
admired the view, and this 
time I was able to identify 

most of the islands (I swear I 
could see the Battle Island 
lighthouse tower through my 

binoculars, though perhaps I 
was just imagining it).  I found 
the Worthington Bay picto-
graphs again, looking only just 

slightly more faded than they 
had the last time I was there.  I 
marvelled at the spring flow 

over Aguasabon Falls and the 
beautiful cascades down Rain-
bow Falls.  I played with the 
cobbles on Schreiber Beach ð 

and said a few words of thanks 
for that brilliant new road that 
allowed me to drive down the 

hill from town.  I scrambled 

rather more gingerly than I 
used to over the talus and 
raised beaches near Lyda Bay 

(my dog Skye is 10 now, and 

For many years I made a twice
-annual pilgrimage to Lake 

Superior to hike on the Voya-
geur Trail.  Then suddenly I 
found myself diverted to other 

parts of the country by various 
writing and photographic pro-
jects.  Several years were de-
voted to Georgian Bay, doing 

research for my Paddling & 

Hiking guidebook, followed by 

a lengthy trip to Quebecõs C¹te
-Nord, Labrador and western 
Newfoundland in 2007, and a 

visit to the Gaspé Peninsula in 
2008.  Now I donõt want you 
feeling sorry for me!  Itõs not 

that I didnõt thoroughly enjoy 
these expeditions.  But at the 
end of each year I felt I was 

missing something. 
 

Lake Superior wasnõt com-
pletely off my radar during that 
time.  In fact, I enjoyed two 

splendid paddling holidays in 
the western region of the lake, 
poking among the islands of 
the new Lake Superior Na-

tional Marine Conservation 
Area.  But not much hiking. 

 
I set out on the trail last year 

almost by accident.  It was 
early spring, and Iõd spent 
some time around Thunder 
Bay, exploring Pigeon River, 

Ouimet Canyon, Kakabeka 
Falls and Sleeping Giant Pro-
vincial Parks.  I was supposed 

to launch from Silver Islet for a 
few days of paddling.  But the 
weather was miserable, and if 
truth be told Iõm getting older 

and more fond of creature 
comforts, and I just didnõt 
fancy another bitter night on 

an isolated cobble 
beach, struggling 

with frozen fingers to 
light the stove for a 
cup of tea in the 

morning.  So off to 
the Rossport camp-
ground I retreated.  
Nice soft grass under 

the tent.  Picnic table.  
Comfort station.  
Flush toilets.  Hot 

showers.  And the 
Casque Isles section 
of the Voyageur 

Trail!  
 

The next few days 
were some of the 
happiest Iõve had in 

ages.  I climbed 
Mount Gwynne and 

Back on the Voyageur Trail - by Kas Stone 
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One of the new signs along Hwy 

17 that promotes hiking on the 

Casque Isles Trail.  

had to be carried part of the 

way).  It was like visiting old 

friends! 

 
Well, the upshot is a feature 
article, òHiking and History on 
the Casque Isles Trailó, that 

Superior Outdoors magazine has 

scheduled for their Summer 
2010 edition.  I hope it inspires 
other people to come and see 

this gorgeous part of the world 
for themselves ð and to support 

the Voyageur Trail Association 
with membership fees and vol-

unteer efforts.  It remains one 
of my very favourite trails, and 
one to which I will continue to 

escape to every chance I get! 
 
Kas Stone is an avid hiker, pad-

dler, photographer and author.  
www.kasstone.ca. 

http://www.kasstone.ca/


In May 1979 Betty, her husband 
Duke, Tom Allinson, Erika and I 

backpacked from the Pic River to 
Oiseau Bay (Pukaskwa National 
Park). There were no bridges across 

the Pic and Willow Rivers and the 
White River was in spring flood, the 
trail under water with some serious 
bushwhacking for our group. Never-

theless it was a memorable trip with 
its camaraderie and the stunning 

panorama. 

Betty had always looked forward to a 
long retirement with Duke who, as 

an Air Force pilot had been away for 
so much of their married life. It was 
not to be, as he died in 1983. Betty 
felt cheated and she was so dis-

traught and needed to mitigate those 
feelings. She asked Tom Allinson, 
always a faithful friend, to accom-

pany her on a bushwhacking trip 
from the mouth of the Red Rock 
River to Hwy. 17 (L.Superior Prov. 
Pk.). It was a trip from hell; it rained 

hard throughout and the terrain was 

formidable but it did help her come to 

grips with what had happened. 

Betty made frequent wilderness trips with 

Robyn, her grandson in the Gulf Islands. 
She was also an intrepid world traveler 

and made friends wherever she went. 

She had vitality, joy and spontaneous 
humor. All eyes lit up when she showed 
up for an outing, she was such good com-

pany.  Betty was fond of the word 
ôelegantõ. Little did she know that we 

considered her elegant; she had class. 

Over the years we sometimes mused that, 
with Bettyõs genes and her laudable life-
style, we would some day see her photo 

on the front page of the Chippewa News 
to celebrate her 105th birthday. The only 
question being, would we still be around 

to celebrate that birthday with her. 

Betty always had a special relationship 

with Canada. Her parents were born in 
Saskatchewan. Betty felt at home here 
and especially during the ôshrubõ years 

when she enjoyed talking politics in a 
country where ôliberalõ was not a four-

letter-word. Until she got quite ill she 
was a frequent visitor, often driving 
home late at night. Even totaling a car 

in a deer collision and losing another 
one with electrical faults which even 
the dealer was unable to fix, you could 
count on her showing up for the Al-

goma foreign films. 

Bettyõs demise was a continuum of her 

life; she aged with grace and died with 
dignity. ôLife goes onõ is more than a 
cliché. We celebrate who she was and 

we are all richer for having had her in 
our lives. 

Ed. Note: Betty Nassoiy was a long-

time member of the Voyageur Trail 

Association and lived in Brimley, 
Michigan. Dieterõs and Erikaõs tale 
truly captures the spirit of this special 

woman and echoes the sentiments of 
all those who had the pleasure to know 
her. We will think of Betty often, and 

fondly. 

 

Betty Nassoiy (1922-2009)  by Dieter and Erica Ropke 
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Betty on a 2002 canoe trip along the San Juan River (ô4-cornersõ 

area of US Southwest). 


