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Back in the thirties my Great Uncle Rufus began a yearly trek that took him into the West Arm of Lake 
Nipissing wilderness area of Northern Ontario. Rough gravel roads played havoc on his vehicles, but his 
persistence started a family tradition that lasted nearly sixty years. His stories and snapshots of those early 
trips delighted all that were privy to hear them. Soon after WWII, Rufus invited my oldest brother (Bud) to go 
along and experience the joy of wilderness canoe camping. 

As happens so often, Bud's first adventure, in the northern wilderness, produced an experience that he longed
to share with others. So in 1950 (I was at the impressionable age of twelve) Bud took me on my first
wilderness canoe trip. Our equipment was mostly army surplus and Boy Scout paraphernalia, but the bulky
weight did little to dampen the pleasure of my first taste of canoe camping. I too was hooked.

Much can get in the way of man's best laid plans though. Every summer someone in the family took a group to 
the Ontario wilderness, but there was always a conflict of some sort that prevented me from joining them. My 
longing to go was still very much present, so listening to the stories and viewing the photos taken by the 
returning campers became a painful yearly ritual. This scenario went on year after year, but it never eroded 
the dream to canoe and camp the wilderness lakes. 

I spent a lot of spare time pouring through canoe magazines and reading canoe related stories dreaming of 
my next trip. I would imagine myself in the writer's place and by doing so nursed the ache that was present. 
Much of the material that I read took place in and around the Boundary Waters/Quetico area. While perusing 
the word pictures and studying the vivid photos, the BWCA/Quetico became my ultimate canoe camping 
destination. It was my desire to experience for myself what the writers were so adequately expressing.

Time moved on and found me finishing college, moving to Texas, getting married and starting a family. When 
our youngest of two children got to the age of six, I set in motion a plan to get back to the North Country. We 
started out by tent camping in the state parks throughout North Texas. This worked well so I expanded our 
horizons. For the next few years we camped in many of the national forest campgrounds in New Mexico and 
Colorado. As the family's camping experience grew, I started talking up a possible wilderness canoe trip. 
There were many challenges involved, some real and some imagined.

The long driving distance from Texas to Ontario was eased with a planned stop over at relatives in Ohio. Some 
equipment needed to be purchased or borrowed. Other things, such as concerns about finding our way, 
sleeping on rocks, portaging, poisonous snakes, bathing/bathroom accommodations, etc., were fielded as best 
as I could. So plans started to come together and, although I wanted to go to the Boundary Waters, an offer 
from my brother to accompany us found us heading to the more familiar area in Ontario. The trip was great! 
The canoeing, camping, fishing, "roughing it" was all that I had promised the family it would be. It went so well 
that we repeated that trip again two years later.

With two trips under their belts, I proceeded to start planning for our next trip two years hence. This was going 
to be our first trip to the BWCA. But again, "the best laid plans"... When my brothers and sister found out that I
was planning another family canoeing trip, they decided that they would like to go. So, my group-of-four trip 
to the BWCA turned into a trip of fourteen. And, you guessed it, back to Ontario. Doubts whether I was ever 
going to paddle Minnesota waters had to be dispatched. I dreamed on... 

Family activities after the "big" trip seemed to get more complicated. Our daughter and son were both playing 
summer team sports so there was never an available two-week stretch during the summers to work in a 
canoe trip. The busy summer schedules continued through high school. Then when they got to college, their 
thoughts were on other things, so my big dream of taking the family canoeing in the BWCA/Quetico took up 
semi-permanent residence on the proverbial "back burner". 

Years passed, my kids both married and have blessed us with six grand children that all have their own 
activities going on (of course the grand parents have to attend). But occasionally, an outdoor TV show or 
maybe a movie would arouse the long-before set aside dream of paddling the Minnesota-Ontario border. And, 
at family gatherings talk would sometimes reflect on the great times spent canoeing and camping on Ontario 
lakes. My kids even suggested that it would be great for me to take the grand kids canoeing and let them 



experience canoe camping in the wilderness as they had. It was joy to my ears, if only it could be so. As soon 
as they got old enough, maybe we could. I dreamed on... 

Oh, did I mention the "best laid plans". In 1998 the company that I worked for was purchased by a company
headquartered in Ohio. The purchase resulted in my relocation to the Ohio headquarters. Moving to Ohio in
1999 separated us from family and friends and complicated family get-togethers, but on the other hand it did
get me closer (in miles) to the BWCA and got me thinking seriously about planning a trip. For the next couple
of seasons my wife and I ventured off to a fishing lodge northeast of Sauté Ste Marie. Those quasi-wilderness
trips were indeed enjoyable, but at the same time I continued to put together planning for a canoe trip to the
BWCA for the summer of 2003. Had it all planned, the group formed, entry permit in-hand and ready to go.
Would the dream finally come true?

No, plans changed, again. In early spring of 2003 the company announced plans to downsize and all 
employees in my age bracket were offered nice early retirement packages. My wife and I took the opportunity 
to get back to Texas to our family and friends. So the summer of 2003 was spent moving to Texas, rather 
than canoeing the backwaters of the Kawishiwi River. It was nice to be back home in Texas where our roots 
are, but all of the time devoted to planning and preparations for the proposed 2003 trip had fueled my desire 
to bring my long-held dream to fruition.

Once we were comfortably domiciled in Texas, I dragged out the route maps and all of the planning for the 
canceled 2003 trip and shared the details with numerous family members and friends. Response was 
surprising and I soon had commitments from my son-in-law, my thirteen year-old grand son and two friends 
from work. The only canoe camping experience among the four was my son-in-law who had gone on the big 
family trip mentioned earlier.

Anticipation grew as it neared departure time. We met as a group and went over equipment lists, answered
questions and set dates and schedules. We departed Fort Worth on an August Saturday morning and had an
uneventful drive to Babbitt, MN. We arrived at Duane's Canoe Outfitter Sunday afternoon and spent some
valuable time with Jim Hanson, the owner. He checked our permits, walked us through the equipment he was
providing, went over our trip route (making a few suggestions), answered all of our questions and patiently
made sure we were ready to go. We secured our fishing licenses, ate dinner and headed to a motel for a hot
shower and good night of rest. Sleep, though, was hard to come by. The prospect of finally getting to paddle a
canoe into the Boundary Waters was actually going to happen. The thought kept racing through my head; it
was actually going to happen! No longer just a tucked away dream, it was going to happen.

And happen it did! Early the next day we headed back to Duane's for a quick breakfast. Then Jim Hanson
drove us to our entry point, dropped us off and we headed up the South Kawishiwi River. The seven-day loop
route took us through nine lakes, one river, one creek and 16 portages. This included two layover days so we
could rest up and enjoy some extra fishing time. It was just right for a first time trip to the BWCA. Our crew
worked well together, the fishing was good and we found solitude on numerous lakes that we traveled.

Often when a person holds on to a dream for a long period of time, to finally have the dream come true, the 
actual experience proves to be anti-climatic. Not so with my dream. It was great getting to enjoy things that I 
had read about (and dreamed about) and to partake in the grandeur of Nature's handy work. It was better 
than anything I could conjure up in the dreams of my human finite mind. The trip was a joy; a dream come 
true and I got to share the experience with people I care about. As some wilderness camper once said: "it 
don't get no better than this."

Sad to say that the best laid plans of man can often go astray, but I am here to encourage you to hang on to
those dreams. Don't let circumstances dissuade you. Dreams can come true and the blessings to be had are
yours to share.
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