
WOODLAND CARIBOU SOLO # 2 - 2010 
 
tƭŜŀǎŜ ƴƻǘŜΥ LΩƳ ƴƻǘ ƻƴŜ ǘƻ Ǉƭŀƴ ŀƴ άŜŀǎȅέ ǘǊƛǇ ƻǊ ŀ ƧƻǳǊƴŜȅ ŀƭƻƴƎ ǿŜƭƭ traveled paddle routes. I planned a 
trip that could be completed in about two weeks. The following trip seemed to meet that expectation. I rate 
it as intermediate or advanced. Key information: 

Start and Finish Wallace Lake (Manitoba)  Total Distance 166 KM or 103.1 Miles 

Lakes 23 Named, many No-Names  ***  Portage Distance 39.6 KM or 24.6 Miles 

Streams/Creeks/Rivers Seven  Fishing Lots of Walleye 

Portages 44  Number of People None 

 
Route: (West access) Wallace  ς Siderock ς Crystal ς Broken Arrow ς Haggart ς Carroll ς Terry ς Wanda ς Dunstan ς 
 South Simeon ς Simeon ς Crazy ς Pickerel ς Beaver ς My ς aŀǊȅΩǎ ς Artery ς Craven ς Carroll ς Obukowin ς 
 Kidney ς First ς Siderock ς Wallace 
*** Conversion: Portage distances are measured in meters. One hundred meters is slightly longer than a football field 
(100 yards). One thousand meters is about 6/10 of a mile:  I double portage: heavy backpack, small duffle, Pelican and 
ŦƛǎƘƛƴƎ ǊƻŘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǘǊƛǇΧΦ ŀ ǊŜǘǳǊƴ ǿŀƭƪΧΦ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ŦƻƻŘ ǇŀŎƪ ŀƴŘ ŎŀƴƻŜΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜŦƻǊŜΣ ŜǾŜǊȅ ǇƻǊǘŀƎŜ ƛǎ Ŝǉǳŀƭ ǘƻ 
three times the map distance as stated in meters. 
 Example #1: A 500 meter portage = 15 football fields or slightly less than one mile 
 Example #2: A 2400 meter portage = 72 football fields or slightly less than 4.4 miles 

 
8-12-2010   Another solo trip. Lots to think ŀōƻǳǘΧΦ 
Parents in assisted living, selling the childhood home, a 
class reunion and three weeks away from my own family. I 
decided on a West entry which would start in Manitoba. I 
arrived at Pine Falls for a good ƴƛƎƘǘΩǎ sleep with access to 
Blue Water Aviation where I could get an Ontario fishing 
license (licenses should be on-line in 2011). The drive from 
Pine Falls to Wallace Lake took nearly two hours on a 
gravel road for most of the way.  There seemed to be 
something out of sync during that first day, perhaps due to 
the last couple of hours of civilization. The only FM station 
that I could find kept broadcasting the weather. Rain was 
expected by early afternoon and it would rain all night. The five day forecast called for rain for four of the 
first five ŘŀȅǎΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ƘŜƭǇŦǳƭΧΦ ōǳǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƛƴŦƻǊƳŀǘƛƻƴ ƳŜƴǘŀƭƭȅ ǇǊŜǇŀǊŜǎ ǘƘŜ ǇŀŘŘƭŜǊ ŦƻǊ Ǌŀƛƴ 
ǊŀǘƘŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ǊŜƭȅƛƴƎ ƻƴ ŜȄǘŜǊƴŀƭ ŎǳŜǎ ƭƛƪŜ ƻƴŜ ŘƻŜǎ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǊŜƳŀƛƴŘŜǊ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǘǊƛǇΦ Lǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ Ǌŀƛƴ ǘƘŀǘ 
first day. I was out of sync! 
 I had paddled some of this route the year before while on a five week solo. I knew what to expect, 
ŜǎǇŜŎƛŀƭƭȅ ŜŀǊƭȅ ƻƴΦ L ǿŀǎ ŦŀƳƛƭƛŀǊ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ƭŀƪŜǎ ŀƴŘ ǇƻǊǘŀƎŜǎΦ LǘΩǎ ŀōƻǳǘ ҁ ƳƛƭŜ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ ²ŀƭƭŀŎŜ [ŀƪŜΦ ¢ƘŜ 
²ŀƴƛǇƛƎƻǿ wƛǾŜǊ ǿŀǎ ǊǳƴƴƛƴƎ ƘƛƎƘΧΦ ƳǳŎƘ ƘƛƎƘŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ǘƘŜ ǇǊŜǾƛƻǳǎ ȅear. It was a lot of work paddling 
upstream in the current. With an eye to the sky, I paddled upstream and across Siderock Lake and portaged 
seven times on the upper Wanipigow to arrive at Crystal Lake in 5 ½  hours. I was soaking wet from the 
humidity and ƭƛƎƘǘ ŘǊƛȊȊƭŜΦ L ǎǘŀȅŜŘ ŀǘ /Ǌȅǎǘŀƭ ǎƻ ǘƘŀǘ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ǎŜǘ ǳǇ Ƴȅ ǘŀǊǇ ŀƴŘ ǘŜƴǘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǘƘŜ άǎǘƻǊƳέ Ƙƛǘ 
ƳŜΦ ²ŜƭƭΧ ƛǘΩǎ ƭŀǘŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŜǾŜƴƛƴƎΦ ¢ƘŜ ǎƪȅ ƛǎ ōƭǳŜΣ ŎƭƻǳŘǎ ŀǊŜ ƘƛƎƘ ŀƴŘ LΩƳ ōŜǘǘƛƴƎ ƻƴ ƴƻ ƳƻƛǎǘǳǊŜ ǘƻƴƛƎƘǘ όǎƻ 
much for that FM station). I had time after camp set-up to paddle around the entire lake. I caught six 
ƴƻǊǘƘŜǊƴ ǇƛƪŜ ŀƴŘ ŜƴŘŜŘ ǳǇ ƪŜŜǇƛƴƎ ŀ ŎƻǳǇƭŜ ŦƻǊ ŘƛƴƴŜǊΦ L ŎƭƛƳōŜŘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǊƻŎƪǎΣ ƘƛƪŜŘ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ ƴŜȄǘ ŘŀȅΩǎ 
portage trail ŀƴŘ ŜƴƧƻȅŜŘΧΦ ǘƘƻǊƻǳƎƘƭȅ ΧΦ ōŜƛƴƎ ōŀŎƪ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǿƛƭŘŜǊƴŜǎǎΧΦ ŀƭƻƴŜΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ǘǊƛǇ ǿƛƭƭ take between 
12 ς мс ŘŀȅǎΦ LΩǾŜ ƭŜŀǊƴŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ L Ŏŀƴ ŎƻǾŜǊ ŀ ƭƻǘ ƻŦ ƳƛƭŜǎ ƛŦ L ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻΦ L ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ŜȄǇƭƻǊŜ ŀƴŘ ǘŀƪŜ Ƴȅ ǘƛƳŜ ƻƴ 
ǘƘƛǎ ǘǊƛǇΦ [ŜǘΩǎ ǎŜŜ ƛŦ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴǎΦ [ƻƻƴǎΣ ŜŀƎƭŜǎΣ ƻǘǘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ōŜŀǾŜǊ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ƎǊŀŎŜŘ Ƴȅ ǊƻǳǘŜΦ LǘΩǎ ǎƻ 
good to be back. 



8-13 Crystal Lake to the Haggart 
wƛǾŜǊΧΦ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ Ƴƻǎǘ ŘƛŦŦƛŎǳƭǘ 
stretches to navigate through without 
ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ άƭƻǎǘέΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ǎǘǊŜǘŎƘ ǿƻǊǊƛŜŘ ƳŜ 
the year before but somehow (maps 
and compass) I made it from point to 
point. When one paddles in the 
opposite direction, it seems as if 
nothing is familiar or the same. Could it 
be short term memory loss? There 
were a few (very few) places that I 
could recall but for the majority of time 
on the water, it seemed like the first 
time. I could not even remember 
walking ovŜǊ ƭƻƴƎ ǇƻǊǘŀƎŜǎΧΦ ƴothing 
reminded me of having walked over the 
same terrain only one year earlier. It 
was a beautiful day although quite 
ƘǳƳƛŘΦ /ŀǳƎƘǘ ŦƛǾŜ ǎƳŀƭƭ ǇƛƪŜΧ ǇƭŜƴǘȅ 
of fish to eat. Outstanding scenery. 
Rock outcroppings and majestic one 
hundred foot high rock bluffs along the 
route. No hurry. It was obvious that 
rain was due to fall at some point. The 
ominous clouds stayed high and I was 
able to stay on the planned route. The 
paddle up into Broken Arrow Lake via 
the small interconnecting stream took 
two hours. Lots of maneuvering around 
the 90 and 180 degree turns as well as 
paddling against the current. There is a 
900 meter portage around this passage. 
My philosophy is to remain paddling if 
possible. I thoroughly enjoy the feeling 
of a paddle in my hands and time spent 
on the water. There has been a lot of 
rain in this region prior to this trip. 
Portages are wet and rocks can be 
slippery. I will have to be careful when 
ǇƻǊǘŀƎƛƴƎΧΦ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǎǇǊŀƛƴ ŀƴ 
ankle or take a bad fall. 
 I selected a camp on a 
meandering section of the Haggart 
River, perhaps the only stretch traveling 
west. I had plenty of time to complete 
camp chores including securing the tent 
and tarp for the imminent storm. 
Thunder and lightning off in the distance. I gathered dry firewood and stored it under the tarp so a warm 
fire would be possible in the morning. I finished dinner just as the rain arrived. I slept very well again. 



 
8-14 Morning. Windy! Overcast! Very difficult to 
ŘŜǘŜǊƳƛƴŜ ƛŦ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ ŀ άƳƻǾƛƴƎ Řŀȅέ ƻǊ ŀ άƭŀȅƻǾŜǊ ŘŀȅέΦ 
There are eight portages on the lower end of the Haggart 
River, all located at spectacular rapids for this area of the 
wilderness. I hope to reach Carroll Lake where the Haggart 
ends. Stay or travel? I waited, wrote, read and eventually 
ǇŀŎƪŜŘ ŀƴŘ άƘƛǘ ǘƘŜ ǘǊŀƛƭέ ƭŀǘŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ 
many islands, bays and open water. With the compass and 
map right in front of me, I slowly made my way 
downstream towŀǊŘǎ /ŀǊǊƻƭƭ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ άǇƻǊǘŀƎŜǎέΦ ¢ƘŜǎŜ 
are not traditional portages that one expects to move 
across in this wilderness. The Haggart River is running 
high, higher than the year before. There are times that the 

river is a mile wide. The eight portages occur when the channel constricts to 20 ς 30 feet and drops 20 ς 60 
feet. Sensational sounds and volume of flow. It seems as if the portages were established at low water. 
Access is minimal at both ends. Intimidating! Five of the eight portages require the paddler to pull up to a 
steep rock wall within 10 ς нл ŦŜŜǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƛƴƛǘƛŀƭ ŘƻǿƴǎǘǊŜŀƳ ά±έ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǊŀǇƛŘΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ bh ǊƻƻƳ ŦƻǊ ŜǊǊƻǊΦ 
Once the canoe hits the wall, the paddler must instantly jump out of the canoe (most times into the water) 
to keep the boat from being yanked into the rapid. It is a challenge to hold onto the boat while pulling the 
gear bags out and onto dry land. The canoe then must be hauled up on the rocks and secured. It is difficult 
and nerve-racking. The portages are usually up and over steep rocks or small bluffs. They are short but the 
rocks and moss make for slippery conditions. The put-in at the conclusion of each portage is at the end of 
the rapid. Not easy access. And with high water, the canoe when loaded actually must be navigated through 
the standing waves at the end of the rapid. There seems no way around this action. To further complicate 
this process, the canoe must be loaded on land and the paddler must stand in the current and slowly enter 
the ŎŀƴƻŜ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŎƘŀƴƴŜƭΦ ¢ƘŜƴΧΦ ǘhe paddler must hop into the boat and maneuver through the 
turbulence to quieter water. There are two rapids on this stretch that I believe a canoe heading up the 
Haggart could not reach the portage site due to the fast moving 
standing waves near the portage. I was fortunate to be traveling 
ǎƻǳǘƘ ǘƻ ƴƻǊǘƘΦ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎǳǊǾƛǾŜ ǘƘƛǎ ŜȄǇŜǊƛŜƴŎŜ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ǘǊŜǇƛŘŀǘƛƻƴΣ 
anxiety and extreme concern. At one rapid, I got the canoe a few 
feet too close to the downstream current and had to jump out to 
grab the shoreline as the bow of the canoe was being pulled 
downstream. A panic moment! My foot landed in about three feet 
of water nearly capsizing the canoe. In that moment, I crushed my 
testicle on the gunwale of the canoe (I wanted to throw up). I 
lurched for a paddle that had ǇƻǇǇŜŘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ōƻŀǘΧΦ ŀnd 
somehow managed to safely land on dry rock. Whew and ouch!  
 What a relief to finally reach Carroll Lake. It was windy but 
ƴƻ άŎŀǇǇƛƴƎ ǿŀǾŜǎέΦ L ǇŀŘŘƭŜŘ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ ǘƘŜ ƭŀƪŜ ŀƴŘ ŦƻǳƴŘ ŀ 
secluded bay with a small camping area sheltered from the wind. I 
set up my tent and tarp with just enough time to prepare dinner 
and relax before the rain began to fall. I was dry, warm and safe. I 
ŎƻǳƭŘ ǎŜŜ ǘƘŜ ŀŎŎŜǎǎ ǘƻ {ƛƳŜƻƴ /ǊŜŜƪΧ Ƴȅ ǊƻǳǘŜ ŦǳǊǘƘŜǊ ƴƻǊǘƘΧΦ 
from my campsite. I slept well that evening. 
 


