
2019 Solo Wabakimi Trip 

Day 1 – July 16 (1 mile) 

After two long days of 
driving from eastern 
Massachusetts, I’m finally 
here.  I spent last night in 
a hotel in Thunder Bay 
and awoke early for the 
three hour drive up 
highway 527 to 
Armstrong. The highway 
up here is pretty well 
maintained and the 
maintenance continued 
as I drove through 
several construction zones along the way.  For this trip I went with Don Elliot at Mattice Lake Outfitters 
to shuttle me and my truck back and forth the short distance down the road from their headquarters.  
At the outfitters, Don and I worked over the schedule for the next few weeks and estimated that it will 
take me 26 days to complete the route I have prepared.  This is slightly longer than the 24 days I 
anticipated, but I have enough food, so time will tell.  It was a beautiful breezy day when I put in on 
Bukmiga Lake and I got to my campsite just a short distance from the landing at around noon.  The 

campsite is well used but in good 
condition.  So far – no bugs!  I shook out 
my outfit and strung up my hammock – 
my sanctuary for the next several weeks.  
During the shakeout I discovered that my 
solar charger is not working on both the 
phone and the gps.  After several 
messages sent to the outfitters and my 
wife, they drove my truck back down so I 
could retrieve a cable from it, thinking 

that the problem was in the kind of cable 
I was using.  Alas, after all that trouble it 

still is not working!  I may have to be very conservative with my electronics use if I can’t get this thing to 
work.  I was expecting to use the gps a lot – mostly to use the tracking feature and to send and receive 
messages from my family – but it is looking like that might not be able to happen.  Hopefully it just 
needs more direct sunlight or something.  It did work just prior to my coming up here.  Regardless, I’m 
still looking forward to my trip – I just have to adjust my expectations.  I’m staying positive and being 
safe.  Here’s to a great trip! 

Loaded up at the put-in and eager for adventure! 

My first campsite on Bukmiga Lake. 



Day 2 – July 17 (11 miles) 

I was on the water by 7 am after a perfect night in the woods.  I slept well and woke up to cool weather 
and a glass-like lake.  As the sun started to rise above the trees a gentle breeze came out of the east 
slowly pushing me along the way.  I would enjoy a tailwind for the entire day!  The bugs weren’t bad 
except for in a couple places. As the day wore on and the sun rose higher in the sky, the clouds moved in 
to lessen the heat of the day.  I’ve enjoyed perfect weather all day!  I found all my portages easily, only 
having to scout for a couple.  Even the landings were all pretty good!  This lasted for a good part of the 
day, but eventually Easy Street and I diverged.  
The portages around all the falls on the Kopka 
River were brutal.  They were well 
maintained, but very rocky and steep.  There 
was even one spot where the trail dropped a 
sheer 6’!  I had to hop down and drag my gear 
and canoe off the ledge to stay on the trail, 
and made use of a log leaning against the 
ledge to climb back up. By late afternoon I 

was suffering from near heat stroke on the 
penultimate portage along this stretch of river 
and decided to make camp at the third set of falls going up river.  This stretch of the Kopka River is 
absolutely stunning!  There is one remarkable set of falls after another, but you have to work hard to get 
here for sure.  I’m really blessed to be able to enjoy this.  It’s currently overcast as I write this, but the 
rain seems to be holding out.  A cold shower and lots of water has cooled me down.  I have one long and 

difficult portage tomorrow and I 
might make it a shorter day.  I’d 
like to camp near a small rapid and 
try my luck at fishing.  I’m still 
unable to wrap my head around 
the fact that this will be a 24-26 
day long trip.  I don’t know how to 
pace myself.  The food bag is 
burdensome and is killing me on 
the portages.  I still can’t get the 
solar panels to charge anything.  
That’s my greatest concern, so I’ve 
decided to only send tracking 

points 3 times a day and keep it off for the rest of the time to conserve energy.  I hope my luck with the 
weather holds out for tomorrow.  I didn’t see anybody today.  I’m not lonely yet, but I am starting to talk 
to myself, so…  I’m so grateful for the ability to do this.   

 

Yep.  The trail just drops 6' here. 

One of the many beautiful falls along the Kopka River. 



Day 3 – July 18  (10 miles) 

Today started out very buggy.  I woke up late – about 7:30 am.  It took a while to get going and I was 
finally on the water by 9.  The last portage going up the Kopka River was bouldery but not too bad 
except for a huge hornet’s nest that was right along the portage.  I had to carefully pass it three times, 
but I made it out unscathed.  I had a hard time getting into Kenakenaksis Lake due to shallow and quick 
water.  I took a brief lunch on Kenakenaksis and then powered against the current up a narrow but short 
stretch of water.  The rest of the day 
was uneventful as I paddled and 
portaged by way through an unnamed 
lake and Boulder Lake.  My target was 
Shawanabis Lake, but the westerly 
winds brought with it a  fierce storm.  
Fortunately, I found a campsite on 
Boulder Lake and had enough time to 
set up the tarp and prepare myself just 
before the storm hit.  It was intense 
with howling winds and pelting rain, 
but it quickly passed.  I was wet and cold, so I put a pot on the stove and warmed up with an early 
supper and a huge cup of tea – perfect!  I got a fire going (with a little effort!) and heated up some water 
for a hot shower.  As I write this I’m enjoying the bright 8 pm sun.  At home it would be near dark, but 
here I’ve got another 2+ hours.  The bug bites are accruing and despite my best efforts the food bag 
remains very heavy.  Perhaps next time I won’t bring my reflector oven and baking goods.  I’m convinced 
that’s where a lot of the weight is.  I’m looking forward to getting into Wabakimi Park tomorrow.  I’m 
still intimidated by how long I have to go, but I’m thoroughly enjoying the trip.  Tonight marked the first 
sunset of the trip!  I can hear the faint thunder of trains running in the distance. 

 

Day 4 – July 19  (15 miles) 

I woke up at 7 and was on the water by 8.  It was a very still morning.  The portage into Shawanabis Lake 
was very wet and I got soaked from the waist down.  As I entered the lake the wind had picked up and I 
fought a pretty fierce headwind.  I almost called off the day to wait it out, but I persevered and arrived 
at the CNR tracks but had no luck locating the actual portage and the tunnel under the tracks was just 
too tempting, so I went for it.  Bumping and scraping my way down the stream, I stopped just as I 
entered the tunnel to get out my camera but couldn’t find it.  I searched all through the seat pack but it 
was nowhere to be found!  Convinced that I had left it behind, I continued through the tunnel cursing 
and deciding how to return to get it.  Of course, once I was out in the sunlight I immediately found it.  I 
was so relieved but also disappointed that I didn’t get any pics of the tunnel – it was pretty cool.  I 
continued on my way fighting a headwind up the entire length of Onamakawash Lake, stopping once for 
lunch.  I found the portage into the Lookout River easily enough, but that is where things went haywire.  
What I thought was going to be a short paddle to my next portage took almost an hour.  I got to the end 



of a bay and couldn’t find the portage anywhere!  When I saw that the water from a small brook was 
flowing in the “wrong” direction I discovered my mistake – I was lost.  Out came the map and compass 
(and gps) and after backtracking I quickly found my way again.  At the start of the next portage was a 
Temagami boys group with 6-7 boys and 2-3 adults.  We chatted for a bit and I got on my way, hoping to 
beat the approaching rain.  Halfway across the lake to where I would camp for the night, the skies 
opened up and I got soaked.  I hurried across the short portage to the campsite and just as I got out the 
tarp the clouds cleared away and the sun came out.  So much for my attempts at staying dry!  Camp was 
quickly set up and firewood came easy.  I 
decided to finally wet a line and fish at a 
short drop right next to the campsite.  I 
thought if I could catch a fish or two, I 
would bake up a loaf of cornbread and 
lighten the food pack.  After quite a few 
flicks of the rod I did manage to land a 
decent sized walleye.  My first walleye 
ever – yay!  I fried it up, and along with 
the cornbread and bacon, it made a 
great meal.  It was a well invited change 
from the freeze-dried fare I’ve been 
eating.  Now I’ve got walleye fever!   

Day 5 – July 20  (12 miles) 

I woke up at 7 am and was again on the water by 8.  I enjoyed a few short portages as I descended the 
Lookout River around a few beautiful drops.  Then came the last portage into Smoothrock Lake – a long 
1200 meters!  In actuality, it wasn’t that bad.  It was over mostly gently rolling terrain with no buggy or 
muddy spots except for at the landing.  Along the way I ran into a boys group from Minnesota.  They 
were carrying heavy Novacraft canoes and wooden wannigans.  Hopefully the struggle will build some 
character!  One of them was smaller than the rest and was wrestling with his wannigan especially hard.  
He reminded me of my own six year old son and I gave him what little encouragement I could.  I was 

quickly back on the water and entered 
Smoothrock Lake where a manageable 
headwind greeted me then decided to 
be my traveling companion for the rest 
of the day.  I worked my way up the 
lake, pausing occasionally to briefly rest 
when I found a convenient lee.  There 
was one remarkable spot about 
midway to camp where the lake 
narrows and little channels of water 

snake their way through the shield 
granite.  At that moment I was taken 

An example of the beautiful boreal landscape of Wabakimi Provincial Park. 

My first walleye dinner! 



back to my trip around Phillip Edward Island on the Georgian Bay coast – small islands dotting the water 
with stunted trees growing on them.  It was beautiful.  Of course, it wasn’t to last as a gust of wind 
shook me from my reverie and tried to spin be around.  I recovered and eventually made my way to a 
well-used campsite about three-quarters of the way to where I turn west and head into Wabakimi Lake.  
I’m just now starting to find a pace and settle into the rhythm of the boreal forest.  I am sore, bug bitten 
and thoroughly enjoying myself! 

 

Day 6 – July 21  (14 miles) 

Last night the temperature got down pretty low – probably into the 50’s (f).  That coupled with a damp 
evening meant I did not want to get out of my warm and dry hammock.  If the campsite were any better 
I might have taken the day off, but instead I got moving around 7:30 and was on the water an hour later.  
Paddling up the remainder of Smoothrock Lake didn’t pose much of a problem as the winds had not yet 
picked up – more on that later.  Along the way I waved to a group of three fishing boats and briefly 
chatted with some canoeists who 
were heading in the opposite 
direction of me.  Then I turned a 
corner and started heading W, 
making my way into Lower Wabakimi 
Lake.  Along the route are several 
short drops, each with its own 
portage and a few swifts to negotiate.  
Unfortunately for me, I was headed 
against the current and try as I might, 
I didn’t have the strength to paddle 
up any of the swifts and resorted to 
tracking up both of them.  
Fortunately, both were short and easily negotiated.  I took lunch along the way and was tempted to stay 
there for the night when I was told by an angler the success he’d had catching walleye there; regardless, 
I had miles to make and didn’t want to fall too far behind schedule this early in the trip.  After making it 
to Lower Wabakimi Lake I checked my bearing and headed out.  I made into the lee of an island and 
gazed at the maelstrom before me – gusting winds and intimidating whitecaps.  I was reminded of a trip 
many years ago on Moosehead Lake in Maine where I headed out into a similar tempest.  I was tossed 
and turned and at one point actually feared for my life – vowing to learn my lesson and never venture 
into similar waters again.  Well, that was a long time ago, a different canoe and I’m a more experienced 
canoeist – plus there was a party of two canoes crossing it with me – so I went for it.  Traveling the 
heavy chop and blustery winds was no fun and several times it took all my effort just to keep the canoe 
straight, but after all that huffing and puffing I made it safe into the lee of another island.  I celebrated 
with a hefty swig of lake water and swore to never do that again…  We’ll see if I lean my lesson, again!  I 
paddled another 45 minutes through channels in between islands, still into a headwind, but protected 
from the ferocious winds blowing on the open water of the main lake.  I’m sitting here at my campsite 

One of the many drops into Lower Wabakimi Lake. 



for the night, enjoying a slowly setting sun and 
dying winds. The bugs are also appreciating the 
break from the winds and are taking their chances 
chomping on me.  Across from me I see the new 
growth that comes up after a fire has swept 
through the area – grasses, weeds, young spruce 
and a few jack pine thrown in for good measure.  
I’m beginning to think that I’m moving too quickly 
and not taking enough time to enjoy myself.  I 
always want to be on the go – my six year old has 

inherited the same trait.  We’ll see where I make it tomorrow.  If the walleye are biting I just might take 
a day off. 

 

Day 7 – July 22  (15 miles) 

What a mixed day!  In camping there are a lot of rituals.  You set up and take down camp the same way 
each time.  You pack the bag the same way as the day before so nothing goes missing.  It can become 
repetitious.  Today started out that way and took a left turn later on.  I woke up my usual time and was 
on the water before 8.  Immediately I saw a moose on the opposite shore.  I knew she had seen me 
because she made a hesitant move towards the shore, so I decided not to press it and instead moved 
on, leaving her to her breakfast.  The area I was passing through was hemmed in with islands with steep 

shorelines, so it was protected by 
the wind that was already howling 
out on the main lake – Wabakimi.  
Whitecaps and 2’ swells greeted me 
as I entered the lake and I struggled 
to make my way towards River Bay.  
The moment I turned into the bay it 
was as if someone had simply 
turned off the wind.  I enjoyed easy 
paddling all along the bay to the first 
of four portages that stood between 
me and Kenoji Lake.  At the landing I 

ran into the same group of paddlers I had seen the day before.  We chatted about the weather and they 
complimented my cedar strip canoe.  They had kevlar and royalex canoes, so they ran all the rapids 
along the stretch of river, which I portaged.  I did, rather cautiously, run a couple of swifts with no 
incident.  Eventually I made it to Kenoji Lake where it’s reputation for high winds and rough chop did not 
disappoint.  I was used to this kind of travel by now and set out into the melee.  I island hopped my way 
to the NW corner of the lake and had reached the mouth of the Palisade River when a strong gust of 
wind caught me off guard.  I braced with my new paddle and heard the sound that makes every 
canoeist’s heart sink – a crack!  Somehow the force of my brace was enough to put a hairline fracture in 

My small but efficient fire pit on Lower Wabakimi Lake. 

A shot of my camp along the Palisade River. 



the shaft of the paddle.  I was able to nurse it the rest of the way to my campsite without further 
incident, though I can’t trust it now for the rest of the trip.  I may try to put a splint on it later tonight or 
tomorrow.  I still have my backup paddle, but compared to the new paddle, it’s a shovel and not at all a 
joy to use.  Wish me luck!  I was able to set up a tarp just before a heavy but brief rain hit me and once it 
passed I went along the business of setting up camp.  Someone was kind enough to leave a huge supply 
of cut firewood, so I availed myself to about half of it.  I was able to catch two walleye at the swift just 
across the river from me.  The fish was fried up with another serving of cornbread and bacon.  I’m 
getting a little sunburnt, having forgotten to bring sunscreen) so I may take tomorrow off as a rest day 
and stay out of the sun.  I think I can make up the time later if needed.   

 

Day 8 – July 23  (0 miles) 

Rest day!  After peering over the maps last night I discovered that I am screaming through this trip and 
need to slow down, so I took the day off.  I woke up late and had breakfast – something I never do on 
trail or at home for that matter, and then went back to the hammock where I read a little and dozed off 
for a while.  When I got back up I tended to my wounded canoe paddle.  Using tape, a bit of paracord 
and a titanium spoon, I manufactured a make-
shift splint.  It looks almost like it belongs to the 
paddle until you see that it’s just a spoon taped 
and tied on.  Here’s hoping it holds out for the 
rest of the trip!  From there I did a little laundry, 
cut some firewood and a few more chores 
around camp.  While chopping wood a family of 
grouse visited me and curiously watched from 
the safety of the forest.  All of the chores 
apparently wore me out because another nap was 
soon in order.  When I got up for the third time today it was obviously time for a little fishing, so I 
hopped in the canoe and paddled over to the spot where I had caught the two fish yesterday.  After 
what seemed like forever, all I was able to hook was a small pike.  Unfortunately, this fish was eager to 
acquaint itself with my lure and had all but swallowed the hook.  I had to dispatch the fish in order to 
retrieve it.  Because of its diminutive size and my own ignorance on how to properly clean a pike, it was 
left on a rock for another animal to enjoy.  I tried a few more flicks but eventually gave up and headed 
back to camp.  A brief shower visited me but was over almost before it began.  A nice fire heated up 
enough water for me to enjoy a huge feast of pad thai.  I’m now sitting by the fire, performing my usual 
evening ritual – a cigar and bourbon, while I peer over the maps looking at how I might stretch out this 
trip a bit more.   

 

 

 

The bushcraft splint that lasted for the remainder of the trip! 



Day 9 – July 24  (16 miles)   

As I drifted off to sleep last night I was awoken by flashing lights on the tarp of my hammock.  My first 
thought was that someone was shining their flashlight right into my camp.  Soon followed a deafening 
boom – thunder.  A severe thunderstorm was passing me in the N.  Though it was in the distance, it still 
made me nervous, so I folded up the tarp and put extra rocks on my hammock’s guylines.  Fortunately, it 
passed me by.  Before heading off to bed I stopped at the point and watched the display.  Not to be 
outdone, the fireflies came out and on cue danced around my camp.  It was quite a visual display of 
electricity!  I woke up to a warm morning with heavy dew blanketing everything.  It was already working 
up to be the hottest day of the trip.  I 
performed my usual morning routine 
and was on the water before long.  As I 
worked my way up river, the banks 
began to shoot up around me.  A fire 
had ravaged the area a few years 
earlier, which only added to the quiet 
aura of the area.  I found pictographs 
along the cliff walls and starred at them 
for a short while, wondering who made 
them and why.  As I began to turn east 
out of the river I came upon another 
solo canoeist.  We chatted briefly and I 
went on my way – being faster than his 
Old Town canoe. Once I began to work my way into the Grayson River a mucky river bed rose to meet 
the canoe and all momentum was sapped by the mire.  With a mercilessly hot sun, I struggled to make 
any forward movement.  After what seemed like days, I entered Arril Lake and the paddling became 
easier as the lake grew deeper.  The plan was to go farther but because of the intense heat I decided to 
make camp on a small island.  That was until a mama bird protecting her nest decided she didn’t like me 
and began shrieking and dive-bombing me.  Well, I know when I’m not welcome, so I pushed on into 
Grayson Lake.  The portage into the lake was through a recent burn and it felt like walking through an 

oven – only with a canoe balanced on 
your head!  Immediately upon landing in 
the lake I began looking for a site to 
escape the heat, but there were no 
volunteers.  Eventually I found a scraggly 
looking place that had been used before, 
but was certainly not inviting.  A 
welcoming committee of horse and deer 
flies came to greet me and then followed 
me around while I set up camp, singing in 
my ears and taking the occasional chomp.  
Too hot for a fire, I set up the stove to 

Paddling along the Palisade River. The burnt landscape combined with the 
fog lent to a mysterious atmosphere along the river that morning. 

A portage marker through a recent burn. 



boil some water for the evening’s gruel – it left a lot to be desired.  I ate in the little shade I could find 
while a gentle breeze only flirted with me and the flies and mosquitos harassed me relentlessly.  With 
the dishes done I still found a way for my evening shower and then fled to the hammock, pursued by 
flies.  It’s 9:30 pm and the sun is still over half hour away from setting.  I am desperately looking forward 
to any kind of break in the temperature so I can get some much needed rest.  Oh, and if you’re 
wondering, the paddle seems to be doing the job.  It clicks with each stroke, which reminds me of a 
metronome. 

 

Day 10 – July 25  (6 miles) 

Seeing how my campsite last night 
did not offer much in the way of 
amenities, I quickly packed and 
headed out onto Grayson Lake 
which was windless and calm.  As I 
paddled N, I continually scanned the 
shoreline hoping to see an elusive 
woodland caribou, but it was not to 
be this morning.  As I rounded the 
corner I had a decision to make – 
turn S and head back down the lake, 
around a peninsula and over several 

short portages (my planned route), or take a shortcut and head due E into a single, longer half mile long 
portage that cuts off a corner.  I decided for the shortcut.  As you can probably guess, it likely took 
longer on the shortcut than if I had stuck to my original plan.  The portage was buggy, muddy, partially 
through a burn and not at all well blazed.  I don’t think it sees a lot of traffic, for it would have been in 
better shape as I’ve come to expect in this area.  Regardless, I pushed on through muck and mire, 
getting momentarily lost a couple times and even stung on the finger by something big and holding  a 
grudge against me.  When I 
finally reentered the river I was 
exhausted! Paddling on I 
encountered a few shallow 
swifts and one short portage 
before entering into a small bay 
in the N corner of Whitewater 
Lake, where a building SW wind 
greeted me.  I quickly made my 
way to a campsite situated on 
an island where I ate lunch and 
decided that if the winds were 
this bad here in the bay, they 

That's a huge jack pine on the left! 

The enormous fire pit at my 9th campsite. 



must be much worse out on the lake.  I soon decided that I was wind-bound!  Out came the hammock 
and I dozed for much of the day in the shelter of a huge and gnarled old jack pine.  I took my time 
cutting wood for the fire and going about the usual camp chores.  Occasionally I’d see some excitement 
when I’d kill a horse fly.  As the sun slowly set the high winds went with it.  I’m hoping for fair weather 
tomorrow as my plan is to make it to Best Island and visit the crumbling ruins Wendell Beckwith’s 
cabins. 

 

Day 11 – July 26 (13 miles) 

Having the big water of Whitewater 
Lake to contend with, I woke up early 
to surprise the sun before it had any 
opportunity to kick up the winds.  On 
my way out of the cove I was slowly 
picking my through a shallow rock 
garden when a sudden sound from the 
shore pulled my attention away.  
Standing in some tall grasses was a 
reclusive woodland caribou, looking 
just as surprised as I.  We exchanged 
glances for a short while before it 
decided to put a little more distance 
between us.  I was able to capture a few fleeting pictures, but even with only fuzzy photos I’ll always 
remember the moment.  After the caribou moved silently into the bush I turned my attention back to 
the matter at hand – traversing Whitewater Lake.  I was initially greeted with a strong SW wind, but as I 
rounded Poter Island on my left, the winds gave up and I enjoyed a smooth paddle while I picked my 
way through the many islands and channels in the center of the lake.  My destination was Best Island to 
the SE, the location of several derelict cabins which was the hermitage of Wendell Beckwith, an 

eccentric who had made it his home for many 
years died on the island in the 1980’s.  The 
cabins are unfortunately falling apart with the 
roof of one building completely caved in.  Still, 
there was more than enough evidence left over 
that exhibited Wendell’s skilled craftsmanship.  
Back in the 1960’s Wendell abandoned his 
family and career to devote his life to “pure 
research” and through a series of coincidences, 
found himself in NW Ontario, building a new 
and solitary life for himself.  I found a 
document in one of the buildings chronicling 
his life and work and I read it while lunching at 

Even with photography the woodland caribou is elusive and hard to 
spot. 

"The Snail" was the smallest cabin Beckwith built on Best Is and is 
one of the more interesting.  Built half in the earth, its spiral plan 
was designed with a wood stove at its center to capture as much 
heat as possible when in use through the long boreal winters. 



an adjacent campsite.  After I 
exhausted the pamphlet and all 
the photos I could take, a nice 
tailwind pushed me up the lake a 
short distance to my campsite for 
the night. This one, situated on a 
rocky ledge next to a sandy beach, 
is popular with fishing guides and 
their sports as a lunch spot, and 
that’s how I came upon it – 
occupied by some very nice 
people visiting from Wisconsin for 
a week.  We chatted for a while 
about all manner of subjects 
before they pushed off and left 
me alone to my own devices.  In 
short order camp was set up, firewood chopped and showers had.  As I rested starring at the maps 
spread out before me on the picnic table, a storm blew in from the SW with plenty of rain to drown out 
my hopes of a fire that night.  Lighting and thunder added to the deteriorating ambiance.  Waiting out 
the storm in the safety of my hammock and tarp, I fired up the pocket rocket and ate two freeze-dried 
dinners.  It continued to storm till after dark, but it didn’t worry me any – safe, dry and warm in the 
hammock. 

 

Day 12 – July 27  (26 miles) 

With the same concern 
for winds on the lake, I 
woke up early.  A light 
breeze kicked up enough 
chop to make progress 
up the lake just 
challenging enough.  I 
island hopped my way to 
the Ogoki River in the 
NW, which starts off 
very wide and without 
much of a current.  
Before long I was 
searching for my first (of 
only two!) portages of 
the day.  Because of the 

The dense boreal forest makes it often difficult to find a clear place to camp.  I estimate that 
20% of all the trees in the forest are horizontal! 

The interior of the second cabin built by Beckwith was a space deemed too large to 
heat efficiently and was only used in the warmer months.  The craftsmanship of 
Beckwith’s cabins is outstanding.  He even built his own metal forge to create 
hinges and other metal hardware. 



deluge the night before, I became soaked crossing the portage, with every plant along the way dripping 
with rain water.  After passing the fierce looking rapids the river opens up into something of a fen, with 
marsh all along the shores and a sandy, shallow bottom.  My second portage was to avoid a 6-7’ drop.  
Originally this was to be my destination for the day, but after lunch I still had plenty of hurry-up-and-go 
left in me, so I pushed on to Whiteclay Lake.  True to its name, the lake is banked on both sides with 
primarily shallow sandy beaches leading up to dense bush.  According to the maps there are only two 
campsites between where I entered and where I exit the lake into the Raymond River.  A gentle tailwind 
out of the NW helped me along and I found myself at the first site.  It was really a fishing lodge’s lunch 
spot, replete with picnic tables and garbage strewn about.  Being spoiled as I’ve become on this trip, I 
decided this was not up to my standards and I made the short trip the second site farther down the lake 
– which didn’t exist!  I trolled up and down the lake for half an hour looking for a suitable campsite, until 
I finally gave up and decided to make it happen myself.  I carved out a space with my saw and axe in a 
small grove of tall jack pine near the water,.  I made a small fire pit and put on some dinner, this time 
with a bannock baking in the reflector oven.  A brief shower passed after dinner, but I was able to keep 
the fire going throughout it.  With the sun setting just around the corner and out of view, I’m enjoying 
the serenity that Whiteclay Lake has to offer.  Out on the water the fish occasionally strike the surface 
and a loon warbles, announcing the end of another glorious day in Wabakimi Provincial Park.   

 

Day 13 – July 28  (21 miles) 

I think one of the facets I like about camping is finding the novelty in the ritual or every day.  You wake 
up, strike camp, move, encounter challenges overcoming them, find a spot to camp for the evening, set 
up camp and go about doing the same thing the very next day.  Along the way you notice little things, 
maybe try things a little bit 
differently, all of which puts a 
fresh perspective on your 
existence.  If only it were that 
easy to bring that kind of 
philosophy into your normal 
life…  The sun rose from the 
opposite shore, bathing the 
camp in its light, and I took 
my time getting on the water.  
I wasn’t going to be on the 
lake for long, so I wasn’t 
worried about beating the winds.  I worked my way down the lake at a leisurely pace, paddling on 
almost glass-like water.  Before long I easily found the mouth of the Raymond River and began my slow 
ascent upriver in a southerly direction – a direction I will be maintaining for the next several days.  At the 
foot of Picket Lake I came upon an empty fishing outpost and decided to make an early lunch there – not 
knowing if I’d get another chance along the river.  I poked around the grounds and even invited myself 
into the unlocked cabin.  It was a small but well-appointed place that I suspect sees few visitors.  They 



even had a solar panel for the building, but being without an adapter I wasn’t able to charge any of my 
electronics.  I took lunch in a small screen enclosed gazebo, close to the cabin and equipped with a table 
and a couple chairs – what luxury!  After munching on trail mix and granola bars and gazing at the maps 
for a while I decided that it was Butland Lake or bust.  It was an ambitious plan.  There were only a few 
established campsites along the way, plus I wanted to tell my 6 year old son that I camped on BUTT-land 
Lake.  With this stupid joke fueling my determination, I headed back out onto the lake and was promptly 
met with a strong headwind.  Along the way I encountered a very tall and successful beaver dam and 
saw some impressive cliffs at the end of the portage into South Annette Lake.  It was one of those 
moments that made me look up after spending hours looking down at my feet, and appreciate what a 
remarkable place I was traveling through.  Portaging into Butland Lake, I crossed over the height of land, 
which I’m learning in these parts means Boggy and Wet.  The landings for the last several portages were 
entirely muskeg, which made carrying the gear over this part quite an adventure.  Several times I 
stepped into holes, sinking up to my knees or higher.  I was tired and lost my temper several times along 
the trail, but in hindsight, it was actually an incredibly beautiful place that I wish I had taken longer to 
appreciate the beauty that surrounded me.  By the end of the day I was exhausted and dehydrated (not 
wanting to drink the water of the beaver ponds I was passing through) and it took all my energy to get 
through the last portage.  Not being fortunate enough to finish my day with an easy “gimme”, I 
discovered the north bay of Butland Lake to be a shallow slog for about a mile, and when I did finally 
make it to the deeper waters of the lake, whitecaps were there to greet me.  It took everything I had left 
to make my way half way down the lake till I found a nice campsite situated on a high rock.  By this point 
I’d been on the water for almost 12 hours!  I do not recommend spending your day this way and 
sometimes I have to be reminded of this through repeated experience.  The camp was quickly put into 
order.  I showered and the stove was fired up for dinner.  I even took advantage of the waning sunlight 
to shave!  The last hour was spent out on a rocky point facing S where I had a front row seat to a 
beautiful vista of islands scattered before me and a storm front moving in from the SW.  It was an 
exhausting day for sure, but with a hefty drop of bourbon and a cigar, all my travails were soon 
forgotten.  The mosquitos eventually came out in hoards and chased me into the hammock where I 
currently write this, comfortable, dry, warm and eagerly anticipating a good night’s rest.  

 

A panoramic view from high up at the campsite on Butland Lake. 

 

Day 14 – July 29  (3 miles) 

I made a deal with myself the night before that if the rain held out when I awoke I would make the short 
push to Cliff Lake – a lake that I’ve been fascinated with for some time.  When I got up the skies were 
overcast with leaden clouds, threatening to rain, but in fact never did.  Well, I made the deal, so I put on 



my still very wet garb and paddled across a glassy lake to my first and only portage of the day – a 1375 
meter long portage!  I was still exhausted and wasn’t myself as I trudged across the portage, sinking up 
to my knees on 4 separate occasions into boot sucking mud and cursing the entire way.  Cliff Lake was 
supposed to be a highlight 
of the trip and all I could do 
was gripe about the 
conditions getting there.  
When I finally reached the 
lake, as if to provide a 
counter-point to my lousy 
attitude, the sky cleared, 
the sun shone warm and 
bright, a gentle breeze 
swept away all the bugs 
and I found myself entering 
magical and sacred place.  
After lining a short drop, I 
began paddling S into a sobering canyon.  Ashen walls of granite surrounded me with all manner of 
determined and hearty flora clinging to any slightly horizontal surface.  Bright orange lichen decorated 
the stone walls like Christmas tree ornaments.  I slowly paddled in silence and awe.  As I turned a corner 
a campsite presented itself to me a short distance away.  It came complete with ample parking for the 
canoe, trees for the hammock, an impressive fire pit and a large stack of cut and split firewood.  Like I 
said – this lake is magical.  I quickly went to work setting up camp, showering and even doing some 
laundry.  After a small lunch the inviting weather beckoned me for an exploratory paddle.  So, donning 
my sunglasses (and nothing else) I headed out on a mission to find the famed pictographs of Cliff Lake.  I 
skirted the west shore for most of my paddle, admiring the sheer cliffs, mesmerized by the pictographs 
and all the while being softly nudged along by a gentle tailwind.  I wound my way about two-thirds down 
the lake when the winds suddenly began shifting direction.  Clouds were forming above and in the 
distance a peal of thunder all conspired to wake me from the dream I was in and make me turn my heels 
and head back to camp.  In the W a wall of rain was quickly advancing.  I must have looked ridiculous, 
fighting a building headwind and scrambling ashore at camp while wearing nothing.  Once I got back I 
quickly stowed the canoe and my gear and dove into the hammock.  The storm amounted to nothing 
but a passing summer shower, but it brought with it a strong NW wind that continued into the night.  I 
spent the remainder of the day in camp reading and dozing as the gale pushed and shoved the two trees 
my hammock was tethered to, resulting in a soporific effect.  Pad Thai was devoured for dinner followed 
by a warming cup of strong tea.  The weather looks to improve for tomorrow, so I might just stay for 
another day to absorb the spellbinding aura that surrounds me.  Besides, the blisters on both of my feet 
would appreciate the rest! 

 

 

A small sample of the cliffs of Cliff Lake. 



Day 15 – July 30  (0 miles) 

A rest day!  Being sore and exhausted from the last several days’ efforts and idolizing my time on Cliff 
Lake for the past several months, I happily took the day off.  Vestiges of the previous days’ winds 
continued to linger out of the NW, keeping the bugs at bay but also dampening my ambitions to get out 
on the water.  Instead I spent most of the day in camp reading, eating and napping.  Eventually the 
winds died down enough late in the afternoon for me to mount a feeble fishing expedition.  I headed up 
to the N end of the lake where a pond empties into it, and with dreams of another walleye dinner, cast 
my luck.  This time though I was foiled.  I’m not sure what in the combination was wrong but I didn’t get 

a nibble.  Regardless, the weather was too 
perfect to pout, so undeterred I decided to 
take full advantage of the sun and I 
stripped down for the paddle back home.  A 
gentle breeze nudged me along the way 
and I did hardly anything but steer and soak 
in the sun for the entire trip back.  When I 
landed I placed my clothes, gear and 
paddles on the shore.  Just as I was about 
to step out of the canoe an errant gust of 
wind grabbed ahold of my craft and began 
pushing me out into the middle of the lake.  
It was a most unfortunate series of events.  
In a moment of clear thinking I clambered 
into the front of the boat which thrust the 
stern up into the air.  The wind grabbed it 
like a sail and spun me around back close 
enough to the shore where I was able to 
hop out.  Quite a close call!  I guess the 
spirits here at Cliff Lake have a sense of 
humor!  A little later I kindled a fire and 
enjoyed rice and bean burritos.  After 
cleaning up and the obligatory cigar and 
bourbon (tonight I had a double ration of 
bourbon to make up for not having any the 
night before), I sat down at the point to 
enjoy the sunset.  The sky was completely 
clear and a subtle breeze rippled the water 
as the sun slowly descended behind the 
cliffs across the lake from me.  This time the 
sunset held no great fanfare of chromatic 
display, instead it sunk into a deep peace -  
as if every living thing in the vicinity held its 

A small jack pine clinging to the rock ledge that was at my Cliff Lake 
campsite. 



collective breath creating a moment of simple harmony and beauty.  It was a peace I’ve rarely 
experienced.  I sat and watched the sun continue to wink at me through tiny gaps in the foliage and 
when it was all done I sat on the stone ground and stoked the fire back to life.  Eventually I heard the 
drone of mosquitos as they woke up for the evening, hungry after yesterday’s winds denied them a 
meal.  I retired to the hammock happy and resplendent in my perfect day of rest on Cliff Lake. 

 

Day 16 – July 31  (19 miles) 

Last night fell calm and cold.  It was perfect for a late night paddle.  I got out of bed around midnight and 
pushed off into a completely calm lake.  Being mindful not to get lost, I didn’t wander too far from camp.  
The stars were so brilliant that I could see their reflections in the water – the whole effect being 
overwhelming and dizzying.  For a short while I lay down in the canoe and gazed at the Milky Way, 
feeling my own insignificance.  Many people assign nature with human qualities of maleficence and 
cruelty.  I’ve always felt indifference, which is what draws me to it even stronger.  Most people have 
their opinions and designs 
on you, even strangers.  Just 
try driving down the 
highway anytime and you’ll 
become acutely aware of 
the pervasive selfishness of 
others.  Nature, however, 
was here long before I was 
on the scene and will 
continue to go on long after 
I’m gone.  My passing 
through it, my very 
existence is not even a blip 
on the radar.  Nature 
doesn’t need me and would probably be better off without me.  It’s a humbling communion that draws 
me closer to it.  I paddled back to camp, stowed the canoe and spent a while longer lingering on the 
point watching the aurora borealis faintly glow on the distant horizon till I grew tired and headed off to 
bed.  When I awoke a thick fog blanketed the lake, obscuring the opposite shore.  I quickly packed up 
and headed out into the haze.  The rising sun began to burn away the fog, but I was still able to float 
through the clouds that hung just above the surface of the water for most of the entire lake.  I zig-
zagged back and forth on my way down the lake, determined not to miss any cliff that might potentially 
hold a pictograph on its walls.  Snapping as many pictures as I could before the battery died, I paddled in 
awe.  Cliff Lake is an incredible place that I hope to revisit one day.  The portage out was easy to find and 
I made my way out through Bad Medicine Lake and into the next phase of my trip – down the Pikitigushi 
River.  The connecting lakes were small and easily navigable, despite a growing headwind throughout 
the day.  My goal was to make it to the Boucher Bear Camp several miles downriver.  Along the way I 
saw the wreck of a plane on the shores of Derraugh Lake and ran into a curious problem while traveling.  

A sample of the many pictographs that decorate the walls of Cliff Lake. 



One of the portages threw me for a loop.  I was able to locate the landings at both ends, but the trail 
quickly vanished a few yards into the bush.  I couldn’t run the rapids the supposed portage skirted, so I 
took to boulder hopping along the river bed. This worked out pretty well until at the very end where I 
had to force my way through an ancient cedar whose branches hung way out over the river.  The final 
portage of the day was 1445 meters – nearly 1 mile long.  It was extremely mucky and wet in the middle.  
I slipped on a log on my last pass and fell knee deep in mud, drenching the boots that I had spent the 
last two days drying out.  I really should learn more curse words, because while the torrent that spewed 

forth was violent, it was short and 
lacked the creativity the situation 
demanded.  Now with muddy wet 
feet I pushed on into Pikitigushi Lake, 
making it to the bear camp sooner 
than expected.  There I met Duane, 
one of the two brothers who owns 
the camp and whom graciously 
allowed me to camp on their lawn 
alongside the river.  It was a little 
buggy while I went about with my 
chores but the bugs broke long 
enough to allow me my nighty ritual 
mostly undisturbed.  Duane told me 

that from here on down the popular fishing is for speckled trout.  I’m hoping to wet my line and with a 
little luck catch a couple for dinner tomorrow.  One of the stupid things I did today was to pack my 
headlamp unlocked before putting it in my bag.  It somehow got turned on and has drained the battery 
by at least half.  Because it gets dark here so late I don’t use it much except for a little reading as I drift 
off to sleep, but I can’t afford to recharge it with the spare battery and hope it holds out for the rest of 
the trip.  The sun has now set creating a brilliant array of colors that I’m enjoying from inside my 
hammock, while legions of mosquitos look for any way in.  I’m hoping for fair weather for the next few 
days as I wind my way downriver and across Lake Nipigon.  I am trepidatious over the area I’ll be 
traversing these next few days as I don’t know what to expect.  An early rise is scheduled for tomorrow 
to see what awaits me.   

 

Day 17 – August 1 (24 miles) 

What a mixed bag today was!  Most people tend to focus on the negative, even when there are ample 
things to be thankful for.  Regretfully, I often find myself in the same camp.  I awoke early today in hope 
to make it down the majority of the Pikitigushi River.   There are no established campsites along the way 
and I didn’t want to carve out a bush site along the steep and silty shore.  The river also does a lot of 
meandering on its stroll to Lake Nipigon.  On my way to the water I left a small token of appreciation to 
Duane for his hospitality and put in on a river with an impressive current!  The Pikitigushi River starts out 
with a gravel bed and plenty of small swifts along its first few miles to make paddling it like play.  Of 

The wrecked plane on Derraugh Lake. 



course, this wasn’t to last its entire length.  As the river progresses the gravel bed turns to sand which 
eventually evolves into silt and the water, which starts out tea colored but clear, picks up the silt and 
grows cloudy.  Still, a consistent current remains and I felt like I was flying, especially after spending the 
previous two weeks paddling on primarily lakes.  There are four obstructions along the river’s course – 
logjams of various sizes, with each 
presenting its own unique 
challenges.  The first jam was 
easily negotiated with a small path 
past it on the right.  The second 
was more challenging, but a rough 
portage exists on the right that 
ends at a 5’ drop.  The third is 
more serious.  A tough but short 
portage on the right will only get 
you half-way through.  From there 
you must log hop the rest of the 
way – not an easy task when 
you’re balancing a canoe on your 
head!  The last is not as bad, but also has a steep put in after the portage on river right.  It was here that 
tragedy struck.  I had maneuvered the canoe down off the 6’ tall ledge into quick moving water and had 
loaded it with the gear.  As I was dragging it over the last obstacle – a log half sunk in the river, I thought 
to myself, “This is too much weight in the canoe.  I should take the heavy pack out before lifting the 
canoe over the log.” It was too little, too late.  I looked down as a 10” crack in the fiberglass formed.  I 
was angry at myself for knowing better and also nervous that this might end the trip – far from any 
convenient extraction point.  I got in the boat and made it quickly to the other shore to investigate the 
injury.  Gratefully the damage was only cosmetic.  I dried out the area, applied some tape to keep the 
water from getting into the wood and causing any real damage and was back on the river in less than 

half an hour.  For the rest 
of the day my own 
stupidity nagged at me.  
The final hurdle when 
descending the Pikitigushi 
is a short but bushy 
portage around a 
waterfall.  When I came 
out the other end I found 
a flock of pelicans sunning 
themselves and playing in 
the water.  They would fly 
up and land in the moving 
water, then ride the 

current down.  When they got to the bottom they’d fly up and do it again.  It was amazing to watch 

A view from the center of the third and largest log jam along the Pikitigushi River. 

Playful Pelicans along the Pikigushi River. 



them!  I had never seen anything like it.  For a while I watched them play and considered camping there 
to enjoy the show, but I decided to continue on to Mud River, a small scattering of buildings where the 
CNR line crosses the river.  I believe that it is mostly occupied in the winter as hunting grounds.  I 
stopped under the tracks at a path from the river that runs up the steep bank to a flat spot at the top 
with three small cabins.  Nobody was around, so I made myself at home and went about the minutia of 
setting up camp.  To my dismay the bugs here are the worst I’ve seen on the entire trip.  Even with a 
strong wind blowing through, the persistent buggers pestered me relentlessly.  I very quickly took a 
shower and ate my dinner while pacing and packing up.  When finished I jumped into the hammock and 
slammed the bug netting shut.  Add to that, the place is strewn with garbage, trains thunder through 
every hour and the entire area has a faint odor of railroad ties.  Needless to say, this is my least favorite 
site to date.  It’s only 7 pm and I have no intention of leaving my refuge unless forced to.  I’m definitely 
not looking forward to packing up tomorrow morning with the mosquitos.  All in all, it’s been an up and 
down day.  The weather looks good for tomorrow and I hope to get a jump on the day before the winds 
can build on Lake Nipigon. 

 

Day 18 – August 2  (36 miles!) 

The chorus of mosquitos that 
greeted me when I landed at Mud 
River were also there when I awoke 
this morning.  Flailing around like a 
madman, I dressed quickly then 
spritzed the remaining vulnerable 
parts of my body with deet before 
packing up and hitting the water – in 
record time.  The paddle down the 
rest of the Pikitigushi River was slow, 
though I managed to enter Lake 
Nipigon in a scant an hour and a half.  Not having looked at my watch much the past 15 days or so, I kept 
a keen eye on it today as I wanted to get a jump on the winds for which Lake Nipigon is notorious for.  I 
chased a melting fog down the river and entered the great lake to discover a low ceiling of cloud cover 
that obscured the sun for most of the morning.  I island hopped my way down the lake, first to Britannia 
Island, then swinging west to Murray Island – all without any problems.  I was halfway to Barlow Island 
when with no warning a swell developed out of the N with a slight cross-chop coming out of NE.  It was a 
harrowing experience being tossed around like that still miles from land, but I tacked with the waves the 
best I could, aiming for a far point on Billings Island.  This tack easily doubled my open water trek, but 
made for a safer journey considering the direction of the chop.  Once making Billings I found a quiet 
cove to take lunch, this time in the canoe as there was no good place to land.  After lunch I paddled to 
an established campsite on a tiny island just N of Geikie Island.  It was nice, though in need of a little 
improvement; however, it was still only 1 pm and I wanted to make more miles while the winds were 
favorable.  My goal was for a campsite in a deep cove on the southern end of Bell Island.  By now the 

The settlement of Mud River - the home of the worst bugs in NW Ontario. 



cloud cover had melted away and the sun was out in full force, whipping up a mean but still manageable 
chop.  I again island hopped my way down, frequently quartering into and with the waves.  Several times 
I wanted to stop and look for a campsite to escape the incessant chop but no good landing presented 
itself, and visions of a sandy and shady site on Bell Island drove me on.  After much negotiation with the 

lake, I ended up at my fantasy cove only to 
discover that no campsite existed!  I 
trolled up and down the shore in vain.  It 
was socked in with driftwood and thick 
bush beyond.  The water was silty and 
upon landing twice to investigate 
possibilities, I discovered armies of leeches 
cruising the shore looking for a snack.  
Nope! I was done!  It was already 5:30, but 
I decided to move on down the lake to 

Kelvin Island hoping for anything better.  
After a short paddle I found a cobblestone 

beach, and just a short march into the bush an open area shaded by a grove of huge aspen trees.  Home!  
With the axe I cut a clear path from the beach and set up camp for the night.  No good place existed for 
a fire, so the stove came back out and dinner was enjoyed on the beach while I watched the sun slowly 
set over Inner Barn Island.  Not having the opportunity the previous night, cigars and bourbon brought a 
long day to a glorious close.  Upon reviewing the maps, it became apparent to me that I am only two 
days away from completing my trip.  A full 4-5 days ahead of schedule!  This, combined with the 
bourbon, brought out a melancholy mood and I spent the rest of the evening singing sad Chet Baker 
songs out to the tranquil lake.  It’s a little sobering when the itinerary for the following day is obvious 
and leaves no real room for adventure.  I’m already feeling nostalgic for a trip that hasn’t yet ended!  I 
have to remember to live in the present, and presently I am comfortable lounging in my hammock 
happily being lulled to sleep by a chorus of mosquitos, with the clear waters of Lake Nipigon gently 
lapping the distant shore.  Not a bad way to end a long day. 

 

Day 19 – August 3  (27 miles) 

After all these years I still don’t know why I continue to fixate on the negative.  I don’t think it’s 
necessarily bad to get angry when a particular situation arises, but I seem to get stuck on it and it 
sometimes takes me way too long to cool off and see the possibilities before me. I thought that 
spending time out here would mellow me, and it has, but there were still occasions when I let my 
temper get the better of me today.  The morning dawned calm and windless.  The water was barley 
rippling when I awoke and got moving.  I had seen Undercliff Mountain on the map and wanted to 
experience it in person, so I set a direct course for it over several miles of open water.  The rippled 
surface of the lake remained calm the entire crossing.  I reached Undercliff in about two hours and was 
dismayed at what I saw.  The magnificent grey and rust colored cliffs were covered at the water level 

Outer Barn Island in the distance on the enormous Lake Nipigon. 



with graffiti.  I only got to within 100 yards before I spotted the disgraced rock and didn’t travel any 
further.  I didn’t want to see the graffiti in greater detail and ruin the spell the impressive cliffs still 
managed to cast.  Disappointed, I turned N and made my way to Wabinosh Bay.  Outer Barn Island, a 
huge island rock, ducked in and out of view till I rounded a corner and said my goodbyes, heading 
towards the bay in the W.  At the foot of the Inner Barn Island I took lunch and moved on towards my 
goal for the day – Wabinosh Lake.  The winds and waves were coming out of the NE, parallel to my route 
and I had to work extra hard to hold my bearing.  With great effort I entered the mouth of Wabinosh 
River and moved up current 
to the falls and portage.  
There at the falls was another 
flock of pelicans, though this 
group seemed less playful 
and was not shooting the 
rapids as I had seen on the 
Pikitigushi River.  I got a few 
photos of the scene and then 
tackled the next couple of 
short portages with gusto – 
this was to be an early day 
and I was eager to get some 
much needed rest.  When I 
arrived at the first campsite 
on the left I found it occupied. Un-flummoxed, I adjusted course N where two more sites awaited me.  
When I turned the corner and was in view of the beach I found the entire shore lousy with motorboats – 
at least 15 boats and dozens of weekenders were out enjoying the good weather.  People were 
shouting, kids were screaming, dogs barking and music blaring.  I was livid.  I had not driven 1500 miles 
to the wilds of NW Ontario to have to put up with this!  I turned on a dime, headed W and got the hell 
out of there.  I searched the western shore for a suitable campsite but none were easily found.  The 

breakers on the lake kept pushing me 
towards the creek that runs into the lake, so 
I angrily accepted the invitation from 
mother nature and began the long and 
arduous journey towards Wawieg Lake.  The 
first portage was nearly 1300 meters and I 
thought was poorly laid out.  It essentially 
parallels the raging river, sometimes 
charging directly through side streams.  I 
had still not gotten over my disappointment 
at being denied my peace on Wabinosh 
Lake, and this anger fueled a quick passage 

over a poor portage.  Three shorter portages shortly followed.  By the time I entered the narrow stretch 
of an unnamed lake I was exhausted.  I wasn’t ready to get to Waweig Lake – my take out lake and the 

Undercliff Mountain. 

Motorboats!  I later learned it was a provincial holiday. 



end of my trip.  I desperately scanned the shoreline looking for any possible place to camp.  Finally, as I 
neared the last portage in the chain, a small grove of cedars on the N shore made a promising offer.  I 
curiously got out of the boat to investigate and was impressed with what I saw.  There was plenty of 
space to hang my hammock right next to the falls with small channels of moving water snaking their way 
through the campsite.  The entire place made quite a picturesque scene.  The water here is cool and 
clear and just across from the site is an impressive sheer cliff with huge boulders at its base.  It was 
beautiful.  It was perfect.  It was a Wabakimi miracle!  Being so late in the day I quickly went about 
setting up camp and enjoyed a nice dinner while I watched the water trickle through in a side channel.  
No bugs of any kind accosted me while I enjoyed my evening smoke.  Eventually I climbed into bed, 
eager for a leisurely morning. 

 

The cliff wall across from my cedar sanctuary.  In hindsight, I wish I had stayed another day here as a rest day.  It was so quiet 
and serene. 

 

Day 20 – August 4  Last Day!  (4 miles) 

I awoke the last day off my trip 
late, sleeping in for I had only a 
short distance to cover to my 
take out spot.  It was a 
luxurious morning!  I had 
breakfast in bed (granola bars) 
and finished a book about 
Herb Pohl – a solo canoeist 
who spent much of his life 
exploring the wild lakes and 
rivers of the far flung places of 
Canada.  Lunch was also 
consumed in the hammock 
(trail mix and the last of the 
summer sausage).  It took 
longer to pack up, probably because I didn’t want to leave my little cedar sanctuary.  The last portage of 
the trip was short and dry and I easily made it into Waweig Lake.  As I left the protected cove the winds 
began to pick up and mixed a good sized fetch paralleling my route.  This seems to be on par, 
considering the last couple days, and I took it in stride.  The western shores of Waweig are flanked with 
homes and summer cottages.  It was quickly apparent that I was not in the wilderness anymore.  I was 

The stem of my canoe - chewed up from use.  I plan on installing kevlar skid plates to 
aid in avoiding this kind of damage.  I'm proud of my wooden canoe, but I certainly 
don't baby it! 



prepared for this eventuality as I searched the NW corner of the lake for a suitable campsite.  Easily 
finding one, I pulled up to shore and found that it was connected to a series of gravel roads snaking off 
from it – one of them leading to the highway a short 15 minute walk away.  Using the gps 
communicator, I confirmed with the outfitter who agreed to pick me up at 8 am the following morning.  
Being in good practice by now, I went about 
setting up camp close to the water.  The 
rest of the evening went by with only the 
occasional motorboat or stray voices of 
neighbors interrupting the peace.  I’m not 
sure how I feel about this trip ending days 
ahead of schedule.  There are tiny nagging 
regrets that I should have paddled more 
slowly along those special stretches of 
water, or that I should have followed that 
wayward stream just to see where it lead, but in the end I did the trip in my own time and at a pace I 
was comfortable with, and that is not something to regret. I also feel a great gratitude for the 
opportunity to take a trip like this.  Not many people can afford the money or time off from work to 
pursue something like this.  I am truly blessed.   At home I have a meager collection of books and maps 
of canoe trips that I have taken or plan to take.  This trip entailed the use of 11 Canadian topographical 
maps – each of them creased with use.  I am proud to add these maps back to my library. 

 

Quick Facts and Figures 

Total Length of Trip in Days 20 Days 
Length of Time Without Human Contact 5 Days 
Distance Covered 273 Miles 
Number of Portages on Trip 59 
Total Length of Portages (I double carried.) 66,453 Meters (41 Miles) 
Longest Portage 1445 Meters ( .9 Miles) 
Total Distance Traveled (Paddling + Portages) 300 Miles 
Total Miles Driving (round trip) 3400 Miles (roughly) 
Lakes Traveled 31 
Rivers and Streams Traveled 10 
 


