CANOE COUNTRY 1949

In August 1949 my friend Jack (John Edward) Anderson and I (James L. Blilie) spent
two weeks canoeing in the Superior- Quetico wilderness area. As the name implies, part
of this area is in the Superior National Forest of Minnesota and part in the Quetico
Provincial Park of Ontario, Canada. The Quetico-Superior area is filled with hundreds of
lakes, and is truly wilderness. It is, and has been for a long time, kept that way by
Canada and the United states. One can travel it only by one’s own power - by paddling
and portaging without the aid of machines or pack animals. There are no towns or
settlements in its many thousands of square miles.

In early October 1945, after World War II, I enrolled again in the University of
Minnesota. I had completed the first two quarters of my freshman year before entering
the military service in June 1943. Jack also served - in the Marine Corps. I graduated at
the end of the second summer session in 1948. It was on a Thursday in August, and I
was lucky enough to stark working thr following Monday..

At last - an income! In 1949 it was possible to have the money to rent a canoe, tent,

etc. from one of the outfitters near the edge of the Superior national Forest - something I
had long wanted to do. I took a two-week vacation from work to do so.

[ also then had the means to buy a decent camera. It was an Argus C3, an American-
made 35 mm camera with an F: 3.2, 50mm lens. With it, I shot the pictures that follow.
The negatives still exist in Volume 1 of the loose leaf binders that hold the 35mm
negatives I have made over many years.

In early August 1949, Jack and I drove up to Winton, Minnesota to pick up the canoe
and other gear I had reserved. Winton is about 15 miles southwest of the southernmost
point of Basswood Lake (originally named Lac du Bois Blanc by French explorers). We
got to Basswood the easy way. The outfitter had a boat powered by an outboard motor
tow our canoe the three-to-four miles up Fall Lake to the start of what is listed on maps
as “The Long Portage.” This portage is about ten miles long. The outfitter kept an old
flat-bed truck there to take us over the trail to Basswood Lake (Bayley Bay.as I recall).
~ The truck couldn’t go anywhere except to the ends of the portage and back. There were

no roads except the Long Portage trail.

We put our canoe in Basswood, loaded our gear, and paddled off.

After only a few hours of paddling we were entering Canada, and checked in with
Canadian Customs, located on the point of a small island.

After that, we did not encounter any other human beings until we returned to the Long
Portage two weeks later. One day we did spot two canoes on the far side of a lake where
we had pitched. They were too far away to see clearly, but we perceived them to be
Indians. For eleven of the fourteen days we were out we did not see any other human
beings.



In addition to many other kinds of fauna, the canoe country we were in hosted black
bears. As this was well known, we took the precaution each night to put all foodstuffs
into a canvas bag and, using a rope, hoist the bag high up in a tree and out on a thin limb.
Bears could climb the tree, but not go out on a flimsy limb.

One moonlit night I was awakened by some kind of snuffling sound along my side of
the tent. The moonlight allowed me to see the tent being poked in from place to place,
and then I saw what appeared to be the shadow of a bear and its snout. Smelling no food
in the tent, the bear moved on. I was very glad that we had taken the time to hoist the

food in a tree!!

A point of interest. I had the film for this trip processed at a very small place named
West Photo, which was only a few blocks from Control Corporation, on 718 Central
Avenue, in Minneapolis.~Fhis=was where I worked. I had quite a number of rollof film
processed there over a few years. They did good work. West Photo was owned by a man
and woman who seemed to be only a few years older than me, neithgr of whom appeared
to be in very good health. Shortly after I retired from the Air Force in 1969 I found that
West Photo had moved a few blocks and had become perhaps the largest photography
store in the Twin Cities. J.u.B.




