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Noted traveller and environmentalist Hap Wilson shares accounts of his lifelong involvement

with wilderness living within the Canadian Shield. Wilson knows better than most how to live in

the woods. As park ranger, canoe guide, outfitter, trail builder, and environmental activist, he

learned from firsthand experience that nature can neither be beaten or tamed.This three-book

bundle includes:The Cabin: A Search for Personal SanctuaryNoted environmentalist Hap

Wilson takes us along a wilderness trail replete with snags and pitfalls, through mishaps, tears,

and laughter.Grey Owl and Me: Stories From the Trail and BeyondHap Wilson is back for

another journey. Nurtured by the writings of Grey Owl, Wilson adopted a similar lifestyle to the

1930s conservationist but with his own twists and turns. Wilson recounts the early days of

winter camping, takes readers to some of his favourite places, and shares intimate secrets of

wilderness living.Trails and Tribulations:Confessions of a Wilderness PathfinderNoted northern

traveller Hap Wilson shares accounts of his lifelong involvement with wilderness living within

the Canadian Shield. A park ranger, canoe guide, and environmental activist, Wilson takes the

reader on a journey through natural settings ranging from austere to mysterious and

breathtaking.

From BooklistIn five decades as an award-winning reporter, Davis witnessed changes in news

gathering and the politics of race and sex. Born to a poor black laundress in a hardscrabble

Louisiana town, she migrated with her family to California during the Depression. Poverty and

an unstable family life caused her to miss an opportunity to go to college and to take refuge in

early marriage. As a young wife and mother, she stumbled into freelance reporting for Jet and

Ebony. Taking every random assignment and learning all she could, she moved on to radio and

television, along the way meeting and interviewing celebrities, including Bill Cosby, Nancy

Wilson, James Brown, Martin Luther King Jr., Huey Newton, Angela Davis, Michael Jackson,

and Alex Haley. Her strong connections to the black community made her an asset as the

media covered the social unrest, riots, and cultural revolutions of the 1960s. Davis chronicles

her own struggles and political awakening as she pushed against the boundaries for women

and minorities in journalism to become the first black female news anchor on the West Coast. --

Vanessa Bush --This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition edition.Review"Davis is an

engaging, likable personality with an inspiring story. Recommended for any reader interested in

journalism, history, or gender and race relations in the United States."—Library Journal,

January 2011"An engaging memoir that includes not only a fascinating childhood and coming-

of-age in the deep south and the Oakland projects, but also involvement in some of the most

important happenings of the mid-20th century." —School Library Journal, February 2011“I was

not asked to write a blurb for Up from Slavery, War and Peace, or The Fire Next Time, but

gladly I can say Never in My Wildest Dreams is a very important book. No people can say they

understand the times in which they have lived unless they have read this book.”— Dr. Maya

Angelou“Never in My Wildest Dreams is the fascinating account of a pioneering black woman

and her tumultuous but triumphal march through a turbulent era. Overcoming one obstacle

after another, Belva Davis covered some of the most explosive stories of our era—and became

one of most trusted news professionals in the business. Her story is a unique version of the

American Dream, and her book is an honest, insightful, and utterly riveting memoir of a shared

and personal journey.”— Senator Dianne Feinstein“Never in My Wildest Dreams shows what it



really takes to succeed as a black woman in the journalistic world in America. A must read.”—

Willie L. Brown, Jr., Chairman and CEO, Willie L. Brown Institute“Belva Davis has lived this

country’s history as only a brave black woman could and has witnessed it as a journalist with a

world-class head and heart. I don’t think it’s possible for anyone to read her words in Never in

My Wildest Dreams without becoming a better and braver person.”— Gloria Steinem“After a

friendship of over 30 years, it’s astonishing to find from this revealing, heartbreaking, and

inspirational book that I knew so little about the profound and historic forces that shaped

Belva’s life.”— Phil Bronstein, Editor-at-Large, Hearst Newspapers"Davis is an engaging,

likable personality with an inspiring story. Recommended for any reader interested in

journalism, history, or gender and race relations in the United States."-- Library Journal

Review, David Gibbs, Georgetown Univ. Lib., Washington, DC, January 2010“An engaging

memoir that includes not only a fascinating childhood and coming-of-age in the deep south and

the Oakland projects, but also involvement in some of the most important happenings of the

mid-20th century.”-- School Library Journal, February 14, 2011--This text refers to an alternate

kindle_edition edition.Book DescriptionNever in My Wildest Dreamsis a memoir with a

message. Raised in a dysfunctional family in Louisiana and the San Francisco Bay area, Belva

Davis rose through the black radio industry, became the first black female reporter west of the

Mississippi with her hiring at KPIX, and eventually anchored KQED’s “Evening Edition,” the

station’s nightly news show. Overcoming personal and career obstacles, Davis reported on

some of the era’s most explosive stories, including the rise and fall of the Black Panthers, the

Jonestown massacre, and the Moscone/Milk murders. The book also recounts Davis’s

interviews with world leaders, including Fidel Castro and three U.S. presidents. --This text

refers to an alternate kindle_edition edition.About the AuthorBelva Davis is a history-maker, an

award-winning journalist, and a pioneering feminist. She has traveled the world reporting on

politics, terrorism, racial and gender issues, and the role of art and culture in increasing human

understanding. From her hardscrabble beginnings in the Deep South during the Great

Depression, she broke into journalism and made the move from segregated newspaper and

radio work, becoming the first black woman hired as a commercial television news reporter on

the West Coast. She has anchored at three major network affiliates—CBS, NBC, and PBS—

and currently hosts a highly respected political affairs program on KQED-TV in San Francisco,

the most watched public TV station in the United States.Vicki Haddock is a longtime Bay Area

journalist. She was a senior writer for the “Insight” analysis section of The San Francisco

Chronicle, as well as a reporter and later an assistant city desk editor for The San Francisco

Examiner. Before joining The Examiner, she was chief political writer for The Oakland

Tribune.Foreword Author Bill Cosby is an American comedian, actor, author, television

producer, educator, musician and activist.--This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition

edition.Excerpt. © Reprinted by permission. All rights reserved.“What the Hell Are You Niggers

Doing in Here?”I could feel the hostility rising like steam off a cauldron of vitriol: floor delegates

and gallery spectators at the Republican National Convention were erupting in catcalls aimed

at the press. South of San Francisco, people were sweltering inside the cavernous Cow

Palace, which typically hosted rodeos. In July of 1964 it offered ringside seats for the breech

birth of a right-wing revolution.My radio news director, Louis Freeman, and I lacked credentials

for the press box—actually we knew that some whites at this convention would find our mere

presence offensive. Although Louis was brilliant and had a deep baritone voice and a

journalism degree, his first boss had warned Louis he might never become a radio reporter

because Negro lips were “too thick to pronounce polysyllabic words.” But Louis, whose

enunciation was flawless, eventually landed an on-the-hour news slot on KDIA-AM, the Bay



Area’s premier soul-gospel-jazz station; and he was determined to cover the convention. It was

said that the national press was flocking to the GOP confab to “report Armageddon.” Louis

wanted to be at the crux of the story, relaying to our black listeners all the news that white

reporters might deem insignificant. I was the station’s intrepid ad traffic manager, a thirtyone-

year-old divorced mother of two, who had no journalism training. No question Louis would have

preferred a more formidable companion: I’m delicately boned and stand merely five foot one in

stockings. But I was an eager volunteer. More to the point, I was his only volunteer. And I was,

in his words, “a moxie little thing.” He had finagled two spectator passes from one of the black

delegates—they made up less than 1 percent of convention participants. So there we were,

perched in the shadows under the rafters,scribbling notes and recording speeches, mistakenly

presuming we had found the safest spot to be.Day One of the convention had been tense but

orderly. GOP organizers had strictly instructed delegates to be on their best behavior for the

television cameras, and they had complied.Day Two would be different. Day Two was starting

to spin out of control.Indeed, the “Party of Lincoln” was ripping apart before our eyes. Arizona

senator Barry Goldwater, a flinty firebrand whose ruggedly chiseled face would have rested

easy on Mount Rushmore, had tapped into a mother lode of voter anxiety about Communism,

crime, and especially civil rights. His followers came prepared to jettison the party’s moderate

wing, and they were spurred on by Goldwater’s fantasy of sawing off the Eastern Seaboard to

let it float out to sea. The press noted that he could win the nomination by coalescing the right

and attracting fringe groups such as the John Birch Society and the Ku Klux Klan, and

reporters were openly questioning whether the party was on the verge of being taken over by

extremists.So when former president Dwight D. Eisenhower stepped into the spotlight at the

podium, I leaned forward intently, hoping the avuncular Ike would provide a soothing balm of

rationality.Indeed his speechwriters had crafted a temperate address that gave nods to free

enterprise, a denunciation of violent radicals on the left or right, and even benign praise about

America’s progress on civil rights. But Eisenhower had personally and uncharacteristically

inserted a couple of poison-tipped arrows into his script, and he let the first fly straight at the

press: “Let us particularly scorn the divisive efforts of those outside our family—including

sensation-seeking columnists and commentators—because my friends I assure you, these are

people who couldn’t care less about the good of our party.”The Cow Palace erupted in jeers,

boos, and catcalls. Fists shot up in the air and shook angrily in the direction of the press box

and broadcast anchor booths. The convention’s contempt for even the most respected

reporters of the day was palpable—when professorial John Chancellor of NBC News refused

to surrender his floor spot to the dancing “Goldwater Girls,” security guards brusquely carted

him out, prompting him to wryly sign off with “This is John Chancellor, somewhere in

custody.”Eisenhower, meanwhile, wasn’t finished. “Let us not be guilty of maud lin sympathy,”

he bellowed, “for the criminal who, roaming the streets with the switchblade knife and illegal

firearm, seeking a helpless prey, suddenly becomes, upon apprehension, a poor,

underprivileged person who counts upon the compassion of our society and the laxness or

weakness of too many courts to forgive his offense.” Without actually uttering the word

Negroes, the former president spoke in a code that needed no translation for those white

Americans who regarded black people as an encroaching threat. Eisenhower, whether he

realized it or not, seemed to be granting permission to the whites’ prejudice and hatred. I

suspect he was unprepared for the deafening applause, cheers, shouts, and honked Klaxons

that ensued.Louis and I warily locked eyes, neither of us willing to outwardly betray a hint of

alarm. Next on the agenda were controversial platform amendments on civil rights. We had a

job to do.The satirist H. L. Mencken once observed that a national political convention often is



as fascinating as a revival, or a hanging: “One sits through long sessions wishing heartily that

all the delegates and alternates were dead and in hell—and then suddenly there comes a

show so gaudy and hilarious, so melodramatic and obscene, so unimaginably exhilarating and

preposterous, that one lives a gorgeous year in an hour.”Mencken, of course, had the luxury of

being white. We did not. For Louis and me, the next hour would indeed feel like a year, but a

grotesque one.First, the entire Republican platform was read aloud—a tedious ploy to delay

any ugly debate over amendments until the prime time viewing hour would be past. At 10 p.m.

the first amendment was offered, condemning radical zealots such as the KKK and the

Birchers. Liberal establishment icon New York governor Nelson Rockefeller, whom Goldwater

had defeated for the nomination, rose to speak in the amendment’s favor. “These extremists

feed on fear, hate and terror,” he said, as a cacophony of boos began to rise from the crowd.

“They encourage disunity. These are people who have nothing in common with Americanism.

The Republican Party must repudiate these people!” Enraged at him, the Goldwater crowd

interrupted Rockefeller twenty-two times in five minutes, drowning him out with shrieks,

noisemakers, a bass drum, and the rebuking cry, “We want Barry! We want Barry!”While the

Goldwater organization tried to keep its delegates in check on the floor of the Cow Palace,

snarling Goldwater fans in the galleries around us were off the leash. The mood turned

unmistakably menacing. Even eminent campaign historian Theodore White abandoned the

arena for the relative sanity of the trailers outside; he would later write that although no one in

the Goldwater organization and few on the delegate floor remotely qualified as kooks, “the

kooks dominated the galleries, hating and screaming and reveling in their own frenzy.”Suddenly

Louis and I heard a voice yell, “Hey, look at those two up there!” The accuser pointed us out,

and several spectators swarmed beneath us. “Hey niggers!” they yelled. “What the hell are you

niggers doing in here?”I could feel the hair rising on the back of my neck as I looked into faces

turned scarlet and sweaty by heat and hostility. Louis, in suit and tie and perpetually dignified,

turned to me and said with all the nonchalance he could muster, “Well, I think that’s enough for

today.” Methodically we began wrapping up the cords to our bulky tape recorder and packing it

and the rest of our equipment into suitcases. As we began our descent down the ramps of the

Cow Palace, a self-appointed posse dangled over the railings, taunting. “Niggers!” “Get out of

here, boy!” “You too, nigger bitch.” “Go on, get out!” “I’m gonna kill your ass.”I stared straight

ahead, putting one foot in front of the other like a soldier who would not be deterred from a

mission. The throng began tossing garbage at us: wadded up convention programs, mustard-

soaked hotdogs, half-eaten Snickers bars. My goal was to appear deceptively serene,

mastering the mask of dispassion I had perfected since childhood to steel myself against any

insults the outside world hurled my way. Then a glass soda bottle whizzed within inches of my

skull. I heard it whack against the concrete and shatter. I didn’t look back, but I glanced

sideways at Louis and felt my lower lip begin to quiver. He was determined we would give our

tormentors no satisfaction.“If you start to cry,” he muttered, “I’ll break your leg.”It took an

eternity for us to wend our way through the gauntlet, from the nosebleed rows of the arena

down to the sea of well-coiffed whites on the ground floor. Security guards popped into my

peripheral vision, but I knew better than to expect them to rescue us—that wasn’t a realistic

expectation for any African American in 1964. Louis and I pushed through the exit doors and

into the darkness of the parking lot, dreading that our antagonists might trail us. When at last

we made it to our car, we clambered inside, locked the doors—and exhaled.Later I would learn

that the smattering of other blacks inside the Cow Palace suffered their own indignities. San

Francisco dentist Henry Lucas was ejected twice from his seat. Oakland real estate

entrepreneur Charles J. Patterson, then vice president of the Alameda County Republican



Central Committee, was denied his rightful place at a luncheon and discovered that none of the

white Republicans there would even meet his gaze. “There was no one to complain to,” he

would say. “The major press seemed scared of the Goldwater people.” The Tennessee

delegation cited race as its reason for refusing to grant a vote to its sole black delegate. And

another black delegate walked out with holes singed in his best suit after a bigot sloshed him

with acid.Jackie Robinson, who had attended as a special delegate for Rockefeller, almost

came to blows with a white delegate—whose wife held him back to stop him from attacking the

baseball legend. “Turn him loose, lady, turn him loose,” Robinson shouted, ready for retaliation

himself. The next night, Goldwater would accept the GOP nomination and proclaim his

signature line: “Extremism in the defense of liberty is no vice.” Although ample evidence exists

to show that Goldwater personally was not racist, he had allied himself with those who were.

And he would go down to defeat in a landslide, carrying only six states: aside from his home

state of Arizona, all were in the Deep South. His campaign, however, set in motion an electoral

realignment because a huge number of Southern whites abandoned the Democratic Party for

the GOP. His campaign also laid the foundation on which actor Ronald Reagan, having

charmed the 1964 convention with a passionate speech on Goldwater’s behalf, constructed a

conservative “Reagan Era” that would dominate the 1980s and beyond. As for Jackie

Robinson, he would always recall the GOP Convention of 1964 as one of the most

unforgettable and frightening experiences of his life. “A new breed of Republican had taken

over the GOP,” he wrote. “As I watched this steamroller operation in San Francisco, I had a

better understanding of how it must have felt to be a Jew in Hitler’s Germany.”That night, as

Louis and I drove back to our station—our hearts still thumping and our ears ringing with

echoes of the pandemonium—I was lost in thought. I contemplated the loss of President John

F. Kennedy, who had been the first real hope for black people until he was cut down by an

assassin’s bullet. I recalled how only two weeks before, President Lyndon B. Johnson had

signed the Civil Rights Act to prohibit racial discrimination. I thought about James Chaney,

Michael Schwerner, and Andrew Goodman, three idealistic civil rights workers who vanished in

Mississippi that summer; their murdered bodies would later be found buried in an earthen dam.

And I thought about how much easier it was to change federal policy than it would be to

change the hearts and minds of America.All too many white Americans refused to believe the

harsh truth about race relations in their own country. Too many turned a blind eye to the

prejudices great and small that polluted the air African Americans had to breathe every day.

Hatred was a powerful force. But I wondered: could it ultimately withstand the power of the

press? Journalists were beginning to bring the stories of black Americans out of the shadows

of the rafters and the alleys and the backwoods, out of the sharecropper plots and the inner-

city ghettos, and into the light of day. They were reporting on the cross burnings and water

hosings, the beatings and lynchings, in vivid details that the public could no longer ignore.I

wanted to be one of them. I wanted to broadcast the reality of my community to those who

could not otherwise imagine it, to fill in that missing perspective. I wanted to do work that

mattered. I wanted to tell stories that changed the world. And if it was then inconceivable for a

petite, soft-spoken black woman to ever become a journalist—much less an Emmy-winning

television reporter and anchor—well, chalk that up as just one more thing in the world that was

about to change.Fast forward almost a half century, to November 2008—another pivotal

presidential contest. Again, the Republicans have nominated a senator from Arizona. Again,

the GOP convention has featured jeering demonstrations in support of “real Americans” and

against urbanites and “media elites.” This time it’s the Democrats who have nominated a

candidate once known as Barry, although he now prefers his real name, Barack.Don’t ever let



anyone tell you history doesn’t have a sense of humor. Against all odds, the Democrats

nominated Barack Hussein Obama, a Harvard-trained former community organizer and law

professor, and the freshman U.S. senator for Illinois. His mother was white and from Kansas;

his father was black and from Kenya. Obama became the Democratic Party standard-bearer by

defeating its presumptive nominee, former first lady turned New York senator Hillary Clinton.

Further proof of history’s twisted wit: in high school she was one of the costumed “Goldwater

Girls,” from the tip of her cowboy boots to the top of her straw hat, emblazoned with the

chemistry pun “AuH20”—Au for gold, H20 for water.As for me, I’m in another car driving

through the night, lost in thought. The world has changed in ways I never could have

envisioned. I have been a reporter for almost five decades and fortunate to report on many of

the major stories of my lifetime. I’ve talked with five presidents. I even interviewed Goldwater in

his later years, when he had grown repulsed by religious fundamentalists seizing the reigns of

the right away from more libertarian conservatives like him. I’ve been awarded eight local

Emmys and a Lifetime Achievement Award from the National Academy of Television Arts and

Sciences. In my seventies, I continue to host a weekly news roundtable and special reports on

KQED-TV, one of the nation’s leading PBS stations. My children are grown and launched into

the world; and I’ve been happily married for more than four decades to Bill Moore, one of the

country’s first African American television news cameramen.Bill and I arrive at Harris’s

steakhouse in San Francisco, where an election-night dinner party is underway, hosted by our

close friend and California’s senior U.S. senator, Dianne Feinstein. We’ve talked about whether

the nation could possibly elect its first black president. I don’t allow myself to think it will really

happen.We mingle and finally sit down to dinner and try to follow state-by-state returns,

although television reception is poor. From time to time, Dianne rises, regally clinks her knife

against a glass to catch our attention, and announces the latest development. Prospects

appear promising for Obama, but I refuse to let myself celebrate before CNN projects him the

winner.Even when the projection is made it is unbelievable. The sound is muffled—should we

check another channel?But no one else is hesitating. Nearly a hundred guests applaud, and

more than a few jump up and down and whoop for joy. As I look around, I realize that fewer

than a handful of those present are black. A lump swells in my throat, and I lean toward Bill to

tell him I feel an irrepressible urge to speak publicly. He looks puzzled for a moment.“Go on

then,” he encourages with a nod.So I turn to Dianne at the next table and explain. Again she

clinks her glass: “Everyone please be quiet—Belva’s got something to say.”The words do not

flow as much as spill out, while a movie starts to unreel itself in my mind, revealing all the

highlights of my life. I tell them about my father and his big dreams. I tell them how my father

was denied the right to vote; my uncle was threatened with tar and feathering; and the men of

my family were ridden out of Louisiana on a rail. I tell them about my mother, the silent sufferer

all her life—working in laundries, cleaning Southern Pacific trains, polishing silver for tables in a

dining car where she could never dine. I talk about people, such as Louis, who had borne so

much with dignity.Not that long before, I was asked to leave news conferences because no one

believed I was a real reporter; and Bill was prevented from crossing police lines to get his

camera shots because no one believed he was a real news photographer. We had been

among the first of our race granted television jobs in the United States.Now, as I squeeze Bill’s

hand tightly and wipe away tears, I speak about the promise of America that we clung to all

these many years, and how on this night that promise feels fulfilled. I want these prominent

people to know that we are all witnessing a miracle—not only in politics, but in the lives of

people such as me.For several seconds after I finish, no one in the room makes a sound. Then

applause begins slowly and builds. Some people are wiping away tears. Others move to



embrace me or Bill or anyone else nearby. Then the real party begins.A tall, young black man

has been handing Dianne notes about the vote count all evening. I don’t know Christopher

Thompson, who is her D.C. chief of staff, until he introduces himself to me and requests a word

in private. I follow him to a quiet corner in the hallway. As soon as we face each other, he asks,

“Can I give you a big hug? I just have to touch another black person tonight!” And we throw our

arms around one another in a moment as tender as it is profound.Deep down, I suspect that

this glorious glow will fade into a more complex reality. Every progressive step in America

seems to evoke its own backlash. In the same way that Brown v. Board of Education and

passage of the Civil Rights Act helped spawn the reactionary rhetoric of the Goldwaterites, so

too will Obama’s election trigger angry Tea Party movement protesters branding him “un-

American” and clamoring to take their country “back.”Yet I choose to remain hopeful. Over the

years I’ve followed my mantra—a note I wrote to myself years ago. Its message applies to the

fate of Belvagene Melton Davis Moore from hardscrabble Louisiana, and to the Obamas and

Oprahs and Christophers of the world, and to all who follow the arc of history as it bends

toward justice. It begins like this: “Don’t be afraid of the space between your dreams and

reality...” --This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition edition.Read more
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To know that one’s trail possessions are packed easily in two loads over the shoulders lightens

the burden of care and the want of excess.

INTRODUCTIONOne smooth path led into the meadow, and here the little folk congregated;

one swept across the pond, where skaters were darting about like water-bugs; and the third,

from the very top of the hill, ended abruptly at a rail fence on the high bank above the road …



— Louisa May Alcott, Jack and Jill, 1880As a kid growing up in rural southern Ontario, I was

privy to the numerous trails surrounding the Summit View Golf and Country Club, about forty-

eight kilometres north of Toronto. The trails date back to the 1920s, and when my parents

bought our house — a heavily treed lot across from the golf course — one of the old ski trails

passed through our property. silver birch trail was stamped on a diamond-shaped piece of tin,

nailed, of course, to a silver birch tree. The tree had grown considerably since the sign was

nailed up and was pushing the tin outwards, like butterfly wings, and the printed name was

barely discernable. The trail led away from the driveway, not far from the front door of the

house, and up a flight of stone steps built to adjust to the steep slope of land that had been

bulldozed away some years past.Up until I had moved there from the outskirts of Toronto, my

life had been confined to paved suburban streets, sidewalks, and the school tarmac. And there

was the monthly walk to the Willow Theatre on Saturdays where we would watch double-

feature Buck Rogers films for fifty cents, stopping along the way to explore the numerous

housing developments evolving out of what vacant land was left. Luckily, we had our

grandmother’s cottage to escape to in the summertime. Here there were trees, at least,

beneath which there were acorns scattered on the ground to collect, low-branched maples to

climb and build forts in, and pine trees that proffered fallen dead sticks to brandish as swords

and provide kindling wood for the cottage stove.Across from the cottage road was the dark

forest; impenetrable, menacing, glowering, yet strangely beautiful and beckoning. There were

no trails to follow so we kids didn’t go there. When my father started producing survival films for

the Department of Lands and Forests in the late 1950s, he had hired a Native woodsman from

the Curve Lake Reserve to work on the film with him. His name was Charlie, and everything he

did was magic. He was the first real “Indian” I had met, and he was not at all like the ones on

television. When he wasn’t working with my father on the sets, Charlie would spend time with

my brother and me, showing us how to paddle a canoe, light a campfire, boil water in a

birchbark bowl, and most importantly, how to blaze a trail where there was none. He told us

that most people look but don’t see and that’s how they get lost in the woods. Being lost

terrified me.Charlie took us across the cottage road and into the woods to look for a stand of

birch trees some distance away. He went about marking trees with a small axe. “A blaze,” he

would say in quiet commentary “on both sides of the tree so you can find your way back,

wassakwaigaso mitig.” He blazed the trees with a deft swipe of the axe, one downward cut,

then a right-angled chop to sever the wood chip, revealing the white meat underneath.

Sometimes the trees would bleed sap, which was a good thing Charlie had said, because it

protected the tree from infection, like a scab over a cut. He blazed the trees at fifty-foot

intervals, and when there were no trees, just saplings, he broke one and bent it in the direction

he was going (or returning), leaving it pointing like an arrow. Charlie said we’d never get lost as

long as we kept our eyes open and remembered what we’d seen, and turned around every so

often to see what it would look like on our way back out. “Look at the clouds!” Charlie

exclaimed. “Feel the wind,” he would say with a sweeping motion of his big hand. “They’ll talk to

you and show you the path.”Look. See. Pay attention to detail —the art of seeing. The outdoors

was like a classroom; you didn’t get your knuckles rapped with the pointer when you weren’t

paying attention, but the natural world did hold you accountable for your actions. I was only six

years old then but the time spent with old Charlie, the Anishnabe woodsman, triggered

something in my own head that stuck — a bit of old magic that helped me peer into a whole

different world.The best thing about moving north out of the city and into the country was the

collection of trails near our house, like the Silver Birch Trail, and it didn’t take long for me to

explore every one within the first week. I learned that there were absolutely no boundaries, that



there would always be a trail somewhere that would lead to someplace I hadn’t been before.

And when there was no visible trail, I would remember what old Charlie had told me — that the

path always appears ahead of you as soon as you put one foot in front of the other.This

anthology of stories is about the wilderness trail, both in the physical sense and, perhaps, as a

metaphor for a different path of life that leads us away from the familiar. A trail always leads

somewhere, regardless of whether it was human or animal in design. A beaver path up a slope,

which I have often mistaken for a portage trail, usually ends abruptly no more than fifty metres

from the shore. To the beaver, the trail terminates at a copse of prized birch trees, and the clear

path back to the water means a quick retreat from predators — a wolf, perhaps. For me,

carrying a heavy canoe and pack over my shoulders, it was a mild annoyance, but it served its

singular purpose well for the beaver.Deer paths through the forest often take advantage of

gutways, bench-cut ledges, and areas of light undercover; basically, following the path of least

resistance. I have often built trails along deer runs for this very reason; however, unlike the

deer, skiers and hikers do not require a clear, straight trail for the purpose of escaping

predators.In the low-lying wetlands, moose will leave a visible trail between ponds and lakes,

evidenced by hoof-trough, browse-cuts on willow and alder shrubs, and bark-rubs from antler

and teeth marks. These trails are often used as portages and have never required the hand of

man to keep clear, save for the occasional removal of a deadfall tree brought down by wind,

age, or snow load.Within the treeline areas of the Far North, caribou leave trails with little

apparent care for linear predisposition. Pathways often braid in and out of spruce groves but

eventually do arrive at a common river-crossing point or funnel onto a sandy esker — the latter

being a sand ridge left by retreating glaciers that now serves as an elevated trailway for both

caribou and their predators, the tundra wolf and man. The Sayisi Dene of northern Manitoba

and Saskatchewan, unlike the woodland Nations to the south and east who travelled by canoe,

followed the sinewy eskers on foot and crossed rivers at strategic locations, usually in pursuit

of the caribou. They would bury their dead atop esker trails because it was the only place the

summer sun would thaw the permafrost deep enough to enable them to excavate a hole. Thus

the trail defined the life essence of the Dene in finite terms — their struggle for survival

oftentimes amorphous, dependent wholly on the harmony and reliability of the trail.The Ojibwa,

or Anishnabek, of the eastern woodlands used an interconnecting webwork of summer and

winter trails called the nastawgan. These ancient trails still unite heart and soul with the spirit of

the landscape. And it is with this landscape that most people are vaguely familiar and where a

great majority of adventure-seekers find recreation and solace. And yet there are those who

continue to defy the natural order of things. Nature — the wilderness — in all its resplendent

beauty and magnetism remains intractable. Entering its realm with an imperious attitude

shrouds our ability to enjoy fully the benefits celebrated in an untouched world. Living

harmoniously is unachievable and life becomes an act of mere survival … and survival is for

angry people.Survival is the art of staying alive. Whether we are in our familiar environment or

attempting to find connection with Nature, survival knowledge is essential but not necessarily

the mantra that leads us to nirvana. Survival skills comprise but a small percentage of what is

actually needed to live comfortably in the wilderness. It all depends on what trail you want to

follow; the path is not always a clear one.There are many ways to die in the wilderness. In an

age where “survival” shows dominate the airwaves, we tend to fixate on our relationship with

Nature in a purely combative way. The true meaning of the “art of survival” and ultimately our

aspirations of “living” comfortably within the confines of Nature, of wilderness, are muddled by

our perceptions as defined by television and its hedonistic personalities. Not that I have all the

answers. I do, nonetheless, have stories to share that may help to affirm that Nature can be



neither beaten nor tamed — that our place in the wilderness is simply a logical adjustment to a

simpler lifestyle. The correlation between the wilderness trail and our actions eventually

becomes our destiny.
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