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The Bay Post 
All Necessary Equipment Found Here! 

Backpacks 
-3 Gray Whale 
Bags (for 4 dry 
bags/tents) 
-2 Purple Packs 
(for the week’s 
worth of food) 
-1 Green Pack (for 

Troop Gear 
- 1 Shovel 
-2 MSR Stoves 
-4 MSR Fuel Cans 
-2 Pots 
-6 Metal Pans 
-1 Cutting Board 
-1 Measuring Cup 
-2 Dromedaries 
-1 Nalgene of Cooking Oil 

odds, and singing songs. Because I lost a game 
of What are the Odds, I had to play peekaboo 
with Mr. Aune. At the base, Teddy, our 
interpreter, showed us to the Whiskey Jack 
Cabin and gave us a brief gear check. Teddy 
was super chill, and a hard core adventurer. 
He said we didn’t need thick jackets, sleeping 
pads, rain pants, or more than two pairs of 
anything; the definition of packing light. He 
then took us to do a medical check, and asked 
us personally what we wanted to get out of the 
trip. Between checks the crew bonded by 
bumping Dylan’s volleyball around. 

 The rain began to pour, but Teddy still 
guided us to the Bay post to supply us with 
equipment. Putting the gray whales and 
backpacks on our backs, we walked to the 
commissary to get our weekly meals. 

-1 Utensils Kit with: 
   -1 Spatula 
   -1 Sodded Spoon 
   -1 Spoon 
   -1 Spreader 
   -1 Knife 
   -1 Clamp 
-1 Fish Grill 
-1 Baking Kit 
-1 Water Bucket 

-1 White Rope 
-6 Small Green Ropes 
-Utilities Mesh with: 
   -2 Sponges 
   -1 Steel Wool 
   -2 Bottles of Suds 
   -1 Bottle of Matches 
   -1 Bottle of Sanitation 
Tablets 
-4 Iodine Water Purifiers 
-4 Rolls of Toilet Paper 

Volleyball 

Mapmaking 

Afterwards, the scouts browsed around the 
trading post, curiously scanning the goods for 
any potential buys. Personally, I thought the 
trading post was a disappointment compared to 
Philmont’s; additionally, it only accepted 
Canadian Dollars, which no one had. The post 
was filled with Nalgenes, food, patches, books, 
fishing supplies, maps, carabineers, and overly 
expensive apparel.  

 For dinner we ate fried chicken with 
ham and cheese, pasta salad, and cookies from 
the camp cafeteria. Filling our bellies with food, 
Teddy led us to our first day orientation, 
however most of the scouts easily slept through 
it due to our fatigue. The sauna came next. 

 The camp sauna could be described as 
pretty dank. First the scouts would spend 
around  
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or keep the canoe in a straight line, and the C-
Stroke, where the steersman twist their whole 
body to turn the canoe. We all climbed into our 
canoes with wet feet and began rowing into the 
wilderness. The canoe was not as wobbly as I 
had expected, and it relieved me when Teddy 
commented that no canoe on his trek has ever 
capsized. 

 

Teddy teaches the crew the three basic paddling 
strokes on the first day on trail. 

We rowed until the first portage (which is the 
part of the trek where you have to lift the canoe 
and carry the packs on land), and when the 
purple pack was put on my shoulders, they 
decided to give up instantly. Luckily, the 
portage was short, but unprepared for. Along 
the way, more short portages hit us, and each 
time, it took about twenty minutes to get the 
supplies on our backs and put them back into 
the water. On the fourth portage, we had met 
Shrek’s swamp. The terrain was super muddy 
and slippery, and on the way through the mud, 
the scouts struggled to lift their feet to take each 
step. Me, who was carrying the purple food 
pack, miscalculated a step and fell directly 
backwards on my back with the food pack 
swamped in mud. Luckily, Teddy was there to 
pull me out.  

 

around ten minutes sweating in the sauna, then 
we would run out to the nearby lake and plunge 
our bodies into the cold water. The discrepancy 
in temperature made our bodies reacts 
awkwardly, however our minds didn’t care. We 
would walk back into the sauna, let the lake 
water evaporate from our bodies and let sweat 
drip profusely, then run out just to plunge our 
bodies in the cold lake again. Repeating this 
several times, our hours flew away and the 
night darkened quickly. By about 9:30, 
everyone changed and walked back to their cots 
in the Whiskey Jack cabin, feeling clean from 
the sauna. That wasn’t before Gabriel pulled 
out his Cheetos and Sour Patch Kids, however, 
which was a huge mistake, as the scouts 
surrounded him like vultures grabbing candy 
and stuffing it in their mouths. We would have 
snacked all night, however, fatigue hit us hard 
and we slept, waiting for the trek tomorrow. 

Day 1: The Journey Begins! 
We disappointed Teddy by not making 
breakfast by 7:30, even though we woke up at 
6:45. Teddy is one of those punctual guys who 
does not tolerate being even one second late. 
Eggs, bacon, and potatoes were served for 
breakfast.  

“This is the first good camp egg I’ve 
ever eaten.”   -Nathan Cha 

We did the packing after, like set up the tents, 
get fishing supplies, and grab PFDs and 
paddles. We loaded the canoes and packs on 
the van that took us to the starting point. There, 
Teddy told us all to get our feet wet and taught 
us the three basic rowing strokes: the power 
stroke, which just propels the canoe forward, 
the J-Stroke, which the steersman uses to steer 
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Anthony and I both agreed that no individual has 
actually seen a swamp until this: you had to pull 
your foot through the thick mud twice with great 
force in order to get your foot out. The agony 
didn’t end at the fourth portage, however. We had 
to do numerous portages that were not on the 
map due to beaver dams built intersecting the 
river. After a flood of more portages and torturous 
shoulder pain, we finally paddled to camp, which 
was on an island. The weather throughout the 
whole day was foggy and dim; the sun refused to 
reveal his angry visage. The campground was 
slippery and dangerous to go up, but all of us 
managed and stacked the canoes.  

We set up camp relatively quickly and cooked 
freeze-dried chicken fajitas for dinner at 7:00. 
Wrapping them in burritos, we ate, and then 
cleaned, however, everyone was more interested 
in skipping rocks and fishing instead. 

Mr. Gorospe, who was trying to find the lost filet 
knife that was underwater, tried to retrieve it by 
stepping on a slippery rock, but he lost his grip 
with Mr. Wong, who was holding him, and fell 
directly in the lake with his dry clothes on. It was 
too funny. 

We also had a dessert of chocolate pudding, 
which was just chocolate powder and water, and 
to make sure chaos wouldn’t start to see who got 
it, Adi made us stand in a circle and each take a 
scoop at a time. Everyone had black teeth 
afterwards. 

Camp was clean, and few scouts went to bed with 
their teeth brushed. Resting, the peaceful sounds 
of the lake put us to sleep; day two out in the wild 
was waiting patiently for us. 

 

 Day 1: Dashwa Lake to Wasp Lake Cave paintings are spotted on the way to Wasp Lake. 

Word of the Day: PORTAGE 
1. (n.) the carrying of a boat or its cargo between two navigable waters. 
Ex: Mr. Gorospe carried the canoe during the long portage. 
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Day 2: Conquering Irene Lake 
We woke up some time around 6:00, and were urged 
by Adi to clean up camp. I assembled the MSR stove 
with Gabe and Dylan and cooked breakfast, which 
were eggs with peppers and sausages on a hot tortilla. 
We ate, cleaned, and got our canoes ready, then 
paddled out to the lake.  

Paddling was smooth for the first part, but at 
the second portage of the day, a downstream 
river was too steep to paddle up, so we had to 
walk the canoe up the river with the current 
against us. Dragging our feet against the river 
coming down was not easy, and having to 
haul a canoe up was even worse. The swampy 
environment kind of reminded me of the 
North Vietnam scenes from the movie Forrest 
Gump, and the hauling of the canoe up the 
river made me think of Jean Valjean lifting the 
flagpole from Les Miserables. Anyways, the 
river widened into the lake, and the terrain 
was once again suitable for paddling. When 
getting in, however, Anthony accidently  

Canoe Assignments: 

(1) Adi Jahic 
      Dylan Wong 
      Teddy Bucksbaum 
 

(2) Gabriel Gorospe 
      Jefferson Ma 
      Mr. Aune 

  (3) Jeffrey Yoh 
       Anthony Hoang 
       Mr. Wong 

   (4) Nathan Cha 
         Justin Hiu 
         Mr. Gorospe 

miscalculated a step and fell right into the 
water, getting muddy water up to his chest. 
 
 

“I went balls deep.” 
                                  -Anthony Hoang 
 
Everyone rowed on the shallow parts of the 
Gamble River, where the weather was 
surprisingly beautiful. The sun decided to come 
out today and let the sky be bright instead of the 
dimness of yesterday. We paddled to Little Gulf 
Lake, where Teddy accidently looked at the 
wrong part of the map and drifted a little too 
south, so the canoes turned back just a bit. The 
crew docked the canoes on an island to stop for 
lunch; it was only 11:30, but Teddy decided that 
an early lunch was necessary for the scouts and 
the adults to replenish their energy before having 
to row the long and treacherous Irene Lake. 
Someone whipped out the Peanut Butter and 
Jelly, and every member of the crew received one 
sandwich and a chocolate Aero bar, which is 
basically the Hershey’s of Canada. The crew also 
wolfed down cheddar pringles, and when it was 
time for clean up, naturally everyone went to the 
short and observed a resting frog. We all cleaned 
in the end, though, and set back on the canoes 
after a 45-minute lunch break. 
  
The canoes entered a narrow river, and along the 
way, twists and turns challenged the  
 

Mr. Aune pushes the canoe up the Gamble River. 

Wasp Lake Campsite 
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boat. The steersman of each canoe had to 
delicately guide the boat from crashing into 
the sides of the river or any scattered tree 
branches. Though it was not easy zigzagging 
around the riverbank, each group eventually 
made it out of the tight river alive. The canoes 
exited the narrows, only to find an immense 
lake staring right at us—the almighty Irene. 
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Then started death (for me at least). The 
paddle to Irene was so tiring I wanted to stop 
paddling almost every second. To add to that, 
the wind and waves were slowly pushing us 
backwards, so when we stopped paddling, we 
would quietly drift away backwards. The lake 
was tough, however, everyone preserved and 
tried their best to cut through the lake, 
paddling at a slow but steady pace. For me, I 
tried anything to distract my fatigue; I lied 
down, tried exchanging hand positions, even 
closed my eyes for a few minutes, but my arms 
were still tense. Only after about half an hour 
of intense paddling ended the rough journey 
across Irene. 
 

 
We docked our canoes on shore, but left two out 
on shore for the fishermen who would go fishing 
later (Dylan, Adi, Gabriel, and Nathan.) We set 
up camp, and enjoyed free time on the Irene Lake 
campsite. 
 
The fellows went to fish, paddling out on two 
canoes to the middle of the lake, but Anthony, 
Jefferson, Justin and I stayed back to swim. 
Reluctant to jump in the freezing water, I slowly 
walked into Irene Lake. Inside, we commenced a 
short game of tag, however, we came out shortly; 
the water was just too cold. Free time continued 
until the fishing canoes came back, and Adi 
decided to cook dinner at 4:30. We boiled the 
freeze-dried chili pasta and enjoyed it with bagels 
and Parkay butter for dinner. Teddy actually told 
us that Parkay was super fake and full of 
preservatives and stuff like that. 

 
“Parkay used to be illegal here last year 
because the Canadian government 
didn’t allow it.”         -Teddy 
 
He also pulled out the spice kit, which had five 
spices with cool names: Oreg- for Oregano, GSL 
for Garlic Salt, C-Pep for Cayenne Pepper, L-Pep 
for Lemon Pepper, and CJ Spice for Cajun Spice. 
The scouts had fun mixing and matching the 
spices on their pastas, and then cleaned their 
dishes using the 3-pot method. 
 
After dinner, Gabriel used a caterpillar for bait 
and threw his fishing line into the lake. Only a 
few minutes passed when he felt a gentle tugging 
on his fishing pole: he had caught a small fish! 
The fish was too small to cook, however, so 

Word of the Day: GRAY WHALE 
1.    (n.) A giant gray backpack that carries up to four dry packs and a four-
man tent, weighing up to 60 pounds. 
 
Ex: Mr. Wong lifted the heavy gray whale onto his shoulders and proceeded to 
the portage. 

Nathan Cha lies down on the canoe to rest. 

THE EPIC JOURNEY SUMMER 2016 
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Mr. Gorospe released it back in the lake. 
Nathan and Dylan also tried their luck fishing 
as well. 
 
At night, Adi called for a crew meeting and 
discussed our wake up time and reflected upon 
the trip so far. We did the start-stop-continue 
method we learned from NYLT to try to 
improve on the trip. We concluded that we 
would all sleep at 9:00, even though it was still 
bright outside, because we needed to wake up 
early at 4:30 tomorrow to conquer the 
merciless waves at Sandford Lake. 

“My canoe is right side up, 
Your canoe is upside down, 
My canoe is right side up, 
Your canoe is swamped.” 

 
(To the tune of Pomp and Circumstance) 

The Canoe Song: 

“Justin, you know what to do!” 
          -Mr. Gorospe on Justin Hiu’s steering 

Nathan and Dylan row out to catch fish. 

NORTHERN TIER EDITION 

    Adi Jahic holds a crew meeting to reflect. 

      Day 2: Wasp Lake to Irene Lake 

THE EPIC JOURNEY SUMMER 2016 
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Day 3: Dodging the Waves at 
Sandford Lake 
Waking up at 4:30, the crew got out of their tents 
right when the sun decided to show itself. It was 
critical to wake up this early so the tide at 
Sandford Lake didn’t get too high later in the day, 
for we definitely wanted to dodge that. We ate dry 
Raisin Bran and dehydrated strawberries for 
breakfast, along with the adult’s daily coffee. 
Teddy then showed us how to light the match on 
a dry rock instead of using the little patch that we 
always use that never works. After eating, we got 
the canoes on water and headed out. 

 

Dylan Wong and Nathan Cha lift the canoes to 
bring them out on the water. 

We paddled a bit as the sun barely revealed 
itself from the background of the trees. The sun 
rose gradually, creating a glistening shine that 
streaked across the lake like a flash of lighting. 
Hiding behind the clouds, our source of light 
created a beautiful view that was simply 
unforgettable. 

At dawn, the sun streaks across the river as the 
crew is beginning their Day 3 journey. 

To add to the amazing view of the sun, the 
light drizzle suddenly ceased, creating a 
double rainbow across the whole lake to 
supplement an arising sun.  
 

Double rainbows penetrate the skyline after a 
light rain. 

The beauty ended when we arrived at the 
notorious kilometer portage. For those 
who haven’t gone on the trek, a kilometer 
portage is a big deal, because most 
portages are short and do not take more 
than 200 steps. We stared at the agony in 
front of us and got the packs on our backs 
and canoes on our shoulders.  
 

Irene Lake Campsite 

THE EPIC JOURNEY SUMMER 2016 
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Throughout the portage, Anthony had to 
alternate lifting the canoe with Nathan (to equally 
proliferate the pain), and I constantly had to rest 
my back by sitting on rocks so my shoulders 
wouldn’t collapse. We finally arrived, saw a 
glimpse of the wavy water, and thanked God for 
reaching the shore of salvation. 

 
“That was definitely more than a 
kilometer, probably even more than a 
mile.” –Mr. Wong on the kilometer portage 
 
Leaving the calm Irene shores, we entered the 
wrath of Sandford Lake. This lake was notorious 
for its waves, which we absolutely did not want to 
row in. Paddling through Sandford, the waves 
pushed us through the side, making navigation 
hard for the steersman on the stern. The lake itself 
also wasn’t attractive, for it took a great 
magnitude of paddling even without its waves. 
Near the end of the lake, the canoes turned right 
to enter Turtle Cove. 
 
The current at Turtle Cove was coming swiftly 
downstream, and it was useless to portage the 
canoe and the packs in a part of the lake that still 
had water. So, to solve this, Teddy got out of his 
canoe and pulled our canoes up the vicious 
downstream current while we paddled hard on 
the inside. 

Teddy pulls Jefferson’s canoe up the downstream 
currents of Turtle Cove. 

 
The end of Turtle Cove gave birth to Mabel 
Lake. Mabel was very calm, and someone got 
the idea to catamaran canoe, which was when 
two canoes connected with one another to 
generate twice the force while paddling (it 
doesn’t really work). At first, we thought we 
were going faster, but in reality we were going 
at the same rate. A few minutes passed and the 
two canoes decreased in speed, as the paddlers 
got more and more tired. Mr. Gorospe 
eventually told us to split, and so we did. The 
crew paddled smoothly for about another three 
kilometers across Mabel Lake. Then we 
reached another tough portage, which, in my 
opinion was much more torturous then the 
kilometer portage. During the portage, we 
encountered, a wet forest, and then met a 
meadow full of tall grass and flowers, gleaming 
with the brightness of the sun. The beautiful 
setting was not enough to distract my 
exhausted shoulders, however, and I continued 
to resist the agony. The brief encounter with 
the sunny meadow ended, and we walked back 
into the dim and wet forest. I eventually had to 
take a couple of breaks along the way to give 
my shoulder blades a brief rest. Only at the 
sight of the lustrous lake did our shoulders 
receive eternal ease from the long hike.  
 

NORTHERN TIER EDITION 

Nathan Cha and Jeffrey Yoh portage through 
a sunny meadow of flowers. 

Outside Mabel Lake, we reached the campsite 
after a short paddling at 11:30. 

THE EPIC JOURNEY SUMMER 2016 
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Canoe Physics: Newton’s Third Law 

1) For every action, there is an 
equal and opposite reaction. 

Ex) When Nathan pushes my canoe 
backwards, the force exerted to make 
my boat go backwards causes his canoe 
to go forwards. 

 
 

NORTHERN TIER EDITION 

Day 3: Irene Lake to Graveyard Island 

“Close the door!” 
           -Jefferson and Anthony on closing the 
tent flap during the rain. 

The campsite did not look habitable, however, 
so we used our remaining energy to paddle to 
Graveyard Island and have a lunch of hummus 
and pita bread, which was basically just 
hummus powder and water. 
 
Thunder and rain began to fall from the sky, so 
everyone headed inside their tents with many 
belongings left outside. Since we woke up so 
early, majority of the crew took a long nap to 
recharge their batteries. The flashes and loud 
strikes did not stop, however, leaving scouts 
sweating with trepidation and using the 
Philmont counting method to determine how far 
the storm was. Regardless of the tensions the 
storm created, we all fell sound asleep. 
 
The crew enjoyed a dinner of hummus and hot 
tortillas again for dinner at 5:00. After dinner, 
Adi and Anthony skipped rocks while Dylan 
and Nathan rowed out on the canoes to catch 
fish. After a while, Dylan came back with a 
Walleye! Everyone ran and congratulated his 
catch. Mr. Gorospe fileted the walleye with his 
pocketknife and threw all the guts out; the fish 
was dead, but the heart continued beating. 
Slicing it into pieces, Gabriel and Nathan 
poured it in fish fry batter and doused it with 
seasonings. Chef Gabriel and Dylan then fried 
the pieces with a lot of oil. Everyone shared the 
fish meat and supplemented their dinner with 
Dylan’s fresh caught walleye. Afterwards, the 
scouts cleaned up camp, did dishes, and slept 
with a full belly. 

THE EPIC JOURNEY SUMMER 2016 
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Canoe Biology: Symbiotic Relationships 

1) Mutualism: A relationship in which both 
organisms benefit. 
Ex: When two canoes catamaran canoe, both 
canoes are being propelled using each other’s 
efforts. 
2) Parasitism: A relationship in which one 
organism is benefitted and the other is harmed. 
Ex: When someone pushes someone else’s canoe 
backwards in order to propel his or her canoe 
forward.  
 

Day 4: War of the Canoes 
We woke up at 4:30 again, not because we 
needed to today, only because we felt like it. 
Coming out of our tents, the scouts performed 
the typical morning tasks: assembling the 
MSR stoves, disassembling the tents, packing 
belongings into dry bags, and filtering water. 
The MSR cooked coffee in the kettle while the 
scouts and adults munched on Quaker’s 
oatmeal packets and granola bars. 
Unfortunately Gabriel accidently knocked 
over some of the hot water for the oatmeal, so 
Anthony and I had to use coffee instead to 
cook ours, which surprisingly was not a bad 
t t  

Before heading out, Adi broke the bad news 
and told everyone that we were switching 
canoe assignments. 

New Canoe Assignments: 

1) Jeffrey Yoh 
    Nathan Cha 
    Mr. Wong 

1) Jeffrey Yoh 
    Nathan Cha 
    Mr. Wong 

2) Dylan Wong 
    Jefferson Ma 
    Mr. Aune 

3) Adi Jahic 
    Gabriel 

4) Justin Hiu 
    Anthony Hoang 
    Mr. Gorospe 
 

Gabriel Gorospe and Adi Jahic bring out the 
canoes on water to start the Day 4 journey. 

NORTHERN TIER EDITION 

Graveyard Island 

THE EPIC JOURNEY SUMMER 2016 
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The crew left the worst campsite yet, 
Graveyard Island, and paddled shortly to a 
portage, which was introduced by a swampy 
setting. The portage covered rocky terrains and 
steep ups and downs to supplement the 
difficulty of regular portaging. Portaging is an 
experience in which some part of your body is 
always under stress: you could adjust the 
weight of the packs if your shoulder is tired, but 
then your stomach would be tired, and vice 
versa. At the time, however, your body can’t 
determine which one is more painful, so you 
end up switching around multiple times to try 
to tolerate the pain. 

Mr. Gorospe provides a portage view of what the 
environment looks like when lifting a canoe.  

 The portage continued on for an unexpected 
length of a kilometer as we placed the 
equipment back in the Half Moon Lake. From 
there, the crew rowed on rhythmically, when 
we passed through a field of weeds growing 
straight up out of the lake. At first, Nathan 
collected a long one and used it as a whip as a 
joke to get me to keep paddling. Soon enough, 
others pulled the weeds and began whipping 
others in different canoes. What commenced as 
a silly joke became a challenge to see who 
could whip others in different canoes; scouts 
were whipping each other left and right and 
rowing towards other canoes to hit others with 
weeds. The scouts even stole each others weed 
plants from other canoes and threw the weeds  
 

at each other. I think even the adults got into 
the act somehow. 
 
A brief war ended as the canoes faced the 
direction of Ann Bay. I thought Irene Lake and 
Sandford was already challenging enough, 
however, Ann Bay was much worse. The rain 
pelted our faces and the uncoordinated waves 
ensured that stroking would not be easy. Even 
with the waves and wind in our back, the 
rhythms were too arbitrary to benefit the 
canoes. Simply, the canoes refused to move 
easily and harder strokes were required to fight 
the resisting force. The dim weather didn’t help 
much either, as it left us cold and hopeless. 
 
The canoes paddled hard for an elongated 
period of time until we saw our destination at 
the Jackfish Narrows campsite. Today, 
actually, we had the option to go to more than 
one campsite, but we chose to go to the farthest 
one to give us a head start on the next day. The 
kilometer before docking was the worst, as that 
was when the waves reached its zenith. It 
continued to rain and the wind enjoyed pushing 
the canoes astray. The waves at this point were 
bigger than we had thought, and for the first 
time my canoe worried about capsizing. Mr. 
Wong told my canoe members to turn the 
canoe so that the waves wouldn’t hit us from 
the side and possibly tip us instead attack the 
waves directly with the bow of the boat. A 
serious fight, however, entailed in the arrival to 
the campsite. 
 

“These waves are worse than those 
at Sandford.”          -Mr. Wong 
 
We hurriedly brought the canoes and bags in, 
despite the freezing cold water, and resisted the 
cold and the bleak rain to put the packs where 
they needed to be. The gloomy weather was 
compensated, however, by the immediate sight 
of the campground, for once I surveyed the 
area, my mind filled with alacrity, knowing that 
this was the best campsite yet. 

THE EPIC JOURNEY SUMMER 2016 
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The island was perfect, no doubt. It contained 
wooden tables for cooking, a fire pit, 
numerous massive rocks to relax on, and even 
nails on the trees to hang things on, not to 
mention that a huge forest was in the rear of 
the island, waiting to be explored upon. Adi 
even found a perfect rock that he could read 
on, and claimed it as his territory within 
seconds.  
 

“This rock is so Zen.”  
             -Adi Jahic on finding a perfect rock 
 
The precipitation faded away as everyone 
changed into their warm, dry clothes. Teddy 
set up a fire and a lunch of tuna pasta with 
carrots was served, thanks to the craftiness of 
Jefferson’s mastery of cooking. The rain 
drizzled shorted again (can’t the weather make 
up its mind?), which sucked because everyone 
was dry already. Nonetheless, a weak drizzle 
bothered no one, and so the scouts went to 
play with Dylan’s volleyball. Somehow, I 
accidentally got the ball into the lake, and the 
current being who it is, decided to drift the 
volleyball further and further away from the 
campsite. Within seconds, the ball travelled 
from a branch’s reach to almost into the 
middle of Jackfish Narrows; what was worse 
was that I was obligated to get it, and I was 
already comfy in my dry apparel. Mr. Gorospe 
saved me by volunteering to come out with us 
on a canoe to get the ball, so we paddled out 
and retrieved Dylan’s valuable possession. It 
was not pleasant whatsoever fearing about 
getting wet again. 

NORTHERN TIER EDITION 

The sun finally exposed itself from the infinite 
covering clouds, which gleamed the campsite with 
happiness. What was a stormy and unpleasant 
morning transformed into a luminous and peaceful 
afternoon. The scouts and adults commenced in 
couple of activities, including writing in our 
journals, playing bucketball (which is basketball 
with a bucket), warming our hands by the fire, 
reading, and doing our business far out in the 
forest.   

Nathan Cha and Jeffrey Yoh play Bucketball at 
the Jackfish Narrows Campsite. 

Jefferson and Justin went on to cook dinner while 
Nathan concentrated on baking his blueberry pie 
in the portable oven. He spent at least two hours 
flipping the pie in the baking utensil so that every 
part was hot and crispy. The way the baking 
utensil works is that it is a conductive metal, and 
when the oven is placed next to the fire, the 
radiation of the fire enters the open side of the 
oven, baking the pie. The pie was delicious, 

Word of the Day: CATAMARAN CANOE 
1) (v.) the action of joining two or more canoes together to form one 

big canoe 
 
Ex: Nathan wanted to catamaran canoe the rest of the lake, but all the 
other canoes were too far ahead.  
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with crusty sides and a succulent middle; it
was sort of an addictive sweet batter that
melts upon the tongue. Although everyone
only got a small piece, the taste of it lasted in
everyone’s mouth. 

NORTHERN TIER EDITION 

Nathan Cha works on his blueberry pie, 
checking on it constantly near the fire. 

Closer look at the oven. 

Normal dinner was complete, and Jefferson
and Dylan served a thick rice stew with
mushrooms and carrots, all on top of toasty pita
bread. The aroma was deadly with an addictive
smell that created curious stomachs as the
scouts circled around the pot like vultures. Just
by the smell I knew that it was going to be the
best dinner yet, and I was right. Sitting down
on a rock, I enjoyed my dinner with the fellow
scouts, savoring the view of God’s beautiful
Earth. The dinner was perfect, and the adults
agreed: perfectly cooked freeze-dried rice and
a mouth watering crispy pita was luxurious in
the wilderness, and could only be the work of
Iron Chef Jefferson Ma.  

The scouts ravenously eat their stews on a rock 
while appreciating God’s delicate Earth. 

“That soup looks like Ba-Dong 
stew.” 
                         -Anthony Hoang 

Everyone went back for seconds, and Gabriel, 
Dylan, Justin, and I were assigned to do the 
dishes. Dish washing ended and Teddy gave us 
marshmallows, aero chocolate bars, and 
graham crackers to make s’mores. Teddy taught 
us to bit half of a piece of the chocolate bar and 
stuff it in the marshmallow so that the 
chocolate would melt in the marshmallow 
when roasting it. The scouts stuffed their 
mouths with gooey sweets, and the crew 
laughed throughout the evening around the  

The scouts roast their chocolate-stuffed 
marshmallows around the campfire. 
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campfire. Gabriel, the trendsetter, suddenly 
began a session of beat boxing and chanting, 
and soon enough all the scouts were making 
random music with their mouths and 
vocalizing upon each other’s sounds. We took 
arbitrary phrases that anyone said, and it 
became a part of the chant. If anyone, 
however, said something offbeat or unrelated 
to the rhythm of the chant, they had to put the 
trash bag over their head. Almost every scout 
had to do it, since we were sometimes off 
beat. Dylan, who thought that Gabriel was 
always funny with anything he said, told him 
to keep talking, which instantly became a 
trend that the crew laughed around during our 
chanting. Inversely, Gabriel thought it was 
annoying that Dylan kept saying that, so he 
told him to stop talking which also became a 
trend. 
 

“Haha, keep talking Gabe.” 
         -Dylan Wong 

 
“Haha, stop talking Dylan.” 
            -Gabriel Gorospe 
 

This plethora of jokes and trends worked its 
way through the darkness of the night, and 
Mr. Gorospe recorded the bulk of it on his 
GoPro. The crew crawled back into the tents 
and rested their bodies for the next day. 
 

Gabriel Gorospe and Dylan Wong 
coincidentally twin each other! 

The camp kitchen is on a wooden table supported 
by a tree, making cooking much easier. 

Mr. Gorospe and Gabriel share a fishy father-
son moment together on the rocks. 

Teddy circles the scouts around the map to 
guide them on the route to Jackfish Narrows. 
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      Day 4: Graveyard Island to Jackfish Narrows 

Mr. Gorospe, Mr. Aune, and Mr. Wong enjoy 
their stay at the Jackfish Narrows camp. 

Adi Jahic sits on a rock as the sun sets, feeling 
Zen.  

“Now that fish, is very dead.”    
  -Gabriel Gorospe on 
Dylan’s Walleye 

The scouts circle around the campfire. 
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Day 5: Layover Day! 
 
Today may have been one of the most peaceful
days of my life. 
 
Adi woke us up at a late 6:45, and Jefferson
cooked breakfast, which was cream of wheat, a
granola bar, a meat stick, and fruit puree.
Everyone got two scoops of the cream of wheat,
only to discover that it was almost absent in taste.
To cope with this, everyone had their own
strategy to add flavor to the bland porridge: Mr.
Gorospe added Parkay butter and Garlic salt for a
sweet and salty blend, while others added brown
sugar, dehydrated strawberries, and fruit puree. 
 

“The Parkay and Garlic Salt made
it taste like Chinese porridge.” 
              -Mr. Gorospe on his cream of wheat 
 
Mr. Aune cooked a second batch, but that was
too much, so to get rid of it, I went around spoon-
feeding scouts. 
 
The scouts gathered on Adi’s Zen rock after
breakfast and dishes, where the scouts fished and
relaxed in the sun. Basically today was filled with
activities that we could do whenever we wanted;
a whole day of free time with no paddling and no
worries.  

The weather decided to be sunny and pleasant 
today too, which was perfect.  
 

A beautiful morning with sunny weather that 
luckily cooperated with our layover day. 

In the morning, scouts and adults read books, 
wrote in their journals, relaxed on rocks, took 
naps, and played bucketball. At one point 
during 2 vs. 2 bucketball, Mr. Gorospe kept 
tripping over tree stumps but always got up 
like nothing happened and continued to play 
with alacrity. Adi commented that Mr. 
Gorospe was a straight up tough man. 
 

“Mr. Gorospe, you’re a man!” 
                 -Adi Jahic  
 
Lunch interfered through our activities, and it 
was a delicious hummus again, but this time it 
was with pita chips. After a short lunch, 
Jefferson, Anthony, and Nathan went to toss 
around Dylan’s volleyball in the freezing cold 
lake. Urging Dylan, Adi, Gabriel, and me to 
come in, we reluctantly got into our PFDs 
and stood around the shore, bouncing around. 
Since we all knew that the lake was just an 
icy, desolate death zone, the four us spent at 
least twenty minutes shivering on land and 
only dipping our feet in the polar basin. Adi 
jumped in, however, and regretted it instantly, 
shouting wildly that the water was beyond 
numbing. This caused the rest of us more 
hesitant to enter. For about ten more minutes, 

 

Jackfish Narrows Campsite 
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Dylan, Gabriel, and I idiotically bounced 
around on shore while staring at the chilly 
creek indecisively (Mr. Gorospe got the whole 
thing on his GoPro). After shivering and 
dancing around a couple more, we all finally 
jumped into the cold. Immediately, the icy lake 
bit our skin and penetrated our bodies directly 
into the nerves. We all needed to swim 
constantly to generate body heat. 
 

“This is the longest time I’ve ever 
seen it for scouts to go in the 
water.” 
                               - Teddy 
 
All seven of us played a brief game of keep-
away using Dylan’s volleyball, but the game 
ended as Dylan, Gabriel, and I climbed out; 
the water was too cold that our bodies couldn’t 
get used to it. The three of us crawled out for 
our lives like dragonfly larvae crawling out of a 
mature egg or like the first primordial fish 
becoming the world’s first amphibians. The 
frost immobilized our bodies, and instant 
regret filled our heads: why did we even go in 
in the first place? We didn’t even play water 
polo like we had expected. Anthony, Jefferson, 
and Nathan continued swimming in the creek, 
however, apparently unaffected by its sharp, 
cutting temperature.  

Gabriel and Dylan slowly crawl out the water, 
immobilized and yearning for warmth.  

Anthony Hoang wears his PFD like a diaper. 

Nathan Cha tosses around the volleyball 
while swimming in the lake.  

Dinner came after the cold-hearted acquaintance 
with the lake. Jefferson, again, cooked a 
wonderful meal, this time a ricotta pasta in red 
meat sauce with peppers and onions. I said 
grace, and everyone enjoyed another of Chef 
Jefferson’s marvelous creations. Teddy mixed 
Cheez-Its with his, while Nathan baked 
cornbread in the portable oven. Unfortunately, 
this meal had no seconds, but it did have desert. 
The cornbread was cut in twelfths, but no one 
was satisfied with their small piece. Someone 
found another pie mix in the purple good sack, 
so Nathan decided to make another pie this 
evening. Terrific! Two desserts, this time a fudge 
pie.  
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The way we distributed the fudge pie was that 
everyone went in a line, got a scoop of pie, 
then went back into the line. This form of 
government, however, was not very effective, 
as the person with the biggest spoon and a 
lucky scoop obviously obtained the most 
sweets. 

The scouts wait in line after “Adult’s First” to 
get some of Nathan’s fresh-baked fudge pie. 

 A closer look at the fudge pie 

Step 1: Catch a fish. 

Step 2: Blood out and scale the fish. 

Gabriel seasoned the flesh with Lemon Pepper, 
Garlic Salt, Cajun Spice, and fresh garlic that 
Teddy secretly took from base camp. The fish 
was then on the grill under the embers of the 
campfire under Gabriel and Mr. Gorospe’s 
supervision. 

How to prepare a fish: 

THE EPIC JOURNEY SUMMER 2016 

 
Anthony and I did the dishes while Nathan, 
Dylan, Mr. Wong, and Gabriel rowed out to 
catch fish. Right as the dishes were done, 
Gabriel came back holding an eighteen-inch 
Walleye. Mr. Gorospe took pictures of Gabe 
and taught him how to blood out the fish. He 
tied a rope to the mouth and cute the throat 
with his pocketknife. Blood instantly 
commenced gushing out, and Mr. Gorospe 
placed the fish in the lake for ten minutes to 
blood out the fish and purify the body from the 
red sticky spray. The heart of the fish was still 
pumping, trying to keep its dead body alive, so 
every five seconds a color of red would 
permeate the lake, then disappear in the 
solution. After the Walleye’s heart accepted its 
fate, Mr. Gorospe scaled one side of it with his 
pocketknife, since we lost the filet knife. 
Gabriel scaled the other side. To cook it, Mr. 
Gorospe cut off the head and sliced it in half 
through the stomach. He proceeded to take out 
all the internal organs including a small helpless 
heart, revealing only its white meaty flesh.  
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Step 3: Take out organs and season flesh.  

Step 4: Grill the fish, flipping periodically.  

Step 5: Enjoy the fish with the crew! 

When the flesh was cooked, Mr. Gorospe 
flipped the fish to the skin side down. 
Gabriel spurred Parkay over the fish as 
Teddy blew on the embers to keep the fire 
alive. While the fish grilled itself, Adi gave 
us a talk on tomorrow’s morning 
preparation. He wanted us to be on the 
canoes no later then six o’ clock, so we were 
waking up at 4:30 again. The sun hid 
behind the trees, and the crew stood around 
peacefully, hearing loons call and small 
birds chirp. The darkness made the little 
light beautiful; calm lake, dark black trees, 
with a pink sunset descending under the 
trees. Small ripples kept the lake flowing 
actively, yet calm, creating small droplet 
sounds. Peace could be obtained at last.  
 
The crew cleaned up the camp as Adi told 
everyone to have their personal gear pre-
packed and change into their wet clothes. 
The fish was taken off the grill and put onto 
the table. With the campground cleaner and 
less cluttered, we could now eat Gabriel’s 
prized walleye. The fish was delicious, with 
crusty, seasoned tops and soft, chewy 
bottoms, although each individual only 
enjoyed a little bit since everyone 
surrounded the fish like famished condors. 
Gone within three minutes, a struggling life 
force was consumed mindlessly by a pack of 
ravenous scouts. 
 
The light faded to only an orange sunset 
hoping to survive. Now, only a dark forest 
existed, but still a pristine blue lake. Today 
was filled with a wonderful environment: 
no rain, few bugs, a stunning view, and an 
appetizing fish to end the day. A camping 
paradise. 
 
But I was wrong. As the scouts crawled into 
their tents, the mosquitos decided to attack. 
Dylan shined his flashlight in the tent, only 
to find no less than thirty mosquitos 
buzzing around the top of the tent. Dylan, 
Adi, Gabriel and I then went on a clapping 
spree, trying to slaughter as many  
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of the annoying critters before they slaughtered
us in our sleep. In the distance, our tent could
hear the adults doing the same, clapping
furiously to end these disturbing creatures.
What was almost a perfect day had to be
disrupted by blood-sucking infections, but
nonetheless, today was no doubt one of the
most calming and peaceful days the crew had.

Word of the Day: LAYOVER DAY 
1. (n.) A day in the crew stays at the previous campsite and no paddling 

is required; a day for rest. 

 
Ex: During the layover day, scouts spent their day swimming, fishing, 
relaxing, and of course, napping.   

Mr. Gorospe guides Gabriel in preparing the fish.  

The average amount of bug bites on a scout’s leg.  

“There’s a hot spot over at 
Clark’s Cove. Of course I don’t 
mean Wi-Fi, I mean fish.” 
         -Mr. Wong on the hopes of catching 
more fish on the next day 
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Day 6: Luxury at Clark’s
Cove 
 
Mr. Gorospe woke up Adi’ s tent at 4:30,
however, we accidently fell back to sleep for
twenty additional minutes. This was a problem
because we planned to be on canoes by 6:00
sharp, and taking down camp usually takes no
less than 90 minutes. Knowing this, Adi rushed
out to wake up the other still sleeping scouts and
we still tried to take down camp despite our
handicap. Everybody hurriedly packed their dry
packs, took down the tents, and began boiling
water to cook coffee for the adults. Now, at
Philmont, it was easier to destroy camp and leave
in half an hour since breakfast was usually on trail
and everyone was responsible for his own
supplies. At the North, however, canoes had to
be brought out, breakfast had to be eaten on
land, and everyone’s stuff had to be
communally in the gray whale. 
 
In the middle of our hustle, I served granola,
trail mix, and chocolate Honey Stinger bars for
breakfast, while everyone ate quickly to meet
the time limit. Cleaning up, scouts
disassembled the MSR stoves, washed any
remaining dishes, stuffed troop gear into the
box and buckled up the gray whales and the
packs. By 5:30, camp was already looking
pretty clean and almost everything was packed
up, also Adi called a new time goal of 5:45.
Now, everyone was speeding to finish the task,
and people put their PFDs on and placed the
canoes into the water. 

We set sail at 5:50, five minutes after our new 
time but ten minutes earlier than our old time. 
We were all impressed that even though we 
woke up twenty minutes late, we still 
managed to finish within our time range, 
which we have never before prior to this 
morning. 
 
Rowing out, we said goodbye to our home for 
the last two days. Since no portages could get 
in our way today, the paddling was incredibly 
effortless, not to mention the calm lakes and 
the tamed weather. While stroking, Mr. 
Gorospe introduced a game of “name that 
tune,” and for a brief time we challenged each 
other to songs and their labels. Though short, 
the game provided another way to laugh our 
way through the lake and fill the morning with 
amusement. 

Word of the Day: FLACKERY SAVAGEMILK 
1. (n.) an individual who sometimes is actually trash 
2. (n.) an individual who should keep talking 

 
Ex: Flackery Savagemilk and Splagetory Meatsack both like to eat very dead 
fish. 

The canoes set out in the morning to Clark’s Cove. 

All throughout the paddling today, no one 
truly focused on stroking hard; everyone just 
chatted and paddled leisurely. 
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The paddling on this day was incredibly easy: 
not only did we only cover about 13 kilometers, 
but no portages got in our way, which meant we 
could get from camp to camp without getting 
our feet/pants wet and soggy. I cherished the 
lakes and the view and the feeling or complete 
isolation from civilization. Although it was only 
8:30, the canoes arrived to our new campsite at 
Clark’s Cove already, which was the time we 
usually wake up at home. Amazing! Teddy 
wanted us to get to the Cove early because it 
was an extremely popular campsite that many 
other adventurers like to camp at, so we needed 
to mark our territory early. Nonetheless, our 
arrival was much earlier than suspected, 
primarily because of the calm lakes without 
waves, tamed weather, and the lack of annoying 
portages. Docking the canoes and surveying the 
beautiful beach, we had the whole day and land 
to ourselves. 
 
The first impression of the beach was exquisitely 
angelic. The soft sand and immense campsite 
made the world seem small, like it was all our 
own possession; the trees, the lakes, the rocks 
and even the skies, it was all ours.  The 
wilderness felt like our lives had no regulations, 
no expectations, no chains to hold us back from 
our yearning desires; we could do and believe 
anything we wanted. The experience and this 
feeling could only be obtained in the utter yet 
complete desolation from society.  

All four canoes join together and take a short 
break from paddling.  

As a first move, everyone, and I mean 
everyone fell asleep on the sand. Gabriel and 
I took out our sleeping bags and simply 
plopped them on the ground, and within 
seconds began snoring. Not a single 
individual could be seen awake, since 
everyone was exhausted from the trip and 
needed rest. Only small critters on the sand 
were the ones moving, but despite that, the 
campsite fell in complete silence (except 
maybe not the scouts’ snoring). 

“Why did we wake up early just 
to sleep here again?”   
                         -Anthony Hoang on waking up 
at 4:30 but taking naps at 9:00 
 
After a refreshing siesta, the crew had lunch 
#1. The reason we had more than one lunch 
was because Teddy had packed an extra day’s 
worth of food just in case, but we hungry 
scouts weren’t complaining. The crew 
munched on a meat stick, nutella, and 
Hudson Bay Bread, which was a 3 by 3 inch 
grain bar that packed 800 calories. 
 
The scouts played Uno next with Mr. 
Gorospe, while the adults wrote in their 
journals. Then came Lunch #2, which was a 
meat stick, peanut butter, graham crackers, 
trail mix, honey stinger bars, and hummus. 

The scouts nap on the beach of Clark’s Cove.  
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“We’re eating like Hobbits, who 
have nine meals a day.”           
                    -Mr. Aune on our multiple meals 

Jefferson Ma and Gabriel Gorospe enjoy lunch. 

During the afternoon, a wrestling match 
commenced. Everyone took off their shirts and 
raced to the water. To begin our wrestling, the 
scouts gave each other wrestling names: Adi 
became Dehydrated Strawberry Breakfast and 
Gabriel became Flackery Savagemilk. The 
rules of the match were that whoever gets the 
opponent’s head in the water first wins, and the 
wrestlers have to come in contact at least every 
ten seconds. While the wrestlers were trying to 
plunder their adversaries, the other scouts 
formed a circle to create a ring. Throughout the 
matches, Dehydrated Strawberry Breakfast was 
clearly the winner, as he plundered, Flackery 
Savagemilk, Exponential Narwhal Toothpaste 
(Jefferson), Communist Stickhole (Dylan), and 
Russell from Up (Nathan), becoming the nine 
time wrestling champion. At one point 
Jefferson did a meat spin and Nathan did a 
belly drum that was too intense for anyone to 
resist. Soon enough, the grappling competition 
stopped and turned into straight up tackling; 
scouts were trying to destroy each other left 
and right, and the scene became a war zone. 
Our wet clothes weren’t a problem, though, 
because the bright sun easily evaporated and 
dried our clothes. Adi, who was looking for 
more fun, proposed that we build a volleyball 

net, since Dylan conveniently brought his ball 
and we were conveniently on a beach. To do 
this, we got four paddles and tied them together 
with round lashings, then used smaller green 
ropes to tie taut-line hitches to rocks to balance 
the paddles. Finally, we laced the white rope on 
the top as the net. The net was sturdy enough to 
play on, but a bit short, so we made the rule that 
spiking was not allowed and to hit the ball down 
we could only flick our wrists. Six of the scouts 
played, so it was Dylan, Jefferson, and I facing 
Adi, Nathan, and Gabriel. We played a best of 3, 
and Dylan’s team won 2-1. To celebrate the win,  

Jefferson Ma and Adi Jahic wrestle each other 
while the scouts spectate in a ring formation. 

The volleyball net, made from canoe paddles, ropes 
and rocks, is finally complete.  
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the team plummeted their bodies into the lake.  
Water polo came next. First, the scouts 
implored the adults to join us. Surprisingly, 
every adult agreed to play, and goals were set 
up. One goal was the end of a canoe and a 
rock, while the other was two PFDs held down 
by heavy boulders. 

Water Polo Teams: 
TEAM 1 

Team Captain: 
Jefferson Ma 
Mr. Gorospe 
Mr. Wong 
Anthony Hoang 
Jeffrey Yoh  

TEAM 2

Team Captain: 
Adi Jahic 
Dylan Wong 
Mr. Aune 
Nathan Cha 
Gabriel Gorospe 

Again, we played a best of three sets, with each 
set first to seven goals. Adi’s team ended up 
winning 2-0, but the match was overall 
extremely fun. First of all, it was interesting 
seeing the adults be so aggressive with other 
teams: Mr. Gorospe straight up tackled some of 
the scouts who had the ball. Jefferson’s team 
came up with strategies, such as max defense 
where we just tackle the guy with the ball, and a 
give and go offense technic. Adi’s team’s 
offense, however, was simply too strong and 
defeated Jefferson’s team, although they did put 
up a tenacious fight. At one point, our goalie, 
Anthony, was facing the complete  

Gabriel Gorospe serves the volleyball to the 
opposing side. 

opposite way of the game, and Adi easily 
scored on the unvigilant goalkeeper from half 
court. Their offense revolved around Gabriel, 
Dylan, and Adi, with the defensive last man 
Nathan.  
 

Mr. Gorospe holds the volleyball in the 
middle of the water polo match.  

Gabriel Gorospe and Mr. Aune try to strip 
away the ball from Mr. Gorospe while the 
others stand speechlessly watching the duel.  
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All this wild splashing and reach 
for victory occurred as Teddy 
was working on a surprise for the 
crew. The scouts got ready to 
cook dinner, but Mr. Wong 
wrestled down Dylan into the 
water. Suddenly, Mr. Gorospe 
did the same to Gabriel. The 
concluding of a water polo 
match transitioned into a deadly 
brawl between father and son.  
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The duel got quite serious, as Mr. Wong 
hurtled Dylan in the water multiple times, 
which was incredibly funny. 
 

“Let me teach my son a 
lesson.” 
           -Mr. Wong on preparing to destroy 
Dylan in both water polo and wrestling 

Mr. Wong prepares to teach his undisciplined 
son a lesson he will never forget.  

Getting out of the moderate temperature lake, 
Teddy called us to eat some of his onion rings 
he specially made for us; using only one 
onion, our interpreter crafted up to thirty 
onion rings, which I perceived as impossible. 
The scouts gobbled the crispy snack while 
hanging up their dry clothes on the volleyball 
net and waited for dinner to be done cooking.  
 
Our diner was scallops in a creamy white 
sauce. Gabriel and I poured hot sauce packets 
on it while Anthony smeared it with mustard. 
Too much remained, however, and I solved 
that by spoon-feeding everyone to get rid of 
the remnants. Gabriel contributed the most by 
voluntarily eating ten extra scoops. I then 
washed the dishes and the pot with Anthony 
while the others canoed out to the middle of 
the lake for a last chance to catch some fish, or 
simply for an evening canoe paddling.   
 

Adi Jahic, Jefferson Ma, and Anthony Hoang 
canoe out for a peaceful evening paddle.  

Unfortunately, the canoes returned with no fish, 
which disappointed the crew. Nathan was 
especially upset that he didn’t catch anything on 
this trip, and he vowed that the next time that he 
returned to Northern Tier, he would hurl in a 
plentiful. The crew enjoyed a delicious, crusty pie, 
this time baked by Mr. Aune and Justin, and 
cleaned up the campsite as darkness slowly 
covered the entire camp. Adi then suddenly got 
the idea to sleep outside, and Gabriel, Dylan, 
Nathan and I agreed at first. We brought our 
sleeping bags out, wore our mosquito nets, and 
sprayed ourselves with bug repellant to prepare for 
this risky endeavor.  

The adults enjoy the last day’s sunset at the cove.  

THE EPIC JOURNEY SUMMER 2016 



 

 27

At first, the thought sounded cool, but after a 
few minutes, mosquitos bombarded our faces, 
even though we thought we were completely 
protected. Mosquitos then harassed us left and 
right, ravenously finding holes in our head 
nets to feed on our blood. Gabriel, Dylan, Adi 
and I decided to bail and returned to our tents 
fearfully, leaving poor Nathan out in the 
mosquito infested wild alone. The people in 
the tents slept easily and comfortably, while 
an unfortunate Nathan Cha suffered attacking 
mosquitos ready to charge their prey. 

      Day 6: Jackfish Narrows to Clark’s Cove 

The scouts treasure the last day’s sunset together. 

Can you guess whose silhouette is whose? 

“Make sure you guys are paddling 
hard, ok?” 
                 -Teddy 

“You hear that, Jeffrey?” 
                   -Anthony Hoang on my paddling 
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Day 7: A Journey to 
Remember 
The crew woke up at a late 5:30 after a calm and 
well-rested sleep. Outside the tents, Nathan was 
found lying on the sandy beach with a face drilled 
with countless mosquito bites. I felt over fortunate 
on my last minute decision to sleep inside, and so 
did the others. We packed our bags, set up the 
MSRs for coffee, and ate meat sticks, granola, 
and Honey Stinger Gingerbread Wafers. 
Everyone sat in front of the beach to eat as the 
sun rose and warmed our bodies. The end of our 
trek did not require us to swiftly take down camp, 
so the scouts ate their last meal leisurely and 
relished their last sights of the sunrise on the 
beach.  
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The scouts eat their last meal on trek together 
while savoring the pure views of the wilderness. 

Adi told us all to clean up and everybody 
helped take the gray whales and load them up. 
We launched out at 7:30, right on schedule. 

Gabriel Gorospe and Dylan Wong stuff the gray 
whale for the very last time and load it on the boats. 

Only a brief amount of paddling led us to the first 
portage, which the crew breezed through, since we 
were all experienced and used to the process. The 
portage got us out of the White Otter Lake into the 
small Hawknest Lake, which we paddled through 
quickly and easily. The second portage to get out of 
Hawknest Lake, however, included a deadly mud 
pit, which we all had to conquer. 
 
At the second portage, the crew waited in a line to 
get through the infamous mud pit. A separate trail 
existed, however, Teddy didn’t want us to ruin that 
trail and become trailblazers because our feet 
would damage the surrounding environment and 
additionally make the other trail bigger. 
 
Getting past the mud pit was no easy feat. The mud 
was so thick that once your foot was sunk into it, 
the mud sucked in your foot in until waist height 
like quicksand. Pulling the foot out felt as if there 
was a fifty-pound weight attached to it, not to 
mention that the heavy gray whales and food packs 
supplemented to the struggling task. People 
carrying the canoes had it much worse, however, as 
balancing the canoe while trying to make progress 
walking was simply impossible. To cope with this 
dilemma, Mr. Gorospe created a life hack where 
instead of taking steps, the canoe portager would 
crawl on their hands and knees to get across. 

Clark’s Cove Campsite 
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Surprisingly, this worked, as Mr. Gorospe got 
in and out of the mud pit in less than a minute, 
all while the canoe was resting on his back. He 
proceeded to finish the remainder of the 
portage. 

 
“Here’s a cheat code. Use your 
hands and knees instead of walking 
through the pit.” 
                  -Mr. Gorospe on how to get 
across the mud pit of doom 

Jefferson Ma and Mr. Aune wait their turn to 
cross the mud pit. 

It took about thirty minutes for everyone to get
across except Nathan, who was the last one.
When he stepped into the abyss of catastrophe,
he actually got stuck. Trying to jerk and pull
out his foot with all his force, his left foot
seemed to be sucked in by the hungry mud.
Teddy helped by taking off the gray whale he
was carrying, but Nathan kept sinking in until
the mud was up to his belly button. The
scouts pulled on his life vest while Teddy
tugged on his hand, all while Nathan was
trying his best to haul out his limb. It all was
futile, however, and the crew began to worry; it
seemed possible that it could be stuck in
forever. After numerous more attempts to drag
out Nathan, Teddy proposed that Nathan ditch
his boot, which partly was creating more  

friction for his leg to get out. Nathan refused to 
give up his precious boot, but did so reluctantly 
when Teddy addressed that he would dig it out 
after he got out. Nathan easily slipped his foot 
out of the untied left boot, and within a last 
powerful effort, the scouts and Teddy used their 
remaining strength to yank out Nathan, all while 
Nathan was fighting the force of the greedy mud. 
Our force and teamwork overpowered the 
ferocious scout-eating pit of sogginess, and 
Nathan lay exhausted on land, with one foot 
bare. Teddy dug around where Nathan’s foot has 
been in effort to retrieve the sacrificed footwear, 
however no matter where his arm was searching, 
it seemed as if the mud had devoured it. Already 
spending more time than suspected, Teddy 
claimed that we had to continue and apologized 
to Nathan. Though the pit of sludge didn’t 
consume Nathan, it did eat his precious boot, 
which will never be found again. 
 

“I lost my boot.” 
                                           -Nathan Cha 
 
The crew hopped back on the canoes and 
paddled out of Hawknest Lake; Nathan was 
wearing Teddy’s sandals to supersede his boot. 
What made the whole event hilarious was that it 
could have all been avoided if we took the other 
trail, which was only about two feet left of the 
mud pit; no lost boot, no soggy pants, no wasted 
time. It was necessary, however, to preserve the 
environment and take the less damaging trail. 

Anthony lies down, helplessly stuck in the mud. 
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Four Canoe Catamaran 

Top View 

 
Outside of Hawknest Lake, our canoes were 
headed to the destination on Clearwater West 
Lake. In the middle of the lake, someone got 
the idea to Catamaran Canoe, except this 
time for four canoes instead of only two. The 
way we did it was that the two outside canoes 
paddled hard while the two inside canoes 
held the four boats together. Obviously, this 
form of “communist” canoe rowing didn’t 
work, as the inside canoes had the time of 
their lives while the outside canoes paddled 
their hearts out. It was fun at first, but the 
outside paddlers got tired and stopped 
paddling, and eventually the canoes didn’t 
get anywhere. Thus, we disbanded and 
rowed in single canoes for the remainder of 
Clearwater West Lake. 
 
The remnants of our trek were relatively easy; 
the canoes paddled quickly with alacrity to 
reach the shore where our destination was. 
Stroking hard, all the canoes were 
determined to reach the shore first. The beach 
came nearer and nearer; one kilometer away, 
half a kilometer away, five hundred feet away 
to a stone’s throw away. The canoes all 
reached the shore together and docked the 
canoes. Getting out, the crew got their feet 
wet one last time, then celebrated the end of 
the trek. No more portaging, no more meat 
sticks, no more wilderness squatting! We had 
returned to civilization, home of luxury and 
pleasure. We felt like we have conquered the 
world.  

Gabriel stares at the final end of the seven-day trek 
and the civilization the canoes are approaching. 

The crew docks the canoes one very last time.  

Justin, Dylan, and Jefferson carry the packs and 
gear up to the lodge. 
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The scouts got everything out of the canoes and 
carried the packs and paddles up to the lodge, 
where they could satisfy their ravenous 
stomachs. Although carrying the packs were 
indeed one last reminder of the torturous portage 
experience, the thought of dominating Northern 
Tier distracted our minds. Approaching the 
lodge, the scouts set down the gear, sat down, 
and waited for a delicious lunch to arrive.  

The crew celebrates the end of their trek by dining 
at Brown’s Clearwater West Lodge. 
The waitress filled our tables with dozens of 
poutine plates, burgers, battered fish and chips, 
and refreshments, in which the scouts and adults 
hungrily devoured rather quickly. Chatting and 
reflecting upon a phenomenal trip, the crew 
enjoyed each other’s presence and filled their 
famished stomachs with real, solid food.  

The scouts loaded the canoes, paddles, and 
packs onto the truck that picked us up, and the 
crew lazily slept on the thirty-minute drive 
back. Exhausted, the scouts reluctantly got off 
the truck at Base Camp, but had to return all 
the troop gear back to the Bay Post before we 
could rest. Carrying the gray whale back to the 
Post, a staff member checked off every piece of 
equipment we had, which of course, we lost 
our filet knife. The scouts hung up the tents on 
ropes, soaked the life jackets for wash, and 
scrubbed the mysterious black items off the 
pots and pans. They also returned the food 
box, packs, paddles, and gray whales.  

Returning good as new camp equipment, the 
scouts returned their dry packs to the Taiga 
Cabin, where we were staying for the night. 
Instead of resting, however, the crew decided 
to join Teddy at the base camp sauna, where 
we let the stress evaporate from our bodies. Of 
course, being scouts, we partied in the sauna 
and dived into the sauna wading area of the 
lake. First, we would get hot and heated in the 
sauna, and once sweat covered our bodies 
head to toe, the scouts cooled off in the lake. 
When it was too cold in the lake, the scouts 
then popped back into the sauna. This 
repeated practice passed through the majority 
of the afternoon, with scouts horsing around 
and having the time of lives. After sweating 
and cooling again and again, the scouts 
showered and prepared for dinner. 

The crew returns the camp supplies, which are 
carefully inspected by a staff member.  
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The sauna burner heats up coals, which water 
is dumped on to heat up the entire sauna.  

The crew had a great dinner of chicken
jambalaya, potato wedges, cookies, and iced
tea. Dylan was upset though, because we made
a rule that we couldn’t have any good food until
we went to Gen as a crew after leaving Canada. 
 

“We can’t have good food until
Gen!”  
                          -Dylan Wong 
 
After dinner, the troop raided the trading post.
The cashier, unaware of this sudden incursion,
watched as scouts permeated into the small
room. Then madness began. Everyone spent
their savings on belts, belt buckles, patches,
sweaters, caps, Nalgenes, snacks, t-shirts, and
much more. Anthony even bought a sweater
that cost a whopping $67. Around 7:30, we
prepared for Rendezvous, or basically the
closing campfire for that night. At the
Rendezvous, the four crews that finished today
performed skits, songs, and stories around the
campfire. Our crew did the yellow submarine
skits and sang the canoe song. The interpreters
sang songs as well, and they were all dressed up
in pilgrim looking costumes. A night of fun
singing, interacting, and laughing ended, as the
crews went to brand souvenirs. Getting their
valuables branded with the NT logo, the
crew retreated to their cabins. 

Teddy and the staff perform songs for the crews 
during the campfire Rendezvous.  

In the Taiga Cabin, the scouts packed their bags 
to get a head start on the next day’s departure. 
They then slept soundly, but only after creating a 
surprise gift for our very own interpreter, Teddy.  

     Day 7: Clark’s Cove to Clearwater Beach 
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Day 8: Farewell,  
Northern Tier 
  

Adi’s music alarmed us to wake up at six thirty, 
which everyone crawled out reluctantly. 
Everyone got the remainder of their stuff 
packed by 7:15, and walked to the breakfast 
cabin at 7:20, since we didn’t want to upset 
Teddy by being late. 
 
The kitchen stafff served BLT sandwiches, hash 
browns, muffins, and fruits. The hash browns 
were crispy and the bacon was chewy all the 
way around. The scouts chatted and played 
Black Magic, which Adi got teased for not 
knowing how to play. Even Mr. Wong began to 
make fun of him as well. 
 

“This is the first time a camp 
cooked the bacon the way I like it.” 
   -Jefferson Ma 
 
After breakfast, Adi and the crew presented our 
present of gratitude for Teddy, our beloved 
interpreter. Adi sacrificed one of his Northern 
Tier shirts, which the crew signed their names 
on for Teddy to remember us forever. After 
taking multiple pictures to document our 
journey with our devoted and patient 
interpreter, the crew explored the trading post 
one last time, waiting for our bus to arrive. 

Shameful, undeserving peasants are desperately 
supplicating Teddy, the divine deity. 

The bus arrived at 9:30, and we said goodbye to 
Teddy one last time. The man who had kept us 
all alive for one whole week was now retreating, 
leaving us to cope for our own. Great friendships 
and inside jokes have been created between him 
and the crew, and in our minds we implored for 
more moments, but our time was up. The engine 
roared loudly, and the scouts stared at him as 
the bus drove away; still wearing our shirt, we 
watched him walk back to base camp until he 
disappeared, all while hoping that we have left 
our mark with our superb guide. 
 
Almost as if we forgot about our journey, 
everyone knocked out immediately. The bus was 
silent, almost as silent as the characters at the 
end of Macbeth. The trip had truly enervated the 
energies from our souls; the crew only managed 
to wake up at the Kakabeka Falls. 
 

See you next time, Northern Tier! 

Taiga Cabin 
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According to the bus driver, Kakabeka Falls 
was the second highest waterfall in Canada, 
only after Niagara Falls. The crew took 
numerous pictures with the thunderous waters 
colliding on rocks in the background. The water 
was so immense, it roared as it hit the ground, 
where it then flowed calmly down a river. 
Seeing and hearing nature one last time, the 
crew savored the beauty of the waterfall, but 
only before we climbed back on the bus. 

 
After a full meal and a long drive, the bus
arrived at Thunder Bay Airport. A two-hour
flight passed and we arrived in the All-Star
city Toronto, where the scouts passed the US
Customs. Going through security, as usual,
was supposed to be a breeze, however,
Jefferson Ma got stuck on the metal detector
about six times! Whenever he walked passed
the machine, a red light would flash and
beeping would commence. Baffled, Jefferson
repeatedly emptied out his pockets while the
security suspiciously looked at him and gave
him a strict pat down. The scouts cracked up
at Jefferson’s trying-not-to-look-guilty
expression. 
 
A five-hour flight ended as the plane landed
at Los Angeles International Airport. At the
baggage claim, parents greeted us with
alacrity, hugging their children/husbands
while curiously asking about the trek. We
knew, however, something that they didn’t:
within only one week, a lifetime memory was
born, one that will be shared, and never, by
any means, fade away from our
remembrance. Thank you Northern Tier, for
we will return; just in a different generation.* 

Our bus arrived at Boston Pizza where we 
stopped for lunch. Stuffing our esophagi with 
pasta, pizza, and ravioli, it would seem as if we 
were famished, however the scouts were hungrier 
for the Wi-Fi passcode. 

*I want to thank all the adults that made this trip 
possible, from Mr.and Mrs. Gorospe, Mr. Wong, Mr. 
Aune, and all our beloved parents. Your hard work is 
greatly appreciated and will of course be remembered! 
 

WELCOME HOME! 
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“After 5 hours of flying then another 2 in a
bus, we finally arrived at the Atikokan base
camp. The 11 of us were immediately
surrounded by more shades of green than
you could ever see in California. For the

next 6 days, we travelled through the pristine lakes
and woods of the North. I will never forget those 6
days. Everywhere I looked was an amazing view
and a friend I knew I will keep for life.” 

“I LOST MY BOOT!!!! 
I didn’t catch anything  : ( 
I am Russell from Up… 
I will help you cross the road, living room, etc. 
It was fun!” 

Russell	from	“up” 

The	crew	shares	their	 personal	thoughts	on	the	trek

Adi Jahic 

Dehydrate	Strawberry	Breakfast
 

Nathan Cha 
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“Northern Tier truly was an experience of
a lifetime, especially for members of
Troop 693. Compared to the desert
region of Southern California, the
marshlands of Atikokan, Canada
presented a new atmosphere and
challenge for the Northern Tier crew.
From a bottomless amount of
mosquitos to carrying 50 lbs. canoes
over a km, completing Northern
Tier is no easy feat. However, the
greater the adversity, the greater the
award. On the last night in the
North, the Northern Tier crew
spent an eventful day at a cove
with an incredible lakeside view.
Although Northern Tier put to test
each individual’s power, stamina,
and perseverance, the one thing
that brought along the completion
of this adventure was teamwork.
Through Northern Tier, the crew
learned the power of working

together and teamwork.” 

NORTHERN TIER EDITION 

Exponential	narwhal
TOOTHPASTE

INDIVIDUAL REMARKS 

“NT was fun. It was my first long-term high adventure 
trip. The mosquitos were annoying. I was forced to buy 
a rain jacket and had only 40 for souvenirs. NT was fun. 
Portaging was an experience I’ll never forget. Probably. 
This was an experience of a lifetime for me cause I 
didn’t go to Philmont. 

Justin Hiu 

 

Jefferson Ma  
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I thought this trip was pretty cool 
because of all the random trends I started  
Trends 

– copying what other people say and 
turning it into music. 

– Lacing fingers and shrugging shoulders while 
slightly tilting the head. 

– Retarded clay Thompson 
– Funny/stupid names 
– “very dead” 

Dylan Wong 

I think that
this trip is fun because the view was
great and it was very fun. It was a
great experience like if you want to

know more about it read Jeffrey’s book
that this is in. 

Gabriel Gorospe 

Communist	stickhole 



 

 39

 
 
 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

NORTHERN TIER EDITION INDIVIDUAL REMARKS 

Anthony Hoang 
 

 

 

 
 

Northern Tier was a canoe(new)
experience for me.  It started off with
about a seven-hour flight to Canada
and a 2-hour bus ride all the way to our base camp in
Atikokan.  There, we were introduced to our guide, Teddy, who
gave us a tour of the camp and showed us our cabins.  After we 
settled in, we had fulfilling dinner and we visited the main office to do
some money exchanging.  In Canada, you get 30 percent more than US money, so one US dollar
would equal one dollar and thirty cents in Canada. We felt filthy rich with the new added money, but
unfortunately, every item in the trading post was closed, so we just did some window-shopping.  We still had some time
to spare so we all got dressed and went to the sweat lodge to feel relaxed.  Soon, it was finally time to go to bed and we
all fell asleep ready for adventure the next day.  In Canada,  the sun sets really late and rises very early, so we woke up a
little earlier than expected.  That morning, we were feeling a bit tired, but we managed to pack all of our stuff and we
headed to the dining hall to have breakfast.  Then, we loaded canoes and equipment on to a truck and we drove to the
start of our canoeing adventure.  The first thing we did was get our shoes and sock wet so that we had to practice
paddling in the water.  It was probably the most uncomfortable feeling having to wear our soggy boots and socks the
whole day.  We got on to the canoes and started our canoeing journey across the Canadian lakes.  During our voyage,
we sometimes had to go through small hikes in between lakes, called portages.  This means we had carry the canoe and
everyone's pack on our shoulders and hike through a trail.  Sometimes, we had to do around 4-5 in one day and the
longest one we ever had was about one kilometer.  It may not seem like that long of a hike, but when you are carrying
more than 50 pounds on your back, it feels like a lifetime.  During the free time, we had some people caught fish and we
got to cook it over our campfires. On the last day, we finished canoeing to our island really early and we had some fun
activities to do afterwards.  We were so excited and at the same time, really tired that we just took a nap on the sandy
beach of campsite.  After a few hours, we woke up and had an unexpectedly huge lunch.  Before we went on our trip, we
packed food and accidentally packed two lunches.  We found out on the last day, so we decided to eat the lunch and for
once, we were actually stuffed.  We waited for a little while until we continued to play and splash each other in the lake.
One of the scouts actually brought volleyball so we played beach volleyball and water polo to pass the time.  It was
slowly turning in to nightfall, so we went fishing on our canoes to see if we catch anything.  Unfortunately, no one
caught fish that day, but we did have a nice dessert of blueberry muffin cake.  Soon, it was finally time to go to sleep that
night and it was one of the most relaxing times yet.  That next morning, we woke up and canoed out of the place to
arrive at our destination to get picked up.  Before the pick up, our guide treated us out to lunch at a local restaurant and
we had burgers and poutine.  After that, a camp staff arrived hoisted our equipment up and we headed back to the base
camp.  We checked in our equipment and chilled in the cabin where we talked about our adventures.  Later, we went
back in to the sweat lodge to relax and relieve our stress and some scouts went to the trading post to buy some souvenirs
so they can remember their first time at Northern Tier.  At the end of the day, we had a rendezvous and we performed
some hilarious skits and stories.  Finally, it was time to go to bed in our cabin where were all pooped out from the earlier
that day.  The next day, we packed up all our gear and clothing and walked to the dining hall to have warm breakfast.  It
was our last day in Canada and we had to say our farewells to Teddy and the staff.  We hopped on to the bus and drove
back to back to the airport to fly back to Los Angeles.  Northern Tier was definitely worth the trip going to and also
because it was the first high adventure base as well.  I have a plethora of memories back in Canada and I will never
forget this once in a lifetime experience. 

Anthony Hoang 
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Jeffrey Yoh 

The visit to the Northern Lakes of Atikokan was truly one of the most peaceful experiences in 
my life. For the whole week, the crew paddled the wilderness in complete isolation, seeing no 
one but us, and feeling outright desolation from the influence of civilization. It felt like as if the 
whole world was created just for us: the orange sunsets, the calling loons, the icy lakes, acres 
and acres of forest, just for us. From waking up every morning to relaxing and eating dinner, 
the woods surrounded us, however, I never got homesick at all. The special feeling Northern 
Tier provides seldom reaches other adventurers, let alone other people: not at Philmont, not at 
Log Cabin, not in the Grand Canyon, for the feeling is unique. I still remember my last night in 
the North, at Clark's Cove, where I cherished the final sunset: I watched the pink sky dissolve 
to orange, and the orange fade to darkness as the sun retreated for good. As the sun crawled 
into its bed, I still remember the reflection it gave across the entire lake, giving it a final source 
of color to the wavy waters before it died. On day 3, as well, this beautiful aspect returned: we 
paddled just as the sun rose, and as it climbed slowly above the trees and the clouds, the rays 
strikingly gleamed across the whole lake like a bolt of lightning. To add to that, two dazzling 
rainbows domed the skies, filling the morning with hues of colors.  Views and experiences like 
this, I believe, can only be lived at Northern Tier, for only here are you truly in the wild. No 
one to find you if your lost, no one to help you if your hurt, part of the freedom that comes in 
the wilderness involves the mental test that every scout overcomes after this uneasy trek. Views 
and experiences like this, I believe, can only be lived at Northern Tier, for only here are you 
truly in the wild. Despite the environments, however, our crew has learned to cooperate and 
benefit the team rather than ourselves. Throughout the week, the scouts left their pugnacious 
shells behind and matriculated into mature, young adults. By the last day of the trek, no 
complaining, no arguing could ever be heard: just scouts getting tasks done. Thank Northern 
Tier for the inculcation it has provided for each and every one of us, for after this trip it felt as if 
we have graduated, in a sense, and reached another notch above the totem pole. Little did the 
crew now, but only one week would pass to formulate a lifetime memory. Thank you Northern 
Tier; no individual can repay what you have done for us. 
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Mr. Aune 
The trip to Northern Tier at Atikokan is a once in a
lifetime trip for me. Since my first real trip down the Big
Horn River in Montana, I have dreamed of a multi-day
canoe trip somewhere in the wilderness to get a chance
to live for a few days, the life of the fur trappers and
mountain men of the early 1800’s, at least in someway,
is part of that dream. When I was offered the chance to
go, I jumped at it. It was one of the most challenging

things I have done. The trip has
marked off an item from my
bucket list. 

Mr. Wong 

Northern Tier…the idea seemed so distant when it was brought up as the
troop considered a new frontier in high adventure. But when we were
guaranteed the spot for June 2016, I jumped on it, even it was before my
Philmont trip last August. Well, it was truly a life changing decision for
me personally, I knew NT would be a lot more challenging, more
unknown and ……in essence wilder as in
wildness. I trained almost everyday for more
than 4 months, lost 20 pounds and gained more
strength that I knew I would need in due time.
Now that NT is still fresh behind me, I could
attest it does not disappoint a bit! Totally lived
up to my expectations, and more. It is definitely
one of the most challenging feat in my life but
yet memorable. The portage trails, the
paddling, the beaver dams, the rough waves,
the walleyes & pikes, the beautiful inlet, the
calm glassy lake, the bald eagle, the beautiful
birdsongs every morning, the loons, the dueks,
the beach., all but overshadow the buy bides
when I endured 20 times in average a day.
Would I return? Absolutely…Thank you
Northern Tier, I left a piece of me in Atikokan! 

INDIVIDUAL REMARKS 
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There we were in Atikokan at the Boundary Waters Canoe
Area Wilderness (BWCAW) in Ontario, Canada. Troop
693 is on its first ever High Adventure canoeing trip in one
of the Boy Scout's of Americas. Our crew of 8 scouts and 3 
advisors and 1 interpreter were off into the great unknown.
There were warnings of mosquitoes, weather, and hard long
paddles. There were promises of spectacular views, great
fishing. This trip was first and foremost, a test of our scouts
applied leadership and demonstration of their outdoor
skills. The scouts who would attend include Adi Jahic
(Crew Leader), Anthony Hoang, Dylan Wong, Gabriel
Gorospe, Jefferson Ma, Jeffrey Yoh, Justin Hiu, and
Nathan Cha. The advisers included Mr. Carl Wong, Mr.
Eric Aune and Mr. Dennis Gorospe. 
We were imagining to be one of the "Voyageurs" of French-
Canadian lore at the height of the fur trade in the 1700's.
Voyageurs would travel 100 to 150 miles per day over water
and land. They would "portage" a birch bark canoe
weighing 300 pounds and bales of fur and supplies at 90
pounds each. By comparison, our crew's lightweight Kevlar
canoes are merely 60 pounds; with our 3 x 60 pound
"Greywhale" packs of personal belongings; 2x 60-pound
food packs; and 50-pound pack of camp equipment. The

hiking terrain was never even, always rocky,

muddy, steep
uphill, steep downhill, slippery; it was a test of your
acrobatics, strength and will. It's an adventure like no other
that must be experienced, the Northern Tier Experience.

What we learned the most
from this trip is to really
appreciate the teamwork it
takes to prepare, plan,
execute, deliver, and enjoy
the fruits of out labors. Each
member of the tam is highly
valued. Congratulations
Troop 693 on completing our
very first Northern Tier
Experience. I am certain there
will be more to follow. So,
until the next "Rendezvous "
to celebrate this adventure, we

look forward to our next crew to relay their stories.  
 

Mr. Gorospe 

Mr. Gorospe’s illustration of 
Teddy and the double rainbow. 
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Northern Tier How To’s: 
 

How to Portage a Canoe: 

Step 2: Bend your body and tip the canoe 
onto your thighs. 

Step 3: Thrust the canoe on your thighs 
until your ready to lift it above your head. 

Step 4: Lift the canoe over your shoulders. 

Step 5: Lock the yoke around your head 
and place the pads on your shoulders. 

Step 6: Balance the canoe with your hands 
and proceed on the trail! 

NORTHERN TIER HOW TO’S 

Step 1: Grab the yoke of the canoe with 
your right hand closer to your body. 
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 How to set up camp: 

NORTHERN TIER HOW TO’S 

Step 1: Carry canoes and packs onto the 
land. 

Step 2: Stack canoes on top of each other 
and pile the paddles. 

Step 3: Take out troop gear, tents, and dry 
packs from the gray whales and packs.  

Step 5: Set up the four-man tents. 

Step 4: Tighten PFDs to trees. 

Step 6: Have a scout filter water for the crew. 


