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Message from the President
Another summer has come and gone
and we are settling in for winter.
PNL is again renting the Aquarena
Tuesday nights for use to develop
our skills. This year sessions will run
from 8:30 to 1 0:00 instead of 9:00 to
1 0:30; the earlier should allow you
to attend without worrying about
being too tired at work the next day.
As in the past, we will hold skills
clinics throughout the year during
these sessions. We began the season
with a roll clinic, but you can work
on your rolls any time – the pool
offers a safe and warm place to hone
this skill.

my thanks and tell them their hard
work doesn't go unnoticed.

Our AGM was on November 21 ,
201 9, at which time the new
board of directors was announced.
Leaving the board are Bobbi
Bailey and Shane Bailey. Both
were valuable members who
contributed greatly to the club,
and we are sorry to see them go.
We are proud to announce the
addition of two new board
members, Tim Ingram and Bill
Drover. Tim has been an avid
canoeist for years and we are glad
to have him on the board. Bill is a
This summer saw many of us on the
relative newcomer to the club but
water. The usual sea kayak
has become an avid kayaker in the
excursions were held throughout the
last few years. He has completed
summer, with good turnouts. Thanks
a Level 1 Sea Kayak course and
to all who led or acted as sweeps in
recently became a Basic Kayak
Dave at his preferred Starbucks.
Photo by Joy Hecht
these trips, and a special shout-out to
instructor. Bill works in the
Cathy Carroll for organizing and
finance and computer fields for
leading several. Thanks also to Alan Goodridge and Dale
Exxon Mobil; his skills will be valuable to the club.
Butler for arranging the well-attended Wednesday night
paddles. Many kayakers participated, though historically these
At our AGM, PNL publicly recognized the efforts of the two
have been canoe events, a change that the board has noted and
individuals to preserving our environment. Eugene Hynes and
has discussed. The board has also noticed an increase in
Jason Brushett work together at Country Ribbon, and over the
members with recreational kayaks, and in response has sought
past three years have used kayaks and snorkeling great to clean
Transport Canada funds to deliver Waterfront or Basic Kayak
up local ponds, waterways and beaches. Last year CBC did a
courses to meet their needs. As an organization our goal is to
story on their efforts. Our board was impressed with their
promote safe paddling; these courses are key to achieving that
initiative and decided to formally recognize them for this work.
aim.
Conservation of our wilderness areas is a priority for our club,
and the board felt that it was appropriate to let Eugene and
I am happy to report that after my accident last March, I was
Jason know that their efforts are greatly appreciated.
back on the water this summer. Although I didn't get to many
club paddles, I was on the ocean a number of times. The
With special approval of the board, I am staying on as President
hospital stay took a toll on my fitness, so getting back in shape
of PNL for an exceptional third year, since we were unable to
has occupied much of my time. While I'm not yet 1 00%, I'd say
find someone else to take it on. I am passionate about paddling
I am certainly in the 90s. Again, my thanks to those who visited
and growing the sport, and enjoy working both with the board
in the hospital or sent wishes for a speedy recovery; my family
and with club members. I look forward to the coming year and
and I greatly appreciated your concern. I would also like to
appreciate everyone's support.
praise the care I received from our health care system. We've
all had long waits in the ER, but I can say first hand that when
And on that note, let me wish all of you a Merry Christmas and
you need emergency care, you get it. Those tasked with
best wishes in the New Year!
helping me went above and beyond what I could ever have
expected, and contributed greatly to my recovery. If you have
friends or relatives who work in health care, please pass along
Dave Hickey
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Come Paddle in the Pool!
Pool sessions at the Aquarena began on Tuesday, November 5,
and they will run throughout the winter. They are from 8:30 to
1 0:00 pm - please note that the time is different from previous
years.
This is a great opportunity to practice your paddling skills or
learn new ones in a warm and controlled environment. These
sessions are also attended by many of the club's experienced
paddlers who are happy to help you with your skills. Many of
us can attest to the improvement in our paddling skills that
these session have provided. We have also developed a
tradition of going to Guv'nor Pub after the pool session, which

we hope will continue throughout the year.
We will also be putting off skills development sessions
throughout the winter. The first session, a roll clinic will take
place in the coming weeks.
There will be a total of about 25 pool sessions. The cost is
$1 0.00 per session, or full-year pass for $1 50, which works out
to about $6.00 per session. You can pay for a single session or
purchase a pass at any session.
See you at the pool!

Rolling practice in the pool. Photo by Hazen Scarth
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Paddling the Greek Isles. Photo by Brian Newhook.

Paddling Presentations
Having the winter off-water blues? Come to these presentations
to keep your spirits up till the ice melts. They will all be held at
7:30 pm in Hampton Hall, the large auditorium on the first
floor of the Marine Institute building on Ridge Road.

January 22
Paddling in Labrador: the River with Two Names
TA Loeffler headed north last summer with her friends Marian
Wissink, Mark Dykeman, and Darren McDonald, to paddle the
River with Two Names – sometimes the Ugjoktok, sometimes
the Adlatok, depending on whom you ask. Their two-week
excursion began with a flight in to their intended launch on
Harp Lake - only to find it socked in with fog and impossible to
access. That was the beginning of trip that had them thinking
on their feet to adapt to unexpected weather, changes in the
ferry schedule, and aggressive animals of the tiny biting and
whining variety – as well as days when the water was like glass
reflecting the landscape as the group glided past in a canoe and
two kayaks. She will tell us about it and share her spectacular
photographs – you can get a glimpse, though, in her article in
this issue!
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February 1 9
Paddling the Greek Islands
In June of 201 9, Brian Newhook, Rob Scott and Rob Bertelo
spent 7 days paddling around the Ionian Islands in Greece,
complete with warm, crystal clear blue waters, endless
beaches, hidden caves, huge cliffs, and small villages with
tavernas serving fresh seafood and ice cold beer. This trip had
everything a paddler could want, including a visit to a sea cave
so big that a submarine used it regularly as a hideout during
World War II.
Please join us as Brian shares pictures and video of their visit to
Odysseus's homeland, a land steeped in history and beauty,
and hopefully come away inspired to plan your own Greek
Odyssey.

March 1 8
Canoeing halfway across Canada
Herman Perry seems to have decided to cover all of Canada in
his canoe! In the summer of 201 8, he and his friend Gerry
Coleman followed the Voyageur route from eastern
Saskatchewan well into Manitoba. This summer he was at it
again; he and Paul Snow started in western Saskatchewan, and
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paddled through Alberta and the North West Territories up to
Hudson's Bay – 53 days, 2,752 kilometres, paddling an average
of 52 kilometres a day. He'll tell about it in this presentation –
the spectacular views, the welcoming people, the delicious
food they shared as well as the impossible portages, the threelegged bear, and the prickly porcupine. Please join to hear all
about it – and about his plans for yet another excursion next
summer!

And while we are talking about Herman's travels they've gotten a LOT of press! You can read about them
in any of these articles, and probably a lot more that the
E&F didn't find:
https://www.thetelegram.com/news/local/herman-perryplans-to-paddle-the-voyageur-routes-used-by-thehudson-bay-company-north-west-company-299936/
https://www.cbc.ca/news/canada/newfoundlandlabrador/canoe-trip-saskatchewan-northwest-territories1 .51 23849
https://www.theguardian.pe.ca/news/provincial/hermanperry-plans-to-paddle-the-voyageur-routes-used-by-thehudson-bay-company-north-west-company-299936/
https://www.cbc.ca/news/canada/newfoundlandlabrador/epic-canoe-journey-1 .5286493
https://www.thechronicleherald.ca/news/canada/newfou

ndland-brothers-in-law-travel-more-than-2700kilometres-retracing-fur-trading-routes-359990/

April 1
Search and Rescue
This is a presentation to help you make it home from a paddle,
every time! Laura Knight will provide information about distress
signaling, emergency beacons, search and rescue response
times and other tips to help you be prepared for an emergency
on the water. If it’s not for you, it’s for your friends or loved
ones, who could be relying on you to help get them home.

April 22
How hard can it be? Two rivers, same story
During the summers of 201 8 and 201 9, Richard Alexander and
Graham Roome travelled to Labrador to combine a love of
salmon fishing with a love of wilderness canoeing. They flew
into the headwaters of the Adlatok (in 201 8) and Flowers (in
201 9) Rivers and canoed down, searching for salmon along the
way. The Adlatok proved to be one of the hardest trips Richard
had ever done. The Flowers was hard as well but for a very
different reason. Join Richard for slides, videos and stories
about their attempt to find a Shangri-La in Northern Labrador.
[Editor: you'll get two different views of canoeing the Adlotok if
you come to both Richard's and TA's presentations!]

Hot lunch on skills day
at the retreat.
Photo by Joy Hecht
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The Annual Retreat: Time for a Change?
The annual PaddleNL Retreat has been a highlight social event
for our club for more than twenty years, a long weekend of
paddling and socializing for members to come together and
share their passion for the sport.
Since its genesis over twenty years ago (long before the
inception of PaddleNL), the retreat has been held at various
locales, including Kilmory Resort, Woody Island, and for most
of the time at the Splash’n Putt resort on the TCH just west of
Terra Nova Park. Conceived by kayakers, it began as a sea- and
white-water kayak event, bringing paddlers together in what
was still a rather new and unorganized sport in the province.
With the amalgamation of KayakNL and the Tumblehome
Canoe Club into PaddleNL in 201 3, the event has included all
forms of paddling: sea and white-water kayakers, canoers, and
more recently recreational kayakers and paddleboarders. This
inclusive event brings together very diverse paddlers to share
the things that unite us and learn from our differences. While
these goals drive the event planning efforts, executing a threeday event that meets the needs of a diverse group of paddlers of
varying interests and skill levels requires months of lead time
and attention to a myriad of details; trip planning, skills practice,
accommodations, facility and meal planning, as well as the
coordination and hosting of a guest speaker. This work falls to
the Retreat Committee of the PaddleNL Board as well other
volunteers who assist invaluably with communications,
promotions, and the execution of
activities during the event.

has focused on the location (Splash’n Putt), timing (the Victoria
Day/May 24th weekend) and 3-day format (including the need
for a guest speaker). Cutting across these factors is the cost of
travel to the event (90% of participants come from the Avalon)
and cabin accommodations. While some respondents
appreciated the minor changes in format last year around
icebreaker, BBQ, and swap meet, clearly a combination of the
aforementioned factors is at play in the decline.
Faced with these realities, the PaddleNL Board is actively
pursuing an alternate locale and dates for the 2020 Retreat. This
is not simple, given the need to accommodate several different
types of paddlers, members traveling from various areas of the
province, options in accommodations (perhaps cabins and
camping), meeting and meal facilities, as well as a later date,
perhaps the Discovery Day weekend. Whatever the outcome of
this process, our intention is to deliver an event that is as much
fun and as challenging as past retreats, but works better for both
past attendees and newcomers with respect to location,
schedule, and cost.

Do you have ideas to add to the discussion? It’s not too late to
have your say, but time is getting very short! Please contact
Chris Smith, on the Retreat Planning Committee, at chris.smith@
bellaliant.net.

Over the past couple of years,
retreat attendance has declined
from its peak of more than 1 00
participants to 40-50 in the past
three years.
The Board is
attempting to understand the
reasons for the decline. To this end
we queried past participants and
other club members by survey and
in conversation about what they
liked about the retreat, what could
be improved, and their perceived
reasons for the drop-off. Feedback

Canoes and kayaks
at the retreat.
Photo by Joy Hecht
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Herman Perry does it again - canoeing
across half of Canada!
By Herman Perry
{Editor's note - the Spring, 2019 issue of Ebb and Flow had an
article about Herman Perry's 2018 canoe trip across
Saskatchewan and Manitoba. This summer he outdid his own
adventures - read about it here!)

Last summer Paul Snow and I set out to follow the historic Old
Voyageurs Fur Trade Route through Saskatchewan, Alberta, and
the North West Territories. We started in La Loche,
Saskatchewan, and paddled 2,750 kilometers to Arctic Red
River / Tsiigehtchic in the North West Territories. Our route
took us across along the Clearwater, Athabasca, and Slave
Rivers, along the shores of Great Slave Lake, and then north
along the Mackenzie River almost all the way to the Beaufort
Sea. We had estimated 50 days for the trip; with portaging and
Seriously, they did paddle across half of Canada! (the ed.)

weather delays we did it in 53.
Our trip began when my brother Larry dropped Paul and me off
in La Loche – thank you, Larry! We headed out across the lake
of the same name and up the creek of the same name (not very
original, are they?) to arrive at the legendary Methye Portage –
whose official name is the La Loche Portage, wouldn't you
know it? The Methye Portage connects La Loche Creek to the
Clearwater River – but more interestingly, it crosses the divide
between the Atlantic watershed and the Arctic Ocean
watershed. So if you let something spill on the portage, who
knows where it would eventually land up?
We had brought along a two-wheeled cart to move the canoe
across the 20 km Methye portage, but the axle broke on the
trek, and this portage became a real slugfest. The temperature
hovered around 30 C, and we blistered our feet badly walking
back and forth with our loaded packs. We tallied up 1 40 km,
doing three full round trips, and had to take an unplanned day
of rest at Rendezvous Lake to bandage and medicate our feet.
But when we finally got to the Clearwater River, we met three
Dene moose hunters, who gave us some delicious smoked
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The
shelter
that
keeps
out the
wind
but not
the
rain?

whitefish. They were in a hurry to head out on their hunt, so
Paul and I volunteered to erect their tent for them, and we built
them a fire before they returned from their hunt. Definitely a
good trade for smoked whitefish - and just think, if we hadn't
had that delay, we would never have met up with them!
The bulk of our food consisted of high calorie freeze dried
meals of the Alpine Aire, Mountain House, and Backpackers
Pantry brands, which we ate for our evening meals. We also
brought plenty of food we could stash in our day bags and eat
on the go for breakfast, lunch, and afternoon snacks - tortillas,
pepperoni, jerky, bacon, trail mix, protein bars, toffees, and so
on. We mailed half our food to Jason LeBlanc, Manager of
Canoe North in the town of Hay River on the Great Slave Lake
before the trip, and picked it up from him when we arrived
there.
We visited many communities along the rivers we paddled,
sight-seeing, taking photos, and meeting lots of friendly and
helpful folks. In addition to taking a rest day after the Methye
Portage, we stopped overnight in Fort McMurray, Fort
Chipewyan, Hay River, Fort Simpson and Norman Wells. All
those towns grew up around the fur trading posts that were
located here at one time, and many of them were originally
forts, hence their names. Interestingly, Fort Chipewyan was the
richest fur trade post in all of North America in the 1 8th and
1 9th centuries. In several villages, we came across old Hudson
Bay Company Trading Post structures in various states of disuse
and neglect. It would be great if they could be upgraded and
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used as small community museums or display centres.
People everywhere went out of their way to be helpful. Jumbo
Frazer, a friendly Metis elder whom we met by chance brought
us and our gear, food and canoe from the Dene Cree Inn to the
put-in spot on the west end of Fort Chipewyan in his truck,
saving us a long and heavy haul. Many people warned us to be
careful traveling in grizzly country in a very active bear year.
We were lucky; a camper in the Tulita area was dragged from
his tent and killed by a grizzly just a week after we passed
through. Locals everywhere told us about the best river routes
around sandbars, the best fishing spots, and the location of
cabins along the way. The last was very valuable information,
given the risk of bears.
There was lots of wildlife and waterfowl along the way. We
saw ducks, geese, herons, eagles and their nests, beavers and
their lodges, and white tailed deer along our way. One hot day
on Great Slave Lake, we watched for half an hour as a calf, cow
and bull moose frolicked in the lake shallows. We saw,
porcupines, one grizzly, and numerous black bears. One very
large black bear walked into our campsite, circled the area,
then squatted about 30 feet away and started to dig. We shot
off several bear bangers and a shotgun slug over its head, and it
finally ran off. One day, when bad weather left us holed up in a
cabin on the Mackenzie River, a grizzly appeared about 40 feet
away just a few minutes after we had gone inside. It glared at
us through the window until it finally gave up on finding
anything of interest (or dinner?), and headed off into the forest.
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High water and steep embankments posed challenges when
look-ing for campsites along the Athabasca and Slave Rivers
but we mostly managed to find a comfortable spot. When we
had no better options, we pulled the canoe up into the willows,
got out the axes and cleared a campsite there in the bushes.
Mudflats on the Athabasca and Slave deltas caused delays, and
on occasion we had to pull our canoes for several kilometers in
the shallows. Along the shores of Great Slave Lake large sandshoals that provided similar challenges. On the Mackenzie
River, on the other hand, it was easy locating tent sites, as the
wide sandy shore-lines provided plenty of choice.
While most days were hot and sunny, we faced lots of headwinds, some moderate and some stronger. We pushed through
them, either until it was time to set up camp for the evening or
until the wind and waves blew us ashore, whichever came first.
Most mornings we rose around 4:30 am, loaded the canoe, and
were paddling by 5:30 am, so as to take advantage of the
calmer morning conditions. By 5:00 pm we started to look for
a spot to spend the night. We never ate before breaking camp,
but made short stops around 9:00 for breakfast, 1 2:00 for lunch
and 2:30 for an afternoon snack. On hot days we relished
wading and swimming in the rivers and lakes, but we also
looked forward to the hotel showers, clean clothes, and
restaurant meals during our five rest days.
We fished along the way, and really enjoyed our meals of fresh
fish and mashed potatoes. The smoked whitefish that people

occasionally gave us always made a delicious addition to our
meals. In Fort Good Hope, Wilfred Jackson was pulling in his
nets as we passed by, and gave us a large fresh koni fish. We
cooked it that evening; it was so big that it provided food for
several days. Another day, we met a large group returning to
Fort Good Hope from a festival in Fort McPherson about 300
km away. They had moored their boats beside the shore of the
Mackenzie River and were having a big cook-up. They invited
us to join them and gave us smoked whitefish and a large
cooked koni. They were interested in our travels, and we
chatted for a while about where we had come from and where
we were going.
We met several interesting cabin owners along the route,
complete with coffee and friendly conversation. We enjoyed
chatting with three gentlemen fishing from a houseboat, which
was cleverly fitted out with eating and sleeping quarters. They
said fishing was good because there were few people on this
stretch of the river, but they warned us to keep an eye out for
Crazy George. Further down-stream, we met Cecil, a hunter,
trapper and fisherman who grew all his own vegetables and
only went into town every 6 months. Over coffee he also mentioned Crazy George, told us we might run into him further
downriver. The next evening, after failing to find a campsite,
we stopped to ask a cabin owner if we could camp in the
clearing out front. After chatting for a while, he offered us a
beer and convinced us to stay in his cabin. Later we realized
that he was Crazy George. He was very opinionated, had a
dozen or more guns, and a friend who had just got out of jail,

Paul
catches
the fish
so
Herman
can eat
it?
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but we had a pleasant
stay and departed the next
morning without incident;
clearly his reputation was
much worse than he was.
Further along, we visited
with Jonas Antoine at his
cabin north of Fort
Simpson. He was the
brother of the previous
Yellowknife MHA, and
over coffee we had a great
chat about local politics.

few of them use jet boats
to cover the long distance
between towns quickly.
Many of the towns have
no roads, and it can be
200 km to the next one.
Along the way we chatted
with moose hunters, duck
hunters and fishermen, all
of them living off the land
and
enjoying
their
subsistence lifestyle.

The
landscape
and
While
the
lower
environment
became
Athabasca and Slave
more dramatic as we
Rivers are not paddled
headed north.
Somethat much, the southwest
where around Fort Simpportion of Great Slave
son we started to see
Lake and the whole
glimpses of the beautiful
Mackenzie River are more
Mackenzie, Richardson
active and more heavily
and Franklin Mountains.
paddled. As tugboats and
On August 3rd we crossed
Our new best friend, who visited us in our campsite one day...
barges moved up and
the Arctic Circle, and
down the river, we always
spent most of the day
positioned the canoe so as to handle the large wake. Though
paddling into strong headwinds and rain. As we paddled still
the land was sparsely settled, the river brought people tofurther north, the Canyon, Camsell and McConnell Ranges
gether. Just outside Fort Simpson, we met a young couple who
came into view. The smoke from the forest fires to the west kept
had left Hay River two weeks earlier and was having a relaxing
them shrouded in haze much of the time, until we got close
paddle to Inuvik. Many of the locals along the Mackenzie River
enough to fully appreciate their stark beauty. Our many photos
use fast boats with large outboard motors to get around, and a
couldn't do them justice.
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We had kept in contact with my brother Larry who was driving
up to Arctic Red River to pick us up. We kept him informed as
our progress was hindered by weather and a cold wind and
rain that lasted for several days. On our second to last day, we
punched in 20 hours and paddled through the night, to
minimise his wait for us. The last day we paddled for 1 2 hours
into the headwinds, and arrived in Arctic Red River at 5:30 PM
to find him waiting with the truck. Did I mention, thank you
Larry?
Our trip let us tally some impressive statistics. We paddled
2752 km, averaging 52 KM on the days we traveled. We
brought some 200 kilograms of food and gear with us,
including the canoe. On four different days we paddled more
than 90 km; our record was 1 01 kms near Fort Simpson. We
tracked our progress using SPOT imagery on our GPS, both to
remind ourselves and to keep our family and friends back
home informed of where we were each evening – fortunately,
we never need to rely on that basic safety precaution. We
shared campsite chores and split navigation chores by my
focusing on the topo maps and Paul focusing on the GPS and
our navigation activities went very well.
This trip was a continuation of our 201 8 trip from La Loche,
Saskatchewan to York Factory on the Hudson Bay (see the
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Spring, 201 9 Ebb and Flow). In 2020 we're planning a third
paddle, 2500 kms along another stretch of the Voyageurs Fur
Trade Route. We'll start in Arctic Red River and paddle south
on the Mackenzie to the Peel River, then on to the confluence
with the Rat River. From the Rat it will be 9 days of tracking
and portaging up and over the Rockies to Summit Lake, then
from Summit Lake we will paddle due west on the Bell,
Porcupine and Yukon Rivers across Alaska to Emmonak on the
Bering Sea. Do you think we are completely out of our minds
yet?

For more information on this canoe trip or future plans,
Herman's email address is herman.perry@outlook.com and his
cell phone number is 709-749-81 79.

Photos by Herman Perry, Paul Snow, and others
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Placentia Bay Reunion: Remembering our
years of paddling together
By Hazen Scarth

Background; The Painted Fish and our paddling group
In the fall of 201 9 a group of us convinced our paddling buddy,
the President and CEO of the Painted Fish, to take a few days
off from operating his bread and breakfast in his ancestral home
in Hatchet Cove and get out on the water. Two years ago,
Neville Smith and wife Darlene converted their cabin to a
waterfront tourist home, less than a stone's throw from the
waters of Trinity Bay. Now this is
not just a tourist home! Neville
has a boathouse full of kayak gear,
including three double kayaks
built by Craig Greenham in
Twillingate. The Smiths have had
visitors from all over the world
enjoy
their scenery
and
hospitality.
Neville’s career change (he and
Darlene did most of the
renovations, with assistance from
his dad Bill) was and continues to
be an impressive effort, which has
introduced many people both to
sea kayaking and to what
Newfoundland (and the Smiths)
have to offer. It is not surprising
that many of their clients have
booked because of referrals from
previous visitors. This is all
wonderful stuff, but Neville's
paddling buddies have missed
him on daily, overnight and
annual weekly camping trips. We
finally convinced him to take a
weekend off; all we needed was
the weather to cooperate!

Placentia Bay, September 201 9
The weather forecasts in mid
September were mixed, but in the
end the gods smiled on us. The
group - Neville, Terry Quinlin,
Dean Fillier, Brian Duffett and me
- left Garden Cove with a
northerly tail wind of about 25
kph, with some decent surf
conditions to Bar Haven. Our
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plan was to camp on Carrol Point, the northern tip of Bar
Haven Island. On arrival we soon realized it was exposed to
the same winds that had delivered us to the sandy beach, so we
paddled a couple more kilometres to Browns Cove, a site
recommended by our regular paddling buddy Tony
Roestenberg.
It was perfect. The beach is a couple of hundred metres long.
At low tide it extended well over 1 00 metres to the ocean, and
a small shifting brook meandered across it. We were
entertained by the flood tide,
though, and how quickly it covered
the beach, turning it into just a
narrow strip of sand. Combined
with a westerly orientation with
wonderful sunsets and a full moon
behind us, the view from our
campsite was splendid. And that's
not even mentioning the bonfire
fuelled by driftwood conveniently
heaped up nearby!
Over the years, our paddling group
has usually included the five us,
plus Tony (who could not join us
due to family commitments), and
Clyde Hillier (who, despite having
packed his bags to come along, got
word of a camper trailer for sale,
and dashed off to check it out
instead). Throughout the weekend,
we shared memories of our many
trips together. We have had a great
bit of fun, some adventures, and on
every trip we were reminded how
lucky we have been to see coastal
Newfoundland from the perspective
of a kayak.

That was a great trip…
From the comfort of our camp
chairs, we reminisced about paddles
past and speculated about paddles
future. The circumnavigation of
Merasheen Island stood out as our
favourite (we even have T-shirts
from that trip!). The Ragged Islands,
Tacks Beach and Rosiru, a former
whaling community, were all treats.
Walking the trails of Merasheen and
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1 920s church. The scale of the "new" church seemed beyond
what the population of the communities could sustain.
Subsequent re-search, with input from Dr. John Mannion,
Memorial University, suggests that the church served as many
as 2500 people, some of whom would have a ten-kilometre
hike to get there.
Most of us did not grow up in Newfoundland outports, so we
saw them as places of romance rather than extreme hardship,
as we paddled to and walked through them. Most visits
included a trip to a cemetery, with many questions as to why so
many died so young. For me, the paperwhite narcissus
flowering along a walkway up to a set of concrete steps in
Harbour Buffet, Placentia Bay, had more impact than the
headstones. Someone took the time to plant and nurture these
flowers; their endurance continues to remind us of the people
lived on these islands here, not only those who died here.

The old church - 1 820s

Tacks Beach, identifying remnants of the churches, paths and
the general layout of those long-gone communities brought
smiles to our faces. We agreed
it was a privilege to be able to
visit these places that had
survived for generations.

With this summer's salmon die-off on the south coast, we were
reminded of when we paddled along the salmon sea cages and
were offered a whole fish by one of the aquaculturists. At the
time, we discussed the impact of salmon farms in Placentia
Bay, which will include cages adjacent to Clattice Harbour,
where we camped a few years ago. Some of these new sites are
located in sheltered waters, where one would expect summer
water temperatures to be relatively high. No doubt, following
the recent mortalities, thorough attention will be given to the
suitability of the various sites…we hope.
Oh yes, how about that paddle around New World Island and
Twillingate? It was early summer, and we had all the extremes
of weather one should expect on Newfoundland’s north coast.
The new church - 1 920s

As special as Merasheen was
the thrill and deep satisfaction
of paddling “straight through
two sunkers” to Toslow, and
tenting in St. Leonard's. Now,
when we hear Gary O'Driscoll's
famous song "Out from St.
Leonard's…” we are taken back
to our brief but special time
there, experienced at speeds
comparable to how previous
generations
viewed
and
travelled the coastline. The
feeling of going back in time,
combined with the excitement
of our discoveries, was
highlighted when we walked
the ‘blue road’ connecting St.
Leonard’s to St. Kyran's, seeing
remnants of the 1 820s stone
church and the ruins of a "new"
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Clyde Hillier outside of Burgeo Harbour

G&Ts on the beach the first night; coffee from a restaurant on
the third morning, which revived us in low single digits and
rain. And then there was Moreton's Harbour…cold, dreary,
and windier than expected as we headed out the bay to our
campsite. On arrival, the grizzled veteran of the group (Mr.
Duffett) said if he'd known it was going to be that windy, he
would have stayed in Moreton’s Harbour. It was one of our
hairier paddles, but because we are lucky guys, the sun came
out and we enjoyed the walking trails to that took us to former
settlements. Little Harbour will always have a soft spot in
Tony's heart, as we were there the day he became a
grandfather!
We also remembered that trip for the mistakes we made,
including setting the tents below the spring tide lines, and after
paddling 40 kilometres finding out we had misinterpreted the
tide direction and arrived against 1 0 km of current under the
Curtis Causeway connecting New World Island to Twillingate.
Years later, when we were making go-no-go decisions, the
mere mention of “Curtis Causeway” leads us to reconsider our
plans!
We developed traditions! For example, even though Neville
had not camped with us for two years, he could still be
counted on for the Jiffy popcorn and the Bailey's Irish Cream,
especially at Browns Cove. When you paddle with us, it is time
honoured and perfectly acceptable to have a wee drop of
Bailey's in your coffee, morning, noon or night! We do like
bonfires - the only challenge is to ensure that Tony does not get
carried away with his desire to ensure that they are visible from
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outer space. Perhaps concern over climate change will dampen
his efforts?
We chatted of open ocean crossings, including seven
kilometres from Arnolds Cove to Long Island, and ten
kilometres from Femme to Bay L’Argent. These are short
distances for advanced paddlers, but for us it was all new and
at times challenging. One of first such paddles, in thick fog,
crossed the Come by Chance shipping lanes, with no contact to
marine traffic control. Like I said, we have been lucky guys!
We have thoroughly enjoyed shorter camping trips and day
trips with many other PNL members. Indeed, we remembered
fondly paddling from Burnside to St. Brendan's for with two
glorious days in the Flat Islands. How could it not have been
glorious, when we faced headwinds for only 200 metres of the
95 kilometre trip? The Flat Islands are well named, patches of
land exposed to northeasters. As we had so often, we wondered
how the early residents adapted to this harsh environment. A
small part of the answer was the ditched bogs, which were
drained and made fertile with the addition of whatever the sea
could provide. A wonderful destination, but don’t count on the
winds being as agreeable as what we faced! What's more,
between St. Brendan's and the Flat Islands there are many
sunkers, which in a northeast wind look like geysers; a wicked,
exposed, and yes dangerous coast.
Recently, nine of us spent five days in Burgeo. We camped in a
provincial campground with untold luxuries of showers and
laundry facilities. Saucier types have suggested this is a
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response to our advanced years; perhaps so, but at least we are
still at it!

Shoreline Protection
In all our trips we have found great campsites. Where else in
North America could we land on a beach, have a bonfire, and
have the whole place to ourselves? And although we do filter
our water before adding it to our evening drinks, water quality
in most remote sites is excellent. We all know how lucky we
are, to be kayakers on this island with such a wealth of ocean
and shoreline.
But – there's always a "but." They aren't making land any
more, and in some places excellent campsites have been
allocated for private uses, typically for cabins. Kayak
Newfoundland and Labrador – PNL, before we merged with
the canoers – has worked hard to hinder that trend. Remember
Carrol Point, where we thought we would camp? As we fought
our way past it in the breeze, Brian and I informed the boys
that, thanks to KNL efforts, the Province (Crown lands) has
zoned it as open space, so it cannot be allocated for private
use. Access to the general public has been established!
The next day - and a stellar day it was - we paddled towards
Great Sandy Harbour. En route, we dropped by the Gulch,
which is as sheltered as St. John’s Harbour. There is an
excellent campsite on a terrace by the entrance, where I have
camped three times. I have entered and left the harbour on
both ebb and flood tides, at double-digit speeds…kilometres
per hour that is! Once again, we told the boys, the
Government has protected this site for the long haul at KNL's
request. If my luck continues, perhaps my granddaughter Abby
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and I will camp there some day!
That's history, but we want PNL to continue the good work.
While enjoying the sunsets at Browns Cove, we decided it also
needed protection – put that on the list! We spent one pleasant
evening hearing about Neville’s experiences providing a
unique Newfoundland experience to people from all over the
world. In 201 9 even a beluga came by to enjoy the hospitality
of the Painted Fish…word is getting around! Neville's clients'
often enjoy a short 1 0K paddle with lunch on the beach. But
he's concerned about long-term access to Baileys Cove, a fine
beach a few kilometres east of Hatchet Cove. So we decided
we'd better add that to PNL's protection list, too!
After our return, Neville and I prepared the paperwork, and
PNL President Dave Hickey was delighted to submit the request
to the Crown Lands Branch. We are hopeful these two sites will
be protected for all of us to enjoy for years to come. If you
know of other sites in need of protection, please contact the
PNL Board.
We had a great weekend, with cooperative winds, warm
temperatures, sunsets, full moons, fellowship, and a resolution
to protect a little of the island’s shoreline. The years are flying
by and there are so many places left to see; whether it be with
"our" group or other club members. Hopefully, this article will
inspire more people to kayak camp our coastline. As Jim Price
(one of five people recognized by Paddle Canada's Wall of
Honour) told me years ago, one does not have to travel the
world for awesome kayaking experiences; Newfoundland has
lots to offer - just be sure to watch your bobber!
Photos by Hazen Scarth
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The River with Two Names
By TA Loeffler
The Plans
Eight years after completing our epic descent of the
Notakwanon River, four of us (Mark Dykeman, Darren
McDonald, Marian Wissink and I) returned to Labrador for two
weeks to tackle another river, Mark and Darren in sea kayaks,
Marion and me in our canoe. Depending on which map you
consult, which trip report you uncover, which river monitoring
station you check, and which website you look at, this
summer's river has two names.
On the provincial road map, the upper part of the river is called
the Adlatok River and the branch that leads to Ugjoktok Bay is
the Ugjoktok River. On Canadian topographical maps, the

upper part of the river is called the Ugjoktok River and the
branch leading to Adlatok Bay is called the Adlatok River.
Not wanting to take sides, and needing to do much more
research about the river, its names, and the folks who have
lived by it and travelled it, we decided to use both names. In
the lead-up to the expedition, I enjoyed looking through
archival documents and noticed several different spellings of
the river’s names as well. From an article written by Jamie
Jackman of the Labrador Institute, I learned that Innu hunters
and their families used parts of the 258-kilometre-long
waterway as a travel route from the country’s interior to the
trading post at Hopedale. Jamie has a family connection to the
river and community of Adlatok. He mentions that those who
visit “quickly fall in love with Adlatok Bay, evident in the way
many earlier pioneers and leaders discuss its natural beauty in
Labradorian literature.”
I contacted Jamie and asked him
if he could tell me more about the
names of the two rivers. He
replied with the following:
“According to my father, Ujutok
[note alternate spelling!] is the
main river and empties into a
Ujutok Bay just south of Adlatok
Bay. The Adlatok River flows out
of the Ujutok River. However, I’ve
also heard the main river referred
to as Adlatok right from the height
of land and that it empties into
Ujutok and Adlatok…the Adlatok
branch of the river being referred
to as the Adlatok River. This is not
surprising however as maps
around here are not always
accurate in regards to place
names – more work needs to be
done on this before the real place
names are lost forever, in my
opinion."
Adlatok is an anglicized version
of the word “Allatok” or “Allatuk”
or “Allaktuk” – I’ve seen it written
each way – which, from my
understanding, translates roughly
to “Place of the Innu” or “Where
there are Innu” - Allak being the
Inuit word for “Innu.” The Innu
would travel along this river from
inland and come out at Adlatok
Bay on their way to trade furs.
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The Bay was frequently visited by Innu travellers, who would
stop to visit the Inuit settlers who lived there later on, including
my grandparents. As for Ujutok, according to my cousin Brian,
it derives from the Inuit word for seal, ujuk, so Ujutok or
“Ujuktuk” means roughly “Where there are seal.””
I continued searching the MUN Library and Digital Archives
and found that the Newfoundland Quarterly from Fall
1 991 /Winter 1 992 features a watercolour of the Northern lights
above the Adlatok River on its cover. The artist is not named,
but the work captures the beauty of sky, land, and water. I also
learned that the late President George H. W. Bush fished the
Adlatok River, as have other folks from all over the world. The
largest salmon ever caught in this province was landed on the
Adlatok River. A 1 994 Toronto Star article said that President
Bush had fallen in love with Labrador, saying, “I left about a
year ago, almost to this day, and for the in-between 365 days
we’ve been thinking of nothing except coming back up here to
the Adlatok.” [Ed., who's from south of the border – maybe
that explains his presidency?]
Confused? Well, so were we. But we did out best to sort it out.

The Beginning
You’ll notice that I said, “Planned route.” Given low-lying fog
on the morning we flew out of Goose Bay, we were unable to
land on Harp Lake, where we'd planned to launch. Harp Lake
is 50 kilometres long, 1 .5 kilometres wide, and has 600-metrehigh canyon-like sides. With little to no visibility at the top
elevations of the canyon, it was impossible to land safely.
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When the floatplane turned south to return to Goose Bay, we
sank into a collective depression. Keith, the pilot, asked if we
wanted to be dropped in Snegamook Lake instead. I climbed
over the seats to talk to Mark and Darren in the back of the
plane. Marian and I had paddled the Kanairiktok River, which
flows through Snegamook Lake, in 201 5, so we were familiar
with it, but none of us had paper maps of the area. A quick
consult yielded a negative decision on that option.
Soon thereafter, the plane began a rapid descent and landed on
Shapio Lake. We knew that Shapio Lake drained into the River
with Two Names, and collectively rejoiced at not having to
return to Goose Bay. The pilots confirmed that we were okay
with this “second prize” drop-off location and soon sped away,
leaving us in the deep silence of Labrador. We were deposited
on a gorgeous beach at the southern end where the lake
narrows.
As our new drop-off location had lopped about 80 kilometres
off of our route, we had time to take the day to get used to the
new plan. We got camp organized and spent the afternoon
hiking to get a view of our surroundings. The sky turned blue,
the fog lifted, and we wished we’d been able to fly out of
Goose Bay later in the day. We agreed to sulk about it for the
remainder of the day and then let it go and have a fine
adventure.
Day Two dawned fine and still, and Harp Lake was forgotten.
We spent the day exploring the southern end of Shapio Lake.
The mirror surface of the lake produced a landscape-size
kaleidoscope of rock and sky. On Day Three we paddled
towards the northern end of Shapio, heading into its western
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arm for lunch. Late in the afternoon, with 1 5 km of SW fetch,
the lake challenged Marian and me in our canoe with a small
surf landing at our campsite.
The next morning, the black flies were swarming, and we
became breakfast as we packed our boats and paddled to the
first portage. From the maps, we were pretty sure the exit from
Shapio Lake would be protected by waterfalls. We were
correct, and set about finding the best way to get ourselves, our
boats, and our gear past these frothing obstacles. First we found
a dry river channel that could work as a portage, but then
Marian found an actual portage trail that made the carrying
much less tricky in the footing department. Darren spotted a
line through the two waterfalls he might have been able to run
if he had had an empty creek boat, but he didn't, and in his
Hammer hybrid kayak filled with expedition gear it would have
been impossible.
Five kilometres beyond the portage along what we decided to
call the Shapio River, we pulled off to river left when another
waterfall blocked our progress. Indeed, four waterfalls blocked
our progress to the River with Two Names, so we had some
decisions to make about our route – do one long carry around
all the falls or find a way back to the river after the first one? A
deeply worn portage trail led us to a stunning campsite carpeted
in caribou lichen. We decided to call it a day and think about
it.
The morning of Day Five, after studying the maps and taking a
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jaunt along the portage trail, the most expedient plan seemed to
be to make the long portage around all of the waterfalls. The
carry distance was 1 .6 kilometres to a spot where we could
stash the boats prior to a steep drop to the launch. We knew
we couldn't do it all one day, so we divided our gear into what
we would transport the first day and what we would need for a
second night in our stunning campsite.
The first big load down the portage trail was indeed a pull for
our kayakers. Darren and Mark - who had declared one rule
before the trip began, “I don’t paddle uphill and I don’t
portage”- loaded up their kayaks and began to pull. In the
process they did a thorough study of the coefficient of friction
between plastic kayaks and caribou lichen (ed. - technical
article for submission to the appropriate journals is in the
works). The day was scorching hot, the bugs ravenous, and I
was glad Marian and I were carrying the canoe for the shade it
provided. We stopped often to rest, swat flies, and curse the
original fog that had led us to a route allowing this moment of,
uh, self-development. We carried the last load the next
morning, after getting to experience our campsite in the driving
rain.
Reunited with our gear, we now had to get it down the steep
drop to the river’s edge. Mark tied a rope to his kayak, kicked it
over the lip, and held on as it slide down the steep 30-metre
descent. Darren, Marian, and I followed in similar fashion. The
woods were soaked with the previous night’s rain and by the
time we reached the bottom, so were we. After a few more

Page 20

schleps up and down, in tight quarters with ferocious flies, we
stuffed everything back into the boats and paddled briefly
upstream. We quickly turned to go with the current and found
an island on which to get warm and fueled. On Day Six, we
finally had taken our first paddle strokes on the River with Two
Names.

get us excited, but small enough that the waves only filled onethird of our canoe. At the bottom we stopped to bail our canoe
while Darren played in the rapid. By then we’d worked up an
appetite and we enjoyed lunch on another sandy beach.

The River with One Name

The afternoon’s paddle took us to the canyon that empties the
Adlatok into the sea. From our map study before the trip,
Marian and I had noted a possible portage around both the
canyon and the rapids half a kilometre below it. We had been
warned earlier, by one of the owners of nearby Camp Adlatok,
that “you don’t want to be in that canyon.” The portage headed
slightly uphill from a grassy nook on river right. Mark set out to
scout, but quickly returned saying his way was blocked by
water. Our (by now) experienced tow team went into action
and pulled Mark’s kayak up to the small pond. He jumped in,
paddled across, and confirmed the portage trail continued.
When he returned, it took all four of us to drag our loaded
canoe the 1 00 metres to the pond. It felt like pulling tires up
Signal Hill. Once on the far side of the water, we took a light
load and scouted further up. About a kilometre uphill, the
portage was again blocked by small pond. We dropped our
loads and climbed a nearby hill to see the view and confirm
that we could proceed after the pond. We decided to bring the
rest of the gear and boats up to this point.

About seven kilometres down the Adlatok, we stopped to scout
the only rapid of the trip we would all paddle as a group. We
followed Darren’s line down the rapid and tried our best not to
run over him. It was the perfect rapid to run – big enough to

By the time we’d accomplished this, it was time to make camp,
amid the worst bugs of the trip. I had started to collect firewood
when Mark noticed that my normally-white jacket was black,
teeming with flies trying to find a way in. He suggested that we

At this point, the river was exchanging its rocky shores for
black-spruce covered sandy banks. We enjoyed the push from
the current and floated to watch the scenery go by. But our new
home didn’t seem all that hospitable to camping; it took several
tries to find a spot where we could get to shore without pulling
our boats across sand bars, with a breeze to ward off the flies.
We settled for river left on a sandy beach, the first that let us get
all the way in without pulling the boats through the water. The
next morning, Day Seven, we were one kilometre up from
where the river split into two, the northern branch flowing to
Adlatok Bay and the southern to Ugjogtok Bay. Before leaving
home, we’d decided to paddle the Adlatok branch, so at the
fork we turned left to paddle on the River with One Name: the
Adlatok.
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forego cooking outside, taking shelter away from the torment in
our bug house, and cooking dinner over the MSR stove instead
of a fire.
We woke to misty rain on the morning of Day Eight. We packed
our gear, and scouted the rest of the portage. It seemed to be a
route folks from Hopedale use in winter to bypass the rapids
and waterfalls when travelling by snowmobile; this would
explain why the portage crossed two small ponds and a bog. At
Adlatok Bay, the wind was blowing hard, waves crashed against
the shore, and the temperature was dropping. By the time we
finished the portage and reloaded the boats, we were cold and
damp. We needed to paddle around a small point, across the
mouth of the Adlatok River, and then around another point to
reach Camp Adlatok. With the wind, the paddling was
challenging in the canoe, but we made it in good style.
We made camp out of the wind and checked out the river from
a nearby high vantage point. The rapids below the canyon
section, which we had bypassed on our portage, were likely a
lovely run. There was some discus-sion of hauling our boats
back upstream the next day for the fun of running them. But
Day Nine dawned with a temperature of two degrees, wind,
and rain, so we drank coffee instead. In the afternoon, the
weather cleared, and we walked upstream to look again at the
rapids and canyon we portaged around. We spotted a portage
trail on the far side of the river that would have allowed us to
bypass the canyon section but would have allowed us to run
those last rapids – next time we'll know!
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Labrador Sea to Hopedale
With a good Day Ten weather forecast from our Garmin InReach satellite communicator, we readied ourselves for the next
phase of the expedition, paddling out Adlatok Bay to Hopedale.
Much like the second morning of the trip, the day broke with no
wind, and the sea had a shiny mirror finish. We couldn’t
believe how the water had changed from the day before. The
paddling was magic, the colourful cliffs reflecting in the still
water. We stopped for pictures so often that it was hard to get a
rhythm going. Our goal for lunch was the settlement of
Adlatok, and a building tailwind made the trip easy. As we
rounded the corner into the community, we noticed a
motorboat. Our eyes followed the worn line in the grass from
the boat to the porch of a cabin where two folks were enjoying
a coffee. We waved and they waved back. We paddled over
and they met us at the shore.
We chatted about our trip and asked a few questions about the
route ahead. We were relieved to hear that the polar bears
were out on the outer islands during this time of year, so it was
unlikely that we would meet one on our way to Hopedale. Two
buildings instantly catch your attention in Adlatok. It turned out
they were both from the 1 860s, built by the great-greatgrandfather of the man on the porch. He said it was fine to visit
them, but warned us to "watch out for a three-legged bear - we
saw one as we boated in this morning.” We had lunch and
made our way through the tall grasses and raspberry canes to
admire the construction methods that had kept the buildings
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standing for such a long time. No three-legged bears here,
however!
We left Adlatok and rounded the corner into a stiff headwind
with waves kicking up. We scanned the far shore to decide on
our crossing angle – and then spotted the three-legged bear
speeding along the shore. Marian and I had contemplated
landing to put on drysuits, but we changed our minds pretty
quickly. There was a line of small islands on our crossing angle
that would provide sheltered spots to don our drysuits if
necessary. We reached the far shore, and found a beach in the
nook of a small point that offered a dandy place to call home
for the night.
We enjoyed a tailwind on Day Eleven as we made our way
further and further out the bay. The terrain continued to dazzle
our senses. We passed several cabins and stopped for lunch
beside one, perched on a rock. A few hours later, we filled our
water bags from a stream and started to look for a campsite.
The shores sported cliffs with only minute beaches. We
paddled on and then spotted a small island that held potential.
We paddled over to the smooth rocky lump and jumped out of
our boats.
Just up from the beach, a soft green carpet called out for tents.
As we climbed the small slope behind it, a small black head
popped up. I called out, “That’s a bear – let’s retreat!” We
backed down the slope and rapidly pushed off from shore. As
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we rounded the corner, Darren said, “Hey, there goes the bear
swimming across to the mainland.” We marvelled at its
swimming speed, trying to capture it with our cameras. After it
reached the far shore and turned south, we considered whether
to camp on “Beary Island.” Since the bear had moved on so
quickly, we decided it likely wasn’t coming back, so the island
was ours. It was early afternoon and still quite hot. We
enjoyed getting gear dried out, exploring the island, and setting
up Mark’s wireless motion-sensing bear detection system.
Testing the system, it easily detected me sneaking into camp.
Later that night, however, it seemed overly sensitive as Mark
jumped out of the tent twice with his shotgun to confront field
mice.
We set off on Day Twelve with another tailwind (three times
lucky!) and set a bearing for a rocky headland. With that
crossing done, we rounded a point that had rocks scattered
about like pepper on a fancy meal. Looking down, we noticed
that the shallows were filled with mussels. We harvested lunch
from the comfort of our boats and cooked up a delicious scoff
on a nearby beach. The afternoon was very hot, so we sought
out a few snow patches (leftover from the previous winter) and
cooled off near them. Mark scoped out a likely campsite on the
map that looked like a good spot for a layover. We wanted to
be near enough to Hopedale to get there in a day's paddle
regardless of the weather, at a place with fresh water and good
hiking.
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When we arrived, Mark's spot met all of the criteria. We
camped by a lake that drained into the sea via a small creek,
and was surrounded by rocky hills. The campsite had a wooden
tent frame apparently used in winter by folks from Hopedale. It
provided a perfect host for our bug house, with a lovely view
out the bay.
We spent Day Thirteen (which was a Tuesday) hiking to the
tops of the nearby hills, both to enjoy the views and to beat the
heat. We were lucky to hit the only sunny days that Hopedale
had seen all summer. Our windy perch proved excellent, and
we spent much of the day looking out to the Labrador Sea for
the ferry that should have been coming into Hopedale that day
on its northward swing to Nain. Mark texted Linda to find out
when it would pass, and she replied with, “The ferry sails south
[out of Hopedale] at 9:00 am Thursday, you must go to
Hopedale tomorrow. Don’t miss the ferry!” We had a
confirmed booking for a 5:00 pm Thursday sailing, but the
schedule had been shifted eight hours earlier with no
notification. With this new information as well as an updated
weather forecast, we updated our plan for paddling to
Hopedale and catching the ferry.
To beat a falling tide and a growing wind, we were up early on
Wednesday morning to pack and make our way around three
big points. We woke to drizzle and fog and set out using the
coast as our handrail. A few hours later, we paddled into
Hopedale and toured the village from the water from one end to
the other. We paddled over to the ferry dock and found a place
to land. We needed to turn in our canoes and cargo before the
end of the day. We’d hoped to stay in the hotel but heard it
was full. We unpacked our boats and moved them to a secure
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location, leaving out tents and sleeping bags to hand carry onto
the ferry the next morning. We let the hotel restaurant cook for
us, enjoying both lunch and dinner. Once all of our work was
done, we walked around Hopedale, visiting both the old
mission building and local store.
The next morning, we caught the ferry and settled into our new
boat for the 36-hour journey to Goose Bay. It made stops in
Postville, Makkovik, and Rigolet, and we were able to walk
around each village as the ferry loaded and unloaded cargo.
After a short sleep in Goose Bay, we all piled into Mark’s truck
for the two-day jaunt back to St. John’s via the Labrador and
Trans-Canada Highways. Both the ferry ride and long drive
provided wonderful opportunities to reflect on the excellent trip
we’d shared. Our plans had changed dramatically from when
we first met in January eight month earlier (different group,
different river), but by working together as a team from start to
finish, we’d built a new collection of stories to tell, of shared
challenges, expedition meals, and dramatic landscapes.
Journeying together in remote and wild places requires us to
depend on each other in deeper, and often unspoken ways –
learning and knowing each other’s strengths and struggles –
bringing out the best of ourselves as we navigated the wild
water, the stormy skies, and encounters with wild animals.

Photos by TA Loeffler
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An Adventurous Journey

Three nights of backcountry canoe camping for
Paradise Venturer Scouts in Terra Nova National Park
Ed. - This issue has two articles about paddling in the same
place, Sandy Pond and Dumphy's Pond in Terra Nova National
Park. We thought you'd find the comparisons interesting!

By Mitch Rumbolt
In the fall of 201 8 the members of the 1 st Paradise Venturer
Scout Company, youth between 1 5 and 1 7 years old, decided
to undertake a multi-night backcountry canoe camping trip.
Their initiative fit the Scouts Canada mantra of ‘youth-led’
activities, and would assist them in meeting the requirements of
the Outdoor Adventure Skills badges. They could also log this
expedition as a requirement under the Duke of Edinburgh
Program. Having already completed a two-night canoe trip to
Split Rock Pond through the Paddle Canada Tripping Course,
they set their sights on the Sandy Pond-Beachy Pond–Dunphy’s
Pond trip in Terra Nova National Park for their next adventure.
This trip lived up to the Venturer motto of “challenge.”
The scouts worked hard to hone their skills in advance of the
July 1 1 th departure date. Participants had already completed
several Paddle Canada-accredited courses; Introduction to Lake
Tandem Canoeing, Intermediate Lake Tandem Canoeing, and
the previously mentioned Canoe Tripping Course. They raised
funds to cover the costs of this trip, and several also completed
a Wilderness and Remote First Aid Course in the spring of 201 9.
As the departure date drew nearer, we held a briefing session
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for parents and three conditioning paddles at Octagon Pond in
Paradise.
In compliance with Scouts Canada protocols, we completed a
risk assessment and implemented mitigation measures,
including filing a trip plan, obtaining all requisite Parks Canada
permits, and carrying satellite communicators, first aid, and
survival supplies. Participants would also be carrying bear
bangers and bear spray. Following "leave no trace" principles,
participants would be packing out all garbage and camp only at
designated campsites, where no open fires would be permitted.

Day 1 July 1 1 th 201 9
The group of nine - five scouts and four adults - left St. John’s at
6 am. We registered at the Newman Sound registration kiosk
first, and arrived at the Sandy Pond launch point by 9:30am.
The heavy mist and overcast skies did little to dampen our
spirits as we loaded our canoes were loaded and took the first of
many strokes. After paddling the length of Sandy Pond and a
short upstream paddle in the brook connecting Sandy Pond with
Beachy Pond, we arrived at the portage trail. Each person made
three trips carrying gear before we launched the four canoes
and one kayak in Beachy Pond. After a quick stop at the Beachy
Pond campsite, we faced stronger headwinds and intermittent
showers on the more expansive Dunphy’s Pond. Hugging the
leeward shore, we avoided the worst of the winds, as well as
the white caps visible further off the shore. The group rafted up
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several times for snacks and took one shore break
(with cell phone reception!) before arriving at the
mainland campsites on Dunphy’s Pond by late
afternoon. With camp set up, it was time for a
hearty meal before all hands called it a night.

Day 2 July 1 2th 201 9
Emerging from our tents like hibernating bears after
eleven hours in a deep sleep, we enjoyed brunch
before heading out for the day. With clear skies and
perfect paddling conditions, some of us decided to
explore Dunphy’s Pond, and the island campsites,
while others tried their luck at fishing – having
purchased trout licenses from Parks Canada. The
exploring team sounded like marauding pirates as
they got into floating water fights (how did those
squirt guns get into the gear?), but were
occasionally drowned out by yelps from fishermen
landing what they thought would be the biggest
trout of the day! A lone caribou made a brief
appearance on shore before it was time to prepare
supper. A fine scoff of Korean beef with rice,
combined with fresh trout, was enough to make
everyone ready for another great night's sleep.

Day 3 July 1 3th 201 9
With a slightly earlier start on Saturday morning the
group hiked out the 5km Dunphy’s Pond Trail to the
Trans Canada Trail trailhead. This short hike over a
hardened trail proved to be a great opportunity to use another
large muscle group, giving our arms and backs a needed break.
A pre-arranged delivery of food and ice-cold drinks was a
welcome surprise. Upon returning to the campsite we broke
camp and enjoyed the tail wind and beautiful clear skies as we
paddled to the to the Beachy Pond campsite. Taking time to
enjoy nooks and crannies along the way, we appreciated our
luck in having such pleasant paddling conditions. After
cleaning up a few branches hanging precariously above the tent
platforms, we set up camp and enjoyed another fine feed.

Day 4 July 1 4th 201 9
Awaking to an overcast morning, a few determined paddlers set
out to try their luck with the trout again. They didn't catch
much, but their disappointment was forgotten when they
returned to the campsite to find breakfast well under way.
When everyone's engine was fueled and we had broken camp,
we launched our boats for the final leg of the trip. At the
Beachy Pond to Sandy Pond portage, several participants
disembarked to complete the portage on foot while others lined
and guided the laden canoes down the brook. After a leisurely
float down the meandering brook, the Sandy Pond Trail Bridge
was a welcome sight, meaning our original launch point was
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just one final push away. It was a real push, though, as we
combatted headwinds all the way down Sandy Pond. Arriving
just before noon, we were quick to load our boats on the trailer
and our gear in the trucks. The last task was to notify the Park
staff that we had returned safely. The drive to Clarenville passed
quickly, with everyone discussing what they would be
devouring at a local chicken wing restaurant. Back in St. John’s
before suppertime, we said goodbye and off for home to grab
hot showers.
In the days that followed the camping equipment was dried,
inspected and returned to the group’s equipment cache. With
not a single complaint heard, it’s quite possible their next
adventurous journey will prove to be even more challenging.

Scouts on the trip: Mathias Blundon, Evan Vokey, Mark
Rowsell, Isaac West, Zach Anstey
Adults on the trip: Harry Rowsell, Jane West, Al Anstey, Mitch
Rumbolt.

Photos by Mitch Rumbolt
Page 27

Ten-plus Years of Paddling Dumphy’s Pond
By Yolanda Wiersma
The paddle out to Dumphy’s Island, in Terra Nova National
Park, is probably familiar to many members of PNL. It is not a
particularly challenging trip: a short paddle across Sandy Pond,
through the marsh beyond the bridge, followed by a 500 m
portage over to Beachy Pond. From there, a short crossing of
Beachy Pond leads to a mid-sized channel that opens up into
Dumphy’s Pond. Then, about 5 km of paddling leads to a
backcountry campsite at Dumphy’s Island.
For my family, this trip has taken on the status of a major
holiday like Christmas. It has become a familiar ritual of
summer that we look forward to each spring, and that we talk
about in the months that follow. The 201 9 trip marked our tenth
(plus) trip, and prompted some reflection on what this simple
little route has given to our family.
Our “plus” year is technically a minus - we first tried to mount
the trip in 2009, when our youngest was 22 months old and still
in diapers. Over a bottle of white wine, my husband and I spent
an evening in our cramped rental cabin in Traytown organizing
gear and trying to remember packing strategies for a paddle trip,
something we hadn’t done since “before kids." We showed up
at Sandy Pond bright and early the next morning and were
greeted with a howling 80 km/h wind straight out of the west.
The pond was foaming with whitecaps. Knowing that the bow
paddler was also the child restraint system and hence not fully
available to paddle against the headwind, we decided that we
shouldn’t leave just then. A check with the Park staff suggested
the winds were not going to abate for a few days, so we
reluctantly abandoned our plans to becoming a tripping family
that year.
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The following summer, with the packing kinks worked out and
the foresight to check the winds in advance, we set out. The
portage with two pre-schoolers in tow went smoothly; after a
pleasant family hike with gear, one parent stayed at the beach
to lifeguard, while the other went back for another load. A
switch of lifeguard and Sherpa duties got us all over the portage
relatively efficiently. The first two years we camped at the
Beachy Cove site, as a paddle all the way across the open lake,
especially if the wind whipped up, seemed a bit daunting.
However, in our second year of camping at Beachy for two
nights, we did a day trip out to the island for lunch (the family
staple back then: Kraft Dinner on the camp stove). It seemed a
huge adventure at the time, made more so by the torrential rain
that drenched us on the return journey. It was fairly cool and
windy, and being worried about hypothermia, I stripped both
boys down to their birthday suits under the tarp and we spent a
cozy afternoon huddled in sleeping bags telling stories and
playing “I spy” with the topo map (e.g., “I spy a lake named
after an animal”) until the rain stopped.
By year three, we were ready to go all the way to the island.
The trips since then have blurred together in my brain. Some
years we went for only one night, other years we stayed two.
Many times we had the island to ourselves. Sometimes there
would be another group of campers - once we were surprised to
arrive on the island and find a colleague and her family already
there. Her only child was thrilled to have some other kids
around to play with. We had some familiar rituals - a paddle to
poke around the warden’s cabin and the mainland campsite;
evening paddles in the bays; swims; around-the-island trips;
story telling in the tent at night. We got the gear and food down
to a flawless art - except for the one year when we’d spent the
summer packing and organizing for a sabbatical in Germany.
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That year, we hastily packed for a
last-minute car camping trip in the
park before leaving the country,
and then spontaneously decided
we really should go to the
backcountry. This resulted in us
portaging Tupperware containers
of kitchen gear and a full-sized
stove. Not clever. The elder child’s
first “out-trip” at his Ontario
summer camp introduced some
new camp meals (recipes below),
which became an annual tradition.
We did the trip year after year, but
they were always different. We
traversed the lake when it was
glassy calm, and when we had to
fight a strong headwind. Once,
with the wind at our backs, we
pulled out the tarp and sailed most
of the way back from the island.
Many years yielded great wildlife
sightings; otters, loons, and in most
years multiple caribou.
As the years passed, the kids grew and the portage got easier,
while the canoe got more crowded. Last year we did it as a day
trip, as we no longer could fit four people and overnight gear in
the one canoe. This year we split up; one parent and one child
went out for an overnight, and a few days later, it was the other
pair’s turn.
Tripping on Dumphy’s for ten years now makes me realize how
much this relatively tame route has given our family. The rituals
and rhythms of the trip have forged some strong family
memories. It has been incredible to watch our boys go from
being not much more than ballast to equal paddling and
camping partners. It is clear that, while they also aspire to more
epic trips (my eldest did a 5-day trip in Temagami, Ontario this
past summer, which confirmed the canoe-tripping bug for him,
and my youngest LOVED his introduction to whitewater last
year, courtesy of a great trip led by Andrew May), they still
value this one. We’ve already talked about ways to do the trip
together next year. One potential plan involves harnessing my
eldest son’s new sport of mountain biking to send him and one
parent down the Dumphy’s trail and have the other pair ferry
them (and possibly a bottle of wine and some fancy snacks in
their panniers) to the island, where the other pair can bring
tents and sleeping gear by canoe.
Like Christmas traditions, the trip has changed and evolved
over the years, but some things always stay the same. We never
cease to be amazed at the close-up caribou sightings. The first
look at Dumphy’s expanse as you paddle out of Beachy and see
the sweep of sky (always different and always changing) above
you never fails to thrill. Falling asleep in a tent listening to
wind, waves, sometimes rain, and loons is always comforting. I
know eventually there will be a year when we don’t make the
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trip. Kids will grow up, get jobs,
move away. The first summer
that we don’t go out will be a
sad one for me, but I will have
years of great memories. I also
know that Dumphy’s Pond will
have taught my kids lessons
about resilience in the face of
bad weather, along with
camping and paddling skills.
More importantly, they will
hopefully have learned the
importance of planning and
working together to make a trip
go smoothly, along with an
appreciation for the wonder
and peace that can be gained
by even a short time away from
the distractions of the car- and
tech-filled world. If you haven’t
tried this short little trip before,
or not done it in a while, I
recommend it.

Sandlos-Wiersma family canoe trip recipes
“Pita” pizzas
We call them “pita” pizzas but have discovered they are better
made on whole-wheat tortillas. Basically each person makes a
personal pizza on a tortilla on their plate adding what they like
from the available toppings (if you want to reduce weight/space
in the canoe you can dehydrate the sauce and vegetables at
home and rehydrate them before supper). Then slide the tortilla
onto a frying pan over a medium flame, with a trickle of oil. As
it starts to heat up, fold it in half, cook until crispy on one side,
then flip over and cook the other side. Voila - it’s a panzerotti
style pizza.

“No bakes” (dessert)
Our kids brought this recipe into the family courtesy their
summer camp. You mix one part butter (softened), one part
brown sugar and four parts rolled oats in a large bowl. Mixing
with hands is recommended. Sprinkle in chocolate chips and
transport in a ziplock bag. My kids eat this it dry out of a bowl
as a sort of sugary, chocolate muesli (or you can think of it as a
crumbled, unbaked oatmeal cookie). Adults in our family prefer
to dry roast it in a skillet until the oats get a bit toasty and the
chocolate starts to melt. As a bonus, it cooks into a pretty
decent oatmeal - even better if the blueberries or partridge
berries at the campsite are ripe.

Photos by Yolanda Wiersma
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Burgeo Getaway 201 9
By Tony Roestenberg

it and we returned to take out at Aaron Arm.

It’s a long way to Tipperary and a long way to Burgeo. I don’t
know if the drive to Tipperary is worth it, but the 900 kilometre
drive to Burgeo is worth every hour in the vehicle. In the spring
Brian suggested a week in Burgeo in late August. Cathy Carroll
and Gary Davies, Hazen Scarth, Neil Burgess and Ysabelle
Hubert were positive replies and booked campsites at
Sandbanks Provincial Park as soon as the reservation system
was open.

Tuesday, August 20th

I needed to convince myself I should go. I did in July and I was
glad I did. On Sunday August 1 8th I hit the road from St.
John's, and after the very long drive I arrived at the park and
was welcomed by Clyde Hillier.

Monday, August 1 9th
On Monday Brian and Sue Duffett, Hazen, Neil and Ysabelle
and Terry and Sharon Quinlan arrived. Understandably, there
was a bit of indecision after a long drive, but with
accommodations straightened away, we drove to Aaron Arm to
paddle to Norman Head. The tide was out and Aaron Arm is
shallow in places, so we occasionally had to knuckle walk our
kayaks to get into deeper water. Out of the Arm, we made our
way to Norman Head, where there was a bit of wave action not huge but enough to entertain. At one point as we were
leaving the Head a huge standing wave threatened to upset Sue.
I called but too late. It didn’t matter – she confidently rode over
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The morning was bright and sunny with low winds. It was easy
to decide to paddle out around the islands south of Burgeo.
After scouting a bit, we found a place to put in, and passed
under the bridge between the main island and Small Island. Off
to the left, the light on Boar Island oriented us as we made our
way to Braggs Island, where we wanted to paddle through the
channel it forms with Venils Island. Emerging from the channel
we experienced some swell from the south and small wavelets
as we made our way to Rencontre Island. There we paddled
into the bowl-shaped harbour where, as the rest of the gang
hung out in their kayaks, Clyde and I climbed up the steep
hillside to get a picture of the scene. From there we made an
uneventful return.

Wednesday, August 21 st
Tuesday evening the forecast for Wednesday did not look
promising for a paddle, so six of us caught the 9:30 ferry to
Ramea to do the tourist thing. Getting off the ferry we stopped
at the museum where they had a fine historical collection,
before hitting the road for the lookout on the hill above the
town with a spectacular 360 degree view.
On the return ferry the Captain invited a few of us to visit the
bridge, and explained the dangers and beauty of boating on the
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south coast. Nearing Burgeo, we found that the unfavourable
forecast had not materialized and there would be time to get
out on the water after all. So after supper Brian and Sue went
for a bike ride along the sandy beaches while Clyde, Hazen,
Neil, Ysabelle and I went for a paddle. We put in near the fish
plant to paddle east out the Short Reach. I was happy with the
plan because it took us to Aldridge’s Pond, the site of Farley
Mowat’s tale in his book A Whale for the Killing. The 80-ton
fin whale had gotten into the pond chasing herring on a high
spring tide, and was trapped so the decision was made to kill it.
I made a poignant paddle over the rocky ledge at the entrance
into the pond, stopped to float and imagine the scene from the
late 60s. Moving on, we paddled through a very small exit at
the north end of the pond and entered the Ha Ha inlet, paddled
out the arm past Grip Island and to Buffetts Island. There we
enjoyed the captivating view into Bay de Loop with its massive
cliffs before returning to Burgeo.

Thursday, August 22nd
Wednesday night and into Thursday it was rainy and windy.
Terry, Sharon, and Clyde had cleared out Wednesday and
escaped the deluge. Six of us remained, enjoying a dry
breakfast under Brian’s huge tarp as we were serenaded by
regular dumping of pooling water. We all had rain gear, so
Brian, Hazen, Sue, and I went for a hike along the beaches and
connecting paths from the park to Aaron Arm. Into the wind
the rain stung our faces but somehow it was exhilarating.
When we returned Brian, Sue, Neil, and Ysabelle decided to
leave the next day, so we had a group supper at the Galley
Restaurant in Gillett’s Hotel to enjoy their last evening.

Friday, August 23rd
In the morning, Hazen and I saw the others off and went for
coffee at Brewed Awakening to discuss options for the foggy
day. We settled on a paddle from Aaron Arm back to Burgeo
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and along most of the beaches we had walked in the rain the
previous day. We left a car at the fish plant and drove to Aaron
Arm, where we were on the water just before 1 :00.
Compared to the low tide on Monday, we had lots of water
under our hulls as we glided out the Arm. Half an hour into our
paddle we reached the beach, dominated by a huge boulder
covered with gigantic quartz and feldspar crystals. On the way
back, we had sandy beaches on our port side. Past Coombs
Head we caught sight of Grip Head, where the river from
Sandbanks Pond drains into the sea.
We had been told that kayaks could land on Sandbanks Pond in
the park and to portage to the river. Even though the tide was
turning against us, it favoured our exploring, so we paddled up
some 500 metres to a point only 50 metres from the pond. The
paddle up the river was idyllic, with tall grass sandbanks,
sometimes over our heads. Returning to the sea we coasted
down the river on the falling tide, rounded Grip Head and Fox
Point, and headed east towards Burgeo. At Potato Point, to our
starboard, faint impressions of the Burgeo islands loomed out of
the fog, as did the houses of Burgeo when we reached the
outskirts of the town. In short order we were back at the fish
plant where we loaded both kayaks and gear and returned to
Aaron Arm to retrieve Hazen’s car.
That evening, just Hazen and I were left to burn what remained
of the wood and finish the last of our refreshments. We had one
more evening fire and enjoyed the final night of our trip to
Burgeo.
The facilities at Sandbanks Provincial Park are first rate and
clean, including laundry services and showers. The beaches
speak for themselves; the paddling is great with any number of
options for an extended stay. Though short, the hiking trips are
worth checking out. The park attractions and comradeship of
fellow paddlers made it a most enjoyable week. Could this
become an annual trip? Perhaps!

Photos by Tony Roestenberg
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