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It is certain that our party watched with much anxiety as a very leaky boat left 
Narrow Camp, loaded to well above the gunwale with all our kit, soon after 8.00 a.m. 
on Saturday 19th August, 1939. It is equally certain that we were more than grateful 
(and relieved) when Steel and Tickler safely brought the craft to the shore at 
‘Dardanelles’, at the same moment as we ourselves arrived there. This saving of a 
little under two miles march, loaded, enabled the party to reach the barrens, a 
matter of 600 feet, in two hours, fairly fresh. 
 
There is no doubt, too, that the special allocation of rations per man was a great 
success. Under this system, each man carried three meals in separate bags, each 
meal weighing ten pounds. Thus, only a limited number of boys had to unload at 
each meal. The credit of this arrangement is entirely due to Dr. Carlisle. Another 
innovation was that the pemmican was minced before leaving on the Long March, 
and forced into oatmeal and cocoa tins. Half of one of the latter (3 lbs.) being rather 
more than sufficient for one meal. 
 
We camped a mile N.W. of Island Pond, and very soon, found the value of 
competition in tent pitching. On this occasion ‘The Quins’ were the first pitched. 
 
Next morning, Sunday, found us with a visibility of under 50 yards, but leaving Island 
Pond to the southward, we marched on a line parallel to Little Grand Lake, crossing 
the river which drained Island Pond into the Lake some 30 yards above the falls, 
which we judged to be 50 feet high. 
Shortly afterwards, we put up a cow moose, which galloped away, putting up some 
Canada geese in a nearby pond. That night, we camped on a narrow neck of land 
between a string of lakes. We were unlucky in these lakes, and, in fact in most of 
those by which we camped, in that they were seldom more than three feet deep, 
and invariably the bottom was strewn with sharp stones. 
 
The following morning, Monday, we climbed the ridge directly to the south of our 
camp, afterwards to be known as Beacon Hill. It is doubtful if a more magnificent 
view could be obtained from both this point, and Turning Point Hill, lying 
approximately 2 miles further south -east, which we reached an hour and a half 
later, over clear barrens and rock outcrops. 
 
We were actually able to see Peter Snout, some 45 miles distant on a bearing of 
235, and, away northwards (353 deg.) what may afterwards prove to be the Lewis 
Hills on the west coast some 25 to 30 miles away. 
These hills showed a broad horizontal streak of what gave every appearance of 
being snow, lying a short distance from the summit. It would be most interesting to 
hear if there is a quarry in that locality, of whether it was actually snow which was 
visible. 
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From Turning Point Hill, there were magnificent barrens stretching some ten miles to 
the south -west and beyond, and to the south, over heavily wooded country, the 
‘Annies’ were clearly visible, though it was difficult to place their extremities, owing 
to the large number of parallel ranges. 
 
We should now explain the naming of Turning Point Hill, on which the ‘Quins’ 
erected a beacon. It was here realised that, owing to the densely wooded nature of 
the country between us and the mountains, it would not be advisable to try to reach 
them by that route. As will be seen later, a far easier route would appear to be via 
the open valley of Little Grand Lake and Picture Lake. 
 
That evening, we camped on a shallow river, the bottom of which was covered with 
freshwater mussels, and the Doctor’s opinion that these were not edible, was not 
popular.  
(We have since been informed that these shellfish are delightful if well-boiled!). At 
any rate, a vigorous search for pearls left the camp looking as if the Walrus and the 
Carpenter from ‘Alice in Wonderland’, and not a P.S.E.S. party had spent the night 
in that spot! 
 
In the early hours of Tuesday morning, a moose wandered into our camp, on its way 
to water, causing some alarm to a certain member of the expedition who was bent 
on the same errand! 
 
Following the river from Mussel Creek, we reached some falls leading to a lake 
across which we all had to wade, in order to cross a river running out of the lake. We 
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made good progress, and camped between two ponds, thickly covered with water 
lilies, in which we bathed. 
 
The fifth day out brought much disappointment to the party, who were now in fine 
fettle, as Bicket went down with a septic heel, which later turned gangrenous. The 
Doctor’s decision was that we should proceed as directly as possible towards home. 
So, with a mile northwards of Bottle Lake, and perhaps our nearest point to the 
‘Annies’, we turned homewards. We had our first shower of rain, and the day was 
much colder. Gillies, however, did his best to warm the party on a surprisingly good 
brew of myrtle tea! 
 
On the sixth day, as Bicket’s foot was worse, we felt it imperative to make for the 
head of Little Grand Lake, where it was our intention to build on which we could float 
the invalid and an escort. Getting a bearing of the Scar (66 deg.), a vertical white 
stone marking, about 50 feet long, and adjacent to Craggy Peak, we camped 
nearby. 
 
The next day, Friday, thanks to a really good job by the two cooks – Bicket, who 
more than pulled his weight during this trying time, and Burt – we breakfasted at 
6.45 a.m., and leaving camp on 332 deg., at 10.00 a.m., reached the edge of a 
precipitous ravine, 600 feet high, which proved to be the head of Little Grand Lake. 
It was impossible to descend this cliff, so the Leader and Macready went ahead to 
find the shortest, and easiest route for the invalid. It was found necessary to double 
on our tracks, and eventually, the whole party reached Lake Head at 5.00 p.m. 
Imagine our astonishment at finding a tent already pitched, what was more 
important, a host. This was a great relief. 
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Saturday, our eighth day out was a day which perhaps we will always remember. It 
was our first contact with civilisation, and brought news of the grave European 
situation to us, over 80 miles from the nearest habitation.  
First, however, all credit to poor old Bicket, who had been in real pain for four days. 
Atwood, our Sea Scouts’ representative, and Edwards volunteered to row the invalid 
the nine miles back to Narrows Camp. They did this in the lucky boat, and were 
back in seven hours with the impending war news, which was a real shock to all of 
us. 
 
The evening was spent planning how best to use the remaining four days, and it 
was decided to divide into three parties; one to explore the falls on the north side of 
the Lake, and to remain in the camp as a guard, a second party, lead by Balston, 
were to follow the Campbell trail, and, finally, two tents, composed mostly of the 
‘Bisto Kids’ and the ‘Nursery’ were to do a forced march up the river south easterly. 
 
By 8.30 a.m., ten of us were away on 140 deg., and following the wide boulder-
strewn river, we reached some magnificent falls, some 100 feet high, by 11.45 a.m. 
where we lunched, and caught the first fish since leaving Base Camp. After lunch, 
on the same bearing, we marched along the southern edge of a lake set with small 
islands, with clumps of Scots Firs upon them, and covered with water lilies. This lake 
has been well-named Picture Lake, and, in our opinion was one of the most 
beautiful lakes we had come across. 
 
Following the valley for perhaps two miles, we camped by the river. It should be 
noted that this valley gave all the appearances of being capable of cultivation or 
grazing, being well-covered with a coarse grass not previously seen. There were 
signs of large numbers of caribou and moose, which had recently been disturbed, 
and were apparently in herds of a dozen. 
 
We spent the tenth day in climbing Craggy Peak, a quarter of a mile from our camp, 
in order to get a good idea of the country to the east, and obtain satisfactory 
observations. 
 
Climbing through some good straight timber, the majority of which were coniferous, 
strewn with boulders mostly more than10 feet in diameter, we reached the summit 
and were well rewarded. We were able to glimpse the nearest end of the Lake. 
(Note: the valley remained open as far as far as the lake in question) i.e.t he next 
one up the valley. Approximately 50 miles on 114 deg. across some ten miles of 
barrens, we fixed either Mr. Joshua, or Mr. Higgins’ Look-out. 
 
On a bearing of from 105 to115 deg. was a range of mountains some forty miles 
distant, which, it was generally felt, were Notched Mountain and Halfway Mountain, 
which although shown as separate mountains on the I.P.P. map, appear as one 
range with a rugged top, practically horizontal. This point might easily be verified 
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from Buckan’s Mine which, according to the map, is shown as barely seven miles 
from the hills mentioned. 
 
The next day we marched back to Lake Head. The only usual event was the 
extremely hard white frost which greeted us at sunrise. The water was frozen in 
cups left outside camp, and all clothes, boots etc. were frozen hard. All flies and 
mosquitoes were also killed! It is presumed that the exact temperature may be 
obtained by comparing with temperatures taken at Base Camp. 
 
On arrival at Lake Head, we soon found out that the Campguard party, consisting of 
Adamson, Burt, De Burg, Dowden and Edwards, had put in first-class work in 
making a compass traverse of the falls on the north side of the Lake. They had, in 
fact, climbed to the head of the falls, and obtained a view of the valley above, more 
than this being impossible owing to the heavily-wooded nature of the country. 
 
Our last day, the twelfth – 30th August, will certainly be remembered by all the Long 
March party as the heaviest day, and certainly reflected the grit of every member. 
Leaving at 9.00a.m., after obliterating all objectionable signs of our stay, we worked 
our way rapidly along the rocks on the lake edge. At 11.30 a.m., all were soon 
drenched, and the going on slippery rocks became very difficult. We soon found it 
easier march in the lake above our knees, with our boots full of water. 
 
The party seemed to gain in good spirits and determination as conditions became 
worse. Although we have seven miles to go, having only covered two miles, to reach 
Narrow Camp, the whole party unanimously voted for pushing the whole distance, 
rather than camp in the rain. 
 
Suffice to say that, at 4.00 p.m. we marched into camp, having covered the nine 
miles in seven hours including all stops, and lunch! Thus completing 45 miles in 
eleven marching days. 
 
Two facts stand out for future reference. Firstly, it would appear that the best  way to 
reach the north –east end of the Annisopsquotch mountains latter point was reached 
in two days, a distance of fourteen miles, and was, in fact, within a mileof the 
furthest point reached on the first section of the Long March in five days.   
 
It is our considered opinion that Craggy Peak could be reached in one day, if an 
outboard motor boat was available for taking the heavy kit to Lake Head camp. We 
look forward to hearing of great achievements in this direction, and with such 
splendid team work as we had, and more experienced leadership, it should not be 
too difficult to reach the ‘mountains which are easier to go round’. 
 
To conclude without a word of real appreciation to Doctor Carlisle for the arduous 
work of ‘Cine Man’ coupled with detailed work on compass traverse and bearings 
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would be a serious omission, and it is good to know that the result of his work will 
remain both on the map, and in colour film. 
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