
 
    Morning came and it was time to hit the rapids.  The smoke from the fires had come 
down again.  I could not even see the shore when out on the river.  I could barley make 
out the 300 ft cliffs that defined the canyon. And the rapids?  The thought came to me 
that I had probably not made the best decision in leaving.  It was too late - I couldn't 
pull over owing to the cliffs and certainly couldn't go upstream.  Oh well, "in for a 
penny, in for a pound."  
 
   The waves came pounding over the bow of the canoe and splashing right over the kayak.  The descriptions of the Ramparts led me 
to believe this would go on for seven miles through the canyon.  The cliffs were becoming visible as the smoke floated over the walls 
and could no longer reach water level. Thankfully the rapids only lasted 3/4 of a mile and then it was just swift water.  I wished the 
smoke was gone and the sun was out because it sure was a beautiful stretch. It looked just like all the washes I had ridden on horse-
back in the desert southwest.  I'd been there 100 times but on a horse with no water. Soon it was over and in a short time I pulled into 
Ft Good Hope. Checking in with the RCMP I went for gas and emailed Linda from the band office.   
 
   I went back down to the landing and my boats.  Soon Lexi came by on his ATV.  We chatted some and then went to Our Lady of 
Good Hope church where I asked the nun if I could take pictures.  She was more than gracious and let me in.  I was blown away!   
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The Rampar ts 

Our Lady of Good Hope— Church at For t Good Hope 
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Church (cont’d) 

    "It was getting late in the afternoon and I heard a deep thump, thump.  There must be a barge 
coming upstream.  I pulled over to shore trying to avoid the wake. Getting to shore I realized it was 
also a good place to camp.  The barge was taking a very long time to come around the bend.  It must 
be one giant boat.  Finally after 40 minutes I saw a large bow come around the bend.  It was the Nor-
weta, a tour boat that travels up and down the Mackenzie to Inuvik from Hay River on the Great 
Slave Lake.  It carries about 20 passengers and is the only cruise ship on the river. There are state 
rooms, a dining room and over all a very pleasant accommodation for a leisurely trip along this ma-
jestic northern river.  Well I figured they were looking at something and had just stopped for awhile. 
    I decided to spend the night there owing to the hour and the lack of bugs along the shore.  It is 220 
miles from Ft Good Hope to Tsiigehtchic, or Arctic Red River as it used to be called.  More than half 
my trip was over and I was suddenly in absolutely no hurry to finish.  I feel so good and comfortable, 
its like I've lived here all my life or at least some lifetime. I can now understand the scene from 
"Patton" where George C. Scott looked over the plains of Corinthia and knew he had been there be-
fore - a hundred times.  I'd been here before and I will be back!  Every time I dip my paddle in the 
water I know I've done it a million times before.  The sight of the bow cutting through the water is as 
familiar to me as a postman's route." 

 
 
     

  “ I awoke, packed and left.  As I turned the bend, 50 yards, I realized why the Norweta had stopped 
for so long.  On shore was a large sign that said "Arctic Circle - Norweta Stop."  I'd made it!  Solo to 
the Arctic - a Journey from Paraplegia - 2004. I slept on the Arctic Circle - unbeknownst to me at the 
time.  It began to rain and the smoke was finally gone.  I am beginning to see more cabins along the 
shore. I guess people want to live along the Arctic Circle, either that or the fishing and trapping are 
better here.  Maybe it's just too damn far away from anything and you have to build a cabin to stay 
here for any length of time. 
    My fingers are cracked bad and hurt.  I can't do much with them. Pain is always with me, and has 
been for five years.  It's a constant companion, a foe to be fought daily.  I'm never alone.  It has to be 
overcome, vanquished - cast away!  Only then will I be truly free." 

Asleep on the Arctic Circle        Friday - July 16, 2004   

Saturday - July 17, 2004   


