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Tuesday, June 30 =-- The kitchen served Section A fried
eggs as a farewell meal =- maybe happy to be rid of us. We were up
and started rolling at 5:30 to be sure we were ready. It was easy
to get off at nine o'clock. In fact we had to hold up departure
while the Chief rang the gong to summon the well wishers. Ray
entertained the sparse gathering of spectators earlier by taking an
unplanned swim with a wannigan and # 58. No real damage, however, as
the rice dried on the way down the lake, Heading into a gentle south
wind, progress was excellent, and the lunch site up the arm was
reached well before the Aubrey came down. Warm, sunny weather and
paddling pleasant all morning, though muscles unaccustomed to the work
complained quite a bit. John Hanna probably suffered most as blisters
made their appearance; # 54% brought up the rear most of the day as a
result, After a quick lunch of beans, scouts went back in the bush
to fell the poles for a sail. Rigged on shore, the mast was
eventually stepped in the bow of # 58. Maybe with practice =- if the
wind will be so kind again, we can do a faster job. By now some of
us were turning beet red due to the unexpected exposure to the sun.
Fife suffered in silence. The sail worked perfectly. Broom Lodge
passed by in flying style == though the canoes had to be held apart
to keep the water from coming over the gunwales, However, dark
clouds began to appear. Thunder rolled as Ray had predic%ed it would,
and flashes of lightning indicated the vnassing of one storm off to
the north of us. e thought we might make T Station before getting
caught, but the wind started to shift.. We tried to tack the craft
with poor success. The sail backed often, and our square rigged
ship was driven off course. Trying to ge% it back up wind proved
unsuccessful, and the whole rig crashed down =~ pushing a hole in
the bow sheeting of :# 58 in the process, though sparing the canvase.
Bouncing on the waves we dismantled the rig faster than it took te
raise it. The guide headed for the shelter of an island Jjust before
the narrows. Ken and Ray dumped # 58, which had taken water in the
process of sailing, and in spite of the rain we had thoughts of
moving on toward town until a more violent storm drove us under the
vacant boat shed on the dock. Four canoes made it into the space
leaving # 58 tied out in the storm while its crew joined the rest
of us in the shelter. The storm swung around and drove right up the
arm onto us. Under the sideless roof came the hail -- and for a few
minutes we covered up as it pelted down. Fortunately the roof held.
Then the hail turned to rain as we continued to huddle under the roof..
Shivering with cold, John Celentano sang manfully through the storm
to entertain us. A half hour later the storm slackened, and after
bailing out the craft, we braved the water and headed for town =-
pushed on by the waves built up by the storm. Dinner was cooked on
the sloping rock campsite outside town, and the canoes dried out a
little at least. A few changed clothes for something a little dryers
By eight o'clock we were portaging up to the baggage car waiting on
the siding for us. Staff's car did a little of the work, but so
eager was every one that better than half the loads were portaged upe:
The car was supposed to pull out for Englehart at 9:00, but the
train was late, and so we had the run of the car until eleven or soe.
Clothes were changed, and the car took on the apnearance of a
Chinese laundry with various articles hanging all over the place.
Eventually we sealed the car and vacated for the next 24 hours. We
tried every restaurant in town, but eventually they all shut up
shop and threw us out.. A few hardy souls slept on the station
benches. Bob was probably most successful at this, but others
tried also. The rest drove off the local thugs and watched the
police cruiser make its constant rounds of the town. Then the train
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was to be 20 minutes lat: -~ then an hour and twenty minutes late.
Finally at 4:15 it arrived, and we piled on to start our ride.

Wednesday, July 1 -- Dominion Day. Really it started long
ago, but since we did not board the train until 4:15 to start to
sleep, our night began then. At 6:30 we were roused to change trains
in Englehart and traded in our comfortable seats for less comfortable
ones. The train was almost deserted to Swastika, so even if the
seats were hard, we could stretch out, even if the only passenger
accommodations were in a half baggage-passen%er cars With an influx
of passengers things got crowded, but we still managed to sleep
through to Noranda, reached about 9:30. We made the mistake of
passing by the Rouyn station and going on to Noranda. As a result we
had to walk back almost a mile to the CNR station in Rouyn. The ONR
Rouyn station was really only a quarter mile further back. After
checking train times we headed off té find a breakfast spot. Ken
found a pizza palace where the proprietor regaled the section with
stories of the moose he had shot at Oskelaneo, and a prospector Jjust
returned from the area warned us of the black flies. Gradually we
reassembled at the station well before train time. Steve shocked the
prim ladies arrivinz to buy tickets by sleeping on the floor. Ve
finally boarded the train and discovered we had a passenger car all
to ourselves as the conductor moved every one else back to 6ther
coaches. A few more hours of sleep and we reached Senneterre, Nishe
pointed with pride to the dirty Harricanaw over which we passed at
7al d'0r. At Senneterre he and the staff could both spot their old
campsite of two years ago. Staff went to remove the seal on the
baggage car for the station master at Senneterre only to find the
seal removed and the car open already. The train got longer by the
addition of another section from the west, and we pulled out on the
last leg. Sandwiches were constructed out of supplies picked up
in Rouyn and were supplemented with other materials purchased
individually. The train erew had announced that they were taking the
car on through at Oskelaneo and would not shunt it off on a siding,
so about 10:15 we went forward to pack up our loose gear. In doing
so Bob discovered his boots were missing. Fife had lost his Jacket,
and Ken was missing about $5 worth of cigarettes. John was missing a
couple packs. One wannigan box was open, but what if anything was
taken was hard to say. The conductor took his list of missing items
to report back -- and the agent at Oskelaneo took his list of what
was there, And off we piled. Staff went off with the station master
to find a campsite, but Nishe did a better job and got the loan of a
cabin for the nigh% from a local outfitter. Bedded down on the floor,
we were soon asleep.

Thursday, July 2 =~ Ray was first up and in conversation
with the station agent when the staff got up at 9:40 to make break-
fasts The outfitter loaned us a coleman stove for breakfast, so no
fire was needed., By eleven every one was up and the meal eaten. The
loads were portaged down to the water behind the Bay Post which
closed a couple years ago. We tried to replace our missing items at
the store, but all we could get was cigarettes ~- no boots or jackets.
It felt good to be in canoes again, even if we only went as far as
the ranger station two hundred yards away for travel permits. They
obligingly filled them out for the whole trip. John inquired about
how to get summer jobs in the ranger service, and we got advice on
how to travel after the Bureau Lakes. Nishe took a canoe load of
literature they offered to use in place of birch bark. A few maps
were gathered -~ twenty miles to the inch == what a perfeet traveling




"3-
mapd Off we went., A couple indian canoes were passed. Low country,
well cut over. Water a little dark in color from the muskeg bottom.
Silently we paddled on. The guide called a smoke break, and pretty
soon John had the choir singing to pass the time away. UWe broke from
the river to open water. Nishe spotted a low rock for a fireplace,
and we made lunch. Sandwich materials were finished off, and we
cooked a regular meal too. 'e were not yet read{ for large Section
A meals, and some needed to be busheds That will not happen many
more times. When all was done, staff looked “‘t his watch -- 33151
Back on the water, the sunny sky was gradually replaced by high
clouds, The ranger's barometer had been falling slowly. Ue
expected showers. More river was encountered. A fair current
helpeds The water was highj maybe that was the reason. The trip
reports said we had two portages to go to our campsite Just onto
the Bay of the South. The first one approached. A chute to one
side that could not be run by any ones. A lock in the dam that
would not work. So we carried over the platform beside it -- all
of about 15 yards. Most sterns men did not even bother to throw
their canoes at all but teamed with the bowmen and carried the craft
over. Off again. A large boat with four men aboard passed haded
up to the lock. We could hear their motor shut off as they reached
the carry. Then silence as they must have pulled the boat over,
Then the motor started again. Much quicker that we expected. They
must have been experts at pouuling the boat over the wooden platform.
On we paddled. More turns in the river than the map showedj; but
that's usual, Another large pointer was met with an outboard-
inboard motor. One man aboard. He was resting above the next lock
but a sluice way was present, and we ran it -- though we bounced off
the retaining wall in the process. Our boe's men need practice
pulling. Ve ran down to the Bay of the South. A nice white cabin
on our right and a campsite on the left. Ve pulled in and pitched.
The bugs were bad until the tents were up and the fire started. The
sun was now completely hidden. Those who threatened to go swimming
never made it. French fries for supper. Bob did the honors after
he and Fife did the work of peeling the potatoes. A few drops of
rain fell. So the fly was pitched. The wannigans were moved under
a half hour later when a shower started. Dinner was eaten in a
drizzle, but it stopped so the fishermen could get out to worke. Ray
brought in five walleye. Fife and George one, while Bob and the
staff threw back all of their's. John, Steve, and Ken kept the
guide entertained with song., At 10:15 erawle& into the tents as a
gentle rain fell to 1lull us to sleep.

pPriday, July 3 -=- Little rain, if any, fell during the
night, but the day dawned overcast, but the clouds were high, and
we decided to chance it., On the water at 8i:45 -- after a breakfast
featuring Fife's and Ray's fish. A slow start really, but we'll
do better. Rounding the point at the end of our little bay, the
Baie du Sud stretched out ghead of us. The wind blew very lightly
from the south as we headed north. The rains finally came four or
five miles further down. Rain gear was broken out, and we paddled
on. Usually the rain was a fine drizzle and not really uncomfort-
able. A few songs livened up the paddle, Fife landed a small
walleye at a smoke break. The game of find=-the=lunch-site
followed, and we eventually settled on an island the size of a
postage stamp. Ken braved the waters for a swim, and Fife found a
pike hole, and Ray and George tried their luck also. The rain had
stopped, and every one was pretty well dried out. On to the end of
the bay. We played games with the swamps as the wind started to




- -
come up from the north east. Eventually a channel was found and we
broke into open water. Fife hit for two pike on three casts at a
smoke breake. The rain really started in earnest. This time a cold
hard thunder shower. Guide and staff consulted maps, and on we went.
Our path was blocked, and we found we were confronted with a five
yard 1ift over: We picked up the canoes bodily and moved them over
a sand spit. By now we knew we had taken the wrong bay out of Bale
du Sud, but we certainly were not going to retrace our steps to avoid
a five yard 1ift over, Besides we were exactly where we wanted to
be, so we lost nothing but a little energy lifting the canoes. The
rain continued. We rejected a dirty looking indian site Jjust after
the 1ift over and started looking for a campsite. Nothing. Up the
Baie du Nord we paddled and into the arm leading out. Fife landed
another pike and had to bring him along since he swallowed the hooke
Finally a mile or so up the arm we landed on a rocky island at an
old indian site. It was drownded, and the rest looked too rocky
until the staff stumbled onto another indian site on the same island
and declared it home for the night. A little crowded, but we got all
the tents into the space and cooked dimner, The indians had removed
almost every scrap of dry wood, so it was with effort that dinner was
made. The rain stopped soon after we made camp, so all was pretty
comfor table, Fife, George, Ray, and Steve went fishing -~ landed a
few they threw back, and raced back to the site just before another
thunder storm hit and drove every one to beds The map measurers
decided we had done twenty-four miles today, though the guide had his
bowman and a few others believing we had made only eleven.

Saturday, July 4 == Yesterday's rain seemed to want to
gtick around, Ai rising time a light rain was falling, the wind had
already risen =- from the north, and the sky was gray =-- black in
spots. The staff went back to beds Several other lnvestigations
during the early morning showed no changes, At 9:30 the section was
pretty well awake, so breakfast was cooked leisurely. Pancakes made
their appearance for the first time. The fly was raised. The weather
looked as though it might clear later, but by the time dishes were
done, there was still no real inecentive to move, Brief showers

fell often, and the wind came in pretty strong from the northe An
1ndian-filied freighter passed as did the inboard-outboard Job we had
met two days earlier. Ray and Fife went fishing and returned with
one walleye, George braved the cold for a baths Lunch took a few
minutes to prepares A card game, or two, a little sleeping, a little
fishing, and some singing served to occupy the afternoon. ﬁinner
brought no real weather change -~ unless it was of note that the
temperature dropped a few degrees. Bob started the birch bending
sport «= John and Ken had a little trouble making the necessary climb
and Steve complained that all his birches broke. Goldwater came in
for his share of the political discussion that soon turned to less
academic topics. 4And so the 4th of July was celebrated -=- not nearly
so exciting as Dominion Daye.

Sunday, July 5 -- The wind blew through the night and a
fair amount of rain must have fallen, but in the morning the clouds
looked high enough to chance starting off though the temperature
was relatively low. We were on the water at 8:05 in surprisingly
good time, The north wind was not a great asset, but with numerous
smoke breaks in the lee of convenient points and islands we made the
Obiduan Post about 11330 after a rough pull across about four miles
of open water punctuated bt white caps and short shoppy waves
caused by the shallow lake., The Post manager reluctantly opened the
store -~ Sunday being his day off, A couple dozen Cree klds met us
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on the shore and accompanied us to the store -~ but said nothing we
could understand and would not really come close. Bob and Fife
added a couple hatchets to our cutting tools =~ now there are only
three people in the section unable to cut poles right off the bat at
each campsite. Ken acquired a beautiful green boret that fit him
perfectly! Steve did a little better. A good number of packages
of cigarettes were purchased, and we shoved off. One false start
was made as guide and staff stayed to discuss the Post with the
manager while the rest sat on the steps. So every one trooped back
in to do more business. Most of the indians were off cutting pulp
for the Cnadian International Paper Company, and few were left on
the reserve so it was pretty quiet at the Bay Post for the summer,
We pulled out in the wind again, rounded the corner, and soon
decided it was time for lunch -~ so we picked a minute lunch site
on a side hill with inferior landings for the canoes to boote But
the meal got cooked, and no one fell in the potsy, and the irons did
not slip off their precariously piled rocks -- by some stroke of
luck. Reports of a fabulous campsite on the far side of the island
were investigated by a few gullible souls. The wind seemed to have
died a little, so we tried again, and by hopping from island to
island we made another ten miles against the head wind that was at
times pretty roughe As twists and turns were made we sometimes had
a side wind and sometimes a head wind, and a little water got
shipped occasionally. #54 brought up the rear most of the afternoon.
Fife cast at every break and landed a pike at almost every stope.
He now boasts of being seven fish ahead of Ray in the fish race.
After a particularly rough pull across a wide open stretch of water
every one was ready to camp, so the daily game of find-the-campsite
ensued, Guide investigated one location and found it too dirty.
Tried another and was driven out by the black flies, Staff tried
two islands, but like neither. The waiting canoes forced the guide
to paddle to a rocky point which he declared satisfactory. The rest
pulled in to be greeted by a swarm of black flies, but eventually
tent sites were cleared and the fire was built as close to the
shore as possible, Nishe baked Bob's cinnamon bannock for dinner,
and the meal was over by seven. The Birch Bending Club reconvened,
but lost a member as Ray took a tree that broke. Then every one
tried the cold water for a needed bathe The fishermen cast off the
point a few times. The wind was still a little rough for peaceful
trolling. Steve took a couple small pike, but no one else had much
success., Then the flies drove every one to bed as the farmer
started gathering his sheep up above. The Post Manager had told
us they had had rain every second day. It looked like the record
would not be broken. Steve and John had a little session of bug net
sewing before they crawled in as a result of last night's attempt
to cram a tent with the whole section.

Monday, July 6 =-- A beautiful day for anything. Just a
breath of air and no bugs, Warm sunshine was welcome after a chilly
night. A heavy dew had fallen indicating a good day. We got on
the lake at 8310 and threaded our way through the islands and
points to reach Baie Verreau 16 miles away for a late lunch -- late
because we could not find a eonvenient place to stop. The warm sun
was a welcome change after our cold cloudy dayse The head wind was
negligible, though we feared it would rise if we delayed our paddle
very much, Fife tried his luck with the fish at every smoke break,
but nothing responded =~ though he did catch Canada and lose a lure
at one point., The canoes traveled close together all morning.

John Hanna and Steve having traded bow seats in the canoes in the




- 6 -
morning. Steve succeeded in dropping his Zippo overboard at the
lunch sites Ray started to volunteer to dive for it, but the depth
of the water and its temperature discouraged him, and no one ¢lse
volunteered, though Fife and eorge braved the water briefly after
getting up their courage. Lunch was cooked on another rock of
postage stamp size, but no one fell in -~ though moving around was
toughs The afternoon was well started as we got back on the watere.
The entrance to the stream to Lake Dubols == or Clearwater Lake =
depending on whose map was used =« was about a mile aheade What the
ascent would be like was very hard to nredict. Some maps showed
some portages -- others different oness Warren Chivers' report
seemed incomplete and Andy Smyth said nothing but that he pulled up
Warren's long carry, An attractive looking indian campsite sat on
the point of land Jjust before the creek, Nishe made the turn and
ran into a log jam immediately, Since it looked ancient, there
probably was a portage. So staff landed at an obvious trail and
followed it back into a very messy indian hunting camp. The trail
kept going, and so did he, It farked once and he tried the left, got
discouragea since he seemed to be getting further from the creek in
the process, and then tried the right. Nishe and Bob trailed alonge
After 3/4 of a mile every one gave up. Warren's report said the
first carry was 200 yards. Andy did not disagree, and the map we
thought most accurate said 2 1/2 chains. Back to the landing we
came, having wasted half to three-quarters of an hour, Back in the
canoes to try the stream. Staff had another idea and paddled back
into the nearby swampy bay, and there was a much more attractive
streams Eventuaslly every one else came also. The stream was nice
and deep, At various places logs had been cut away by humans, so
we were pretty well convinced we were now on the right track. As
with all small streams, it wound quite a bit, but the sun was warm,
the bugs few, and it was a pleasant change after so much straight
lake paddling, Then the first portage arrived around a cascade ==
small size, but obviously impassables The trail on the left ran
only for a maximum of 50 yards, so the bowmen were back almost
before the sternsmen had flipped their canoces., John entertained
by flipping his canoe up one way, over his head and down on the
ground on the other side. No damage to canoe or John. The stream
widened into narrow lake proportions and on we went. There were
a couple swifts to be paddled. At the first good one, Nishe went
up with no effort. #74 and #58 followed with success, but more
efforte #54% tried =- John and Steve both poling on the left ==
and out of the canoe they both pitcheds The canoe filled about
1/3 of the way, but nothing was damaged, though they were both
soaking wets Through a narrows and then an old dam had to be
portaged. Again 50 yards at most. More lske like stream. 4 cabin
appeared on the left shore with what looked to be a relatively
clear area near it, By now it was 4330 or so. A vote was taken
to stop or go on. As every one looked around, hands went up ~=-
some reluctantly -- to go ons It was decided to see if the stream
could be paddled, and if so to try it., After one false start we
found the entrance, and there seemed to be enough water to float
the canoes, so we fackled it. Soon the water shallowed though,
and every one was out walking the canoes up but the guide who rode
along, poling to help Beb's pulling. A little cascade proved too
much of an obsticle even for people already soaking wet, so we
carried up a steep rocky incline., Now the staff copied John's
eariler flip and did the same to get into the act also. Ray tried
flipping while standing waist deep in water -~ it worked. About a
30 yard carry, and we were back on the water, Then another cascade,
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not so violent: The camper canoes pulled up while the guide and
staff canoes carrieds Another steep rapid with a beaver dam at the
top which George and Ray chopped dut. Staff chickened out and
carried, arriving at the wide stretch on top at the same time as
the others, It was getting late, and every one was tired, wet, and
hungry, but there was no place to stop. So on we had to goe.
Another long rapid. Staff carried the 300 yards while the others
pulled upe The guide == still dry -- walked up to the top and
waited while the canoes were lifted =- or pulled =~ over rocks and
logs. The Pulp Company was in the process of building a bridge over
the creek, but the project was not yet finisheds A very short
distance on was ahother series == this one too tough to pull up so
every one carried. John -- upset because the staff had copled his
flipping act -- performed again -- this time producing an audible
cracking of sheeting. There was supposed to be a campsite at Dubois,
but it looked poor, so after some moments of indecision we decided to
pltch back in a campsite on the trail about 100 yards short of the
lakes The black flies were unbelievably bade Even the guide's
guick fire did nothing to drive them away. Tents went up with

iffering amounts of speed, depending on who could find a site and
how much energy the éccupants hade Fife and George went swimming,
but after getting dressed again, Fife took an extra dip. Dinner was
cooked in jig time -~ and eaten in spite of the flies. Fortunately
no one had wanted bannock for lunch, so that one was left over for
supper, and it was unnecessary to bake. Neither guide nor staff
had guts enough to bake another for luneh at that late hour. Pots
were walloped and dishes washed in very little light, and every one
rolled in. Even if no one was tired, the sand flies had taken over
where the black flies left off. Quiet rained over the campsite as
gulde and staff debated whether to follow Warren's route or Andy's
on the morrows Having voted in favor of Andy's, they snuffed out
the candle and started to doze off only to be rudely awakened by
ng's yells of "Help, Help". No one ever knew what he was dreaming
Ol

Tuesday, July 7 == Staff had promised a little extra
sleep. Bob wanted a rest day, but no one else seemed very inter=
ested in this buggy hole, 8o he did not get up until after seven
and did not wake the section formally until eight -~ though the
sound of the axe had roused a few individuals. With a lunch bannock
baked, the campsite was gradually vacated, and we were on the water
at 9:15. The sun was hot, and the bugs few as we pulled out. A4 few
white fleecy clouds dotted the sky, amd a jet trail added to the
picture above. The lake was clearer than any we had seen == maybe
therefore the name == but certainly not of Temagami proportionse.

The wind blew slightly in our faces as we paddled the lake. A few
islands dotted the water, and a fire ranger's tower was purched like
an acorn on top of a long pole on the hill just off the lake. We
passed up the bay where Warren's route took out and paddled on in
silence to the first smoke break at the shallow narrows in the lake.
Then the song birds started up as we appraoched the first portage.
Out at a good landing provided with a floating log dock, we
started off on what the map advertised as 40 chains. Tﬁe old logs
laid in the muskeg were sometimes a help, but often a hindrance. A
logging road cut across the trail, and the guide had to search a
little to find where the trail started again on the other side.

The second half had more muskeg, very inadequately covered with logs,
but we got across somehow. The distance was more than advertised.

We looked for a lunch site on the pond in which we landed == it now
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being twelve o'clock, but nothing seemed inviting, so we took out
on the second of the two carries, Advertised as 20 chains, it
proved to be an excellent walker, even though longer than expected.
It followed the top of a ridge fortunately because low swampy land
lay on either side, A good lunch site was provided at the far side,
but as we brought across the second loads, thunder rolled in the
distance, and it was decided to stay right there —= it now being
about 2:60. A few drops fell during lunch, but the fly was up and
8o were a couple tentss The rain held off in any volume until 5:15
when it really let go for a couple hours. Radio Canada entertained
meanwhile from John and Ken while the rest sharpened their cutlery
and the gulde repaired one of the two tumps that had broken thus far
Then the rain clouds gathered, and when the promised storm hit, we
crawled into thetents and hid for almost two hours when it became
safe to venture out and cook supper. The temperature had dropped
-and the air was clear and cool. Fog started to settle over the
water as .darkness came, and back to the tents we went for the night.

Wednesday, July 8 -~= TFog rising off the lake or pond in
front of the campsife obscured the sun at rising time, As the fog
lifted, . the clouds moved in to take its place. By the time every
one was up for breakfast a few drops of rain were falling, but we
broke camp anyway. Rain suits went on before we were very far
from the site, Departure was a little later than usual since some
one apparently thought that it was necessary to untie the wannigan
tumps to open the boxes. One beaver dam had to be run over after
the guide's bowboy opened up a little hole. By the time we entered
the second part of Lake Normandin the rain suits came off, and the
sun started to break throughs A jet flew over adding its noise to
that of the chain saws we could hear back toward the logging road
we carried over yesterday. But soon the sound died out. We bypass-
-@d the indicated carry around the stream down into Petit Lake Buade
and tackled the river. A little horse race at the top posed no
problem., The guide looked over the next rapid == jumped it himself,
and waved us ons Down we went =- bumping a few rocks in the
process, but we made our first rapid successfully. The second was
Just ahead, The guide and staff had to cut out a couple trees.
Then we let down a couple yards around the first corner and ran the
rest, Petit Buade was not too bad, though the first part was
drownade We lifted over the logging dam at the top of the river,
The water looked as though it might hold trout, so Fife and Ray
rigged their fly rods, but had no luck down the river, The first
rapid was a pretty easy run. Then a level stretch and the second
caused a few anxious moments at the foot where the guide was posted
to keep us off a big stones Lunch was suggested, so we pulled
- ashore athe the foot of an unused portage and cooked right next to
the water, The staff ran down to look at the next one right around
- ‘the bend while the dishes were being washed up., The guide joined
him and together they reasoned that the necessary turns to make
the run were just too muchj so we carried 150 yards around it, One
muskeg hole had to be filled in so our feet would stay dry. Almost
immediately afterwards we reached the abandoned power dam at Foam
Fallse We investigated the dam and the abandoned camp and made
the carry == easy but complicated by the steep bank at the end and
the necessity of parking the canoes on the shore above the loading
spot since there was room for enly one at a time, Buade proved to
be the most attractive lake thus far, but its initial beauty was
spoiled by the start of a thunder shower which never really
materialized, though out came the rain suits, Soon the threat
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passed, and the sun came out again as warm as before. We passed up
a campsite just past the dam and started down- the lake right into
the wind. The going was not particularly hard, but by now it was
getting late and every one was tired. About 5:00 we started to
seriously look for a camp ground. There was supposed to be one on
Poutrincourt, but that seemed a long way away. Ue pulled up at one
spot where Nishe deposited Bob to see what it looked like. From the
other side of the point came a cry of delight at finding a rock.
Nishe thought he must have discovered gold and paddled around to see.
It was Just a Temagami<like rock, but unusual for this country., We
figured the campsite must be fabulous as a result of his great joy
but the guide looked more carefully at the possible tent sites, an
we went on. Reaching the head of the lake having found nothing, we
started down a nice looking narrows or river trying still to find a
sites It looked as though we were going on whether we wanted to or
not. Rounding a small point there in the water was a two year old
bull moose getting away from the flies. He took one look at us, got
up and headed into the bush. He should have heard us ages before we
arrived because the usual echoes had been trying their lungs a few
times just before. One indian site was passed =-- one tent where the
indian had parked next to a beaver dam «- but he could keep itl Then
Nishe spotted a likely looking rock and landed. A white man's site ==
pretty rough, but it looked like a section site the way the stones
were placed for the irons. Maybe last year's Wabun site -- they left
wood nicely cut even if their tent sites were poor and their irons
set too high, Fortunately no one had eaten the corn bread baked for
the noon meal, so it did not take long for dinner to be cooked. Fish
were rising around the site so those with rods tried their lucks Ken
tried fly casting as did Fife, from a canoe. The staff was not as
sporting and used his spinning outfit. First he landed a couple
white fish and then a pilke or muskie hits After playing him for a
while, he was landed on the rocks == 33 inches =-- 9 pounds. The
fishermen got more exciteds Ray and Fife took a canoe off to a rapid
Just ahead. The staff continued fishing from the campsite getting
small walleye from then on« Now Fife only leads the fish parade 15
to the staff's 12, Ray caught a minnow on his fly rod -- but did not
count him in his total. John and Ken braved the water for a noisy
swim, The bugs had a feast on those remaining out and finally with
rain threatening we turned in. Before every one had fallen asleep a
few drops of rain fell for the third time today!

Thursday, July 9 == The promised rain never really fell ==
a few drops and that was ite On top of that the night was warm as
the staff could attest when he rose at 4 am to fight fire that had
spread from the fireplace into the stump behind., All out, he went
back to bed until the usual 6$30. The section was pretty sluggish
rising and getting off -~ except for Bob who was up and rolled before
the staff called the rest. The muskie was sacrificed since no one
wanted to clean him. We hit the water at about 8:30 for one of our
latest departures when we got up on time. Ray and Fife had scouted
the rapid just ahead the night before, so we took only a short time
looking at it before going down. Perhaps the islands below the
rapid would have made better campsites than that we used, but it was
no use trying to figure out what might have been. We passed the site
on Poutrincourt that we had been headed for about half an hour
later =-- it looked like it would have been oke The day was excessivel
warm paddling down the lake. Bob took over reading the guide's map
since his glasses had been broken early in the morning. The first
couple rapids were run with no trouble at all, but then we found one



that needed careful looking over. We made the mistake of picking
the side on which the portage was not located, so it took a while,
Eventually it was decided that there were two big swells that could
not be avoided, so we carried -~ on the correct trail. All this
after we had planned not to have any portages. Besides we were
looking for moose at the time -~ no luck. The fishing rods were out,
but again no luckes A wind fall lay across the landing, but the
canoes were lifted over slowly to say the least until %he staff
finally cut the whole thing out because he did not feature lifting
over =-- Or as the guide observed, he was clearing the trail for his
brother next year., The river widened, and we paddled on for a half
hour, found a good looking rock, and cooked lunch, The section went
swimming to a man == washed a few clothes -- and argued over whether
to make trail pack or note After a leisurely meal we had gone no
more than a couple miles when #54 ran up on a rock that was just
below the surface, ripped off an old patch, and had to make for

shore before it sank. Nishe went over to repair the damage while the
rest drifted. Down the lake slowly glided an aluminum canoe, 1Its
progress was obvious by the violent red life jacket worn by the bows
man, After #54 was repaired, the craft drew close and turned out to
contain an elderly couple from Bridgeport Connecticut who were on
their two week vacation. They had pulled their canoe up a rapid down
the river and were wondering how they were getting back down. The
woman had suffered badly from the flies, and both wore head nets.

The woman announced that she knew Bob's father before she was married
and also knew the Dickglesser's next door neighborse 1Its a small
world as Nishe observed., Now we better stop commenting when he meets
some one he knows. The river looked moose~like, but we saw none,

The rapid the couple had mentioned was run with ease. The guide
suggested flishing the fast water at the foot, but only the fishermen
got bitten. Through a flooded bay we reached Nikabau, which seemed
to stretch an interminable distance northe A logging camp sat
across the lake, but we did not bother investigating. The north
wind blew at us again as we paddled on for a couple miles until the
gulde spotted a stand of poplar, landed, found a cut campsite, and
called it a day at 4:30, After tents were up a good percentage went
swimming off the sandy beach, Dinner cooked slowly since there
seemed to be no real reason to hurry. The mosquetoes were bad, but
the fire helped somes Fife made cocoa under Bob's directions and
then baked a bannock with the staff advising. Occasionally clouds
of dust could be seen rising from the road across the lake as trucks
or cars went by =« though none could be heardes The lake grew quite
calm, and an outboard could be seen and heard going up and down the
far shore. Then ouwr daily storm began to take shape. A card game
started to keep out of the bugs, The guide repaired glasses,

broken tumps, and canoes, and no one else really did anything
constructive, Rain began to fall and the wind rose again as dusk
came on, A hard day was planned for tomorrow - if it clears up a
little. Beards are beginning to itch <~ except for Fife's -- since
he has solved the problem with Johnson's Baby Powder,

Friday, July 10 =~ No one really knows what time we got
off this morning. The staff's watch stopped at 7:30 last evening so
he set it by guess and by Gods No real point in telling the rest of
the section anyways Time's all relative anyway. By the new staff
time we were on the water at 7:50 for a new records The rest of
Nikabau was paddled in an almost dead calm == a little different from
yesterday's wind, and we seemed to travel a little fasters A few
trucks or cars could be heard to the right on the road in the
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distance, The shore line was not really fascinating with a good
number of dead birches on the shore line. The lumbering through
the area seems to have taken most everything worth cutting. A gull
flew ahead of us landing and taking off frequently to display his
aero-dynamics, The islands were really no more attractive than the
mainland. We made the turn out of the lake and started up stream.
Pretty soon a small rapid appeared which was paddled with a little
extra efforts The stream was boomed in many places and rows of
piles had been driven at intervals by the now defunct lumbering
operations in the area. Another rapid appeared before Lake Jourdain
and an abandoned lumber camp was passed just before the last rapide
This one required a pull up and a few wet feet. The lake was
paddled quickly and then more pull ups appeared, Guide and staff
stayed dry, but no one else succeeded completely., Most of the
rapids neceded some pulling at least, and the others strong paddling.
If we had been on the way down, they would have been nothing but
little riffles, but they were real problems on the way up. Watching
the map closely we found the half mile portage to Malo right on the
button. Staff investigated two places before finding the right one.
On the second John stunned a white fish with his paddle when he was
caught in the shallows, and the staff finished him off with his
paddle., Can such a fish count in the race for the most fish? The
carry proved to be a pretty good walker in spite of the length, and
every one was over in good time for lunch. The bugs were rougﬂ,
however, so we pulled out of the landing =~ where there was room
for a good fireplace == to find a more exposed place. The day was
quite warm, and now a north wind had started up. Up the lake we
went looking for Bob's rock. We almost cut out a spot several times
in the moss on islands, but fear of fire drove us on, and finally on
the last island we found another small lunch site of postage stamp
size, If any one moved, he either had to go into the bush or back
into the water., By now every one was starved., Fife's lemon
bannock hit the spot while the macaroni cooked. Back on the water
at 3315, we crossed over another Height of Iand. The portage out
of the creek at the head of Malo was supposed to go for 1 1/4 miles,
but we figured it was only 3/4 of a mile., Across a little lake,
and a half miler was negotiated, and we pulled into the campsite
at the eighty-yarder just below shortly after six. Having seen a
huge fish jump just before we arrived, Ray went to try his luck in
the hope of locating a trout, but since he landed only a pike,
enthusiasm dwindled, and no one else tried. Tents were soon up and
supper eaten, The bugs were awful at first, but quieted down
enough so it was possible to sit by the fire in relative comfort
until after dark., The usual afternoon shower we get every day never
really materialized today -~ though we got a half dozen drops of
rain at one point., We drifted off to sleep with the bull frogs
down the way providing the bass for Radio Canada harmonizing in the
next tent, Ken and John ended up composing verses of songs about
the trip this far and the personel of the section ~- including one
that made reference to the axe John had left at the campsite on
Nikabau this morning.

Satruday, July 11 -~ The night was chilly as was the
morning. A chipmunk or squirrel tried to raid the wannigans in the
early morning but apparently was not well rewarded. The sun did
not make its appearance, but the air felt cool and fresh. There
was a great question about who Ray had been calling an "Idiot" in
his sleep during the nights Just a short way down the stream we
took out for a 3/% miler. The air was fresh; the bugs had not yet



gotten up; the muskeg was not too deep; and Nishe had convinced Bob
that his hatchet should be used for c¢learing trails. He and Fife
went ahead working on the wind falls. Actually it was not too hard.
Back on the stream, the staff felt that Andy must have gotten his
portages mixed up 1n his report, and maybe this was the one which
was supposed to be split by a very short paddle on the stream == it
wasn't, but we looked hard for a portages A beaver dam lay in the
way, so we looked for the portage for a while before trying to break
the dame The satff canoe broke through and ended with John in the
stern. At the next dam the guide took the lead again after Bob
pulled it apart. Eventually the half-miler came along. It took a
little finding since it was at the junction of our creek and another
one. This one was pretty wet and harder to carry =- though shorter.
The guide had a bout with the muskeg, but survived. A few rocks were
painted green in the next stretchs The 350 yarder was passed without
incident though George was observed crawling back on all fours at
one point after leaving his canoes We paddled under the modern
bridge to the mine to the south and were brought up short by the
ancient bridge for our last emrry. Getting the eanoes out of the
water was tough, and the race to cross the portage first was
stacked against those in the rear. Ray tried to make his own trail
down the old road but eventually joined the rest of us. It was only
a short paddle to the lake, and great cries of joy were heard as we
rounded the last bend and saw rocky islands ahead. Closer to
Temagami than anything we have seen for ten days! Bob found a rock
for a lunch site == not the greatest, but it was a rock, and it was
possible to move around without tripping over the fire. Ken crash-
ed through his bow seat Just before lunch, and Ray paddled him in
mojos. The seat was bolted up again before we left. After lunch
Johnikhhewhilnefictiiashpdcéatdtsohyybslipnedngvéheoiitsh pBacéiing to
pakn a few miles before camping, we poked along against the head wind
enjoying the sun that had now come out. Watch the map closely,
we made the narrows in good shapes A beautiful rocky island lay
right in our path, but clubbers had pitched their huge green tent,
so we paddled on past their spot. The land looked like it was
getting lower as we approached the narrows, so we settled on a well
cut campsite on a poplar point in the narrows -- there was a little
rock on the very tip for swimming at leasts After great agitation
over who was pitching where, the accumulated poles were distributed,
and everything got up. John and Ken could not bear the thought of
being removed from the rest of us, and by the time guide and staff
had collected enough wood for a rest day, even their tent was up.
The bugs joined us as usual, but once the fire was going they left.
Bob and John collected a myriad of sand flies in their bug netting
and did away with them. Fife and Bob succeeded in cooking chocolate
pudding correctly for the greatest of culinary feats. Any one who
has the patlence to stir that stuff for 20 minutes waiting for it
to thicken deserves a medall After dinner we looked over the map
and reports of the rest of our route, The evening was cooly, and the
bugs were less numerous than usual, so 1t was possible to sit out
around the fire until dark for one of the few times thus far. With
? {gst day coming up, ne one was really ready for bed as darkness
ell,

Sunday, July 12 == No one gets up early on a rest day
obviously, but about 9:15 the sun began to make the tents too warm
for comfortable sleeping and a motor boat == containing the clubbers
down the lake we saw yesterday, we figured -- came by, slowed down,
and the occupants were heard to exclaim -~ "Look, a whole tribe of




them" -- before they moved on. Eventually the pancakes werc burned

as usual on a rest day -- most of them turned out better than they

dild the last rest day though. Thon guide and staff played with

omelets while the washing operations started ~- which took most of

the rest of the morning -- punctuated with a little swimming, read-

ing, card playing, and letter writing. The day could not have been

more perfect for a rest day =- or for anything else for that matter.

Guide baked bread and staff made beans. As lunch was started, the

clubbers reappeared «- 3 of them -~ and pulled in. Vacationing from

Ohio, they were fishing and exploring the lake, Nishe demonstrated

how to call a moose on the small birch bark horn they earried,

Encouraged by their suecess in catching walleye, a few fishing rods

appearcd in the afternoon, but interest declined as tho staff landed

two pike, Guide repaired canoes and various other pieces of equipe |
ment. The sun started down after dinner -~ topped by Fife's second |
batch of pudding in two days == the Secction A Glec Club entertained

for a whiles The non~singers played cards, and Fife and Steve went

fishing. No luck on the fishing. Then Steve and Fife fought

mosquetoes in their tent while the rest went to slecpe.

Monday, July 13 ==~ For somc rcason the staff slept a few
minutes longer tﬂan usual, so in spite of good speed for the day
after a rest day, it was 5315 before we were all loaded and on our
ways The time was relatively correet since the staff had checked
with our clubber friends the day before -- his watch was only 5
minutes slowd! The day was excessively warm, and we were on our way
before any really bothcrsome wind came up, The trail down Obategamau
was a little rough to follow. It would have beecn a little casier if
our fishermen friends had given us a tow, but they and their friends
slowed down, told us thoy were hcading for the rapids to fish, and
then gunned their motors and roarcd away., So we paddled on our own
ways. We only made one false start =-- more by luck than good
management -- and rcached the head of the lake in good timec. Set
off in an isolated bay, we passed a pen whieh we figured was a
spawning bed for white fish for the indians in the fall -- obviously
not being used at the moment, We leoked for moose to no avail on
the ercek as we started up, Paddling was casy, and thc water deep
for quite a while, We passed several blazed trees but could see no
reason to portage and finally figured out that they were marks of
mining claims., We reached a grassy landing with an obvious campsite
and portage trail, but since the stream still looked perfectly good,
we decided to try going ons The guide took the lcad from the staff
and soon called back for us to turn around, The rapids ahcad could
not even be pulled up. So back to the landing we went. The trail
could not have becn betters It was packed eclay == which would have
been slippery if wet -~ but under present conditiens, it was perfect.
Advertised as 3/4 of a mile, it was actually slightly shorter. It
was the casiest long carry possibles At the other end was a
recently built prospector's tent frame and a nice supply of already
cut wood. 8o we cooked lunch == a little early, perhaps, but we
could not afford to pass up the sites Arguements ensued as to what
to do with the remaining supply of trail pack, but a pot was
eventually made. Therc were suggestions madc about swimming, but
no one did anything but sit in the shades Nishe roplaced an old
patch on #74+ to stop some of the morning's leaks, and we shoved off.
Ray immediately discovered he had left his hat «= actually Ken's
beret -- back on the trail and went back for it only to find it
right where he had been resting before lunch., Nishe thought he
spotted a moose, and the staff riggod his cameras and went to
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to investigate, finding only an old stumpes All the while chain saws
could be heard working away to the easte Thc stream got narrower
and more rock filleds The staff led looking for moose and pulled
over a beaver dam and up a short rapid so narrow the bowman could
get out on one side and the sternsman on the other and push the
canoe up., We were sure we were going up corrcctly for the rocks
were already marked green == probably from the prospector's craft,
Then an impass and we were forced to portage. The logging operations
had slashed up the traily but we finally found it and got acrosse.
Nishe had to put a patch on his own canoe to kecp from sinking as a
result of an encounter with a stonec on the way ups Ray tried
bridging the shore and canoe and ended up in six inches of water and
much more muskeg == while Ken laughed. More stream, and we tossed
the canoes for the third time today for a 50 yard carry to the last
pond in the string we werc ¢limbing, Up and over the highway to
waters that flowed to Chibougamau. Bob went to find the trail, but
returned without success when the guide called him back. The section
was about to look elsewhere for the trail when it was declided to make
a second attempts This time it was successful. Passing cars were a
menace == not only because of their specd, but also becausc of the
clouds of dust thcy raiseds But we made %ha carry despite road,
dust, muskeg, and bugs =- espceially the bugs. The ensuing ereck
was as bad or worse than the carry. We held a smoke break on the
little lake into which we paddled to let the wind get rid of a few
of them. Then through a railroad culvert -- which made a good echo
chambery and we were on the down hill run. We passed slowly through
the interveining lakes or ponds =- and strcams. Every one secmed
poopede. Staff's bowman lay pronc on the packs at every smoke break,
whilce the gulde's bowman slumped forward, hcad betwecn knecse Maybo
it would be wise to pull ashore at the first campsitc available and
call it a day. We thought there might even be one more portage yet
to go. But thoughts of a half day in Chibougamau stirred us on to
Devlin Point where we werc supposed to be tonight. At 6330 we made
it to the best campsite of the trip part way up the point == sheltere
ed tent sites, wood already cut, and best of all a Temagamielike rock
for cooking and swimming. Exhaustced though we were, dinner was
cooked quickly, and almost every one went for a swim, John had
visions of sitting out on the point looking at the stars, but the
cloudy sky promised rain, so that all that could be seen was a bluec
light down thc lake. Ray and Fife baked the bannock for tomorrow
into the wece small hours, and the rain held off long cnough for us
to roll into bed at laste

Tuesday, July 14 == The rain held off through the night,
and the staff woke with the sun streaming through the tent door
partially obscured by George sitting on the shore contomplating the
weather == which did not look particularly goode The sunshine
rapidly disappeared, and the south wind of yesterday began to pick
up, A few sprinkles of rain fells The gulde looked over the
situatién carefully after he rosce The polar bear club had their
first mecting in a week or so. Breakfast was cooked, and the guide
finally decided to chance the weather, so thetents came down. We
pulled out with the wind and waves quartering our sterns and rode
the canocs toward town. A long way out the mincs became visable
but there was a good deal of eonfusion as to where we should heaa.
Finally the staff prevailed,s Thc waves grew higher as we nearcd
shore« We passcd up a good looking island campsite because of the
weathers A nearby mine looked inactivc until we pulled nearer, but
we figured no gold mine wanted us ncarby, so north we went looking
for a sitecs The waves grow higher as we scarched and finally




located a rathor inadequate site just off the road. The trucks
roared by and thrce of the tonts were pitched on gravel, but most
thoughts were on town. ILunch was cooked and trail pack was made
with ice=cold spring water bubbling out of a drilled hole in the
ground. Off to town went the tribe, Somc walked more and othors
less before getting a rides Fifc and John doing five milcs before
getting a 1lift, Thc town was booming from minc work of no more than
15 ycars. Five restaurants -= all scoming to be Chinese =~ a Hudson
Bay department storc == cte, John found his orange juice == much to
the consternation of the restaurant wherc the gang gathered to have
dinner, Meanwhilc the guide patched canocs, and hc and thc staff
slept most of the aftcrnoon, They were Jus% cooking their dinner
when two taxils pulled up with the group, Fifc had visited a doctor's
office to have a boil on his hand treated, and Ray had telephoned
home -- collecte Thc sky began to clear toward dusk, and the wind
started to shift, but the usual bug population drove every onc to
the tents pretty early.

Wednesday, July 15 == Rain fcll during the night in some
rofusion. The staff was apprehensive as he atarted out of the tent,
t the sky looked promising on closc inspections Fifc got up early
to soak his hand, and actually more than half the section was up and
rolled before the staff could get the cold spring water to boil,
John and Fife enjoyed their quart of fresh milk. Evontually we hit
the water at 8315, Thc heat was oppressive, and we were pretty
lethargics It took a couple smokc breaks to make it to the first
mine jJust around thec corner. Scveral canocs wondcred if we could
get permission to inspect the minc, and we paddled in. Bob eventual=-
ly found some one in authority who said surc we could look around
the surfacce If we had gonc to the main minc and gotten permission
yosterday, we could probably have gone undor ground. Attired in
hard hats which fit becautifully we were guided around. The mine went
down under the lake == and secmed pretty wot from all rcoports. We
ended up in the offiec looking at maps of the tunnelse. Thanking the
administration, we pullcd lazily teward the first portage which was
rcached a 11ttie before twelve. John and Steve playcd guide for a
while until the staff took away their guidet's liccnsee Scveral high
mountains overshadowed McKenzie Bay where thc portagec was located
bchind a strange looking bald island. Straight up hill == almost ==
it was rough on the old men, Fife expcerimonted carrying the guide's
canoe == and pronounced it "cool" == to the way of thinking of every
one ¢lsc the portage was far from cooll In fact it was down right
hots On top of that every bug in Canada rode aeross the portage in
every canoe, Guide and staff had morc or less planncd to cook lunch
at the far slde, but they wore the last two across, and all the
canocs were loaded, and the threc not wailting on them were already
out in the lake == so we pushed one The start of thc next carry was
all swampy, so we had to cross that too before lunch. Macaroni
againl Wait until the section gets a steady diet of it after we
rcoutfit] No trail pack left, so therc was a run on coffcc and
cocoa == In fact thc cocoa ran oute Thc bugs at the lunch site were
not as bad as on the portagc, but thoy werc ccrtainly theree Nishe's
boaver wood with which ho bullt the firc had the water boiling in
no time, Stecve had stepped on a nail on onc of the rotten board
walks on the first carry, so he doctored the wound -- which was not
very dcepe We paddled a couplc miles to the noxt carry through
winding strcam with a focw boulders to be dodged., The next walk
went across the road to Waconichiy and we dodged cars going bye.
There was a gate Just beforc our crossing kccping people off the



fishing rescrve through which we were passing., A littlc moosc pond
gave just cnough opening for the brecze to blow off a few bugs
before the ecrop on the far side took over. Battling them every inch
of the way, we got across the last carry of thc day. A few vory
scattered drops of rain fell to kecp us a little interestcd in the
weather, but cvery one was so soaked with sweat by now that we did
not reaily carce. The beaver had becn really busy. Two huge dams
had to be lifted over in quick succession, Bach was of such hcight
that the water in the lakc must have been 10=12 fect higher than it
should have becn. As a rosult the lake shore was all drowned. No
campsitcs sccmed available, though therc was an ancicent trapper's
cabin just after thc sccond dam, So we pulled over to the start of
the portage to Waconichi and madc a night's stand in a spot that had
previously had onc tent at most on ite Ray and John cended pitching
on top of the hill == a good vicw of the drowned lake at lecaste John
and Fife tried thce trail - and no onc was too happy about the
prospect of what would happen if it rained during the night. Oh,
well, wo hope its only onc nighte John tricd to get intercst going
in making up a song, but a discussion of skiing took over. Thc black
flics returncd in forec aftar dark, so off to bed we went to be
lulled to slecp == maybec == by the sound of cars going up and down
the road to Waconichi «- not too far away.

Thursday, July 16 == Thc rains finally camc in thc
middle of the night. Roports on when it started and how hard it
fell varicd with how widc awake various pcople were when it startod.
At 6330 it looked pretty gray still, though the major rain had
stoppede So we rolled over for another hour's slccpe God forbid
that we have to spend a rest day herc, so the staff got up at 7340
and discovered the clouds breaking ané the sun starting to pcak
throughs By thc time breakfast was cooked in the cramped guarters
the day was starting to warm up, and thc tents were fairly dry when
it camc time to strikc thome We started across tho carry at 9:15
or so, 1200 yards prctty much a gentle down hill walk on good trail,
so it was not too hard cven after the rain. The clay was slipper{
in spots, thoughe. Gecorge madc an cxtra trip for the axe he forgots
Now on Waconichi, wec were on wators that flow to Rupcrt's Housc at
last. Opinions éiffored as to what kind of wind we would have ==
and in fact thc wind took a long timc to dceide itself, but thosc
who “erc first on the water dceided it was a tail wind -- optimists)
Down to the outfitter's cabins we paddled. Quitc a good sized
cstablishment recally. A saw mill was in opcration at the tarminus
of the road on thc mainland =~ which might cxplain the great traffic
we saw on the road yesterday. Thc boss grudgingly lect us pass by
after reading our lectter from Quebee carcfully -- admonishing us
not to fish his lake -~ nor to camp on it. We left before he could
tcll us any more things not to do. The sidc wind blew on as we
paddled through the narrows and over to the north shorc to scck
protection. A couplec smoke brcaks later, thc guide deccided it was
time for lunch, so we found a pretty well uscd spot on an island.
Despitc the sun, the air was chilly, cspceially on an oxposed point
like this. Lunch was largce and quick with somc of that beef stow
the cow passcd ncar by. Leaving pretty soony thc guide managed to
drown the firc irons which Bob rcscued just short of having to

swim for thems Boats from the lodge were fishing in front of our
lunch sitc -- wc guess for lake trout by the way they acteds For a
short while the wind quartcred bchind us as we pulled for a point
on the south shorc, but it soon deccided not to help at all and
started to quarter off thec lcft bows It was a protty long pull into
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the point as a result. Starting down the arm in the lcc of a large
arca of land was casier. John started a routine of cadence paddling,
practicing to imprcss the home folks on our rcturn. Ray ncver got
the hang of it on purposc, whilc #7% worked up their own routinc.

We avoided the ranger cabin at the foot of the mountain on which his
fire tower was locatcd. The guide thought he spotted firc coming
from an arca just vacatcd by a skiff, but nothing came of it. The
wind quicted for a while, and then turncd into a direct hcad wind
for thc last thrcc miles. The first little rifflc was run, and by
dofinition we werc now off the lakc and could camp -- it now being
5300 -- a good day's work. What looked like a large stonc at first
glancc turncd into a prospcetor in a small rubber lifc raft. Ho was
looking for a lost chum and was not too plcascd with his boat -- he
paddlcd back up whilc we went down strcam. A falls stood in our way,
and the guide walked over the portage to sce on which cnd we should
camp. Hc sclccted the ncar cnde The canocs went across, however.
Ray and Fifc started fishing mueh to the consternation of their tent
mates. John Ceclantano succccded in getting Fife's tent up alone,
but John Hanna waitcd for Ray's help. When dinner was scrved they
cach reportcd having landed a walleyc -- but no trout. After dinner
they woent back. Fifc got driven off by the bugs. The staff got
discouraged when ho caught a pike, and Ray landed, but lost two
spcckled -~ the first of the trips A half dozen brave souls darcd
thc bugs, wadod to the raft off thc campsitc, and took a swim, Ray
took onc unintentionally whilc fishing. Then the sand flics drove
every onc to bed.

Friday, July 17 =« Wec werc all sct to hcad for Mistassini
on an carly start today, but thc wcather rofused to coopcratc. Railn
started during the night and continucd to fall in thc morning. At
9:00 is dcsparation thc staff got up and cooked breakfast -- the
usual farc bceausc he rofused to give in to the rain and make a rest
day mcal of pancakcs. It was just as well beecause the mist kept
coming down during thce mcal. Various individuals had to dry out
their rain gear which they had loft out during the night before it
could bc worn with any purposc. Necither Ken nor Steve made it to
broakfast, which was just as well becausc therce was not much lef't
in the pots for them after the others got through anyway. Nishe
figurcd out an ingcnious pitch for the fly by standing up the two
framcs loft at the landing for somc unknown purposc, and hc and
George balanced precariously on the wodge shaped housc to put on
the fly. The projcet succccded cven if thore was not rcally room
for thc wannigans under it. Morc rain foll as the disheos were
washcd. Ray and John still felt hungry and so spent the rost of tho
morning cooking omlcts. About noon lunch was started, and aftor
much dcbate, it was finally dceided to chance the weather and move
on. Oncc rolled and the tents down, the dic was cast, and wc wore
off. A finc mist fell as we loaded tho canocs at 12:15, but we
woent on. The river alternatcly widened and narrowed for a couple
milecs. The rocks werc hard to dodge beeause the rain had stirred
up the water protty wells To our right could be heard the sounds
of hcavy cquipment making a road, drawing pulp, or drilling == we
could not teoll which from where we were. At the foot of the river
the last two carrics werce madc == both short and around impossible
rapids. lLog skids for bigger boats had been constructed at cach.
geveral canocs experimentced with making a trip and a half on cach
carry =- which mcant two trips for thc bowmecn and onc for the sterns
man. Therc was so little in the wannigans that it was almost 1like
carrying cmpty boxecs. The Balc du Poste streotched out ahcade We
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rounded the long point of land markecd on the map bccausc the staff
was chicken to be guided by the large scalc map that said therc werc
scveral breaks in the point -- we nover saw the breaks so maybe it
was just as well. A couple indian canoes were busy fishing on the
north side, and wec began to spot bouys for fish nets. Scveral fish
rosc near the canocs as we paddled on. The mist or fog started to
scttlec down == particularly bchind us, and it looked like we werce in
for it, but only fog dccendeds It got a littlc hard to navigate
because the visability was rcducced a great deal, but we hit the
right channcl anyway. A good tail wind helped considerably during
the journcy. Shortly after six the vague outlinc of the Post could
be scen ahcad, and we paddled in before scven. A crowd of indians
attircd in cowboy hats and such garb quickly gathcred, and onc of
the assistants from the Post came down to mect use. He knew nothing
of our supplics, but offcrcd to radio Chibougamau for us. - Howcver,
no contact coulé be made, so wc would have to walt until tomorrow
for mail and supplics == which made no real diffcrcnce so far as the
supplics wont, for our outfitting from KKK was supposcd to takc us
through tomorrow's brcakfast anyway. Fifc and Georgce checred on
lcarning that Goldwatcr had the Republican nomination, and we
paddled off from thoe dock to a campsitc right across from the Post ==
used by the Chibougamau indians when they came to visite Dinner was
cooked in jig timc, mainly duc to Goorge's offorts -=- whilc Bob made
the cocoa =- complcte with a doublec assignment of Eagle Brand at
Fifc's insistcencc., Ray tricd fishing for whatcver was jumping in
front of thc campsitc, but caught Canada instecad. John and Fifo
pitehed the perfeet tent, and we sat around thoe purchasc of a dog
or two. Soeveral flashcs of lightning indicatcd that our storms were
not over, though it had looked as though the celling was lifting,
and the moon could be secn faintly. Then the storm hit with a
vengeance and belted us with wind and rain for 5 or 10 minutcs. As
it let up a littlc various people werc hecard to announce that they
were sgaked =- while John and Fife laughed in their perfectly
pitched tente Rain continued to fall as the thunder rolled and the
lightning flashed though the wind decreased after that first
terrific blast. Well, anyway, here we were -- wet or dry -- at
Mistassini on schedulce The pecople at the Post told us the water
was up threec fecet from normal -- maybe that's good and maybe bade.

Saturday, July 18 == As dawn came so came the clouds,
but we were cooking breakfast fairly carly since we still had to
find our supplicse The staff and John paddled over to thc Post
shortly after nine whilc the rest were still fighting over pans for
pancakese The radio could raise no one, so there was nothing to do
but sit and wait. Eventually other canoes arrived also to scc what
therc was to offer. The Bay Company was cxpecting a planc in with
their perishables, so we waited until that plane camec in around
noon snd sont word back with the pilot to bring our outfit upe
While waiting showers fell at various intervals forcing the section
to take refuge in the store. John spent the time comfposing a letter.
The staff tried to find out somothing about the virtucs of the
Marten vs. the Rupert, but since the indians around who knew glther
river spoke only Crec and everything was lost in translation
nothing worthwhile was discovered. If we took the Rupert, 1%
appearced that therc was one rough scction of the river to be
negotiated and the indians bypassed that section by a series of
eloven portages through a string of la?es. Fine idea, but that
section of our map is complcetely blanki After the Bay Company's
planc came in the store closed for lunch howr, so most of the
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section paddled back to the campsite to report results to Nishe.
Staff, Ray, George, and Fife paddled over to sec what could be
discovered from the Fur Inspcctor =- who ran the govermment tourist
camp also. While there, another terrific thunder storm hit, and
they were marooned on his porch for better than an hour as a result.
He had been at the post for 10 years and still knew nothing about
either river, so most of his information was incidental news. When
the weather §1na11y broke, Ray, Georgc, and Fife paddled back to the
Post to start looking for a dog for the scction while the staff went
back for lunch. The guide had becn busy trying to bake a bannock
for lunch through the storm while trying to keep his slecping bag
dry at the same time -~ unsuccessfully, But lunch was produced
despite all the difficulties., Our planc arrived shortly thereafter
with 1400 pounds of supplics according to the pilot -- who wore a
NY Yankces cap =+« purchased at the Mistassini Post, he said, for

79 conts =~ made in Japan. He said he'd flown over the river, and
our trip was not for him! We unloaded right onto the campsite by
using a chain line == some of which was knce decp in water. Then
came the gamc of opening Roy's surprise packages and finding the
mail == of which therc was not a great deal unfortunately, and

there werc a fow who did not score at all. Bob and George vied for
most letters with George winning., Then the job of rcopacking all the
food. Whon all was said and done it just would not fit into nine
wannigans and fivc babics, The staff paddled over to try to trade
15 extra pounds of shortning and 8 extra pounds of dry beans for
another baby, but the boss had loft for thc day, and the clerk was
afraid to make a deal, so hec ended up buying an inferior dufflc bag
that would have to do. Otherwisec the Post had alrcady closcd for
the day, so the others who had comc across got nothing unless they
had the exact change for their purchasess The guide had announced
that dinncr would bec ready at seven, so therc was an hour left to
the staff to take pictures and the rest to scarch for a dog or two.
The .pictures were easy to come by == the dog harder. The gang
wandered around looking for attractive puppless For a while all
those found werc pets of dome kid, and Ray was too kind hearted to
press for the purchase of such a éog. One cute little white one in
particular was passed by. Eventually Ray was presented with a tan
boast == for free == and John found a little black one for a dollar.
As usual the guide had nothing complementary to say about thom as
they were brought to the campsite =~ but also as usual he warmed up
to them after a whilec. The wind continucd to blow after dinner =-
cven harder than before -~ as the staff packed items to be sent back
to camp and quict scttled over the campsite =- except for the nolises
made by the 1ittle black dog -- Ray's was quitc content it scemed.

A tough day planncd for tomorrows

Sunday, July 19 == The best laid plans of mice and men
often come to naught. The wind kept up through the night, and from
six to cight rain fell. At quarter to nine the staff finally got up
to start breakfast with little thought of trying to move. The wind
was strong out of the north, and the sky looked much like more rain.
We could ill afford to move in the rain what with all the cardboard
boxes we would be carrying in the canoes. So another rest day came
about through no will of our own. Pancakes again, though the wind
madc it tough to keep a good fire goinge The dogs played around and
the black one triecd to get into everything and complained strenuouse=
1y if tied ups The indian agent roared over in his boat and offered
to take Fife and Ray back with him to make phonc calls == which they
accopteds He brought them back an hour or so later, not having becn




ablc to get any answer to their calls. Gradually the sky cleared,
and by onc or two o'clock little eould bc sccen but blue sky laced
with white fleecy clouds. The wind swung around more to the north,
and while it remained cool, still the sun was out in full force.
Pepper ==~ as the black pup was named -« and Misty -« after Mistassini
-- played together. Iunch was cventually cooked while the guide
patched canoces and the staff gave them a coat of orange shellac.
Fife, Ray, John, and the guide woent across to sce if they could get
through on the radio-telephone, while the guide went to sce the
nursc to sce about a pain in his side and his recent dizziness. The
gang returned from the agent's place without having gotten the ealls
through, and the guide reported that the nurse wanted him to go out
to Chibougamau to sce a doctor. Fife fried the potatoes, and

dinner was ecaten between seven and eight. Some qualms were raised
about keeping both dogs, but no decision was reached. Back to the
agent's house went the same three with the staff this time. Again
no calls were made successfully, but the conversation was pleasant
as the agent got his hair cut by a local indian. Back to the camp=-
site, under an almost full moon, a clear sky, a calm lake, and
flasﬂing northern lights.

Monday, July 20 == The night was terribly cold as was
foretold by the northern lights, but the sky was absolutely clear at
6:30. The sun was up and warming the campsitec. The lake was very
calm as the staff paddled over to the Post to see about a plane to
send the guide out to Chibougamau to see a doctor. Arrangements
made, he paddled back to the campsite to find breakfast finished.
Resigned to another day -~ or part there of at Mistassinli every one
but John Hanna paddled over to the Post as the plane came in. The
wait for it to go out was interminable since the boss of Fecteau
had come in with the plane to try to drum up business from the
Post and from the Indian Agent. Finally at 11300 or so it took off
with Ken, Nishe, the Swiss visitor from the agent's house, the
Anglican priest, and an indian with a bandaged hand -- quite a load
for a Beaver. 5ohn and Ray went up to put through a phone call to
John's home, while the rest of us returned to the campsite to cook
lunch. The other two ecame back soon having gotten the call through
successfully. After lunch the sky began to cloud a littles. Dog
washing time came as we sat waiting developments. About 2:30 Fife
and the staff paddled over to wait for the plane. Ray, Steve, and
Bob followed, but after buying and consuming a cake, headed back for
the camp ground. The waiting pair alternately stood around in the
store and outside it -- depending on how long they could stand the
by now cold south breeze. Finally about 4:00 the manager called the
airline on the radio to see what was happening. The report was that
the plane was taking off almost immediately and our two lost souls
were aboard. The staff composed a letter to Chief while discussing
various trips with the factor. Finally she arrived -- as did a
sprinkle of rain. The plane landed first at the government dock
to let off other passengers and then taxied over to deliver Nishe
and Ken. Ken's boil had been opened and drained, though his knee
was still sore, Nishe reported his ailment was a pulled muscle
though his blood test showed that his blood was weak -- and he had
a bottle of vile tasting medicine to take« Back to the campsite
they paddled to the joy of the waiting group. Dinner was cooked as
the rain began to come harder, and by the time the meal was ready,
it was necessary to rig a shaiter over the pan in which Bob was
frying the last of our fresh potatoes. Fife and George collaborated
on a bannock that rose cnough to push up the back of the reflector --
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for tomorrow. As the rain came harder, we retreated to the tents.
Every second day it seems to sprinkle or storm on us. Well, maybe
we can get off this place tomorrow! We're already two days behind
schedule.

Tuesday, July 21 -- The staff, at least, was determined %o
leave Mistassini Post this morning, almost at any cost, but though it
rained a few drops around five o'coock, by six-twanty it was
perfectly good weathers The wind had come up a little from the west
by the time all was loaded up between 8315 and 8:30. As usual after
re-outfitting it took a while to get the now quite heavy wannigans
into the canoes. We started off up the lake =-- we thought. Ray then
remembered the spaghetti box back at the campsite, and he and Ken
turned around to go back and get it. The rest of us poked along and
had a beautiful side trip into a blind bay -- we were sure much to
the amusement of any one on shore who happened to be watching. We
converged with #58 in front of the Government Camp and got on course
-- past the sawmill and newly built indian houses, and on through the
narrows. On the left at the end of the narrows was a collection of
skulls and antlers tacked to trees and posts to make us wonder what
they were for. The Millers who had flown in from Chibougamau with
Nishe and Ken waved as they headed up the bay in their freighter.

T™wo indians in a skiff towing a barge used to haul sand for cement
for the houses being built slowly overtook us and passed bye The
side wind from the west started to cause trouble as the bay widened,
and it was necessary to pass indentations on the west shore. An
indian family passed by -~ one freighter with a motor towing two
other canoes =- the last heavily weighed down with a large squaw in
the stern. One smoke break later the guide pulled up at a small
flat rock lunch site, The rest had to moor the canoes miles away
out of the wind and beat trough the bush to join him. There was soon
debate about taking a swim, but nothing came of it. The dogs caused
some trouble. Pepper took to canoe travel fairly well, but Misty
tried swimming twice and then sat of a wannigan and w ed all day ==
on the wannigan only because Ray tied him there. At lunch Pepper
decided to get into everything and refused to learn very quickly.
After lunch we tried sailing for about a mile, but eventually had to
cast everything adrift because the side wind refused to let us travel
in the proper direction. Battling the side wind all the way, we
eventually reached the point. A few drops of rain fell, and the sky
looked very discouraging. We passed the government camps and the
indians who had gone by earlier in the day who had established camp
on the point, and paddled a few yards in heavy rollers before finding
a poorly cut campsite. Not too clean either, but all wo could find
what with the rain threatening and the waves too high to go anywhere
else. Fortunately the rain never really materialized and dinner was
cooked and the tents pitched without great outsilde in%erference. The
bolt Ken broke in the seat of his canoe was replaced, and the staff
played doctor with the boil on John's neck, and every one started to
turn in prepared for a very early start tomorrow «- if it is possible
to get across the lake at first light, Then the Millers came to
visit with their Cree guide -- John -- and stayed to chat a while.
Mrs., Miller made friends with Pepper during their stay, and then they
pulled out to let us catch a few winks of sleep.

Wednesday, July 22 == The plan was to rise early and Jjump
across before breaktast, The staff rose at 4:50 and went to look at
the weather, Then he roused the guide, who went to look also -- at
the same time the staff made the mistake of waking the dogse The



guide decided the weather looked too chancy, and back to bed we went
-- except for the dogs. John asked the dogs politely not to run
around tearing out the bug netting, so it was a long time before

any one else went back to sleep, At 7:45 the staff got tired of
laying around and got up and started breakfast. Ray joined him
almost immediately, and the section rose to eat before deciding what
to do. About ten minutes worth of rain had fallen since five, and

a fine mist fell around eight, The clouds were not moving at all,
and the lake was perfectly calm. The guide decided to pack and head
for the island two miles away =~ maybe t0 stay -- maybe to keep one.
At 9:50 we shoved offs At 10330 by the island we decided to make

a run for it and headed across. far shore could be seen faintly
in the distance. A couple fog banks were in evidence in the
distance =- the sky to the north was dark, while to the south

where the weather seemed to be coming, 1t looked brighter. The sun
made a very few feeble attempts to break through, but did not
succeed, Shortly after we reached the point of no return, a gentle
== cold ~- mist settled in. George and Fife began to wonder about
our heading, and so each pulled out his compass. Finally when the
fog obscured the far shore, the staff did likewise. The fog then
blocked off the islands from which we had come, and we were alone.
Despite the fears of some, the far shore reappeared 15-20 minutes
later -- only to fade again for a few more minutes «- and then the
tree tops appeared, and the shore was right on us, A few minutes
later an indian campsite appeared, and we pulled in to cook lunch
and see what the weather was going to do =~ 12300 == an hour and a
half on the crossing. As the spaghettl water was Just starting to
boil, the north wind began to clear the fog, and blue sky appeared.
By 1:30 == lunch over -- the lake was clear, and the water got a
1ittle choppy as the north wind continued to blow, We were in doubt
about our location on the shore and speculated, because we had passed
a small island on the way in, that we were fur%her south than was
the case. Once on the water it became obvious that we had crossed
pretty much due west -- by the map =~ from our island starting point
and were in good position. The pull up the west shore was long and
relatively uneventful. A new water sport of splash the neighboring
canoe by bouncing on the waves developed, and several damp paddlers
lost. The dogs behaved fairly well, though Misty did fall out of
the canoe once, At 5:00 we reached the first channel into the mouth
of the Rupert, decided to take the first good campsite, made the
turn, and found a campsite on the tip of the last point immediately.
A pretty good location for tent sites, though the water was shallowe
After dinner Fife and George went fishing, but returned empty handed.
John and Bob had guts enough to wade out and take a baths The water
of Mistassini from the Post up is by far the coldest we have hit,

It ought to be great for trout! Ken operated on his boil while John
soaked his infected finger. A sickly section! Fog set in again
after dark, and the guide predicted a cold night as we turned in.

Thursdgy July 23 -- The dogs woke and wanted to play or
something about 5:15, Finally at 6300 the staff could stand it no
longer and got up to make breakfast. The sun was well up and
shining brightly on the campsite. Offat 8:00 as a result -- it
takes a while to load the canoes now what with all the weight that
is put in them, Ignoring advice from the old trip report, we
started in behind the islands of the first opening to the river. By
good luck rather than good management we hit the portage to the
river right on the nose. There were many moments of doubt as we
took the last part of the way in, but allturned out well. The carry




proved to be easioer than really antieipated, and the babies even got
across the portage on top of the packs or wannigans as all the
ecanoes made it across in two loads -- even after all the discussion
during the morning about needing lots of extra tumps to make the
trip. We put in at a narrow bay that lead to the river, and the
current began to take charge, and we had our first experience with
the current of the big river. Mistassini had been a most attractive
cold lake., The Rupert -- at the start at least -- was much the same
though a good bit of the shore line was devold of excessive .
forestation. For some reason a good amount of the shore =~ at first
»= was rocky and covered with low trees ~-- if any at all. We
followed the current into the lake, passing a freighter in the
process with a couple fishermen. The staff made the mistake of
suggesting that we were traveling too far north as we paddled down
the lake looking for a lunch site. The shore line looked so nice
that there must be a good rocky lunch site somewherej so we went
looking for it. It got later and later, and the guide talked more
and more of all the good things that might be available for a meal
at a restaurant -- which just made every one hungrier, if possible.
Finally in desparation we pulled in on a tiny mossy point and

cooked precariously balanced on a knoll covered with dead wood.
There was.little room for us =~ and the dogs did nothing to aid the
cause. Finally the meal got cooked. Pepper must have liked the
spot, for she carefully buried part of the bannock Nishe gave her --
maybe she'll return] Fife cast out while waiting for the others to
wash up and get loaded and landed a good sized walleye which he
hoped at first was a trout. The water we were on got more moose
like and narrower -- besides it was going in the wrong direction,

so we turned around and headed back the same way. An hour later we
we were right back where we had lunche Having no idea where we were,
we found some water leading north and followed. Luck was with us
and we picked up a current again -~ about four o'clock, Spirits
were not too high, and every one seemed to drag after our
educational side trip. After hitting a difficult portage right on
the noise =- now to miss a river this obvious! Some water joined
from the north east -- probably the other channel of the river, We
looked for a possible portage which should be coming up soon, but
before it arrived, a welle-used campsite appeared at the top of some
fast water, and we pulled in in spite of the staff's complaint that
his map said there were no trout. His map was wrong again. Before
the canoes were unloaded Ray had landed one right off the loading
spot. Tents up, Ray went across the river and took another. Fife
waded out and tried fishing his streamers on his fly rod, getting
one Which he threw back much to the guide's disgust. Anyway there
were two trout for dinner at least. A few braved the water for a
bath, but it was just as cold as Mistassini. After dinner the
fishermen went back to work. Nishe and Ray went off around the
island and brought back seven. Ken and George took three, while
Fife and the Staff gathered four. Fife's two-pounder took the top
honors for size. Some even hit on wet flies, though most were
taken on spinning tackle. Fife and Ray cooked a couple for a mid-
night snack by the light of the full moon as quiet decended over

the campsite.

Friday, July 24 -- The wind from the south and east blew
almost all night =- as well as any one could tell -- never very
strong, but still there. The morning dawned with hardly a cloud in
the sky. With trout to cook , the gulde was up early, and as Ray
cleaned fish, Nishe cooked. More than enough to go around. Pepper
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even breakfasted on a tail, while Misty jealously guarded the scraps
thrown his way. Loading was a little slow, so we got off well aftar
eight. Almost immediately we portaged a few yards around a rapid
too steep to run. And then shortly thereafter were forced to take
a 900 yard stroll through muskeg. A very deceptive portage, since
the start and finish were fine ~- it was the middle that caused the
trouble. Several canoes went to two and a half trips because of the
weight of the babies. At the head of the trail an indian canoe was
stored on a rack about 6 feet off the ground. The canoe also
covered two weights sewn into canvas sacks -- possibly each a 50 1b
bag of flour. Somehow the carry on the cascade was finished, and
we started to get our first real taste of relatively fast water.
Between rapids we rode with the current and winde In fact it was
the current that kept us on the right track time and time again as
the river frequently twisted and turned and grew wider and smaller.
Each lake-like expanse was punctuated with islands so there were
many routes to choose from, but the guide made not an error. Just
before lunch the river split around an island. We tried to see about
the right side, but had to back track after one glance and paddle
back up stream and portage across the island. Right afterwards we
learned a little about the drawing power of white water as the canoes
trailing the guide failed to stay out of the swells -- as he had
done. 74 needed some bailing. 54 took enough to wet the ribs, and
58 had to be emptied and dumped at the lunch site just below. The
guide selected his location because the eddy might hold trout, but
the few who tried had no success. The 300 yard portage around
another rapid could be seen ahead from the site. The report told of
a steep rocky loading spot, but we were not really prepared for the
kind of conditions that had to be met while putting in -- but we
made it without accident nevertheless == though at most two canoes
could load at a time. The trail became hard to follow thereafter
and only the current saved us from going wrong a c¢ouple times. One
fair rapid let us down in a pretty large body of water. The guide
did some faney turning on the run, and his route was followed with
varying success -~ though no one ran into any serious danger. Then
the game of find-the-campsite began -- and so did the game of find
the river. The problem of finding the river came first, and in the
process we took our side trip for the day into a large bay, but
fortunately we realized our difficulty quickly and only went wrong
for a mile before turning around. Back on the route, the next
problem was the campsite -- further complicated slightly by the side
wind, but eventually an old indian campsite =-- level as a billiard
mble -- almost =-- appeared and we grabbed it. By now it was six
o'clock, and it was really time to stop. In fact the sun was sink-
ing behind the spruce as dinner was served. No trout fishing tonight
Fife went to work repairing his spinning rod broken during the late
morning. John completed wotk on repairing his pipe. Misty babied
his cut foot. Ken and George splashed each other for a while, but
Ken took a swim to wind it up: Now George waits for retaliation.
Staff operated oh his bow man's finger. And every otie turned in as
the south wind continued to blow.

Saturday, July 25 «« The south wind wad still blowing
strong in the morning. The air had a wet feeling to it despite the
sunny sky. Last night's mooh had had a misty ring around it so both
guide and staff were pleasantly surprised at the fair weather.

Even the dogs were hard to arouse in the early morning. Misty was
suffering from his cut paw, but Pepper was unusually quiet. The
campers were a good bit slower than usual, so breakfast was well
done before any one was rolled and ready. Still we were off a few




seconds after eight. We took it slowly leaving the campsite waiting
for 54, which was last to load by a good margin. Soon a rapid was
encountered that needed close scrutiny, but the guide found a run
near shore, and in no time we were down. But the rapid continued
soon after the first eddy, and here the fun started as we slipped
down infinitesimally smali side streams. After much bumping and
scraping ~- plus wet feet when it was necessary to get out in places
-- we reached the bottom. Water gathered in the canoes during the
next short stretch of lake-like water, so when the guide pulled up
at a convenient rocky island to put a patch on his canoe, all the
others were unloaded and inspected. Several old patches were
replaced, and we started out again. Trying to follow the map closely
was practically impossible. Uarren Chivers' report was easier, but
through this section his wording was quite vague. Probably the rocky
lunch site to which he referred was right near where we patched the
canoes. The map told us to expect to swing north through a lake=
like stretch, so we followed its advice and made the swing. The
current was slight, but present, but the south wind was the real
assets Turning west at the top of the lakes, though, made it a side
wind as we pulled across a bay. The most cleared campsite we had
gseen thus far -- since our first night on the river -- was on the
far side of the bay. We dodged behind an island and soon had a good
rapid to run. The guide ran the top while every one else watched.
As a result all canoes made the run successfully and stayed out of
the swells in the middle. Then a short level stretch with fast
water and a more powerful rapids The guide found a little V on the
right, and although a couple canoes bounced a little, all got
through to a smooth rock lunch site. Before the fire was well under
way, Ray had a trout. The site looked good, the sky looked like rain
and there were trout, so before the spaghettl was cooked, a half day
was called, and tents were on their way up. The rain held off long
enough for Ray to catch another trout, and Fife to land two others
during the afternoon. George and the staff had much less luck. The
rain started lightly in the middle of the afternocon, but it was
pouring by dinner time as Fife, Ray, and gulde and staff stayed out
in the wet and cooked. The meal was consumed under the fly. Back
to bed, to read, or to play cards went the non-fishermen, while the
fishermen brave& the rain and bugs again. Fife landed three more =-
all smaller than those of the afternoon that had already been cooked
for dinner, Ray waded and almost swam, but he had no more lucke.
Fife seems to be winning the fish contest. Rain fell on and off so
the tents were quickly occupied.

Sunday, July 26 =-- Yesterday's storm was not completely
over at the normal rising hour, so the staff rolled over for
another hour's sleep. At 7:45, though, he felt that there was a
good chance that the day would turn fairer and so got up to start
breakfast. Ray, and then Fife, appeared, but the decision to roll
or not was held up for a while. They went down to the river to see
if maybe there was a trout or two more waiting, but nothing more
struck, By this time the clouds were moving, and a couple little
tiny spots of blue appeared, and the sun even showed briefly -- so
the staff decided to gamble and called to roll. By the time every
one else was up, the picture looked fairly encouraging. The tents
dried out pretty quickly by the time they were struck. Last night
between 10330 and 11300 staff and guide had thought they had heard
a fairly large airplane coming over pretty low sounding as though 1t
was in distress. Their impression was verified by a few others who
had been awake at the time, but since no one heard it go down, we
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won't know if any one had trouble until we reach some news -- but we
heard no search planes during the day, so maybe we just imagined it
all. The remainder of the rapid on which we were camped was run
easily -- as was another short one before the 20 foot chute was
reached. Split into two sections by an island, the carry was on the
left and less spectacular side, so we got only a very vague view of
the more powerful side from which spray was rising. Still the drop
was imposing enough. The staff held up every one by taking pictures
for by now the sun was beginning to warm up the river. For two days
the wind had been blowing, rustling the trees, but now the river was
absolutely still except for the sounds of bubbly water as rapids
were approached -- the small noises of wild life -- of which there
seemed to be little -- and of course the noises we made -- which was
not really a great deal either. About two miles further on a
formidable looking rapid was approached, but after looking it over,
the guide found a safe run as long as we stayed out of the swells;
which was done successfully by alle The next obsticle was a 10 foot
chute nestled in the most attractive section of the river we had seen
thus far. With a rocky bay leading in and several small rocky
islands at the head, the carry was short and put into a circular
basin at the foot. The view of the falls from the top of the rocky
pinnacle at the end of the portage showed off the river to full
advantage. 74 went up next to the drop so Fife could throw out a
fly or two while the staff again held up the show by taking pictures.
No fish, but lots of pictures., And on we went. Since our start had
been so late, lunch time was approaching. The plan was %o find some
fast water and allow the fishermen to try their luck while the meal
was cooking, The fast water appeared in the form of a 5' falls --
as one report said -- but the guide easily found a run for us on the
right of its, The staff ran down first so he could take pictures and
got some fine shots of a couple canoes discovering the power of
eddies as the section swung out of the swells to stay away from the
next 4' drop to which our report referred. This one needed a 10 foot
1ift over on the smooth rock near the drop, but by shooting the first
one we missed the second scheduled portage in two days. Here was a
lunch site to fit the plan, so while the beans were heating, Fife
cast his streamer out into the fast water and quickly latched on %o
a fish -- but it turned out to be a walleye when he wanted trout,
and though it was a fine fish, no one else was too interested in
trying if there were to be no trout. We tried to find where the
leaks in 58 were located without much success and pushed on down the
river. 27 and 74 loaded first and took off. Those behind paid
little attention to where they ran. 74 had an interesting run in
missing a rock that the guide clippedj Fife broke his paddle square-
ly in two so powerful was his pull. By that time the canoe was
headed correctly, so George finished the run and then undid his
spare. The broken blade was retrieved to be carried along as a
souvenir. 5% tried running blind and got directions confused and
wound up on a rock pile where John had to hop out to straighten out
the canoe. He was particularly upset to discover that the staff had
been taking movies all along. The last two fared a little better.
After another calm stretch, a final powerful rapid appeared. The
guide tried to find a run on the left, but gave up and paddled over
to see what the right held in store. There was a little used
portage trail beside the river, so it was easy to look her over.

The guide decided to chance it, and back we went to the canoes.
Before starting out, he carefuily removed his boots, told his bow
boy to move her out, and led down the run. While the staff
photographed, every one made it perfectly. Then the staff followed



in the wrong path, bounced a good bit, took water, but made it to
the foot successfully neverthelesss The excitement over, a little
bailing was é&one, and we ran the last little rapid into a lake-like
areas A great debate followed concerning where we were. First we
decided to go on -~ we had one more lake-~like empanse to cover. So
we paddled into a blind bay going in on one side of an island and
out on the other, A large indian site was passed, and a quarter
mile further on we saw the conspicuous land mark of a mountain at
the lake's edge and realized this was our turn; so back to the
indian site we went. Deciding it was not too dirty, we pulled in
for the night. !'/abun must have used the site, for %he blocks were
all laid ready for the fire irons -- notched and allse The site had
plenty of bones and several bundles of feathers tied to the trees
-=- also an occasional skull, but basically it was pretty clean.
Beaver stretchers were found and a pair of sled runners blocked out
of spruce by hand. The dogs found some babish to chew on, and
Pepper in particular had a wild time playing and digging. A few
braved the water for a bath before dinner. Fife and George for

the second time today since they had been in at lunch. The water
was not warm by any means, but it was certainly much better than
that of Mistassini or the early part of the river. Fife and George
collaborated on a ginger bread for tomorrow and then went fishing
with no success. As a blood red sunset appeared behind our
mountain land mark, the wind started to come up a little. Despite
the bugs there was a chance to sing a little round the fire while
pannikins of cocoa were consumed. Almost every one was now

c%eaner by a swim even though the same could not be said for our
clothes.

Monday, July 27 == This morning's start was a little
slow because the staff felt chilly in the morning and rolled over
to have another 40 winks. The trees shielded the tents from the
sun., Last evening's sky had foretold rain, but only a very few
drops fell so far as any one could remember. We finally got on the
water about 8:20. A half mile from the campsite the staff pulled
over to confer with the guide, and the upshot of the conversation
was that we were going to gamble on following the Rupert for
another day rather than taking the normal turn to the Marten. So
all our worry and searching of yesterday to be sure that this was
really the turn went for naught. Instead of leaving the bald
mountain land mark on our right as would have been the case had
we taken the turn amd bucked the head wind down the lake, we swung
to the right, entered the river again, and left the mountain on our
lefte Almost immediately a rapid - not particularly big -« sealed
our gamble, for we were not about to paddle back up it, and there
was obviously no portage already cut for it. The wind worked
against the current raising more waves than necessary in spots.
After a brief lake-like paddle, a formidable rapid appeared.

Almost every one followed the guide down to loock it over, but the
swells were much too large for there to be any run. The staff even
went so far as to climb a high rock hill for better vantage to try
to find g run, but he had to give up too. The portage trail was
nothing to advertise., Maybe there was a better one on the other
side, but it would have been longer. Perhaps with lower water it
coula be run, and maybe even now with a freighter and a motor --
though it would be rough. So through the bush we carried. Neither
landing was great «- in fact they were both awful. But somehow
every one and everything got across with no damage, Now we were
really committed to our gamble. A branch of the river entered on




on our right and then another heavy rapid that could not be run
either, Maybe they would all be like this, and maybe this was why
people went into the Marten by the other route despite the longer
paddle and a mile of portaging. Ve looked in vain for a carry on
the right shore and had to get into the canoes again and paddle
across to find the trail. 75 yards of better used trail, but still
not great, and another terrible loading spot at the foot where the
waves off the rapid bounced the canoes against the rocks. Another
rapid before lunch, but this one could be run carefully on the
left side. Big swells again, and every one took at least a little
water -- enough so that most of the craft got dumped at lunch just
a little further on. The bald mountain which had been our land
mark was still plainly visable -- now behind us a little, but its
very presence reminded us that we had not traveled very far as yet.
Lunch took an extra long time because the west wind blew the fire
out from under the pots and made it hard to boil the spaghetti
water. The rocky lunch site was fine, but a little crowded while
the wait was on. Down the river again almost immediately we
encountered another rapid too large to handle. Whether by luck or
good management, the guide led us in on an island in the middle of
the rapid and figured out how by letting down a few feet we could
1lift over the tip of the island and then run to the foot. Maybe
this is the usual way to take this rapid -- but we never found a
real portage trail. Again loading was hard because the swells off
the rapid threw the canoes into the rocks and during the entire
loading procedure some one had to be delegated to hold the canoe
off the rocks. A quick rapid, and we pulled up at a little stream
on our left which we figured came down from Take Canotaicane ==
this was one way to get back on the normal route, but there was a
rapid just up a little way that would have to be portaged, so we
decided to gamble again. There was some talk of camping; the

spot looked so good for trout, but the staff insisted we go on, so
back into the canoes we went. One more rapid and four miles later
we started looking for the portage to Lake de 1'Hirondelle =- if
there was one already cut. /e planned to camp nearby if one could
not be found and cut onec ourselves if necessary. Hidden well back
on a little stream-like bit of water that just succeeded in making
a large bit of land into an island, was the carry, little used,
quite bushy, but nevertheless there. The staff -- wrong as usual =-
insisted we camp and then tackle the carry in the morning. An hour
and twenty minutes later every possible point and island had been
inspected and rejected, so there was nothing to do but tackle the
carry and try the other side. All the loecal area had been burned
some time ago, and the land was all covered with bush about 3 feet
tall, and no level spots could be found at all. The portage was
not ﬁad, but by now it was seven o'clock or so and every one was
bushed and in no mood to carry or go on. "Section Harmony" was

on the brink of being lost. Guide and staff were last canoes across
the carry, so 74 went scouting for a campsite as instructed. But
when they disappeared down the lake far ahead of the others, the
staff caught up to the rest and found a terrible knoll on which

to camp. Tent sites were bad, the cooking area worse, and the
unloading impossible, but somechow we made a go of it. It was nine
o'clock when dinner was served -~ there was little left for the
dogs to clean up. The dish washers and pot wallopers battled the
night and the bugs to clean up, and every one disappeared into

the tents to rest and get away from the mosquitoes and black flies.
No one planned for the day to be this long, and in fact we had not
covered many miles at ally but the gamble had paid off. wg\missed
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a good half mile of carrying by taking this route -~ plus exchanging
12 or more miles of lake paddling for the enjoyment of running a
couple rapids. If campsites were easier to come by, it would have
been a great day.

Tuesday, July 28 -- The staff intended to sleep in an
extra half hour, but Pepper came and dug a hole outside the tent and
some tentmates were holding an audible conversation, so he got up
after only a fifteen minute grace period. The weather did not look
terribly encouraging, but there was not too much point in holding up
to enjoy the beauties of the present campsite. S0 in spirte of the
few drops of rain that fell while he was cooking breakfast, he gave
the call to roll. Action was a little slow as a reaction of
yesterday's long day, so it was almost nine by the time the last
canoe was loaded. A couple rain drops fell during breakfast, but
the clouds seemed to be moving, and the sky to the north, where the
weather was coming from, looked promising. As usual John entertainec
us with a recount of his dream of last night during the meal. The
loading was terribly slow since only one canoe at a time could get
close to shore, and this was only possible because Fife and Ken
dredged out some more rock, over and above that that was removed
last night. We had only gone a mile or so when it began to rain
1ightly again. The shore line was satlsfactory, but nothing
spectacular to say the least. The sky line was drab =- we were
leaving the hills of the Rupert behind. The water was much warmer
than that of the Rupert =-- perfectly clear, but it was hard to see
any stones because of the overcast sky. Nothing very eventful
happened on the trip down de 1'Hirondelle. We passed by the
campsite George and Fife had finally located last night -- too late
to stop us from occupying the staff's knoll. Our gamble had paid
off, and that was about it. The turn to Cocomenhani was so small
it was hard to find at first. Besides the point was shallow, and
four out of five canoes ran aground all at once. The staff canoe was
spared this time -- only to find its own stone later in the day when
the others went freely by. Just as the turn was made ahead on
Cocomenhani and on the hills behind could be seen the stark evidence
of a very recent burn. There were a few patches of green on the
shore, but mostly the area was black -- except where rocks had been
exposed -- and the spruce branches still left showed up red.
Pictorially it would have been a vivid scene had the sun been out.
From the Chivers' report we expected rapids out of the little lake
which was part of Lake de la Passe. There were two runs, both
fairly easy in spite of the narrowness of the stream. We began to
wonder what was up. They were much easier than we had been led to
believe., Maybe our water level had made the runs much easier. At
the foot of the second we burst out onto the lake. A sand beach
was just on the left, so the guide pulled up for lunch. There was
a beautiful pool at %he foot of the rapid, so Ray and Fife went
fly fishing. They saw several fish down below, and Fife hooked
one -=- which got off == so we never found out what they were. Rain
could be seen coming over the hills, so the guide quickly pitched
the fly. Our weather since just after we left the campsite had
been coming from the south. During the last 12 hours the weather
had swung almost a complete circle around uss The Kam was hard to
fry as the rain fell into the pan mixing very unsatisfactorily with
the bacon fat. Lunch was eaten under the fly as a couple hard
showers hit. But it cleared a little as the dishes were washed.s A
couple canoes were unloaded and dumped to get rid of the rain water.
The others bailed and cut poles to stick under the packs. Down the
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lake we continued. On the stream it looked as though we were out of
the burn, but now we picked it up again all the way to Montmort. A
violent arguement broke out on whether any one could win a wars
George sided with "ife. Steve took John's cause less vigorously.
58 played neutral, and guide and staff stayed out of it. Only the
rapids at the foot of the lake stopped the continuation of the
debates The first rapid was run easilﬁ. These rapids are Just
1ittle trickles compared to those of the Rupert., George appreciated
the challenge of dodging rocks, but many of the others did not. No
matter, they had to be passed somehow. The second involved a near
collision with the left shore, but it was also run. The third ==
just below =-- must have been £he one in the Chivers' report. The
drop was oo steep to attempt. The report suggested making a
portage on the left on our own trail, s¢o we did. Others had done
the same before us, and there were fairly fresh cuts on some trees
plus numerous trails. None was particularly dominent, so we Just
carried any way we felt 1like going, generally following the course
of the stream. There was another pitch just below which had to be
carried also, so we did not load upy but carried both at once.
About 150 yards. No great strain except that the bush was soaking
wet from the rain. The loading spot the staff selected was terrible
and only onc canoe at a time could get the job done, so it took
longer to negotiate the carry than should have been the case. But
we all got there. Montmort lay ahead. Another sandy inlet, so
Fife and George took baths while waiting for the other canoes to
appear. It was getting on time to stop. 8o we paddled on looking
for a camp ground. We had seen none cut all day, so the odds were
we would have to cut one somewhere, On the far shore were some
gasoline drums =-- a fact learned by inspecting the location through
the movie camera's telephoto lens and by us Fife's binocularse.
We elected to try it, but before we reached it, both guide and
staff saw a sandy beach location that looked good, Staff declared
it satisfactory =- an old indien site. The first we had seen on
the Marten. In spite of Ken's desire to go over to what we assumed
was an o d surveyors' camp, we pulled in at the indian site. With
the fire place built on sand, the guide decided to bake beans after
dinner. Fife and George went fishing around the point and

returned about 8:45 with a seven pound walleye Fife had landed ==
plus the hook of a flatfish firmly imbedded in Fife's finger. With
much pain it was passed through and clipped off, Back they went to
their walleye hole and returned with two more about 2 % and b
pounds this time., Fife's count now runs to 30 =- well ahead of Ray
with 19 and the staff with 18. George just paddles and talks while
Fife fishes. A couple took baths. Bob went in despite feeling
poorly all day. The bugs were bad, so no one wanted to hang around
the fire as darkness fell, In the quiet of the evening great sport
was gained listening to Ken run rapids in his sleep =-- he did
pretty well,

Wednesday, July 29 =- The weather refused to cooperate.
The rain started heavily at 3 am and continued hard until 6. The
steady down pour let up, but a drizzle continued through the
morning with some periods of no rain and others when squalls hit
hard. A pancake breakfast was cooked during one of the relatively
dry periods. It might have been at a later hour even had not at
least one tent == plus the dogs == been up and around since sevens
The fly had to be pitched half way through breakfast == though the
rain held off. The guide had courage to set some bread. Fife and
George went back after walleye and brought in two more Fife landed
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between three and four pounds. Lunch was made on fish, beans baked
in the sand, Fife's oatmeal bannock topped with an icing and apple
sauce. The rain alternately came down and let up through the meal,
but every one got his fill -~ except Ray who did not feel up to par.
A double deck game of hearts occupied part of the morning -- after
Ken and John had entertained reading off the labels of various
packages put to song. The afternoon was devoted to similar entertain-
ments, while the guide baked his bread to perfection =~ four loaves
in the reflector and two more in the bean pot. Dinner was
consumed in a break in the weather. The wind started to swing to
the north. After much debate Fife and George worked out a jacket=
shirt exchange to the satisfaction of each. John Hanna began to
face up to the fact that his sorry looking tennis shoes might not
make the tripe. Cigarettes and other smoking materials were beginning
to run quite low, and the pipes were more in evidence. A short
rainless period of cold set in until about 8:30 when it seemed that
may?g.the storm was trying to blow back on us as the rain started up
aga

Thursday, July 30 == At least it was not raining when we
rolled this morning, but it was certainly cold enoughe. During the
night the guide reported that the stars were out and the northern
lights were flickering, but the sky was not that clear at 6:30.
Still the clouds were moving, and so were we., The cold made every
one a little sluggish, so it was 8:15 before the canoes were on the
water., 7% led off because Fife and George wanted to try their wall-
eye hole once more == no luck though. The west or north west wind
made the pull to the lee of the first island in Montmort rough. The
pull to the second was rougher, and the run to the last was both
Yougher yet and also longer. The guide's bow boy broke another seat
bolt, so they lagged behind on the last pull. Pepper proved she was
not quite canoe broken much to John's and Steve's disgusts. Around
the island we went and started into a small blind bay before finding
the outlet to the river. On the paddle a mink swam across our bows
and diveds At the foot of the river there was supposed to be a
portage across an island, but we figured out how to let the canoes
down the right side instead -~- some one had done the same before us
and so had cut out the alders nicely to let us do the Jjob. It was
a community effort and pretty quickly done. Two otters were playing
in the pool below as we arrived. One little rapid more and we pulle
ed across a wide section of river where the wind caused more of a
problem than should have been the case. Two rapids later the guide
found a nice rocky lunch site beside some fast water. Fife and Ken
each caught a small trout for lunch while the canoes were dumped to
get rid of the water accumulated during the morning's battle with
the wind and waves. The staff ran ahead and took a few pictures
which will not do some people much credit since they should show a
few scenes where people were jumping out after having gotten stuck
on stones, A couple more rapids to Little Loon, and we started
north fighting the wind all the way and jumping from island to
island in the process. At each a smoke break was declared =- not
that much smoking was done since the cigarette supply was so lows
Pepper and Misty usually managed to get ashore in the process, and
it took a while each time to get either backs Actually the lake
was paddled in better time than we had any right to expect, and we
started down the river once more. A couple rapids later we hit one
where a chute lay at the foot «= nothing to do but plow through the
swells and then dump the canoes later on. The amounts of water
varied. A few drops of rain fell, with the wind, making the after-



- 32 =

noon even a little more uncomfortable. The guide started looking
for a camp ground, but kept moving, muttering about the fact that
we would have to ﬁeep moving since the river was now all low land,
but as we rounded a pair of rapids close together, there on our
left was a Temagami=like rock campsite complete with fly poles
already standing -- and low and behold the top to Wabun wannigan

# 70. The tent sites were a little rocky, but otherwise it was fine.
Dinner was ready in a hurry since Nishe's bread of yesterday served
for lunch and dinner today ~- making it unnecessary to bake until
after dinner -- for tomorrow's lunch. A snake was spotted crawling
into a crevice in the rock and was saved from the axes of either
gulde or sgtaff by Fife, We figured it must have been this snake
that caused loud yelps from Pepper just after we landed. Fife, Ken,
and staff went fishing with Fife adding two more trout to his list
-= now at 35 fish «= and the others getting only bug bites. Ken
succeeded in retaliating for his laking by George eons ago == Sso
George appeared sporting clean pants! The fishermen returned to
find a group of cooks experimenting with burned omlet while the
guide sat and laughed. Not much milage today because of the wind,
but it was a tough one nevertheless. So lights out early -- it
promises to be a good, cold, sleeping night.

Friday, July 31 == The night was really cold -- as the
evening had predieteds The stars shone brightly and the northern
lights put on a display for any one who was up through the night,
The dew was heavy, and the sky cloudless, as the staff rose to cook
breakfast. Pepper and Misty were particularly anxious to get the
fire going -~ Pepper had a little trouble figuring out how to get
over the rocks to the fire place first, The section was not too
speedy getting out of the nice warm sleeping bags, and it was 8:15
before we hit the river. The guide scouted the rapid below, ran a
short distance, caught an eddy, and found a tricky run through the
middle. Fortunately the power of the water threw the canoes into
the right rung otherwise there might have been trouble. The foot
neceded a let down over a particularly rocky pitch, and then we ran
the rapid out, The guide thrilled the spectators by taking the bow
at the foot since his canoe was turned around in the process of
letting down. Our troubles were not over as another rough one lay
just aheads. Again a short let down was needed in the middle, Fife
landed another trout, which was carried along to be coocked at lunch,
while waiting his turn to let down. A third short let down was
required before we could run out the last few rapids into Courseron
Lake. The lake had numerous sand beaches and was probably the most
attractive of the lakes through which we have passed since the
Marten startede. Apparently not particularly deep, there were
several sand bars sticking out as we paddled up the shore. The sun
was out brightly, but the wind started to come up as we went up the
lake. Lunch was cooked at an indian campsite on the north shores.
All shoes were off and drying after a morning of wetting, and the
sand felt like the beach == as Ken commented. He went wading out
to try fly fishing with no result, Bob went gathering beaver teeth
among the numerous skulls hung up on poles by the indians. There
were two docks on the beach reac out over the sand and a good
three feet off the sand ==~ giving some idea of what the water level
must be earlier in the year. Actually we could see where the whole
Marten system had been higher fairly recently. The wind came up
stronger during lunch making the pull to the head of the lake harder.
The erew of 54 tried paddling with reversed positions and declared
the new method satisfactory. We entored the river looking forward




to "fast current and all rapids good" as our report read. There was
current, and the one rapid was ok, but otherwise the river was dull-
er than dish water, Sand bars were the main obsticle for the first
part, and at one point Ray got tired of paddling and hopped out and
pushed his canoe for a while, The one rapid had good swells as the
staff canoe can attest, having given a perfect example of how no%t

to run a rapid. The rest of the stream twisted and turned on iiself,
Up earlier we had been able to watch progress beling made as we passe
ed along beside hills of mostly bare rock. In the lower part of the
stream we saw hills == two of them, but we saw the same two hills
for an interminable period as we gaddled all the way around them.

At one point on our left was an obvious trail going over a knoll.

5 minutes later we paddled by the other end of the same trail on

our lefte The portage must have been all of 20 feet. But we did
not take it, obviously. Nishe pointed out Nemiscau Mountain to
several guliible bow men who fell for the story! Three hours after
starting down the river we thankfully paddled out onto
Camousitchauane or Big Island Lakes. A nice Jookimg lakc, butv we were
not really in a mood to appreclate it. There was a long period
before this where both guide and staff felt we were about there, so
much did the lay of the land make it look as though we were reache-
ing our goale There was talk of paddling to the tip of the point

we had to round, but we started looking seriously for a campsite
pretty soon. About half way down the point we found a rocky shore
== it looked like an island from afar, but was really a point. The
tent sites were only fair, but the cooking and canoe landing areas
were greats The major difficulty was a total lack of dry wood and
the lateness of the hour -=- about six. The bugs were pretty

savage even after the fire was startede The guide pafched a few
canoese Fife and Ray tried to rcach a brook that could be heard
from the campsite, but were driven back by the bugs. There was talk
of bathing, but no action, and at sun down the bugs forced every
one to his tent for the night. The guide promised 30 temperatures!
The last loud ery heard in the night was for a speclal party since
this was July 31st! So?%?

Saturday, August 1 == The morning was beautiful. The
mist was just starting to rise off the lake, and the sun was
shining brightly as Pepper and Misty greeted the staff, Fife
appeared to take a morning swim and tried to get George to join him
but got no answer to his shouts. With the hope of making Weakwaten
and taking a rest day, we got on the water at 8:00 and paddled
briskly against a sou%h wind to the point to the south of us. The
staff thought the ripples on the water were Just a surface wind,
and we would still have our north or north west wind, but he was
wrong as usual, and the waves rolled against us on the trip down
the lake, Not too bad, though; we have seen much tougher winds at
other times. The firs% smoke break was taken at the point as we
let the wind just push us back up the other way on the reverse side
of the point. The guide endecavored to alter his bow boy's rocker
stroke, but he was back at it as we started up again. Another old
surveyor's camp was passed on the ways. They have left their orange
paint all along the trail indicating elearly the route to follows
Last evening Ken had advocated paddling into Priest Lake and
portaging into Cache, but we passed up the entrance to his lake =-
neither guide nor staff being interested in earrying any more than
necessarye The map advertised a rapid ahead. The Chivers report
made no mention of its The map was right, but the run was gentle
and casily accomplished by sticking to the right of the swells.
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Three otter entertained us for a while bobbing up and down to see
what starnge manner of creature we were. Then 7£ took off after a
duck family much to the agitation of Mother Duck who tried buzzing
the canoe. But the duck hunt failed, and the c¢rew narrowly missed
running their craft up on shore in the process. In a couple spots
the current ran fast so the time passed easily. We thought we
passed the Chivers campsite about eleven 6'clock, so we had picked
up an hour at least on his travel time. Maybe we would get through
to Weakwaten after all, We lunched on the point of the turn in the
first part of Cache Lake -= pretty pleased with our progress. We
guess maybe it was a Wabun campsité By the placement of the rocks
for the irons and by the poles left arounds Nishe upset Bob by
announcing that Bob and Steve were changing canoes. Steve went
along with the story -- especially since he and John had just had a
family spat. As soon as we pulled out, though, few events went our
way. The sky looked more rain like. it had been clouding over
steadily all morning, and rain looked pretty certain eventually.
The terrain on the far side of the point fit the map not at all, but
luckily there was current which was quite unexpectedy so it was
tough to go wrong. But at the head of the stretch, we made the
mistake of going to the left of an island and runnlng a little pitch.
A chute lay ahead through which we could not put a canoe without
filling; so there was nothing to do but portage somehow == unless we
were to paddle back up the little run we had made and try the other
side of the island == which was not really seriously considered. The
staff found the blazes for the carry =-- there was no real trail, but
the start and finish lacked markings, so every one had the pleasure
of picking his own trail. All this over broken rock and through
alders. Few there were who did not get lost at least once. The
guide dropped his canoe while flipping it. George wandered aimless=
ly in the bush. Others got lost less seriously. Ray beached his
canoe insecurelyy and it drifted off while he was making his second
trip., Besides it had started to rain. A lot of fun! The other
side of the island on top of this, looked like it could have been run
=~ at least Trom the foot of our carry. The rain was coming down
more heavily. ~Guide and staff decided VWeakwaten was out. A few were
disappointed, but this was no weather to run rapids or portage ==
besides we had lost too much time on the carry. Another rapid had
to be negotiated —- which was done after the guide looked it over and
picked the left side of a little island in the center of it., For one
of the few times we ran right through the swells at the foot with no
trouble. No campsite presented itself immediately, and it was two
miles further on that the guide spotted a sheltered indian site, and
we pulled in, It took a fair amount of clearing to make it useable,
so it was almost five before we started to cook. The staff messed up
the pineapple upside-down cake in the process, and it took Fife and
he 15 minutes to ciean the bannock pan afterwardss The rain
continued to fall throughout the rest of the evening. John and Ken
sang the same song over and over again and discussed all their mutual
friends again. Several pcople suggested not pltching wet tents,
slecping under canoes, or not unrolling, but all ideas were eventuall
rejecteds 'elly, maybe Weakwaten tomorrow -- if the weather changesd
A fine start to the month of August!

Sunday, August 2 ~= The staff claimed he slept in a little
this morning to iet things dry out, but it was not quite true =~ he
Just lay in the nice warm bag too iong. The rain stopped during the
night fortunately, and the sun was shining once again. The campsite
was still damp though if it was necessary to move around it at all
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off of the beaten paths On top of the late start, the fire did not
behave too well. Though most every one was up anﬁ rolled before
they were called, still we had to wait on 5% and 58 a good while
before the whole section was paddling away. Almost immediately it
was necessary to hop out and let the canoes over a shallow rocky
passage a few hundred yards away. But then the going was goode. The
sun came out and warmer than it has been for days and off came the
shirts == except for the gulde's =~ almost immediately. ILeCordier
was paddled in no time, and the river was reached again in good time
despite our late start at 8:45, The rapids were very hard to look
overs The run at the top did not look too bad, but it curved away
to the right almost immediately. The Chivers report told us we had
a thousand yard carry along here, so the staff went to look for the
start of it. Found guickly, the trail was well used by Marten
standards, and it had been recently cleared out -- by surveyors, we
guessed. We took it figuring we saved time by so doing, though there
was a strong temptation to look over the rapid and try to run. It
proved to be a fairly good walker and only about 800 yards long to
boots A lake=like section followed. spotted some ducks and gave
chase to no avail. At the same time a large duck swam by the rest
of the canoes, and Misty dove out after her == but he failed also.
The last rapid before Wegkwaten interrupted the never ending
discussion of friends and events around Hyannis Port, We were
supposed to slip down the right shore for 100 yards and carry the
rest -~ 500 yards. The guide found a run though for the first part
of the carry. 54 took a good bit of water getting there and had to
dump, The rest had varying amounts ~- down to only that accumulated
through leaks. The guide's run was accomplished -- a little blind
since he was the only one who had looked it over, and the run swung
to the right almost immediately out of sight. The eddy was too
small to hold all the canoes, so instructions had to be passed from
canoe to canoe. By the time the staff got the word, it was "see that
rock? =- stay to the left of it; then swing right behind the point.
What happens after that I don't know." The answer was not much
fortunately. The second half was rougher to figure. The guide
picked his run, decide it was too tough, and elected to carry. Then
he decided it was too tough to cut back to the portage trail, so

we would let down. Finally he decided to go back to his original
plan and run, so run we dide It was a hair raising shoot. A couple
canoes bounced on a rock at the foot -- no damage, and all took some
water at least. But the run was made; even by the staff canoe,
though John compained of a sudden tooth ache which stuck just as

the canoe was passing between the very narrow opening between the
rocks., The guide proclaimed lunch time, and we pulled over to dump
out the water and eat. Swim time was the cry for the first time in
several days =- and even a few pieces of laundry got done. The day
was declared to be both a trail pack and a fruit day -- after much
debates The great deccision of the stop =« except for the discussion
of how to rig a spiniker at Hyanmnis Port. Off again down the lake
for one of the very rarc occasions a tail wind appeared. Various
individuals wanted to rig a sail and an excursion was made to shore
for poless Then it was decided that we would make the rapids at the
foot of the lake faster on the paddle, so the project was abandoned.
But 54 and 58 decided to try their own private poncho sail. So the
othersrotaliated with a kitchen fly sail erected on paddles. Eaeh
worked satisfactorily for about 3 miles when the wind died. The
kitchen fly canoes started with a lead and ended with about the same
lead, s0 no group really won over the other in the competition.

Both sails came down to paddle the last 34 miles. Weakwaten was




probably the best looking lake we passed on the Marten system with
high hills at the start, rocky points, frequent sand beaches, a
1ittle current in the middle to make 1ife interosting, warm sun, and
a sky punctuated with fleecy clouds. Before we ran into the
mountain at the foot, we turned right into the river and started on
short rapids at once. The river was island choked and almost every
one had a flat rock campsite. We looked for the Wabun s te in a
ecouple places and finally decided it was probably the next island
down. This necessitated letting down a chute before reaching it.
Fife landed a trout while decisions were being made. This was more
than the staff could bear, so he rigged his fly rod. As a result
all the canoes had already let down when he finally agreed to get
his bow boy out of the bugs. They ran the chute instead of letting
down. Ray landed a pair of trout for dinner, and Fife had another
while the staff struck out. Meanwhile George managed to nick his
knee with his axe forcing the staff to stop fishing and play doctor
for a while. There is not much left in the First Aid Kit now., The
guide cooked dinner and then the fishermen went back at 1t -- across
the little bay this time. Ray took threec and the staff finally got
one == which he threw back, and Fife got bug bltes -- and trout
bites, too, but no fish. Ray and the staff had the pleasure of
running the little chute again as a result of having portaged the
canoe back up to fish. As every one else snuggled down in his
sleeping bag for a nice cold night, Fife and Ray stoked up the fire
and rolled up in ground cloths for the night, announcing they were
going fishing early in the morning -- provided they lasted the night.

Monday, August 3 -- Fife and Ray toughed it out until
about two o'clock. Fife gave in first and sought the air mattress.
Ray followed, and neither was up early to fish. Ray did throw in a
fly or two before breakfast, but caught nothing. George survived
the night despite some discomfort at having to keep his knee
straight. The guide took a quick look at the rapid and decided we'd
be better off carrying right from the campsite rather than trying to
fool with letting down or jumping the rapid. George hobbled across
having trouble with the brush and places where he had to c¢limb up on
rocks. We figured we won on the deals The campsite below was more
spacious that ours, but the water in front was awful shallow. Right
below was an old fishing camp == we had thought the tents belonged
to surveyors by the looks of the campsite == but we were mistaken.
It had been used relatively recently, but was full of junke. We
landed to find a board to use as a splint for George and had %o
settle for a piece of plywood. It lasted about half an hour and was
then taken off because he could not paddle with his knec that
straight. WNishe collected some plastic cloth, and the staff drove
a couple nails into the bow of SE to try to hold it together.
Tesecau passed by quickly. We traveled only a little bit of the
top of it. Two little mild rapids were run to Poncet, Poncet was
paddled despite a side wind -- sidc wind while we started on a gide
trip, but a tail wind when we turned north on the right tracke
Then the wind began to cause trouble even if we were on pretty
small watere We may or may not have traveled out of our way on
the left side of a long island, but we got where we wanted to go
anyway. Then the turn toward ﬁruton was made against a head wind.
By staying in the lee it was not too bad. We lunched at an old
indian site on the point in Bruton where we would start to s
more with the wind. Three frames for canvas tops -- made out o
small bent spruce -~ decorated the site. We hoped the firec was
built in some shelter, but it took an awful long time to boll a




little water for the potatoes so well did the wind blow the fire
from under the potse Lucky we were not trying to boil water for
spaghetti. As usual the main discussions centered around should we
make trail pack or not and the raffle for Ken's bannock. No fruits
much to Bob's disgust, There is one poor little lone can of plums
still sitting in the wannigan that no one ever seems to want to use.
During the morning it was discovered that Pepper was suffering from
tape worm -- so this offeored another topic of conversation. Various
Plots were laid for individual sailing rigs. 7% had a two-pole
towel pitch, while the guide rigged a yard arm sail with his plastie
picked up in the morning. The various poncho type rigs did not
really get perfeceteds Anyway the wind was morc of a side wind. The
gulde patched canoes beforc we shoved off with only partial successs
58 had to return for forgotten fishing rods, so we wore held up for
a whiloc getting starteds All through Bruton we bucked a side wind
until it was possible to pull the canoe down and run to the shelter
of a point or island. Thc waves rolled and a good bit of spray came
in over the gunwales soaking not only the bowsman, but the sterns
man as welle It was pretty hard to tell if the guide's patching had
much cffaocte The sky had started clear in the morning with clouds
arranged in strcecakse. Now the sun disappcarcd morc often and off to
the west it was a bluc~-blacks. Scveral flashes of lightning could be
scen as we paddlced across the last bit of opon water. We missed tho
river by onc bay =~ fortunately on the up wind sidec, With a storm
coming we cnetered the river looking for thc possibility of a 14!
falls in the very ncar future == rcports on location were quite
vagucs Therefore a rapld just after the river started was approached
with great caution, but it proved to be only a "horsc race" =—-
though quitc shallow. Misty thrilled thc spectators by diving over
board at the head of the rapid and swimming to shore while the guide
was looking it over, The guide put evory onc on his own and started
offs« Thorc woere rocks on thc way for cvery onc with the crew of 54
making the record number of jumps out of the canoc in the proccsse
It became imporative to find a campsite, and we pullecd up short of
where we really wanted to be to get set up before the rains eamc,
The site was nothing to get cxeited about but was adequate, and all
tents were up and dinner startced boforc anything sorious happoned.
In faet the first roai shower hit just as the broad linc was rcady
to start, With showers on and off, thc meal was catcn under the
fly, and most pcoplc turned in carly. We had hoped to fish the 14!
falis, but as the wecather turncd out, it would not have becen much
fun anywaye. After dark the guidc rcported the storm was breaking and
the wind was swinging to thc north == where it usually is. He was
wrong the staff ascertained on his trip out of the tonte The light
he saw in the sky was the Northern lights showing faintly.

Tucsday, August 4 == A south cast wind such as we had
yestorday we discovercd brings dirty weather. The staff looked out
many timcs during thc carly morning but could find nothing about thc
weather to cxeite hime Every 1520 minutes a short light shower
fcll =- nover hard and ncver long, but cnough to thoroughly
discouragc any thought of moving. About quartcer after ninc John
Cclantano and Ray could not stand the idlemess any longer and
appearcd to cook breakfast on thoir own. The noisc they made
rouscd guide and staff, who worc a little roluctant to get up
beceausc a hecavy shower was falling, But they finally made it aftor
Fife arrived to start meking the pancake battere The staff wont
out to look for dry wood, but thc guide was so disgusted with what
he brought back that he and Ray took a canoc up to a point and




brought back a dry she-ko. Ray, assisted by John, chopped and split
a good pile of wood to keep us stocked for a while. Lunch followed
quickly == almost too quickly -- sincc several were still full of
pancakes. Kon even re d to get up at all for lunch == after =
brief appearance in a clean red shirt for breakfast. The afternoon
dragged by. A fow nappeds A bridge gamc went one The guidc baked
bread and patched canoes while the staff made fudge, baked becans,
and made pea soups Nishe fricd trapper's bread for suppers The
sky started to clear up a littlec, and the sun shonc fecbly through
for a fow moments at leaste A rainbow appeareds The wind finally
got itsclf shifted to the north =- making it cool, but promising
elecar weathore Peppor and Misty had a rough time getting chased
by severale Pepper in particular enjoyed playing the game --
though shc spent too much timc looking at her pursuecr and not
cnough at the obstacles she was running into. Finally thc games
ended up in a scries of tent droppings in which only the staff

tent survived -- fortunatclys A ¢ool cvening lies in storee

Wednesday, August 5 =- Cool it was, but as an extra added
suprprise the rain came back hard around 3 am. At 6:30 the sun
pecked out for about ton minutes, but there was a big black cloud
rolling in, and a finc mist was falling. Finally the staff made his
move Jjust ﬁefore seven and rolled out to cook breakfast despite the
grim out look on the theory that we had to try our best to move. Bo
showed up while the cooking was in progress and was told we were
going to try to move t almost as soon as he went back to roll,
the mist started again. He appeared again with his pack, but the
staff then told overy onc else to come eat and we would decide
what to do later, The guide rolled out and took a grim view of the
weather, but proclaimed that we would move sometime, The warmth of
the fire felt good =~ too good for any one trying to cooks For one
of the rare occasions a2ll the cereal disappeareds Then we stood
around trying to stay warm for a while. The clouds started to 1ift
and evon a microscopie patch of blue was seen, We rolled and sat
tight waiting for the tents to dry a littles Finally at ten we
pulled out into the teeth of a strong north wind., It was not 10n§
before the guide declared a hand warming breake. Our misplaced pL
falls must be coming up soon. The staff spotted what looked like
the portage long beforc any sign of the falls appeared == it was
the portage. The guide went down and looked at the chute while the
staff walked through the wot brush to check. George carried his
canoe across against doctor's orders, but made it oke The loads in
# 7% had been reduced to three so George would only go across once
=« and his trip was supposed to be with a wannigan and a packe
Anyway no damagec done, The sun started to shine through at inter=-
vals as the carry was comploted, but it was by no mecans hot with
the north wind blowing. Soon a rapid appearceds The staff found a
run and went down first to get set to take pieturess Tho others
did not sce how he avoided the white water, so, as the guide
explained, you wanted plctures, so we bounced %hrough the swellsa
A little faat water and an cven bigger rapide This time pictures
were taken from the side. The guide ran perfectlys 58 almost as
welle 7% went a 1ittle wide and bounced morc than ncededs Whilc
5% camc elosc to disaster. At least Steve realized how close they
were even if John did note The foot was much easior. Misty balled
out when 58 got close to shore for the benefit of the camera, and
all four went to shore to bail out or dump. The staff mecanwhile
took his camcras back to make the run himself, 5% had come close
but 77 came oven closer to going overe. The staff's hat flew off 1n
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the process to disappear forever, and he finished the run kneeling
in six inches of water to kecep tﬁe canoc upright. 77 dumped before
attempting the foot of the run. The guide pulled ahead to find a
lunch site, and the canoes ecame out of the water for a little
patching. 958 had a new cut that needed attention and a large old
patch on 74 was rceplaced as the macaroni boiled. As soon as the
meal was eaten, the staff paddled back up a couple hundred yards to
sec if an opcening we had passed could be the link we wanted that
would save a good bit of paddling. It was, so the others followed.
The 1ink proved to be a good short cut, but the rapids were all
very shallow and difficult to get through. Impossible really to run
anything, the canoes just had to feel their way through until
enough water could be found to float theme The link ended quickly
at the foot of a 4' chute back on the main river. Fife tried fish=
ing one side while Ray tried the other -- with no luck. The others
watched, enjoying the sun, while Ray had to climb and bend down a
spruce to retrieve his fly after a long back caste On we went. Our
old report said we would find some good rapids -- but all we found
was current with the wind working against it. The current was only
slightly stronger than the wind, We were supposed to run the right
side of an island to avoid earrying a 10' chute. We took the right
side of the island ok, but ran nothing. It was all wading, dragging,
and 1ifting as the canoes took a recal beating. The water would have
to be almost 4 inches deeper to make the route worthwhiles We would
have becn much better off to carry whatever lay on the left side of
the island =-we never saw what it was at alle Soon the 27' falls
appeared and a suitable campsitec was located at the top of the
cascade, The canoes went across for the nighte Fife and the staff
went out to take pictures while John and Ken posed as though they
were falling ine The view at the foot of the falls was really
spectacular, The dry wood was portaged back to the campsite by
those who went to look at the falls, and the gulde cooked supper
while the tents went up. Then laundry day was declarecd, and the
campsitec took on the appearance of a Chinese laundry on Monday
morning -~ or as some described it, the low rent districts Not much
dried as the sun went behind the trees pretty soon. Fife and Ray
tried fishing with no luck. A few daring souls bathed. Fife cooked
pudding as a late dessert == mainly because Bob was still hungry -~
though no onc else rcally objectede And so as John Hanna stood
waving his socks over the fire, toasting his rotten shoes at the
same time, we called it a day and crawled in for the night, The
guide had spent the cvening trying to undo the damage to the canoes
done 12 the shallows, and old patches and new cuts received
attention.

Thursday, August 6 == Tecth were really chattering this
morning after the coldest night yete The gulde finally rose -=-
with his niece pink sleceping sweater on -= and stood around the fire
with the rest of the scction drinking coffee and trying to get warm.
The mist hung down hcavy on the campsite and at 6330 it was just
possible to see across the little snec along which we werc camped
-~ the far side of the river was out of sight. But it rose during
breakfast, and the sun appeared nicelys It was almost warm as we
started to carry the gear over to join the canoecs on the other side
of the portagee The river ran calm and deep for almost a couple
miles before we encountered our first rapid - which really was not
much of an encounter. Though around the bend lay a cascadc or chute
we could not begin to touch -- so portage we dide The trall was
perfect, however, and it was obvious no onc elsc did anything here
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but carry. At this point the guide discovered he had left his
lighter back at the old campsite, Had it not been for the small
rapid we had just run, he swore he would have paddled back to get ite
Maybe Bob was pleased that the rapid intervened. A poor day for the
guide -~ freezing all night, cold in the morning, his lighter lost,
and soon his cup was gone. Anyway a formiduble rapid appeared that
was supposed to be portagede Knowing Wabun had run it last year, we
were determined to do the same if at all possible. And it wase.
Right next to the right shore with the white water bubbling to the
outsides It was soon accomplished to the satisfaction of alle The
staff took a few picturcs at the top and so ran all the way through
to the foot -- though Nishe and the rest had stopped with a little of
the tail end left to go. But his run was not long, for another rapid
lay tight ahead. This one was also supposed to be carried, However,
we found easy runs for a while through the islands. Finally, however,
there was one set of falls, cascades, or steep rapids around which we
could find no route, so we had to unioad and 1ift over about 10 yardse
The 1ift over and ail probably took longer than would the carry, had
we taken it, but it was more fun this way. Only one canoe at a time
could get into the 1lift over spot, and it had to be held at the same
time to keep it from going over tﬁe falls. Since there was a little
let down just prior to the actual 1lift over, most canoes ran back=
wards to the rocks =- making the job of getting over even more
challenging. And so the last rapid on the Marten was passed. The
delta was paddled -- mostly low land -- but there was enough current
to insure that we were really on the river and not in a blind baye.
The Rupert joined in, or rather we Joined the Rupert. The junction
was not too noticeable and actually at this point the Marten looked
the wider of the two rivers. An indian winter camp lay close to the
forks, but the "Cascade" lay Just ahead, so we were too interested in
seeing what it looked like to stop. The guide pushed ahead to look
at the chute while the other four canoes looked for the portage on
the right shore. The staff went in one bay to look at an old blaze.
74 took another. No portage to be found. No wonder, when the staff
re-read his notes later in the afternoon, he realize& he was reading
for one carry ahead, and this one was supposed to be on the left. No
real damage done, however, for meanwhile the guide found a run and
called us all down to where he had landed on the rocks further along
the shore. By the sound of the water and the Chivers trip report
most of us expected to carry, but Nishe hopped in his canoe, passed
back word to watch and follow him, and shoved off toward the run he
had found. Instructions coming back were quite garbled, if passed on
at all, and the staff canoe had no word on what the run was like as
it pulied up, and the staff hopped ashore to take pictures. He
managed to get a few from fay away. Canoes would bob and then fly
high in the air., They would disappear and then reappear moments
later. Finally his camera wound down so he glanced down the rapid
once more as he was putting the camera away before following, when he
ecould see heads and all bobbing around in the water. Rushing to a
vantage point ashore above the rapid he could see that one canoe was
over and that the other three were coming to its aid. Nothing he
could do where he was, so back to his canoe to run downe It was a
great run -~ if you knew where you were going, The run started at
the head of a V near shore and angled toward the center, passed over
o boil in the center of the river and ran straight out to the foots
Done right, you took not a drop of water. Done wrong there were
power swells on all sirections =~ except the one you were supposed
to go. By pulling left almost all the way down, you stayed out of
the white water. With no pull; it was all over, 27 had run
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perfectly. 74 had bounced a little, but made it, and 54 had had no
real trouble., 58 was too far to the richt, and the canoe swamped
first and then flipped over, When the staff vedne arrived, 54 was
towing in the last warmigan to a rocky islend whoere the rescued crew
and gear of the cance had b3sn collected. Both tents were salvaged.
The beby was intact. DNMlsty had hopped on the packs when the canoe
went over and had ridden them to safety., ZEvery thing was there
except Ray's axe and Jacket and fishinz rod acd Ken®s jacket -- and
strange enough the canoe. 74 had plcked up both paddiers, the packs,
Misty, a tent and one wannigan and drifted in to the rocky island
with every thing hung on the side of the canoe. 27 got the baby &ard
a tent, while 54 dragged in the last wannigan, None of the missing
equipment was to be found. The gulde had last seen the canoce
with bow high in the air at the foot of the swells, He reasoned it
was broken in two. Then he figured it had been caught in an eddy
and carrled back into the rapid, We waited for it to be thrown out
== nothing happened. Steve had last seen it bottom up floating free.
We then flgured it was still in tact some where, 27, 74, and 77
went searching while 54 stayed with the castaways to try to help dry
out thelr load. The baby was not too wet thanks to the waterproof
bag in the pack sack, The wannigans held mostly canned goods.
The rice was a little damp but was dried out. BRay's waterproof bag
in his pack was soaked, but the contents were pretty dry. His
tobacco was rescued, though the papers were wet, Ken's belongings
were more soaked, but his sleeping bag was not in too bad shape,
Still no canoe. The. searchers used Fife's binoculars and the staff's
telephoto lens to scan the shores, They climbed the rocks near the
raplds, and 77 and 74 went down river a ways to see if they could
find a trace, No luck! Back to the castaways' island for lunch.
Still the vigll persisted., After the meal Ken mojoed in 54 while
Ray went in 74, and the staff and gulde took parts of the load, 74
took the left shore, 77 the right, and 27 and 54 came down the middle.
Finally the staff canoe found the missing craft, upside down in the
reeds, Just past the point where they had turned back before lunch.
A more welcome sight would be hard to imagine, How was a letter to
Chief to be phrased saying we have lost a canoe and have no idea
where 1t 1s? Lo and behold on picking up the craft to dump out the
water, Ken's jJacket, hat and sock appeared., A wetter canoe could
not be imagined -- having been submerged for three hours, but Ray
and Ken were most happy to have their own craft back., After re-
loading 58 =~ on to the 30' falls we paddled. A magnificent cascade,
we camped at the far end of the portage about four o‘clock to try to
glve Ray and Ken a chance to dry out their gear, The sun did not
cooperate too well, for 1t began to disappear at intervals shortly
thereafter, but at least the air was dry. With the cooking
equipment down near the water and the tents way up on the hill, the
campsite was not perfect, but there have been many far worse., Fife
and George found thelr own little nest down dear the water, but the
other four tents were up on the trail, After dinner the guide told
tales of the Harrlcana and then patched canoes again, Fife saw a
fish, so he and the staff tried in vain. A couple rain drops fell,
sending people scurrying to get their sleeping bags in that were
elther airing or drying. Soon there was no one up and around, &nd
long before dark the crew was nestled in for the night, 014 man
weather may have something in store for us by the loocks of the sky,
and at 9130 rain started coming down,

Friday, August 7 =- BRain fell at intervals during the
night, A heavy shower came down around three and then things quieted
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down. The staff debated about moving at rising time, but decided
the clouds were falrly high, though dark, and thet they were moving
fairly rapidly -=- 80 maybe 1t was safe to try for Nemiscau, Anyvay
by the time breakfast was ready, it was a little brighter. John and
Ken failed to hear the call to roll, and so came close to missing
the meal, Camp was broken, and then & fine mist sterted to fall,
but it was too late then to hold up, so off we went, The cancec had
to be loaded one at a time because of the swells in the eddy that
threw the canoes against the rock, but eventually the eddy filled
with all five canoes, end we emptied it out -- five in a line. The
tail end of the 30° falls was enough of a rapid to require cauticn
and a run near shore., J4round the bend white water showed against
the gray backgpound, and the gulde pulled up to take a look around
the corner before running, It was safe, but barely so. Every on-:
went through beautlfully -- except for the wave that broke across
the staff canoe =- making it necessary for 77 to lag behind until
the first smoke break some dlstance down the river since the bailing
had to be done a regular intervals, The west wind worked against
both the current and us, making our progress slow and throwing up
larger waves than should have been the nase, The Chivers' report
sald 1t was an easy morning‘s paddle to Nemiscau, and so it would
have been without the strong head wind., We passed a bay and looked
back to see a lone indian in his canoe following us. The first
human we had seen since we left the entrance to the Rupert. He made
pretty good time, but gave up the chase after a bit, At the next
smoke break we heard the report of a shot gun ~- duck we guédsed,
It became necessary to leave the lee south shore and venture to the
north to follow the route out., For a while the going was fairly
good in spite of the wind, but then we hit a spot where the wind was
working against the current, and the waves that were thereby throwm
up were rather large -- as the bowman's union can attest., 27 almost
had civil war when Bob told Nishe to go near shore where it was
calm ~- no matter if there was only a foot of water there and the
drag on the canoe would have been worse than the waves -- and was
told in no uncertain terms that there was only one boss in the
canoe, They stayed in the waves like every one else, lNisty
declded he had had enough and jumped out in the lee of the next low
island, 58 paddled on for a while letting him swim a little before
letting him back, Then dog stopping time came, and the other three
drifted far ahead with the current. Lunch stop was made in the lee
of a small island, and 54 and 58 started to pass us by until waved
in, Nishe felled a she-ko to take into the campsite at the Pest
where there would be no dry wood, and all bgt 27 hedded up 8 sthek 6Ff
it, During lunch the bowmen huddled around the fire trying to dry
out and making nasty remarks about the sterns?! men, A couple drops
of rain fell, but a mist was more like it. Back in the canoes
quickly, it was pretty soon that we rounded the last point and
could see the post nhead, A most welcome sight -- though it had a
deserted look to it, Finally as we neared the beach, some activity
could be seen, and the kids came doyn to meet us on the beech while
the older indians hung around the Post on top of the hill, We
discovered later that there had just been a funeral for a stillborn
indian child which was why things were so bleak looking as we
approached. The gulde and staff were now back on familiar territory
=~ 1t sort of felt like you were coming home., But things were
different. The Post manager, Andy Appleton, met us on the shore
smoking a blg black cigar and opened the store -- mainly for the
purchase of clgarettes -- of which he had a reasonable supply of
unknown brands., Soon we headed for the camp ground on the sandy



point a half mlile up the lake, The school teacher, John Miller,
came down to introduce himself as we started to load up. The
wannigan line was establishedjy tent pitching was in order, but only
George and Fife and the guide and staff made it quick enough, The
rain hit while the others were in the process of being errected,

end people were wet to varying degrees as a result., Oh, well, its
not the first time. The storm continued for a good 45 minutes

when flnally Ray and John lnduced the staff to venture out and

light a fire =« which he did =~ and then started dinner. The guide
woke from his nap and came out and got a warming fire going with
Ray's help. The storm over, the indian children began to arrive to
stare and play with their sling shots., In the process of cooking
the fly had to be pitched, but the rain did not amount to anythinsg.
Fife and George collaborated on a ginger bread for lunch while Nizhe
put on a pot of beans for tomorrow -- to be cooked in the sand under
his warming fire, Steve and Bob started off for the Post, The staft
Joined them, but got separated as he took the shore route while they
took the muskeg trail. The staff ran into Andy, John, and Tom Dodds
inspecting a log cabin which the indians were building -- most of
the population is now in cabins where two years ago almost all were
in tents, There were six in the process of going up -- log cabins
with only windows, doors, and plywood panels for ceilings and floors
being shipped in from outside, They accompanied the staff back to
inspect our campsite. Dodds in particular looked over all our gear
carefully. A chemistry teacher from a college in Jersey City, he
has been working for ten years on the Cree language -~ he says there
1s still an awful lot for him to learn -~- each year he finds out
more that distroys all he had learned before, George anf Fife got
hold of an indian and procured the start of our plaque., Steve, Bob,
both Johns, and the staff went back to the Post for coffee and a few
purchases, John C put on a couple records on the phonograph, but
the speed was so bad that they were not really reconizeable, News
was sparce. A report of some bombings of our destroyers over in
Viet«Nam, but nothing definite, The radio did not work. A plane
pulled in during a rain squall and the pilot -- Lindy -- working
for a mining company down the way toward the portage to the Broad-
back =~ pulled in to spend the night at the Post, He was closely
followed by a second plane from the same place with Willard at the
controls and a mechanic named Dave., Finally the coffee group broke
up after the staff got a few plasters for Nishe'’s stiff wrists, and
the five groped thelr way back in the pitch black to the campsite.
Lindy was not too encouraging about the weather for tomorrow =- so
maybe we see the river and maybe not.

Saturday, August 8 -- It started late, The staff first
figured we would start a little late since a fair number of people
had gotten to bed late last night, but then he realized that the
weather did not look too good either. So he stayed in bed for a
while, Finally at eight he decided to get up and cook breakfast in
hopes that we could get off sometime during the morning. It looked
like we would need a while for the tents to dry out, so maybe
pancakes would be in order. So the gulde popped up and made the
batter, After long arguements about whether it was too thick or
not -- the guide wanting his batter thick and Fife and George
influenced by what the staff told them wanting it runny, they were
cooked. It worked out well, for people rose at intervals, and the
pans were ready as each person arrived, Then mist started settling
in at intervals. Then the sky looked brighter. The gulde ordered
every one to roll and get ready to move at a moment’s notice, He
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was not too happy when the staff let Bob and Ray head off to the
village to make & last minute purchase, Then she started to rain
again. So he postponed departure for an hour and let a couple others
go to the Post for a few minutes, Then the weather got worse again,
so the gulde headed off with a couple of the roup. declaring that
we would eat lunch and then move, The staff heated up the beans
baked in the sand last night and waited for the various purchasing
expeditions to return. The gulde came back, mission accomplished ==
to report that the pllots were staying the day -« everything on the
Bay was grounded -- and we might just as well stay put. So we
abandoned hope of moving at all, lore expeditions set out to the
village. In fact the gulde was left all alone with a crowd of
indlans hanging around, A few boys had started to appear about nine
o'clock as we were still cooking breakfast, and the number swelled as
the day wore on, Some stayed almost all day; others came and went.
The first few appeared armed with sling shots as though hunting
birds., They gathered around the large warming fire Ray had started
almost as soon as the cooking fire was kindled, A relatively aged
indian appeared to stay for better than an hour through rain and
mist «-= at least he took positon under a tree to stay a little dry.
Around eleven or twelve two 16 year olds arrived =-- one with an
ancient shot gun and the other with a sling shot saying they were
looking for gulls., They claimed there was meat on a gull and they
were good to eat -- the staff was a 1little skeptical. They ended up
staying the rest of the day. After lunch those on hand were treated
to the pieces of PFife's ginger bread that members of the section had
not eaten, Earlier Bob had contributed a half box of crackers to
thelr cause, When Nishe was left alone while the rest of us roamed
the village looking for more buys, the indians went out into the
swamp behind the campsite for dry wood for him and cut and split a
good bit of it for him, After the rain and buyers returned, the
gulde went to take a nap, so the indians cut and split most of the
rest of the dry wood that we did not need and threw it on the warming
fire, Even several older indlans came to warm themselves for a while
== some to do business -~ others Jjust to sit, get warm, and watch,
One of the 16 year olds spent most of the afternoon making a sling
shot out of a large plece of birch -« he ended up hacking it to bits
after working on it for better than two hours, The weather remained
about the same with showers and mist every so often, and the
temperature continued to drop. Coupled with a strong wind, it was
not too comfortable except right next to one of the fires., Dinner
came early mainly because there was nothing else to do really., Fife
and George collaborated on most of the cooking == with the guide's
help, and we ate befpre most of the indians declded it was time to go
home to their own dinner, As we stood around trying to keep warm and
dry, John Miller and Dave, the mechanic with the Austin air craft
still stranded at the Post, showed up to loan John Celantano, John
Miller's radio for the night, They stayed to have a cup of coffee ==
we had no nice china to use as Andy had had last night. They
chatted about alr craft and indians before running back home before
dark -- to get warm, The wind, cold, and mist continued as we
rolled in for the night., A day wasted -- not really -- we had seen
& lot more of the indian 1life and collected a few souvenirs -- but
now we were again a day behind schedule, Our rest day quota is now
all used up to Rupert's House, But experience says that weather like
this takes three days to break, and we have another day to go if that
is true, If so, things will get tense to say the least, The radio
went off to bed with Cel and Ken, as Fife got the news of Cyprus
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troubles, we heard a little Glant's football, and the muscians =
picked up a little musican noise -« the temperature in Boston is 70",
Cut 1t in half and you have Nemiscau,

eggghtﬁgguggfgssd to cooperate at all, At 6:30 it was
cold and wet and not gray, but black., The same at 7:30 and at 8:30,
Finally the indian visitors made so much noise running around
through the tents trying to shoot birds with their sling shots that
the guide and staff both got up. A good number were happy to see
cereal cooked -~ 1t was too ralny and cold to bother with pancakes,
The mist fell Jjust as the meal was being cooked, so the gquickness
was a blessing, We hoped to move as soon as possible =-- maybe in an
hour, The radlo llsteners went to return John's radio and a few
others drifted off. It kept raining off and on, making it obvious
we were not going too soon, There was activity with the two planes
parked at the Post, making us hopeful that maybe it was clearing in
Moose and Lindy was taking off, No such luck, they just short
hopped down to the camp around the bend. The Canso came inj we
guessed with men and equipment -~ a day or so overdue -- again
making us think it might be clearing. Some of the group returned
to report that the weather was going to clear between 4:30 and 5:00
according to the pilots =~ but also to report that the Canso flew in
any kind of weather, so the fact that it came in proved nothing. So
we decided to cook lunch., Abraham and the other indians entertained,
though they were not as good at collecting wood for the warming fire
today, and Ray, Fife, and John Hanna did most of it during the day.
The gulde got into the act, but he supplied green birch, The camp-
site now has relatively little shelter standing on it, Lunch was
cooked with only half the sectlon on hand. John Hanna and Steve
returned reporting that Ray, Ken, and John Cel were not coming, so
the pots were cleaned, The report was not perfectly true, but the
three complained only a little., We still had hopes of leaving, but
the weather would not let up. A couple middle aged indians arrived
to sit and smoke, Nishe tried talking with them, but eventually
both partles declded they could not speak each other's language.
Then Nishe tried all his Ojibway phrases on Abraham -« who went out
to school at Sault Ste, Marie and spoke excellent English, Again
there was no mutual understanding with the two languages. For a
while all the indlans disappeared «- to lunch or maybe a bible
class, but the church bells earlier in the day had not deminished
the group at that time -~ maybe bible class was more important, It
came 4330, and the rain continued, In fact dinner was cooked and
eaten in the rain, Fife and the guide paddled over to a neighboring
island and returned with a she<ko, Our indian providers had all
gone for a while, John Hanna kept the warming fire going. Bay,
Steve, and Bob split the wood for exercise. The rest slept for
excitement. After dinner four wannigans were emptied so we could
try making a trip and a half on all the forthcoming portages =~ of
which there are many, Just as that project was being completed,
five visitors from the Post arrived in Andy, Dave, Lindy, Willard,
and John -- with his guitar, John gathered a group singing, and
the others chatted., Lindy 1s supposed to carry word that we want
to come out of Rupert's House on Sunday back to lMoose with him
tomorrow. Andy is supposed to tell Holllday we are coming when he
makes contact. John left his radio, and we listened to Boston
weather and Philadelphla traffic reports as the warming fire did its
work and Nishe's pot of beans baked in the sand., John and Ken
carted off a bucket of hot sand to warm their tent while John Hanna
considered dragging out his sleeping bag to warm it by the fire.




The pilots reported it clear in Moose this afternoon -- maybe we'll
get better weather tomorrow,

Monday, August 10 == At 6:30 the weather looked the same
as 1t has looked at any time the last 48 hours., At 7:30 it was
much the same «~ though an hour warmer =~ which meant maybe a degree
or so. The staff was determined to move though and got up and cook-
ed breakfast =~ slowly because the fire would not jump up too
rapidly. The early morning indians arrived during the process, and
three of them stood around watching the operation. Abraham and his
8ling shot friends appeared and one bagged a squirrel right off the
bat, When the staff called every one to breakfast, a few had already
rolled, and Ken took back John's radio. The gulde got up and glanced
around and wanted to glve the weather a little more time to clear,
Mist kept falling -- as usual, Finally a few drifted off to the
Post since Fife, George, and the staff could not budge the guide
from the warm fire and the coffee, Finally he grudgingly agreed to
move eventually and sent Ray off to buy him a pair of gloves. Before
they got back, he decided it really was going to break and went and
rolled. It was a while before every one got back from the Post and
despite the mist and cold we waved goodbye to our indian friends ==
there were not as many this morning as before -- and pushed down the
lake, The mist kept falling for the next hour or two making paddling
a little uncomfortable, but at least we were back on the road again.,
Almost every one had on his warmest clothes, but it was still a
little chilly. Having started after eleven it was one or so when
we reached the start of the river out of Nemiscau, The mist rose
by this time, but the west wind kept things cooled down. One
advantage of belng on familiar territory is the opportunity of
avolding previous mistakes., Two years ago the gulde and staff
paddled around for quite a while looking for the river exit, but
this time they hit her right on the nose. Our water was supposed to
be a foot and a half above normal yet, and we profited thereby, In
'62 the first rapid was so choked by boulders that there was no
thought of running -- we went down in a breeze this year -- well
almost so -~ there were a few rocks to dodge, but there was plenty
of water. We did not bother looking the next rapid over -- the drop
is too steep -~ anyway. The guide even found the start of the trail
right off the bat -- we had had to land and search for it two years
ago., The trall was as good as could be expected after three days
of rain, Nishe's beans were warmed up for lunch at the far side of
the carry, Fife tried fishing the stream and laughed heartily when
George fell in, George had his moment a couple minutes later as
Fife fell too, George is now armed with Abraham's sling shot
purchased off him at the campsite just before we left. It was a
late lunch -~ as might be expected, and we were not back on our way
until sometime after 3:30. As we ate, blue sky started to appear to
the south west, and as we paddled along the sun came out for the
first time in 72 hours, A most welcome sight to say the least., Our
high water made it possible to run all the rapids and shallows to
the big river without having either to get out or even touch a rock,
The guilde even had to pull ashore and look over the last rapid
before running it, so fierce did it look from the top, At one point
on the way down the little river the guide called for a break not to
smoke -~ but to take off heavy jackets! At the big river we sat
in the canoes and let the current carry us for a while until it came
time to start paying attention to the rocks that were slipping by.
At the foot the chop thrown up by the current meeting the wind
caused trouble, and the guide had to pull in and dump his cance as a
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result of the effects of one wave, We were determined not to miss
the good rock campsite used by the '48 section, and so pulled over
to the north side of the river, But either we missed the site or
it was so overgrown that it was not very useable, for in any event
at 6:30 we ended up in the 62 site which the staff at least thought
he had left for good two years agé. With a shallow clay landing, &
steep bank, close tent sites, and a good number of bugs, 1t still
had nothing to recommend it to any one. DBut 1t was a camp ground
at least -- there was no sand and no indians running around all
over the place., Dinner was cooked and eaten as the sun disappeared
behind the trees to the west, and the night chill began to settle
in, Miracles of miracles == John manufactured his promised marble
cake for lunch tomorrow! A major production in which Ken lent a
prominent hand, it baked by the light of the moon. Bay and John
Henna built their private fire to warm thelr tent. Nishe and Fife
dried boots by the main fire and another miracle occurred when it
was discovered that John Hanna had kept his feet dry all day and so
did not need to dry his socks!

Tuesday, August 11 == Another very cold night as might
have been expected from the display of northern lights at bed time
last night, The gulde looked up while putting the fly over the
wannigans and commented that he did not like seeing them so soon
after a rain =-- it meant more to come, But the sun shone brightly
at 6130 as we rolled out into the cold clear morning. Despite the
fact that both gulde and staff were up to cook breakfast, we did
not get off any more rapidly. It was 8310 as four of the canoes
started drifting down the river, and ten minutes later 54 came
putting out from shore. But our good weather was not to last for
any time, Clouds drifted across the sun, and it went first, It
tried to force its way through the clouds, but could never really
make it., About an hour and a half after starting, the rain began
to fall ever so lightly. A couple little swifts were passed, and
the rain increased, We hit our first rapid which required more
than just a glance down stream., The guide went left and did not
like what he saw, so we paddled to the right, He liked this side
less, Though he found & run in the center and also one on the left
shore, he told his bow boy he was not going to bother paddling out
to run either, and they would unload and 1lift over the ten foot
section of rock where they were, High atop a nearby rock the staff
watched in mild aggitation, but he declded not to go against the
guide's orders and followed on the 1ift over., Two years ago this
rapid had been run easily. lMaybe we were paylng a penalty for
having missed two carries yesterday, By now the rain had set 1n,
and the temperature was on the chilly side., Every one dragged out
a rain jacket or some warm clothing except John Hanna who defied
double pneumonia to paddle along in a T shirt -~ stuffing his light
weight long sleeved shirt in the bow to stay dry. We had one more
rapid to run before starting into Oatmeal, but this was still able
to be done, Then a long paddle down the side of a long island, and
a rapid at the foot of the island. We passed u? the '62 lunch site
in this area which was now made into a surveyer's camp and contlnued
on to Oatmeal., At the top of the previous rapid the sound of the
falls had been picked up, and as we drew closer the sound increased,
The rapid a half mile above the big drop had good swells that threw
in & little water, and then we coasted into the creek that led to
the portage. We decided to lunch on the far side and loaded up.
The trail was good, except that no carry in the rain can really be
easy, and this one was not only bushy, but also had a little wet




clay to negotiate ~« as John C found out, Ken learned why it is a
poor ldea to be the first across a portage on a wet day =~ though

it made no difference today and the last man was just as wet at the
far slde as the first, A party was only a few days ahead of us,

but they had failed to cut out one very large wind fall about half
way across == we left 1t too =~ and they left another at the foot

of the trall == which we cut out so the canoes could get to the
water, Lunch was cooked pretty late on the beach at the foot of

the carry -- though the staff had trouble getting the fire to go.

By the time the macaroni had started to cook, the guide had thrown
enough brush on the back of the fire so that a good roaring blaze
was created., The bright spot in the lunch was John's marble cake
that turned out perfectly, Guide and staff debated staying or
moving on and decided to put it up to a section vote, 5 = 3 the
gang voted to move on, and then the staff looked at the rain and the
clouds and cast the deciding vote to stay == so back up the hill to
the campsite we packed. The fire building Jjob was done all over
again -~ faster this time -~ and tents and fly were pitched, Soon
various items of clothing were drying by the fire -- at least the
slde toward the fire was drying while the side away from it was
getting wetter from the rain, The campsite proved to be larger
than elther gulde or staff thought from their previous visit, for
there were several tent sites off to the river side of the trail.
George bet the gulde he could not fell a crocked poplar in any spot
he named, The poplar fell as wanted, but George had to push to make
it go there, so the bet was off. BRay, George, Fife, guide, and
staff cooked dinner while John Hanna sat and warmed himself and the
others stayed dry in their tents, A plate of fudge and more rain
ended the evening as the wind blew harder and the rain came down
more heavlily. There is an old river superstition that it always
rains on a party at Oatmeal, To our knowl e Keewaydin has done
nothing to violate that superstition. The '48 trip was rained in
here for a day. The '62 trip was rained on here and stuck for a day
a few miles below, and now we find it far from dry. We can't afford
the day, though, so 1t looks like we have to pull tomorrow anywayi

Wednesday, August 12 «- No one could complain about the
temperature tonight - though there were those with leaky tents who
had a good deal to say about the volume of water that fell during
the night, At 6:30 the rain was still falling. It had changed to
Just mist when the staff made the move at 7115, Breakfast was a
little slow since the fire did not want to go with the wet wood,
but eventually the pots boiled. Bob complained of a wet sleeping
bag, and John Hanna and Ray were not too happy with their canvas,
The section huddled around the fire for breakfast before rolling,
and the guide made growling noises about not moving in the rain from
inside the tent, but relented when he crawled out and found only
mist falling. The temperature was up a good bit from yesterday, so
it was not so unbearable. Down came the wet tents and off to the
canoes we trudged down the wet, slippery trall., Yesterday there had
been a stream flowing across the trail when we went down to the
loading spot. Today 1t was a river that could be crossed with dry
feet only with difficulty, But somehow every one and everything got
over =~ or through, We loaded up and slipped down the shore
leaving the Oatmeal and all its grandeur in the cloudy mist behind.
The wind blew gently against us, but was of no real consequence down
Yo the next portage only a couple miles away, 30 yards of nothing
but clay lay in the road. Besides it started to rain quite hard as
we arrived. The first few to land slipped and slid in the clay, so
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the staff decided it might be better to try the rock point near the
chute. He found it to be easier and shorter, The guide took half
his gear across the clay and then decided to try this point also
with his canoe and what gear remained. The others made it over tk>
clay some how. The rain fell heavler as we paddled across the
11ttie bay to & very bushy -- anc. therefore wet == 300 yards arouvr.i
the west of the falls, It's hard tv see what was being carried
because the trail cuts across a point, and the rain was falling so
hard that no one cared anyway. It obviously was not just a rapid.
Across the river we landed at a '62 campsite and took another wet
Journey through the bush to avoid a rapid that probably could have
been run had we wanted to spend the time and energy to look it
¢7er carefully. There was no one dry by now as we started down
the river again. The rain let up, fortunately, but the wind rose
with a vengeance out of the west, and to add to our misery the
temperature dropped drastically., On we went for the Fours == there
being little alternative anyway, One rapid appeared about an hour
or more after we started from the last carry, and it was run easily
even in the gray celd weather., Shortly thereafter mist began to
settle in and turned to fog == so thick that often it was impossible
to see more than 50 yards ahead. This caused some concern = not
only because of the discomfort, but also because the first of the
Fours was due in 45 minutes to an hour. The drop is around a point,
and the first cascade does not make enough noise to be heard very
far away, so there was some threat of getting towed down if we went
too far out into the middle of the stream, At the same time the
tough head wind made it adviseable to stay near shore. The staff
made several wrong guesses as to the point on which the carry was
located much to every one's disappointment when his predictions did
not oome true, Steve probably suffered more than any one else,
Feet and hands were pretty numb by now, even if other parts of the
anatomy were warm -- which they probably weren't anyway. Finally
the landing was reached, The guide landed, but the staff questioned
if it were the proper one since the smeoth roeck on which he hopped
out two years ago was flooded, So the two of them walked enough of
the trall to be sure it was right and returned to the soggy beash
to oook lunch, As we were eating, the staff looked at his watsh
for the first time since the end of the last carry, 3:30 It had
been & long morning to say the least, even if we did get off to &
late start, The eampsite at the start of the burn did not look too
great, so the stern's men hefted their soggy eanoces and went across
the carry to see If the possibilities on the far side were any
greater, They weren't, The other sarries had been wet, but the
ground in the burn does not absorb water well, so it had all
collected in the depressions in the trail, At ene peint a stream
had to be forded, It made little difference because every one had
wet feet anyway, and the exercise of carrying kept them from getting
cold. The bow men walted patiently meanwhile by the lunch fire.
After the staff and Ray returned to announce we were steying on the
upper side of the carry, Fife and Ken went and trampled down the
grass in the most level spot availlable and tents started to go up.
Great discussions followed about who was pitching where, but
eventually all the tents got up, Fife started baking for supper,
Ken made cocoa, Ray pitched the fly, while George, guide, and staff
played at getting wood. The gulde rigged a drying rack which was
in much use, The pack sacks were the greatest casualties as Fife's
got too close to the fire right at the start of the afternoon, and
John Hanna's got burned at the throat - just to match the toes of
his socks, John sung his socks over the fire as usual, but he had
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lots of company. Bob and Steve built thelr own cheerful blaze
outside their tent, but it did much more for John Hanna's and Ray's,
With dark gray skies and continued very light drizzle we called it
& night for the sixth day of rain, In that space of time we have
seen the sun only for about six or seven hours, Our luck on
weather has certainly not been aenything to get excited about, Again
we have to move tomorrow no matter what the weather, and none of tnz
portages will be very dry. So this has been Fife's nineteenth
birthday present!

Thursday, August 13 -« Day number seven of rain., The
starf dld not dare to get up and cook breakfast until after seven
again when the rain of the night let up., His idea was to have the
sectlion roll after eating and move on, but the guide crawled out
yelling that the tent had leaked through the night and his sleeping
bag was wet and we weren'®t moving any where at all until his sleeping
bag was dry. So that was it. The campsite turned into a drying
room despite the fine mist that fell through the next couple hours,
John Cel was up early because his bag was wet too =« so he and the
gulde dried their bags, The extra fire was rekindled to keep the
cerd players warm, While his bag dried the guide repaired the
lighter his bow boy had contributed =~ because it would not work ==
but with dry packing, fluid, and a new flint, she worked. George
split some more wood to keep the fire going, Finally his bag dry,
the gulde declared we would eat lunch and then tackle the carry. So
the staff threw on the spaghetti, and it was not long before the
meal was ready. Prepared for the worst, the trall was almost it.
Though really it had been wetter the previous day when the canoces
went over, Stilll few got across with elther dry feet or pants,

Fife tells of slipping going down the steep trail at the end and
watching the baby roll off the top of hls load and down the hill
whlle he chased 1t all the way to the foot., He was not alone in

hls experiences. The gulde thought he might have lost his glasses,
so whlle he looked for them =~ they were in his pack =~ the staff
took his canoe over to the islands in the middle of the river to
photograph the cascade, Having come all the way down the river for
this chance, he was determined to take the shots even if they were
in the rain, The falls at the 700 yarder were just as spectacular,
if not more so. So was the portage, for after a mild beginning the
foot contained a lot of water and a good bit of slippery clay.
Eventually at the end it was necessary to drop the loads and hand
them down the last little drop to avoid taking an almost certain
8pill in the clay. Loading was also a problem because of the swells
from the falls, and the canoes had to be held as the loads were
tossed in and the crews Jjumped aboard. With the mist from the falls
rising behind we slipped down the shore for a ways to the start of
the long carry around the last of the Fours. Unloading at the
established carry was a mistake for a steep hill had to be climbed,
Ray and John Hanna discovered a much easier unloading spot right on
the edge of the falls where the climb would have been avoided, At
half way a convention was held for a rest and a smoke break, The
footing was unsure and the loads heavy. The canoes and tents
especially have done little but pick up water in the days of rain,
But somehow every one made it -« though pretty wet, Fife and Ray
were the only ones interested enough to take a side trip to catch the
view of the river flowing down. Not as spectacular as the first two
cascades, still there is no chance of running either. George took a
slde trip with his cance -- after having been forced to stop earlier
and retump when his line broke -- and then lost his canoe in the
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bush for a while after he relocated the trail, Pepper and Misty were
lost most of the time as usual, The gulde got a fire going and camp
was pitched fairly rapidly. Several tents were then equipped with
plywood floors from the sheets left in the campsite by some stranze
individuals. After the main fire was golng two others were kindled
to warm up other parts of the campsite, and the process of drying
people, clothes, and sleeping bags began and lasted until darknecs
-= and cold -- drove every one to bed, It felt strange to stand
around the fire drying equipment without having to wear rain jackzts
at the same time to keep the few items that were already dry in tiat
condition. No promise of good weather for tomorrow at all, but &ai
least 1t has not rained for the last five hours =« which is almost a
record for the past week, Except for the day we left Nemiscau, we
have not seen the sun for a week. Time 1s fast running out on us at
the same time, and Rupert's House is still a good two days away,
These words were written in haste, for as of t30, the rains had
started again!

Friday, August 14 -- The rain that started at 10:30 last
night did not let up through the night, and at seven the staff loocked
out quickly and went back to bed. It was not until quarter of ten
that he dared to start breakfast., Still a slight drizzle fell at
times, and we were off on day number eight of rain. For some reason
-=- probably because his sleeping bag and boots were dry the gulde
was willing to pull out, and so as soon as the meal was over, packs
were rolled and tents struck, Unfortunately there were a few wet
sleeping bags that had to be done up. Some like John Hanna had
carefully lald down sheets of plywood as protection from the wet
ground and forgotten that the sheets stuck out the tent door letting
the rain drain right in on the bedding. As we were breaking camp
between eleven and twelve, an indlian freighter pulled up at the
landing coming up stream and out hopped an elderly indian and a
women == probably his wife -- and a younger boy =- possibly a son.
They wrestled the freighter and their baggage up the steep incline
and threw a tarp over the load as they stood around waiting for us
to leave. The boy understood enough English to know what we were
saying, but refused to do much talking. It's doubtful if the older
ones understood any of it, but maybe they did. Anyway we started
out in the drizzle and rain again, It was not too long before the
first obstacle appeared in the form of a short rapid., It looked as
though there ought to be a run, so the guide slipped past the
portage to the rocks below to see what he could find, 74 followed
close behind. The others walted at the top, fortunately, because
no way through was found, Two years ago we had carried this rapid
because there were two rock ledges in it that would rip out the
bottoms of the canoces, This year there was just too much of a line
of boiling white water in the center and too many stones on the side.
Anyway the other three canoes carried with no real trouble except
that the bush was wet -- but that was to be expected. After 54 and
58 loaded in a rough spot, they fortunately directed 77 to a clearer
spot nearby, and the staff canoe got the best of the deal., 74 and
27 went back up the little fast water they had run down by pulling
the canoes up by the bushes on the side and then paddling when
possible., The bowmen were directed to the easy loading area, but
then George appeared and waded in the river to get to the same area.
The three loaded cances tried to yell to him, but he paild no heed,
Later he explained that he decided turning the canoe in the alders
was Just too much and since he was wet anyway, the water route was
Just as good., Except for sighting a couple geese and something




- 52 -
swimming in the water way ahead, nothing of interest appeared until
the rapid before the Cat., As Steve desoribed it -~ the wettest --
because of the brush -- trall he had ever seen, Only one canoe ot
& time could load because of the swells from the rapid, so the
gulde was well ahead looking for the start of Chigascatagaml before
the last canoe got near the water, While he looked for the beg’ r=-
ing, the others held in eddles along the way and got bounced arownd
in the process, Finally he found the trall -- right where it war
cupposed to be -- and unloaded,.- 74 followed, Signals got a litle
crossed, and it was a while before 54 knew it was time to move up
to the eddy at the top =~ which could hold only one canoce at a tine,
The staff had talked a good deal about the ¢lay hill at the staii of
the carry -- actually the clay hill was passed yesterday without
much fanfare at the top of the last of the Fours -- and the guide
had listened, so he got Bob out ahead with the bow line to pull him
up the traill By the time the staff landed -- 58 was prepared to
do the same == there is no real hill to start with at all! The
carry was wet with brush, had a good number of wind falls of large
size, and more than 1ts share of clay, but otherwise was not too
bad -- at least from the stern's mens point of view. The bow men
really gave an excellent half way to them, plus the fact that the
bottom of the trail was much better than the top., Anyway lunch was
cooked at the foot of the Cat, and the guide threw on piles of
wood to help dry every one out. At first he wanted to camp, but
the efforts of those who wanted a chance to reach Rupert's in one
more day prevalled, and we moved on to the next portage where the
‘62 trip had ocamped, Conditions were a little different, however,
for we left the Cat between five-thirty and six, The staff was
reluctant to tell any one the time for fear the guide would change
hls mind and make us stay, He and the others who were cold and
tired were cheered up a little by light colored sky that appeared ==
not blue, but light instead of black, We were on our way before
the actual position of the sun could be seen -~ and then the guilde
was the only one who really knew how late it was, Better that half
way to our destination, under some pressure, the staff pulled out
the watch ~- seven o'clock, Steve kept looking for the island long
before it was due, but finally it came in sight, and eventually so
did the portage. The gulde caused some trouble at the start of the
carry by first announcing that we were going to camp on the near
slde where the '62 section had camped, but eventually he decided
that hole was not really very good, and over the carry we went!
Darkness had set in by the time dinner was served, so it was hard
to tell which pile on the plate was corned beef hash and which was
creamed corn -- the mashed potatoes were easy to recognize., The
bannock was almost done, A few people were pretty well played out
~-= but in general the section was in pretty good shape in spite of
the hour, It had been a long day in terms of quitting time, but
actually it was not really a very long traveling day in terms of
hours on the road =- just an eilght hour day with the eight put at
the tail end. Two fires blazed to dry out people and clothes in
addition to the cooking fire, but they were abandoned early in
favor of the sack. As John dried his socks and the guide his boots
-= and watched the bannock bake «- stars appeared, Maybe tomorrow!

Saturday, August 15 -~ Nope. The staff tried to tell
Bob that all that gray in the morning was mist off the river. Some
of 1t was, but there was no getting around the fact that the sun
was not shining trying to burn off the mist. There were a few
disgusted campers and a disgruntled gulde who crawled out of their
tents expeoting to see nice bright sunshine, But the staff had
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already ordered the seotion to roll e« determined to give it a try
at least. The weather drew its usual cholce comments, but we got
on the water fairly dry to start with., The weather was cold as
usual -- though it has been worse, Off at 8:30 =« or maybe a few
moments earlier -- in spite of the fact that the staff got up
fifteen minutes earlier than normal, Ye were supposed to look fer
a trall on our left leading to a downed airplane, but no one saw
the gas drums that were supposed to be on the river bank near the
scene =~ but then no one really looked, and even if we had found
the trail, no one was going to walk the five minutes back into the
wet bush to look at the wreck, Besides we had no time for side
trips anyway, About ten-ten we started down the little creek-like
channel that ran behind the second large island before Plum Pudding.
We were making good time. The head wind was not too bad, and the
current was a definite aid. We landed at the '62 campsite -- one
of the large trees used as an axe target during the forced two and
a half day lay over during their rainy spell was down over the

tent sites, Of course we made the same mistake they did and took
out about 10 yards up stream from the proper spot -- which meant
walking through a swampy spot before hitting good trail. The guide
had a 1little trouble with his canoce, but fortunately George's back
made a nice soft landing spot for it, and no damage was done except
to pride. After slipping down the clay hill at the foot, we
started off on Plum Pudding. Our eventual camping spot of the
night hinged on what might happen here., #ith high water we might
well have to portage, and that would definitely delay us so long
we would have to hold up at Smoky Hills, The first pitch of Plum
Pudding in 62 was just a stiff horse race -- it was the second
pitch that was real trouble, so the guilde started into the first
pitch with great confidence and came out with a canoce full of water
as Bob deoided to dodge a swell by pulling left -- putting the canoe
a little broadside and throwing a bucket full of water into the
canoe, The others fared better and only had to bail, After that
experience, he was very doubtful about our chances of doing any
thing with the second half, but the staff and George got to the top
of the second piteh first and were already out looking it over
before the guide climbed out of his canoce -- axe in hand to start
cutting a trail., It would have been some trall -- with moss and
wind falls all over the place -- as well as clumps of tag alders to
plow through or go around, Anyway the staff reported he could run
the first part and catch some slack water before the final pitch ==
it was too far to look over the whole thing at once and besides the
bush was soaking wet. Finally the guide condescended to give her a
try, and off we went, The first part of the run was really pretty
easy, if you missed the stones, which every one did, For some
reason the gulde decided not to hold up in the slack water and gave
her the gun, One section of large swells, and it was all over, A
little balling was needed -- and a canoe or two got dumped, but the
run had been made, Actually with less water taken this year than
two years ago. The moral of the story -- run the top in low water
and the bottom in high, The first part of Smoky Hills beconned.
Every one was wet by now, so the sloppy ground and wet brush made
no difference, The Chivers report said the landings on the moose
pond were on quaking bogs., In '62 the ground was dry as a bone,
This year it was somewhere in between, But wet as we were, it made
little difference., The staff planned to use up the dates we had
been carrying all summer by having a date break on the pond =- it
now being one o'clock, but the three camper canoes pulled ahead to
the next landing before the gulde got his second load across with



the lunch wannigan, so the dates were delayed. The bows men really
gave the stern’s men a break on the first carry., They were more
nearly right on the second, but then the second seemed shorter, but
maybe 1t was just the knowledge that this was the last carry -- not
counting the one from the station to the lake in Temagaml, The guide
had been talking about these two 1300 yarders back-to-back all summer
and now they were a thing of the past, At the same time he had been
talking about what a good walker the second of these was. If this
was a good walker after all our rain, a poor one would be absolutely
impossible, In the indian site at the foot, canoes went every

which way. George ended up having to run the tail end of the rapid
== which the portage 1s supposed to bypass., But neither he nor Fife
was upset. Hay and John got backed up in a little creek with no
outlet, and the guide and staff had to find the loading spot == but
they were the last through. Without pausing to look at the beauties
of Smoky Hills and without having a chance to try locating the indian
dip nets that are supposed to be hidden in the bush and trying our
luck on white fish, we pushed off to the neighboring point for lunch,
While the guide got the wood and Ray split it, George and Fife cooke
ed lunch -- while the staff stood around doing nothing until John
Cel asked what time it was and he discovered he had lost his watch
back on the portage where he had last looked at the time. So back
he went to see if he could locate it., No luck, but he set his spare
by guess -~ more to be able to tell how much daylight was left than
anything else, On Evans time, we left the lunch site at 3:45, The
current was good all the way down as was expected from previous
experience, At intervals the sun suggested coming out, but never
Teally made it., A few sprinkles of rain fell in the morning == none
in the afternoon -- but this made nine days of rain in a row -- even
if this was a light day., Without any great event in between the last
rapld appeared, It's supposed to be carried, but the guide figured
in high water the rocky run could be made, We started in, The run
was made, but the water taken was considerable, and no cance really
eéscaped undamaged. The staff was sure the stern had been ripped
right out of his, and others had the same experience. The last
little pitch was run and half way through on the left Rupert's House
appeared as-expected -- and as expected & cheer went up. 58 made it
to the dock with the rest of us by bailing at stratigic intervals,
The others took a little less, The tide was running out as we left
the river's power, and 58 found a good sand bar to get stuck upon.,
The indians came to greet us at the dock -- we passed up the oamp-
site because a construction project was going on nearby, Jacque
Hollidey offered to try to radic Moosonee for us after dimmer «- we
landed at 6145 "Indian Time" as Bob called it =- which was 6340
"Evans Time", No radio contact we learned as dinner was cooked in
company of a large number of local lads and lasses -« So many in fact
that it was nigh impossible to get near the fire, The Hollidays
offered the gulde and staff hot baths, which were gratefully accepted
much to the envy of the rest of the section, The staff tried to
telephone Austin, but got no answer -- and contact seemed poor anyway.
So' tomorrow we try to see what the planes can do for us == if any
thing, A few light sprinkles of rain started again at midnight =-
its not over yet, Holliday claims this is the highest he has ever
seen the river.

i Sunday, August 16 -« The rains came back during the night
Sort of as usual and fell almost continuously until about six o'clock
when 1t finally let up. The staff had hopes of getting a plane or

two if Austin 1lived up to the earlier arrengement, Breakfast was
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ready jJust before nine when the first radio contact was supposed to
be made, Holliday made the call for us, and sort of as usual we
were told to walt -- there were no pillots available at the moment,
At 10330 there were two planes that might come over. At 1300 Mouse
was fogged in. At 33100 the weather at Rupert'’s had turned dirtier
and that at Moose not much better, Holliday was supposed to call
again at five if the weather here were better, but said he would
not call if it were the same, The weather was the same, so he
never called., Hls theory at that point was that if a plane was
coming, it would come, if not, it would not show == it never showed.
So a night more at Rupert's House, While all this was going on
various indians came down to visit the campsite and stand around
and look. DMost elther spoke or understood English, so there was a
1little more conversation than with those at Nemiscau, Some overtures
were made toward buying some of our canoes, Nishe vacillates
between selling and not selling, We still had them all with us at
the end of the day though. After lunch the mist started at intervals
closing in a little more than it had been before., A palr who had
run the Nottaway -« Austin Hoyt and Terry Townsend -~ came down to
discuss the two rivers with us -- each group insisting it had just
run the tougher river -- certainly they had done less portaging =-
about five since leaving Matagami Lake. We could not say the same,
They stole a little of our wind by informing us that the Nottaway
threw out a greater volume of water than did the Rupert -~ we could
not really argue since we did not know., Holliday opened the store
for us at the three o'clock call, and a few goodies were purchased,
Back to the drizzle of the campsite. Every time anything was put
out to dry, it started to rain a little, so it had to go back under
cover again, The indlans just came and watched as usual, George
end Fife went to get Fife's injured finger treated in the morning
and then procured a loaf of home made bread from Mrs, Watt = much
of which was donated to dinner., No flour left after pancakes this
morning, so the local bakery is now closed down for the season., Bob
went back to see if more bread could be bought and came back with a
store-bought loaf. Blue sky started to appear at dinner time, or
shortly thereafter making us a little hopeful about prospects for
tomorrow, but we've been disappointed by the weather before., After
dinner more visitors appeared -- a couple who were pretty cute -
some thought, A trip was made to the phone office and a good route
out was discovered -- which we don't plan to take. Finally every
one declded it was time to sack out, George immediately raised the
roof when he discovered his candy bars and cookies were missing, It
was eventually admitted that the dogs had gotten them, It explained
the loss but made him no happier!

Monday, August 17 «= The gulde awoke to the sound of an
indian paddle resounding against the gunwale of a canoe passing by
as the indian apparently went out to check his nets, and so started
to split wood at 7:30, He was soon Joined by Steve feeling the sad
effects of the change in river water. A pretty unhappy and un-
comfortable camper as of that moment. The staff laid odds of nine
to one that he would return from the nine o'clock radio chat with
Austin Alrways to report that there was no news and that we would
have to contact again between ten and eleven, By some strange
coincidence he was wrong., There was a plane coming down from Nemisca
as of that moment, Back he went to draw lots for who would be the
first out after the guide, Bob, George, and Steve in that order
were to be first and so rolled and headed for the dock along with
all the empty wannigans and #27. Eventually the plane appeared with
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Willard and Dave aboard =- much to our Joy, They took an indian
female passenger and Nishe and Bob and 727 and headed for Moose.
The rest of us went back to waiting -- some to the campsite and
others to wander, Shortly after noon lunch was cooked, the dishes
and pots walloped, and the rest of the canoes and gear moved down
to the dock, #77 and #74 were already there, having been moved
down when the Husky landed with Lindy at the controls, but he was
headed out to the Charlton Islands first before ooming back to help
us out, Steve still felt pretty bad, and so the rations were quite
plentiful for the rest of us with a normal section meal having been
cooked up. The Bay Company tug pulled a barge load of logs headed
for Fort George into the mouth of the river and then went and
tied up at the Post dock making it impossible for the alrcraft to
land there., Jimmie Watt tagged along behind George for & while
advising us on local information, Lindy came back and headed for
Nemiscau, and then Willard returned with a Norseman, loaded #77 and
every one but Ray and the staff and headed back to Moose. He had a
little trouble getting off the spectators on shore thought, but he
lifted one pontoon gracefully and made it, Soon the "sked" arrived
from the north and loaded another canoe and Ray -~ and Misty -- and
took off leaving the staff and his last freight alone, LindX
returned with the Husky but could take only one canoe, so #54 was
stuffed into the plane -~ with an inch or two to spare, and the last
load left at 73100, #58 had to be left behind, m ch to the regret of
the crew, but there was no cholce, She had more broken ribs from
previous trips than any other cance and so seemed in poorest shape.
Instructions were to sell her or ship her out later by barge ==
leaving the decision up to Jacque Holliday at the Post, He seemed
to feel he could get fifty dollars for her, DNeanwhlle back in town
the gulde tried to get the mall from the Post Office only to discover
none had arrived -- except for packages he and the staff had sent
themselves =~ plus a card for Bay. Dinner was cooked by the side
of the tracks and eaten in the baggage car =- the gulde feeding the
staff's dinner to the dogs just before he pulled in, The sights of
Moose were taken in -« there 1s not really very much to see, and
so we bedded down in the car, incensed at the failure of the mall
to arrive, but ready for the last leg of the trip. A telephone
call was put in to Temagami for a canoe to meet us -« 1f the
message gets through,

Tuesday, August 18 -~ For some unknown reason the gulde
slept quietly, so no one's sleep was interrupted until the staff
rose at 6:30 and started to make noise rolling., Soon every one was
up == though some reluctantly, Steve announced that he felt much
better after his mal de mer, The gulde and George headed down the
track in the light drizzle that was falling as usual to kindle the
breakfast fire, but the food prepared was brought back to the car to
be devoured, After dishes were washed as activity on the platform
increased as train time drew nigh, the canoes were loaded. The
staff headed off to the Post to buy supplies for the ride down,

Ray and the dogs were left in the baggage car while the rest of us
headed for the coaches where it would be more comfortable, The
buffet car drew its share of attention. So did we as time and time
again it was necessary to explain to fellow passengers where we

had been these past seven weeks, At noon the lunch wannigan was
opened back in the baggage car, and the sandwich materials went
fast, Guide and staff spent the next two hours putting patches on
the canoces so they might not sink on the way in from T Station., 74
won the "Patch Award® with 14 at this time, A rain shower fell as
we approached Cochrane, but the sun had shone a moment or two on the
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way down, Misty and Pepper were resigned to the car as the section
headed for the laundimat to try to get a few clothes clean for the
trip in, After almost a three hour lay-over, the new train pulled
out, The conductor of Jim Bates fame was aboard, and neither he
nor the rest of the train crew was too interested in answering our
numerous questions, Dinner was made in the car from more sandwich
supplies, No one but Steve got much rest on the way down. Close to
midnight the conductor herded us forward to the baggage car ready
to unload at T Station =-- they wanted to take the car on through to
North Bay, and so would not shunt it off. In the darkness every
thing was pitched off, and we and our gear were left on the platform
as the train pulled out.

WWednesday, August 19 == The guilde looked at the sky, saw
a few stars, and sald we'd pull out now, Canoe #59 was walting for
Ray and Ken at the Aubrey dock =~ a Bay canoe no less, even if the
stern seat was broken and the bottom rough, Still the message had
gotten through, The lake was calm and the wind slight so the
starting paddle was a breeze after a few fortifying cups of coffee
from the Esso station machine, The only other citizens foolish
enough to be around at this hour were a half dozen obnoxious kids
who should have gone to bed long ago, The weather on Temagami was
not only clearer but also warmer than any we had experienced for
weeks, The moon provided good light until it set to the west
directly in front of us. Then the milky way and the northern lights
provided what illumination there was, In our travels only one boat
passed us -- no one else was ldiotic enough to be out at this hour,
After Hroome lodge, fog started to roll in, and we had a few
anxious minutes trying to locate the blinker on the small island
near our lunch site of 50 days ago, but it flashed at rare intervals
and we passed to the right of it as intended., The lights of the
mine appeared, and we played games looking for Faskin's Point., The
staff thought he'd play it smart and headed down the middle toward
the mine, but the guide followed the shore. The north wind greeted
us in all its shilly aspects as we rounded the point, and the guide
immediately hove to on the rotten dock and landed to light a fire
to use to warm up and brew a little coffee. The fire was set up in
line with the full force of the wind, so it was not only a little
while before it could be kindled but also a while before it grew
large enough to shed any warmth. But the stop allowed the sun to
start lighting the eastern sky enabling us to see our way up the
back channel. Shortly after six we pulled in to a tiny campsite
before Clemenshaw'’s «- there being a section already there. The
gulde falled to invite us to Wabun Lodge for some of his wife's
cooking, so we had to make our own breakfast, A little more
sumptuous than was our custom, the dogs fared well also. The gulde
put on a few more patches, and after the staff took a few movies, off
we poked for camp, The nearby sections had already pulled out, Our
Jewelry and wannigans were still dirty, but they were still tumped
and hidden from view as we poked up the lake, Several long walts
were needed before we used enough of the slack time available to
make us arrive at eleven, The gulde pulled out faster than at any
time earlier in the trip, so it was difficult to maintain our proper
order, but we were all together as the group on the dock started the
cheer, We answered in kind, the cannon roared under Tony's lanyard,
and in no time the canoces grated on the shore, and there was the
Chief to greet us, The trip over, the Bay had been reached, and now
we were home, Temagami never looked so good.

THE END





