit to try in addition. It worked
much better than the pitch. Then downstream we ran through mile after mile of
continuous rpids, stopping only occasionally to empty out.
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As we rounded a sharp bend at the foot of one lively stretch, the character of the
river abruptly changed to deep and broad, with attractive sandy shores. The railroad was
nearby, and the mile marker drewraapt attention. Mile &b ironically the precise point
at which darkness had blotted out our view on the way up. We now perceived the
reasod the train enters a long tunnel here.

We found a beach with ample firewood, and during a brief lull between shiower
we dried the canoe and administered the last of the adhesive tape. | also tried to dry my
dear old Argoflex, and after a while the shutter even quivered faintly when released.
Everything was suddenly looking brighter. In the three hours that remairae bef
nightfall we must have covered about 20 miles.

View of our second campsiteon the Nipissis River, with waterfalls cascading down
the opposite cliffs. Some water damagef the film is evident in this photo.
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We made camp onlaroad gravel beach with plenty of firewood. A mountain
brook cascading down the cliffs opposite our camp provided fresh water. Reclining on
our bedding in the comforting rays of a blazing bonfire, we consumed the last of our
foodd a sixman serving of bugrscotch pudding. For once we had a cold and clear starlit
nightd no bugs, no rain. Many memories of good times were recalled that evening as we
relaxed and reminisced before the glowing embers.

The lower Nipissis twists and turns through a spectaculaocatined on both
sides by precipitous mountainsides, often of bare rock. Around noon of the third day we
entered the broad Moisie, which bore us swiftly on to the head of the Railroad Trestle
Rapids. We ran some pitches and lifted around a few othersighane portage along
the steep shore the center thwart, weakened by the accident, suddenly broke. | could
move neither forward nor back, and could not throw the canoe off without pitching it into
the river. Finally Bob came to the rescue. We made a teanprepair with a spruce
pole.

It was decided that | would run the final rapid solo. After | ferried out, one mighty
stroke was required on my Aoffo side to pivo
spruce pole jutting out, and the paddle was yagvped from my grasp. The result was
that | ran the final rapid backward, much to the amusement of Bob and presumably the
bridge watchman. Soon thereafter we reached tidewater, and here we thought our troubles
were over. Not caring to spend another ngltt we paddled wearily on into the
gathering darkness toward the mouth of the river, where we hoped our companions had
parked Bobds vehicle.

It was a typical foggy North Shore night. For a while we had the lights of some
cottages along the shore to geiidls, but soon they were left behind and all that remained
to break the inky blackness was the periodic flash of the airport beacon. Then we started
running aground on sandbars and finally became hopelessly stuck on them. The tide must
have been coming ifior we finally floated free and continued onward toward some
bright Il ights in the distance. They proved t
was parked. And there we finally came to the end of our adventure, a few minutes before
midnight.

Later| obtained maps to see where we had been. The actual distance was 123
miles, half of which we covered the last day. | was pleased to discover that my camera
had not only survived the mishap but a couple of the frames could even be developed and
printed. Ithought that, all things considered, this was one of our more colossal
adventures, but I 6m not so sure that Bobodos w
did not learn all théarrowingdetails of our misadventure until reading about them in the
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article | wrote forAppalachia Whatever the explanation, Bob never again came on one
of my wilderness canoe trips. Yet another companion lost! Have you been keeping track
of how many have been falling by the wayside, one after another?

Comment added far: In reliving this adventure in my mind years later, | wonder what

possessed me to plunge down through the gorge chasing after our canoe, not knowing

what might be lurking around the next bend. In whitewater instruction, we always

advised abandoningdltapsized boat and heading for shore. There have been some
seriousaccidentsand even fatalities, by canoeists being pinned against rocks by their

capsized canoe, and others from going over dams or falls while clinging to their upturned

boat. Ithink the explanation is that on any caroamping trip, but especially the

wilderness, one has a strong natimatinctn ot t o be separated very f
canoe plusequipmentand suppliesand in all my travels | never have bedrwould

probably do tk same thing again.
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The Naskaupi River

Accompanying us on the QNS&L at the start of our 1967 George River trip was a party
of four headed for the Churchill River. During the train ride | became friendly with one
member of that party, Dick Irwin, age swapped canoeing stories. We later kept in touch
by mail. In one of his letters, Dick invited me to join his group for a ttaisador

adverture the following summer, arideadily accepted.

Our plan was to take the train to Schefferville and bestraried by truck to
Astray Lake. We would descend the Churchill River to Churchill Falls just to view this
spectacular waterfall, then retreat back upstream and through the large lakes of central
Labrador to Michikamau Lake, the source of the NaskaupirRarel descend this river
to North West River on the Labrador coast. It sounded to me like quite a challenging
route, and | had my doubts that it could be done in the allotted time of three weeks.
Studying the maps, | discovered what looked to me likeoet@lit around the large lakes
by way of the Portage River. Even the name sounded promising. The others readily
agreed to this change. Little did | realize what a fateful decision that would prove to be.

Our first camp on this trip is memorable for twogeas. Sounds carry a long way
over the surface of a lake, especially at night. As we sat around the campfire in the
stillness of the evening, we heard the haunting cry of wolves coming to us from afar. It is
not uncommon to see wolves on trips, but onlg tne time have | heard that primordial
sound of the wilderness. We were all moved by it.

Also, burrowing deep inside my sleeping bag that night, | listened to part of a
Boston Patriots (as they were then known) practice football game. It seems that just
before the start of the trip, Jane had acquired in some sort of box top deal a small and
very cheap transistor radio, and we wetgious to see if it would work in Labrador. | did
not tell any of my companions. My partner, Jay Cushman, was a sound séeepas
soon as | heard him snore | knew it was safe to put the radio to my ear. Only one station
came in that nigld WBZ Boston. More about this later.
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Dick Irwin, Jay Cushman, and our three Chestnut ProspectorsOn our way
downstream to view Churchill Falls before it disappeared. This river has three
different names, Grand, Hamilton, or Churchill, depending on the era.

The side trip to see the falls was well worth the effort. We were one of the few
canoeing parties, and probabhetlast, to see this spectacular waterfall before the power
project reduced it to a trickle. Already much in evidence were roads and other signs of
construction.

Our twoday ascent of the Portage River was arduous, but it probably shortened
our trip by aday or two. We waded up miles of shallow rapids in frigid water sometimes
up to our hips. The rocks on the river bottom were extremely slippery, and at one point |
fell and injured my knee badly. 't coul dnot
long and difficult portages lay ahead. It bothered not only for the remainder of the trip but
for several years afterward. Worst of all, it hindered my kneeling in the canoe. Not until
five years later (1973) did | attempt another canoe trip, on the MiddledFtinke Salmon
River in Idaho. There, while scouting at the very first rapid, | slipped and injured the
same knee again. Another five years would pass before it was healed sufficiently to
resume wilderness trips. It never bothered again. | think it wagpaooken off my
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kneecap, and | have to admit that it was stupid of me not to have it operated on and fixed
promptly and properly.

A short portage and downstream run brought us to Michikamau Lake, where we
were windbound for a day. From there theteawas mostlydownstream, following in
reverse direction the historic route of Mina Hubbard in 1905. We had a copy of her book
with us and were able to locate some of the places that she identified and photographed,
especially the many falls. We knew of nihv@r canoeing parties to have come this way in
the intervening 63 years. We would probably be the last to see the country as it was, for
soon Michikamau Lakevould be dked and flooded by Smallwood Reservoir, with its
waters diverted to the power projeSadly, we already saw survey marks.

Robin Fraser and Peter Garstang loading packs at the end of a portaglesoon lost
count of the portages on this trip. Mary were over difficult terrain. In a few places
we lowered packs and canaedown cliffs using ropes.
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The upper Naskaupi River was a series of waterfalls, gorges, and heavy rapids.
The portages were difficult, with no trace of trails. Our waodicanvas Chestnut
Prospector canoes weighed 85 pounds at the start, but probagyab00 poundsy
the finish from water absorbe®ur food rations, which were slim to begin with, were
now being rationed, as we were well behind schedule. It was quite an arduous journey, at
least by my standards.

KeepingtoMi na Hubbarddés historic route, partway
Seal Lake we made a threelay detour up through Dorothy Lake and down the

Wapustan River. Here we have just left the lake and are slowly working our way

down the rushing Little Wapustan River. As usual, Dick is inspecting his canoe for

leaks and making minor repairs.
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We changed partners each day, so sometimes our personal belongings ended up in
another canoe. | much preferred paddling with Dick. One time, while Dick and | were in
the leadwe had been running heavy rapids and had pulled ashore to carry around an
impassable pitch. We looked back and saw that Jay and his partner had capsized while
trying to land. It appeared they had things under control with the help of the other two,
but then | sptted the personal pack that Jay and | shaodabing down the river in
mi dstr eam. I i mmediately |l eapt into Dickods c
shore at the foot of the pitch, and started after it. There was no time to explain to Dick.
He may not have been very happy to see me paddling off with his canoe, but | figured he
would understand, and there was no other choice.

Even paddling solo, | could not power ahead because of the continuous heavy
rapids, but after an exciting chase of saleriles | finally caught up with the runaway
pack. It wasvaterlogged antbo heavy to lift, so | towed it to shore, emptied all the
contents, and started a fire to dry things out. | then discovered that | was partway down
one side of a long island. To@d the possibility of my companions coming down the
wrong channel and missing me, | hiked to the head of the island and erected a signal,
making good use of my bright rédBS plasticpaddle blade, with a note attached. An
hour or more passed without angrsof my companions, and | was beginning to wonder
where they were when they finally pulled in. When Jay spotted his belongings drying by
the fire, he ran up the bank and hugged me.

One day near the end of our tumultuous journey | was paddling with Peter
Garstang on the last major rapid. While rounding a huge boulder near shore we had a
slight mishap and rolled our canoe over. Everything was easily rescued except my
paddle. This was serious because our party had started with three spares and we had
alread lost all three in previous mishaps. | raced down the shore for what seemed like
miles looking for it. Completely exhausted, | climbed a hill for one last look before
giving up and turning back when | spotted a faint flash of red far downstream in an eddy
Those ugly plastic paddles of mine were not very rustic or traditional in appearance, but
there was yet another instance where the bright red color saved the day.

Our last camp was just beyond the mouth of the river on the shore of Grand Lake.
Every nidht of the trip, after Jay was asleep, | had turned on my little transistor radio. But
except for the first night, dead silence. Here on the lakeshore not far from Goose Bay, the
Happy Valley radio station came booming in loud and clear with some gredtycoun
music. To this day, whenever | hear ACryino
and those sad Iyrics, fil can see that far aw
last camp. Lame, half starved, and nearly a week overdue, all | couldationk were
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the comforts of home. At this point, | had seen enough earpeng to last me for a
long time, and oh how | yearned to be back home with Jane and our three little girls.
Buck Owens was followed by a newscast, with one report that captyred
attention. Around the campfire next morning, with a little help from me, the conversation
turned to the Republican National Convention then under way, and in particular whom
Richard Nixon might choose for a running mate. Four of my companions werdi@ana
yet they were more interested in U.S. election news than | was. | said that | thought it
would be Spiro Agnew, whom none of them had even heard of. | offered to make a $10
bet, which Jay immediately accepted. Imagine the surprise when we got toEagabe
next day and my fApredictiono proved to be tr
about the radio (until now!). Jay promptly forgot the wager, but if he had ever offered to
settle, | probably would have revealed my secret.
A few years later the cophetion of Orma Dyke reduced the upper Naskaupi
River to a trickle, and Seal Lake is now reported to be mostly mud flats. All things
considered, | think we were very fortunate to have traveled this historic route when we
did.
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The Moisie River

My kneeinjury eventually healed on its own. Yet for several more years | did not go on
any major wilderness canoe trips. In looking back now, | have no regrets because instead
Jane and | enjoyed many wonderful family outings with our growing chiddteking,

hiking, camping, and of course canoeing. Those times are so precious and fleeting, soon
to be gone almost before you realize it and never to come again. Then in 1976 my father
died. Even though he was 87 and had lived life to the fullest, it neverthelesagame
somewhat of a shock to me. They say that life is short, but only then did | come to fully
appreciate the meaning of that expression.

Ever since that fateful discussion with Chuck Longsworth during our lunch stop
on the banks of the Westfield Riverthre spring of 1962, | had contemplated a canoe trip
down the Moisie River. So when Dick Irwin invited me to join him, Bob Davis, and John
Brohan on the Moisie in the summer of 1978, | immediately accepted. We took what has
become the standard route, byirireo De Mille Lake, thence into the headwaters of the
Moisie River and downstream all the way back practically to where our vehicle was
parked at the Seples railway station.

At that time | had become quite interested in blankwhite photography ah
had set up my own dar kroom.-1408%14Crownt tr i p | t
Graphic with roll film back, tripod, and all the other usual accessories such as cable
release, sunshade and filters. Some of the photos that | took on that trip wisteepluh
Canoemagazine, March 1981, under the heading

We enjoyed a pleasant tweeek cruise down the Moisie without any significant
difficulties. Not all parties have been so fortunate. | used to collect stories about mishaps
andrescues, and | will include two of the more amazing ones here.

This first mishap took place in 1980 at the big gorge below Rim Canyon, and it
was described to me by Joe Griffith, one of the rescuers. Joe and his partner, Bruce,
arrived at the head of this\passable gorge in nyafternoon. Bruce, who had sprained
his ankle, set up camp while Joe took a load over the portage. On his return up the trail,
Joe heard shouts coming from the gorge. Scrambling to a lookout spot, he was appalled
to discover two capeists stranded precariously in midstream, each on a different rock,
almost at the lip of a waterfall. Their canoe was wrecked against one of the rocks. Joe
found their two companions on shore in an fAa



around ony the first drop in the gorge and had then foolishly launched in rapids above
the falls. One canoe swamped immediately, so the other did not proceed. Ironically, this
quick capsize of the first canoe may have saved the lives of all four canoeists. The two
capsized canoeists were then swept downstream until they could cling to the first rocks
they came to. They were all students from Montreal, inexperienced and unskilled in river
travel.

Since rescue by canoe was impossible, the only alternative waswodiira
line. Joe and Bruce had 150 feet of rope, which was just too short to reach either one, so
they spliced on the 25 feet that the Montreal party had. From the top of a bluff, they
threw this line out and tried to float it down to Marc, who was theesl of the two. After
several unsuccessful tries, they suddenly realized that if they did manage to get the rope
to Marc and pull him to shore, then there would be no way to rescue Norbert, who was
even closer to the falls, since only Marc was in a posiid get the rope to Norbert. But
they did not have enough rope for that, so the difficult decision was made to leave Marc
out there until more rope could be found.

With darkness coming on, Joe and Bruce built a bonfire to keep up the spirits of
the twoin the gorge, and perhaps their companions also. One can imagine that they spent
an uneasy night listening to the hysterical cries of the two in the gorge even above the
unnerving thunder of the falls, and wondering if they would look out in the morning to
see only bare rocks. But at daybreak both were still there. Joe and one of the others then
headed back upstream for help. Normally this would have taken at least several days,
even if they were lucky enough to run into a party from the next train. Buttuok
incredible luck, for in an hour they ran into a party that had just flod@raimarity there
because of the convenience of the train. With the extra rope from this party the rescue
proceeded as planned. The rope was launched to Marc, who threvoitierfiNwho was
then pulled in. Then Marc was rescued.

About a week later, all four were taken out by helicopter, thus saving them the
bother of having to paddle back to the railroad in their other cdimi® sort of incident
is becoming commonplace. Be parties even carry cell phones so they can call for a lift
immediately and not have to wait around so long. And they calildernesscanoeing?

This second gruesome tale we first heard from the train crew on our way north in
1980. Itsounded soince di bl e t hat we werend6t sure whet he
Subsequently | heard essentially the same story from other sources. Finally, | obtained
from Joe Griffith a more detailed account given to him by a fisherman who was there
when the two victims weraken out by helicopter to Sel¢s. From all this | have
pieced together the following account:
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Bob Davis surveys the scene of the accident. Ahead, the river disappears as it
plunges over a falls and into a gorge.

Sometime arond 1980, a party of four canoeists started down the Moisie River
very early in the season in high water. Occasionally you hear of a party doing this to
avoid the black fly season, only to encounter even worse problems with high water. (A
University of NewHampshire party that was flown in to the Romaine River in June of
1981 remained stuck there by high water until rescued by helicopter and seaplane.)

On a warm sunny day the four were wearing only trunks as they approached the
first big drop below Lac F#&l. In the rapids just above the main falls they had some sort
of mishap, losing both canoes and nearly all of their gear. They all ended up on the left
shore. They then chose to try walking out downstream, which would be over very rough
terrain for aboufl00 to 150 miles, depending upon their luck in finding someone at the
fishing camps scattered along the lower Moisie. The railroad was only about 50 miles

10¢



away in the opposite direction, but probably they had lost all of their maps (if they had
any tobegin with) so would not have known the way. The mining town of Wabush was
even closer, but on the wrong side of the river.
They made their arduous way downstream for 60 miles to the mouth of the Taoti
River, by which time they must have been sufferimgrfrexhaustion and near starvation.
Two of them swam across the Taoti and contin
swim well enough, so they had to remain there, nearly naked. When finally rescued by
helicopter, they were said to be badly swollen, detey blind, and in a pathetic state of
helplessness from black fly bites. One of them did not soon recover, so the story goes,
and ended up in a mental hospital.
As for my own adventures, the convenience of access by train, mile after mile of
runnablerapids with few difficult portages, and spectacular scenery all combine to make
the Moisie one of the outstanding dowwer trips in eastern Canada. In his article for
Canoremagazine (October 1976), Henry Franklin d
theEast. 0o With so many things to do in |ife a
same trip twice. Yet | have now been on the Moisie seven times. But with a little creative
map reading, one can discover a bewildering variety of possible startirtg poihe
headwaters. Thus all but one of my trips have been by a different route. We will come
back to them later on. But before we leave the Moisie for now, first a gallery of photos.
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Dick Irwin nurs ing his Prospector down a rapid on theupper Moisie. | never
developed the fondness for woednd-canvas canoes that some of my companions
have. Too much maintenance.
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Shooting the gap. There was some question if it was wide enough for our canoes, so
one of us climbed down and measured Wwith a stick. It turned out to be plenty
wide.



Morning mists in the canyon. Here, if you wait for the sun to come out, you are not

going to take many pictures. A light drizzle was coming down, but | took a chance

anyway. Thi s was one of five photos in my fANorth
March 1981 Canoemagazine and was the most admired. Several persons requested
enlargements.
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