
www.Troop275.com 

 

 1 

2000 Venture Trip 
July 22 – 31 

Quetico Provincial Park, Atikokan, Ontario 

Troop 275 – Ames, Iowa 

 

2000 Venture Crew Photo: 

 
L to R: 1) Brad Osborn, 2) Luke Houghton, 3) Tom Meyer, 4) Seth Jacobson-Swanson,  

5) Cameron Osborn, 6) Phil Gillott, 7) Daniel Voss, 8) Doug Houghton, 9) Alan Medlar (Interpreter) 

  



www.Troop275.com 

 

 2 

2000 Venture Crew T-shirt: 

 

  



www.Troop275.com 

 

 3 

2000 Venture Crew Patch: 

 

 

2000 Map(s): 
n/a 

  



www.Troop275.com 

 

 4 

 

 

2000 Venture Crew Journal 
 

Troop 275 Venture Trip 

Quetico Provincial Park, Atikokan, Ontario  

July 22-31, 2000 

 

 

Preface 

This is a journal of a wilderness trip into the Canadian side of the Boundary Waters Canoe area. The area 

visited is true wilderness in that there are no roads, powered vehicles of any kind or man-made 

structures. The trip was organized through the Rogert’s Atikokan High Adventure Base in Atikokan, 

Ontario. This is a base camp run by the Boy Scouts of America with the cooperation of Scouts Canada. 

Four scouts and four adults made the trip. An interpreter, who accompanied us on our six and one-half 

days in the wilderness area, joined us at the base camp. The base camp provided canoes, paddles, 

floatation vests, food, cooking gear, and tents. We provided personal gear and a small amount of group 

gear, such as stoves and first aid kits. 

One safety device we were glad we didn’t have to use was a satellite telephone, which would have 

permitted a call to base camp in case of a true emergency. In fact, there were no serious injuries of any 

kind on the trip. 
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Preparation for the trip began in January and continued in a series of eight meetings covering topics as 

varied as Wilderness Ethics, gear, safety, and emergency first aid procedures. A Memorial Day weekend 

shakedown trip to the Upper Iowa River near Bluffton allowed us to sharpen our canoeing skills and to 

enjoy this beautiful and unique corner of Iowa. A second opportunity to practice canoeing took place 

three weeks later with an afternoon trip to Big Creek Lake, near Polk City, IA. 

The following account is based on journals kept during the trip by Tom Meyer and Phil Gillott and was 

written about four weeks after the return to civilization. In a trip like this, time becomes very 

compressed and events run together in one’s memory, so some minor inaccuracies are to be expected. 

We hope there are very few of these. The journal was written not only to provide a written record of the 

events, but also to give the reader a feel for the experience we enjoyed.  

 

Day 1: Saturday, July 22 - Ames to Gilbert, MN – 400 miles 

Quote of the day: "Following you guys is going to be real exciting" – Brad 

Everyone was on time for the eight AM meeting at Tom Meyer’s house. After getting the gear organized 

and loaded into the two vans, we were on the road by 8:20AM. For some reason, the four scouts –

Cameron Osborne (crew leader), Luke 

Houghton, Daniel Voss, and Seth 

Jacobson-Swanson - wanted to be in 

Brad’s van, the one with the video 

system. That left Doug ("The Elder") 

Houghton, Phil Gillott, and Tom Meyer in 

Tom’s van.  

Driving up I-35 was easy and we 

continued until the passage of breakfast 

beverages through our bodies forced a 

rest stop at the Top of Iowa rest area just 

before the Minnesota border. We 

continued to Lynnville, just before the 

twin cities, where we lunched at a McDonalds. Doug said he knew the area well so he was our guide - it 

was "just ahead" – for three miles. After lunch we stopped at the new REI on our way back to the 

highway. It is an impressive store, with a very large indoor climbing wall, but we bought only minor odds 

and ends. Looking at the gear was fun, however, and more than one of us eyed the lightweight canoes 

with envy, knowing that soon we would be 

portaging eighty-pound canoes. 

After about 30 minutes at REI we headed 

north again, this time with Phil driving Tom’s 

van. This held some unexpected challenges 

for Phil. He is a good driver, but he was not 

prepared for the four-lane expressway traffic 

through Minneapolis, especially when a 

construction zone appeared at a major 

intersection. Credit Phil with some very 
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creative driving, which led Brad to make the quote of the day. 

Our mid-afternoon break was at a Dairy Queen in Moose Lake. From there it was only an hour and a half 

to the Sherwood Forest campground in Gilbert, MN, where we had a reservation. The campground 

turned out to be very nice, and very economical ($13.14 for the eight of us). All the lots were grassy and 

the campground overlooked a very picturesque lake. We were assigned the site closest to the lake, 

though we were on a bluff above it. We were also across the drive from the playground, which some 

(all?) of the scouts were not above enjoying – especially the climbing equipment. The only down side to 

the situation was the occupants of the site next to us, who tended to play their radio too loud and were 

refinement-challenged. After checking that youths seventeen and under didn’t need a license to fish in 

Minnesota, some of the scouts tried their luck in the lake, but caught nothing. 

As we would do the whole of the trip, when the sun went down we went to bed – or at least into the 

tents. Some of us were too excited about the trip to get to sleep easily and stayed awake talking for 

quite a while. 

 

Day 2: Sunday, July 23 - Gilbert, MN to Atikokan Base – 200 miles 

Quote of the day: "Urp" – Daniel 

All were up by 6:00 AM. We know some of the parents might not find this credible, but it is true. After 

fixing breakfast and waiting for the morning dew to dry on the tents, we hit the road around 8:00 AM. 

We headed north to International Falls, where we crossed the border into Canada. Having heard of 

International Falls most of my life – mainly in the context of weather reports, as in " the coldest place in 

the nation today was …" – I was surprised to see that the international crossing was little more than a 

back alley. We had to pay a toll ($2.75 per vehicle) to cross an antiquated bridge, and just finding the 

entrance to the bridge was a challenge, what with the railroad tracks running through the one lane road 

and all. One of the questions at the customs booth was "are you taking anything into Canada that you 

are planning to leave there?" We thought that Brad might have hesitated a few seconds to answer this 

after being confined with four scouts for a day and a half, but he assured us he said "no" straight away. 

The Canadian side of the crossing consisted of the town of Fort Francis, which we passed through 

without stopping. At this point Tom noticed that the distance signs were all in kilometers, which led him 

to re-evaluate his time estimate. The distance from Ft Francis to Atikokan was listed as "140" on the 

map, but this was 140 kilometers, not miles. This shortened the driving time by the better part of an 

hour. As a result, we arrived in the town at Atikokan - ten km beyond the turnoff to the scout base - 

before noon. The highway was the main east-west route across Canada, but even so it was a two-lane 

blacktop road with very light traffic – a big contrast to I-80 across Iowa. It was suprising to see how 

unpopulated the area was. We checked the map and, as best we can tell, at times there was only one or 

two paved roads between the North Pole and us. Just before noon we stopped at the Quetico Park 

office in Atikokan, but were asked to return about 1:00 PM, since it was so close to lunch time. We 

found a drive-in that served terrific burgers and had lunch. They accepted our US money readily, and the 

cash registers were programmed to calculate the conversion and give the change in Canadian currency. 

After lunch we made a brief stop in a hardware store to buy some polytarp material to use for ground 

cloths. 
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We arrived back at the park office soon after 1:00 and the lady was ready to take care of us. We bought 

the park permits we would need ($6.50 CN per night for adults, $3.00 CN for youth) and our fishing 

licenses. She then gave us a talk on back country safety and ethics and described a program in which 

each of us could earn a Quetico patch by cleaning up the trash in five campsites per canoe – a total of 

fifteen for our crew. 

We returned to the Perch Lake Road turnoff and followed it about 3 km to the scout camp. In the 

parking lot we were met by a broad smile belonging to a man in a Scouts Canada uniform. He introduced 

himself as Alan Medlar and said he would be our interpreter for the next eight days. At this point, I 

should explain that we had no need of a language interpreter – the Canadians speak much the same as 

we do, of course. He is a nature interpreter. There is a practical reason for this title. At the scout base 

camp in Ely, MN, they must pay a tax for "guides", but if they call them "interpreters", there is no tax. 

The title carried over to the Canadian side as well. Alan did know a lot about nature and did indeed 

interpret for us a lot. He also interpreted such things as "I think you should check the map to see if the 

portage we want is in this bay or the next". He recently graduated from college with a major in outdoor 

recreation (or something like that – I didn’t get the exact title). He hopes to make a career doing what 

he had been doing all summer. He was the leader of all the interpreters at the base and was leading the 

trip because of an injury to another interpreter. He seemed all too glad to be getting into the 

backcountry.  

Most of the afternoon was spent 

getting our gear, a cabin 

assignment for the night, and food. 

We repacked everything into 

Duluth packs – big canvas packs 

that hold 7400 cubic inches. Each 

canoe carried two of these, one 

with food or crew gear and one 

with the personal gear for all three 

canoe occupants. When full, the 

packs were very heavy. 

The base camp was quite small. 

We were there on a busy day, 

when six crews (about 50 people) 

were leaving. Normally, they have about half that number. As a result, the camp is too small to have a 

kitchen and mess hall, so we took our meals at Marr’s Resort, a ten-minute walk away. This is not a posh 

resort – many of the accommodations were rusting "campers" on blocks – but the staff was very friendly 

and the food tasty. It was at dinner that the quote of the day came up – if you’ll pardon the expression. I 

should warn readers who might be eating as they read this to put the journal aside until after they are 

done eating. We’ll wait….. 

OK, it turned out that Daniel had not been drinking much all afternoon, and what with the dehydration, 

excitement of arriving at camp, and anticipation of the days to come, his digestive system went into 

reverse at the dinner table. Now, often times heroic acts do not receive the praise they deserve, so on 

behalf of those next to Daniel (myself) and those across from him (other scouts) we are grateful that 

Daniel was able to contain and re-swallow everything. Ugh! – and thank you, Daniel. After spending 

some time "steering the porcelain bus", as the saying goes, Daniel started to return to his normal shade 

and rejoin the world. 
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After dinner, we had an orientation session, planned our route, took a group photo in the fading 

twilight, and went to the trading post for a last shot of junk food. The cabin we had for the night was 

simple – two rows each with two bunk beds to sleep eight people – and had been in the sun all 

afternoon. It was very hot inside. The small window at the back and the small one in the door at the 

front did little to cool it off. Also, every time someone went in or out a hoard of mosquitoes would enter 

in with the intention of having an all-night banquet. We slept the best we could, but we were all a bit 

slow in the morning. 

 

Day 3: Monday, July 24 - Nym Lake to Batchewaung Bay - 8 miles 

Quote of the day: "What do I do now?" – Seth 

Despite the fitful sleep, we pulled ourselves out of bed at 5:45 AM to begin our adventure. We packed 

up our personal gear before heading off to Marr’s for our 6:15 breakfast. We were happy to see Daniel 

back to his old self again. The thought of him being sick on the trip worried us. After breakfast, we 

hurriedly completed our packing and were waiting at 

8:00 AM when the shuttle bus to our drop-in point 

on Nym Lake arrived. The drive was not far – about 

30 km – but because of roadwork on highway 11, it 

took us over an hour. Many of us slept on the bus, 

but those who were awake caught a glimpse of a 

moose as it jumped into the woods beside the road.  

We put in at the Ranger station on Nym Lake about 

9:20 and soon were paddling. Nym Lake is a major 

put-in point, but the lake itself is not part of Quetico 

Park. Thus there was a smattering of cabins along 

the shore and an occasional motor boat, but neither was frequent enough to be disruptive. Our route 

took us southwest to a 168-rod portage into Batchewaung Lake. For those who are not familiar with 

rods as a unit of length, one rod is 16 feet, or about 3 meters. Coincidentally, it is also the length of our 

canoes. Since there are 330 rods in a mile, our portage was about half a mile. As we approached the 

portage we noticed a party of four canoes paddling hard to reach the portage before us. It turned out to 

be a crew that apparently was also just starting out since their organization at the portage left a lot to be 

desired. We stayed off shore waiting for them for half an hour as they got their act together and took 

two trips to get everything across. This is a good point to inject a bit of portaging discussion. First is the 

pronunciation of the word. In the US we tend to pronounce it as it’s spelled: PORT-age. Canadians – or 

at least Alan – pronounced it the French way: port-AJ (the AJ is as in Taj Mahal). Since it is a French word 

originally, we didn’t argue the point. In fact some of us never did decide which way to pronounce it, 

switching back and forth throughout the trip. Our portaging plan was to do it all in one trip. If you make 

two trips out of it, you triple the distance you have to hike – over, back, and over again. So for each 

canoe, one person would carry the canoe (about 80 pounds), and the other two would carry the gear 

packs (about 40 to 60 pounds each). Paddles and fishing poles got carried in hands. Alan showed us how 

to heft a canoe onto our shoulders single handedly, but some of us used an assistant much of the time. 

Once the canoe was on the shoulders a padded yoke was supposed to protect the person carrying the 

canoe. It was a funny thing about the pads, however. With each step they became thinner and thinner – 

or so it seemed. By the end of a portage of any length at all, one’s neck and shoulders were screaming 

for relief. We didn’t know it at the time, but since this portage trail is so heavily used, it is one of the 

levelest and smoothest in the park – a veritable interstate highway of portage trails. We did well for our 
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first attempt and were putting out into Batchewaung Lake while the party that arrived before us was still 

loading up. With practice we got the portaging into an efficient routine. Because of his recent back 

problems, we exempted Brad from canoe portaging – though he did his fair share of heavy toting with a 

pack. So the canoe crews we had for most of the trip were Al, Seth, and Luke in one canoe (usually the 

last one, as Al said he preferred it), with Al portaging the canoe; Doug, Cameron, and Brad in the next, 

with Doug portaging the canoe; and Phil, Daniel and Tom in the third one, with Phil and Tom trading the 

portaging duties. Daniel was given the crew gear pack to carry, since it was the lightest and he weighed 

the least of us by far. Safe backpacking practice requires that loads be adjusted to body weight.  

Our route followed a narrow channel along the western edge of Batchewaung Lake and we stopped on a 

small island for lunch. We discovered something that would give us pleasure during the whole trip – we 

were there at the height of the wild blueberry season. While not very big, they were flavorful and nicely 

complemented our lunch. A small channel led us into Batchewaung Bay, where at about 2:00 we pulled 

into a campsite on the smaller of two nearby islands near the southern tip of the lake. The first order of 

business, as always, was to get the campsite in order. The tents went up quickly and the dining fly was 

raised in case of rain. Also, we carried one of the canoes into the campsite and turned it upside down to 

provide a useful table for food preparation. 

Once things were in order, Daniel and Cameron went for a swim. Camp rules required the use of boots 

and life vests whenever swimming. The consequences of even a minor injury were too great not to take 

these simple precautions. After swimming, everyone tried fishing and Cameron was the first to score as 

he landed a nineteen-inch walleye. We saved it and later cleaned it and fried for dinner – it was 

delicious.  

Soon after this, Seth, Luke, and Daniel took a canoe out into Batchewaung Bay to try their luck. They did 

well – or at least Seth did. From the shore, what we heard was excited yelling, "Seth’s caught a 

monster". Sure enough, his pole was bent at a sharp angle. At this point, Seth shouted out the quote of 

the day. He played the drag well, and with a bit of coaching from Brad on shore, he was able to coax the 

fish over to the campsite where he got out to play the fish from dry land. Since we did not have a net 

along, the only hope was to exhaust the fish enough to beach it. Seth did a good job of keeping just the 

right amount of tension on his eight-pound line and, after a time that none of us could judge accurately 

because of the excitement, we got a good look at what was truly a monster northern pike. After several 

more runs, the fish was tired enough that Seth 

could haul it up on the rocks at the shoreline. It 

was big! Alan, who had been napping when this 

started, retrieved a 36" tape measure from his 

pack. Holding this next to the fish, it barely 

reached the start of the tail. We eventually 

measured the pike to be between 45 and 46 

inches long. All nine of us just stood in awe at 

the size of it. The size of the mouth and the 

nasty-looking teeth inside it were particularly 

impressive. For me, it was the largest fish I’ve 

seen outside of an aquarium. It did present the 

problem of what to do with it, however. Eating it 

was out of the question, since there was far more meat than nine people could hope to eat before it 

spoiled. Normally, a fish like this would be taken to a taxidermist, but with six more days on the water, 

that wouldn’t work either – also Seth’s parents might not want a fish mounted on their wall. So our only 

choice was to release it after measuring and photographing it. We put it back into the water and Brad 
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held it by the tail while moving it back and forth to flow water over its gills. After a pretty long time, it 

eventually started to move. We kept it moving as long as we could and then let go. It stayed near shore 

for several hours, gradually getting its strength back. We were not at all sure it would make it since it 

had been necessary to exhaust it completely in order to land it. Finally, around suppertime, it swam out 

to deeper water and out of sight. 

Seth caught the big northern on a spinner bait 

he borrowed from Daniel when he lost his 

similar one on an earlier strike. On the first 

strike he did not have a steel leader, so the fish 

bit the line off. With Daniel’s lure, Seth added a 

steel leader and that is how he kept the 

northern from biting its way to freedom. When 

we opened its mouth to remove the lure Seth 

had borrowed from Daniel, we found Seth’s 

original lure inside it. He had hooked the same 

monster twice! And we got both lures back. 

Obviously, this served as a big fishing motivator 

for all of us for the rest of the trip. No one had 

much success the rest of the day, however, and 

we dined on camp food and Cameron’s 

walleye. 

 

Day 4: Tuesday, July 25 - Batchewaung Bay to Oriana Lake 

– 11.4 miles 

Quote of the day: "I’ve fallen and I can’t get up!" – Luke 

We woke to bright sunshine and were on the lake by 8:20 AM. 

We hurried past a place known as Mosquito Point and took a 43-

rod portage into Maria Lake. Maria was quite short and our map 

showed a possible portage into Hamburg Lake (actually three 

short portages), but when we got near we meet a group coming 

back from unsuccessfully exploring for it. Instead, we headed to 

a 145-rod portage that took us into Jesse Lake. This was a long, 

narrow lake in an approximate east-west orientation. We 

stopped for lunch on an island near the middle and continued to 

the end, which ended in a double portage, one of 10 rods and 

the other a 133-rod portage, named Cedar Portage. Usually, 

portages don’t have names but occasionally the map showed a 

name for one. I suspect that is a sign of infamy.  

On the short portage, Luke demonstrated a technique known as 

"turtleing". This is what happens when someone carrying a very 
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heavy pack falls and lands on his back. 

Because of the weight and shape of the pack, 

it was nearly impossible to turn over without 

help, thus imitating an upside-down turtle. 

For some reason, some of us found ourselves 

wondering if Luke had any Ninja skills so he 

could try out for a part in a cartoon series. 

After we finished the 10-rod portage and 

were headed for Cedar Portage a 

thunderstorm approached. Not wanting to 

get caught on the water during lightening, we 

paddled hard to reach shore as quickly as we 

could. We left the canoes at the shore as the storm hit and went partway up a hill into the woods to 

wait it out. The storm hits us hard with pelting rain and a lot of lightening. It went right over us as 

evidenced by the lack of any delay between the lightening and the very loud thunder. Fortunately, the 

electrical part was relatively brief and after about 30 minutes we continued our portage. This was one of 

the toughest portage trails we faced. It had more of a hill to it than any we had faced so far and the trail 

was narrow, making it hard to fit canoes between the trees at times. Then there was Moose muck. That 

is not what it sounds like, it is just thick mud that you have to walk through at the risk of leaving your 

boot behind. And all the rocks and roots were wet from the rain. 

We were glad, cold, and exhausted when the portage was done and we were on Oriana Lake. We were 

in no mood to continue, so we were happy to find that the nearest campsite was unoccupied. With a bit 

of effort we got a fire going and began warming up even while it continued to drizzle. We didn't know it 

at the time, but this was to be the last bad weather of the trip. 

After dinner we had a session of "Thorns and Roses", something we tried to do at the close of each day, 

but sometimes were not able to get it in. This is a time where we reflected on the day and anyone who 

wanted to could say what was good (rose) or bad (thorn) about the day. The rain made everybody’s 

thorn list. Then Tom read aloud a chapter from the book he brought, "Father Water, Mother Woods" by 

Gary Paulsen (the author of "Hatchet"). This is a set of autobiographical sketches about his not very 

happy boyhood in northern Minnesota. His escape from a bad home situation was to get into the woods 

as much as possible and in this book he tells about some of the adventures he and his friends had. The 

chapter we read this night was on fishing for northern pike and it seemed to have hit a nerve since 

almost everyone grabbed a fishing rod as soon as the chapter ended and tried their luck one last time 

for the day. Seth and Alan had both caught fish earlier in the day, but after the storm the fish stopped 

biting. 

 

Day 5: Wednesday, July 26 - Oriana Lake to Quetico Lake – 17.4 miles 

Quote of the day: "Hello, Domino’s?" – Doug 

We awoke to cloudy skies, but no rain. Everything that got soaked during the storm the day before was 

still wet. Nevertheless, we packed up and were again on the water by 8:20 AM. We took two portages of 

20 and 32 rods to get to Quetico Lake, one of the largest lakes in the park. We entered at the extreme 

eastern tip. During our morning paddling, Seth hooked another large fish. He played it from the canoe, 
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where he was the duffer (the guy without a paddle in his hand), while the canoe with Phil, Daniel and 

Tom circled around trying to get pictures. The fish must have been photo-shy since it kept circling to the 

other side of the canoe, causing the camera crew to keep paddling to get an angle. Eventually, Seth 

played the fish up to the canoe, where we saw it was about a thirty-inch northern pike. As Alan tried to 

lift it out of the water for a picture, it managed to jump free and snap the line. Still, we can credit Seth 

with another big northern. 

Lunch was on a small island in Quetico Lake, 

where one of the local inhabitants was a 

largish snapping turtle. We didn’t try turning 

it on it’s back to see if it resembled Luke the 

day before. Also nearby were the ruins of a 

small cabin dating from before the park was 

created. Several of us explored it, but there 

was not much to be seen. This was the only 

man-made structure we saw in the park. 

After lunch, we pushed serious water to cover 

most of Quetico Lake that day. Toward the 

end we went past a place where our map 

indicated some Indian pictographs, but we were unable to spot them as we went by. We looked for a 

marked campsite on a large island shortly afterward, but the island had been totally burned since the 

map was made and the campsite no longer existed. We pushed on to the next site on our map, which 

we found unoccupied. Tent space was limited, but there was a terrific patio formed by a large rock 

overlooking the lake. 

This is a good time to describe our meals. About half our breakfasts were cold – mainly granola – and 

the rest were hot cereal of one form or another. Lunches were always cold, typically with a bread thingy, 

a meat thingy, and a sweet thingy. Also, there was one "treat" per person each day, which most of us 

saved for a mid-afternoon pick-me-up. Dinners required the most preparation. They were one-pot meals 

where we boiled water, added a starch, then added dehydrated veggies, a sauce, and a protein source. 

The starch was usually pasta, but could also be rice. The veggies always included dried corn. Either they 

saw we were from Iowa or they got a good deal on bulk dried corn, because it was in every dinner. 

Other veggies in addition to corn were peas and broccoli. The sauce was usually from a packet. The main 

protein source was from US Army surplus MREs ("Meals Ready to Eat" according to the army and "Meals 

Rejected by Ethiopians" according to everyone else). Alan told us that when they imported the MREs 

into Canada, they came in as non-food items. Usually, we would have about four of these, which we 

would have to cut into cubes. By this time in the trip, we were getting tired of MREs, prompting Doug to 

come up with the quote of the day. 

Fishing before and after dinner was OK, but no one caught anything of unusual size. After dinner we had 

popcorn and another chapter from the book, this one on fishing for walleyes. Although there was blue 

sky to the north, at our location there was a constant threat of rain. 

As with every night on the trip, as soon as the sun went down, about 9:00 PM, the mosquitoes came out 

in full fury. Generally, they were not a problem during the day. On the water we were too far out and 

also if there was a breeze they would not be out. But as soon as it got dark, whole squadrons came 

looking for blood. Our only option was to dive for the tents as quickly as possible. Once inside, we could 

sit quietly and listen to the background hum of the zillions of small bloodsuckers. Although they were 



www.Troop275.com 

 

 13 

not very big, their numbers and the potency of their bite made life extremely unpleasant when they 

were out. 

Day 6: Thursday, July 27 - Oriana Lake to Kasakokwog Lake – 10.5 miles 

Quote of the day: "You’ll never catch anything with a lure and a bobber." – Cameron 

We awoke at 6:00 to glorious 

sunshine. After our long haul of the 

day before we took a bit of time to 

kick back after breakfast, to fish and to 

let things finish drying. Daniel decided 

to try a novel arrangement on his line 

by adding a bobber to his lure 

(spinnerbait, I think). This prompted 

Cameron’s comment, but no sooner 

had he said it than Daniel got a large 

northern on his hook. Alan estimated 

it to be about thirty inches long. 

Unfortunately it broke the line and escaped, but because of the bobber, we could track its location. 

Many references were made to the scene in "Jaws" where the shark was trailing the compressed gas 

container. This was the same thing on a smaller and less hazardous scale. Daniel and Cameron took a 

canoe out to go after it and try to hook it again. We were surprised by how long it stayed near the 

campsite, going in and out from shore. After about twenty minutes it headed to deeper water and we 

saw no more of it. For readers concerned about the fish, what usually happens is that the hook 

eventually rusts and the lure drops off. 

Around nine o’clock we got on the water again and went back to the nearest Indian pictographs 

indicated on our map. With the help of Alan we found a particularly nice example across from the 

western tip of the island that had burned.  

We followed Quetico Lake to its 

northeastern tip, which ended in a marsh 

of snake grass, which we followed for over 

half a mile to get to the portage head. This 

was a 76-rod trek called McAlpine Portage, 

which lead us to Kasakokwog Lake, not to 

McAlpine Lake, as one would expect from 

the name. With the wind picking up we 

crossed to a large island in Kasakokwog 

and pulled in for lunch. We commented 

that not only had the wind picked up, but 

also it was coming from the east. Until 

today we had been going westward into a 

(mostly gentle) wind from the west. Now 

that we had turned around to head back east we had hoped for a tail wind so we could hold the three 

canoes together to make a raft and use the dining fly for a sail. But the wind had other ideas and turned 

around so we got to paddle into it some more. And it was a lot stronger, too. We saw no other canoes 

on the lake and figured we would pull into a campsite early, but the next three campsites – including 

one with a nice sandy beach – were all occupied. It turned out to be three parties of college age people 
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travelling together, something the park rules forbid. We started to worry that we would have to do 

another portage to find a place to sleep, but the last campsite on Kasakokwog was empty, and it was a 

nice campsite. It was 3:30 PM when we pulled in. Usually we liked to get to our campsite in the early 

afternoon, by something like 2:00 PM. This got us off the water during the usually windier afternoons 

and gave us time to kick back, fish, nap, or do whatever we fancied. The tent sites in this camp were not 

great, but serviceable. Special features were a nice shallow rocky area on the lake and a sandy shallow 

cove just next to it. After checking the quality of the bottom of the cove we marked off an area and 

waived the boots and life jackets rule for swimming so we could enjoy our sandy beach to the fullest. All 

of us had a good time splashing around and getting a bit less dirty in the process. I can’t say we were 

properly clean, but the trees no longer parted when we walked between them. 

Seth, being new to scouting, was eager to work on advancement. Brad worked many times with him on 

requirements for rank advancement throughout the trip. One of the more interesting requirements was 

the one to find evidence of at least ten kinds of animals. Usually scouts do this on overnights or at 

summer camp. Seth took advantage of where he was to build up the most unique list in recent memory. 

It included such critters as bald eagle, moose, loons, red fox, beaver, northern pike (of course!), and 

walleye. In addition to rank advancement, he also 

asked what merit badges he could work on. The 

obvious choice was canoeing. Daniel had just 

earned it at Camp Mitigwa two weeks before and 

offered to pass on to Seth what he had learned. So 

the two of them took a canoe into the cove and 

worked on many of the basics with Brad or Tom 

looking on. 

Al had held out the possibility of walleye and hush 

puppies for dinner, but the walleyes in the lake had 

other ideas, so it was MRE time once again. We did 

fry the hush puppies, however – yum. After dinner Al and Seth went fishing from a canoe and with the 

sun setting Al caught a twenty-inch walleye. Since it was too lake to cook it, he released it.  

 

Day 7: Friday, July 28 - Kasakokwog Lake to Batchewaung Bay – 8.7 miles 

Quote of the day: "Son of a … <splash!>." – Luke, trying to stay dry at a portage 

As we were lying in our tents fighting off nature’s urge for a few more minutes, we heard a group of 

canoes go by. It was 5:45 AM, so they must have wanted to get somewhere early really badly. We pulled 

ourselves out fifteen minutes later and while we were having breakfast, yet another group went by. All 

this traffic was unusual. In a typical day, we might see two to four other parties of canoes, and other 

than exchanging a few casual words at portages, we had no contact with them. 

Our routine was pretty consistent by now, up by 6:00 and on the water by 8:20 to 8:30. Almost 

immediately, we headed up a small marshy stream to face a 100-rod portage into McAlpine Lake. The 

day was sunny and our canoeing skills were getting pretty solid, so we crossed McAlpine Lake in good 

time. At the end we were faced with three portages to get us back to Batchewaung Bay. It was during 

one of these portages that Luke let out the quote of the day. Perhaps it’s good that he didn’t get to 

finish his sentence. For the record, the safest way to handle loading and unloading at portages is to wear 

sturdy hiking boots. Loading usually involves standing in water and getting the boots and socks wet. 
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Though not particularly pleasant, this is something one can get used to and it is a lot better than 

spraining an ankle or having an even worse injury because of slipping on algae-covered rocks. The hiking 

boots are also necessary for good footage on the portage trails. Luke had managed to get his boots dry 

and wasn’t too pleased at the thought of getting them wet again, although we all had dry shoes to put 

on when we got to camp. 

In Batchewaung Bay, we set up camp on the larger island next to the one we had stayed at the first night 

and then had lunch. The afternoon saw a lot 

of swimming, fishing, and working on the 

fictional "tanning merit badge". We were all 

in a mood to kick back and just enjoy being 

where we were. The next day was to be a 

layover day also. This was part of our plan, to 

save a day near the end for a layover or for a 

cushion in case weather or other 

circumstances caused us to lose a day on the 

water. 

Seth, Daniel, Tom, and Al took two canoes 

out to work on the swamping and recovering 

requirements Seth needed for the canoeing merit badge. Daniel showed a remarkable memory for all 

the instruction he received at camp and he gave Seth a playback 

of the entire week in about an hour without missing anything 

that we could tell. This activity turned into more than just a 

lesson however, as we had fun swimming and playing around the 

swamped canoes. 

Cameron was disturbed – to say the least – to find a leech on 

him. We had seen several on the canoe bottoms when we turned 

them over, but this was the first on one of us. It chose the worst 

person to be on, too, because Cameron has a particular dislike of 

leeches, and finding one upset him a lot. From then on, he 

stayed on shore at this campsite. 

Fishing was only slightly successful, however. Al caught a ten-

inch bass, which he kept and fried for supper. After supper, 

Daniel and Tom took a canoe around the island to try some 

fishing near sundown. Tom tried his fly rod with a frog fly, and 

though he had a few strikes, he caught nothing. Luke, Seth, and 

Phil went out in another canoe without success, but we were 

treated to a very nice sunset. 

 

Day 8: Saturday, July 29 - Layover Day – travel varied (approx. 4 miles) 

Quote of the day: "Just grab it!" – Al, to Daniel 
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Some slept in on this layover day, but most of the adults were up at the normal time to try some early-

morning fishing. Those who were up were treated to a beautiful orange sunrise off a mirror lake. This 

fish must have been admiring the sunrise also, because they were not biting. 

From 10:00 AM to noon we worked on our campsite cleanup as explained to 

us at the park headquarters when we got our permits. We split up and each 

canoe visited three campsites on Batchewaung Bay. We were impressed by 

how little trash we found. The visitors to Quetico are generally very 

thoughtful 

people. The big 

winner was Phil, 

who found 26 

cents (US) at one 

campsite. 

After lunch, we 

swam and fished 

some more and then made donuts using the 

all-purpose baking mix in our supplies. These 

were a big hit with everyone. Still warm, 

rolled in sugar and cinnamon, they were a 

good antidote for six days of trail food.  

Then Al showed us how to make a sauna in camp. This was new to us and was a big hit. The first step 

was to heat some dry rocks up in a fire. Putting wet rock in any fire is dangerous because water that has 

soaked into the rock can turn to steam, creating pressure that can forcefully split the rock, sending sharp 

fragments all around. In other words, the rock can explode. Once the rocks were hot, they were carried 

using the camp shovel to a nearby place free of combustibles. The sauna-goers, wearing swim trunks 

and boots, then grabbed the tarp and a pot of cold water and pulled the tarp over themselves while 

huddled around the rocks. Water was then poured onto the hot rocks, a bit at a time. It turned to steam 

immediately, taking the heat of the rocks to the people inside. The idea was to open the skin pores and 

sweat a lot. More water was added until 

everyone was quite sweaty. On a signal they 

threw the tarp back and ran for the lake, 

grabbing their life vests on the way. They 

plunged into the coldish water of the lake, 

completing the process. The point of this was 

to clean oneself without using soap. This is a 

method that has been used by many cultures 

for most of history. The Finns are famous for it, 

but many Native American cultures had sweat 

lodges as well. It works by opening the pores 

on the skin, flushing them with the sweat and 

then sealing them shut again with the cold 

water, which also washes away the sweat and dirt – mostly. The sauna was a bit hit, with some going 

back three times. Even the shock of the cold jump into the lake was not unpleasant, though we 

remained skeptical about the Finnish custom of running naked from a hot sauna and rolling in snow to 

close the pores. Apparently, though, the survivors of this live long lives. 
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This was also the day to eat up various of the food items we had carried all week. Since this was our last 

dinner before returning to base camp, anything we didn’t eat would get returned. We made a cheese 

cake, which we all enjoyed, but didn’t have room to fix the white cake, chocolate pudding, or more 

popcorn. Some of this we chose to take back home to have at our picture party after the trip. 

After dinner, there was more fishing. Al and Daniel took a canoe out fishing and after Daniel had caught 

a fish, Al insisted that Daniel be the one to take it off the hook. Daniel had shown some reluctance to do 

this and Al decided he should get over this if he is to be a real fisherman. This is when the quote of the 

day came wafting over the water to us. 

 

Day 9: Sunday, July 30 - Batchewaung Bay to Nym Lake – 8 miles 

Quote of the day: "Is it giardia or is it the Red River?" – Doug 

It was another sunny, even hot, day. We awoke to the adventure of Red River cereal. This was a hot 

cereal that had to be soaked overnight before being boiled in the morning. It was a mixture of several 

grains and was anything but subtle. Its power on the digestive system was not to be underestimated, as 

evidenced by Doug’s quote of the day. With the help of brown sugar we managed to eat it all. 

Our trip today was essentially retracing our steps on our first day on the water a week before. This time, 

however, we were on the water shortly after 8:00. Because of better canoe skills and maybe also the 

lure of the wider world, we made much better time than before. The original plan was to canoe to an 

island somewhere near the pickup point, have lunch, and then pull in for our 1:00 rendezvous with the 

shuttle bus. However, the driver was already there at 10:30 and it was hard to go past him, so we came 

off the water. By 11:30 we were back at base camp. This time we had our choice of cabins, and having 

learned from last time, we chose one of the shady ones. It also was the closest to the parking lot, making 

it a little easier to load up for the trip back. 

We ate our trail lunch in the shade 

in front of our cabin ("Oxford 

Lodge"). After lunch we turned in 

our gear and most of the unused 

food. We had not lost or damaged 

anything on the trek, nor had we 

had any serious injuries. We had 

the rest of the afternoon to 

ourselves. Doug and Phil hit the 

showers immediately, the rest of 

us chose to try the sauna so we 

could compare it to the trail one. It 

took a while for Al to stoke up the 

wood-burning stove, but 

eventually, the interior started to 

get quite toasty. This was a proper Finnish-style sauna with cedar paneling and benches to sit on. It was 

a short sprint away from Perch Lake for the finishing plunge. We all enjoyed it, but Daniel seemed totally 

taken by it, going back many times after the rest of us had had enough. After the sauna we still wanted a 
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proper shower and shampoo to get clean and then we hit the trading post and pop machine for junk 

food and souveniers. The rest of the afternoon 

was spent sleeping and talking. 

At dinner at Marr’s, Seth’s 45-inch pike was the 

talk of the resort. He was given a t-shirt by the 

owners in exchange for a promise to send them a 

picture of the fish for them to put on the 

bulleting board. Even by local standards it was a 

remarkable catch. 

After dinner there was a closing campfire. 

Despite pressure from the other groups coming 

off the water that day, we did not perform a skit. 

Our reasoning was that we didn’t want to 

interrupt our all too brief time on the water to prepare it. We received our patches and then returned to 

finish packing up and get to bed early. 

 

Day 10: Monday, July 31 - Atikokan Base to Ames – 600 miles 

Quote of the day: "Zzzz" – All who were not driving 

Because we were not sure how long it would take us to drive straight through to Ames, we had arranged 

to be at the early breakfast sitting at 6:45. We were done by 7:15 and all we had to do was load up the 

vans and say good-bye to Al. He had been an outstanding companion for the past week and we were all 

a bit sad to say farewell. 

We stopped to spend the last of our Canadian money at a store just before Fort Frances and then 

crossed back to International Falls across "back alley bridge" around 9:30. The drive through northern 

Minnesota was uneventful except for admiring the only gas station ever designed by Frank Lloyd Wright, 

in the town of Cloquet. Lunch was at a McDonald’s somewhere north of the twin cities. Most of the 

passengers slept for much of the trip. We stopped in Owatonna for ice cream and Tom called his wife to 

have her spread the word that we would be arriving for our pizza pig-out at Valentino’s in Ames around 

6:30 PM. The rest of the drive was uneventful, and we even arrived a few minutes early. We were met 

at Valentino’s by several of the families 

and we did the best we could to clear 

their buffet table. 

The feelings one has at the end of a trip 

like this are a strong mixture. There is 

happiness at being back in the world of 

air conditioning, techno-toys, real food, 

and friends. But there is also the sadness 

at leaving behind the world we had 

visited for a week, a world with a slower 

pace and incredible beauty. The 

transition back to civilization can be 
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hard at times. Looking back, it seemed like an eternity since we left Ames, yet the time passed so 

quickly. That is the mark of a successful trip. 

Afterward 

There was an amusing incident after we got back to Ames. About a week later, Brad called to ask about 

giving blood. He explained that he had drunk untreated lake water on a scout trip and wanted to know if 

that was a problem. The person at the blood bank immediately replied "was this the trip where a scout 

caught that big fish?". Word gets around. 

 

Appendix 

This is a collection of information that did not fit into the narrative part of the journal. 

Al’s address: 

• Alan Medlar 

• 20 Sandy Row 

• Brantford, ON 

• N3T-5Z4 

• alan_medlar@hotmail.com 

Al’s “secret” fish batter: 

• egg power or egg mix of a glue-like consistency 

• corn meal 

• any spices you like (his favorite is lemon pepper) 

Some trip numbers: 

• Miles driven: 1264 

• Miles paddled: 68 

Trip members: 

Scouts      Adults 

Cameron Osborne (crew leader)   Tom Meyer 

Luke Houghton     Brad Osborne 

Daniel Voss     Doug Houghton 

Seth Jacobson-Swanson    Phil Gillott 
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Hudson Bay Bread:  

• 1 1/2 lbs margarine or butter  

• 4 cups sugar                    

• 2/3 cup Karo syrup    

• 2/3 cup honey  

• 2 tsp maple flavoring 

Cream together the above ingredients.   

Add while mixing:  

• 1 1/2 cups ground nuts 

• 19 cups oatmeal  

Spread in a large sheet pan.  Press it down into the pan.   

Bake at 325 F for 18 to 20 minutes or longer.   

As soon as bread is taken from oven use a spatula to press it down to keep it from crumbling.  Cut it 

while still warm.    

From Charles L. Sommers National High Adventure Base, BSA.  

 

Variations we’ve discovered by trial, error, and accident: 

1. Double the Karo syrup for chewier bars. 

2. Double the flavoring 

3. Use almond extract instead of maple, add one or two cups of dried cherries 

4. Add butterscotch or chocolate chips  

 


