Hi. I’m Marc, and this is a story.  This past June, I went to the boundary waters. I always seem to have a story to tell after each of my escapades to these mystical waters, and this year was no exception.  I was surprised that I was even invited to this trip, as it is for middle school aged children, and I was going to be in 10th grade.  However, my interest seemed to be too great as I bothered Pip every day I saw him, trying to get into this trip.  Eventually, they agreed to let me (and 5 other kids my age) go. 
Now, I have to admit that riding the bus up made me wonder what I got myself into, because I wasn’t sure if I was physically fit enough to be a leader in my group, or if I had the mental courage to put up with two 8th graders and three 7th graders.  One of the great things about doubting yourself (I don’t recommend it) is that you have the chance to over do what you even thought possible. If I wanted to close out the story right now, I could say that I was more physically fit than I thought, and that I didn’t need to put up with the younger youth of my group, (Ian and Matthew did fight a bit though).

Lucky for you people, that’s not my story.  That was my two paragraph introduction to my story.  The thing that Project SUCCESS doesn’t tell you (and that I forget every year) is that the first thing you do when you get off the bus is canoe to base camp.  My story really begins with a coin toss (that my group lost).  Due to this elegantly fought coin toss (that my group lost), we got the pleasure of waiting for the rest of the groups to paddle in, and then paddling in last, all by our lonesome.  

I think that one of the best things about Wilderness Canoe Base is the knowledge that you get to sleep in a cabin the night before you take off, making for a great, painless, no rocks in back, sleep. Well, all the cabins were full.  When I heard this news, I had to ask our guide, Matti, if he was kidding.  It went like this:

 “Are you kidding?!” said a worried teen.
“No.” said a slightly amused Finnish man.  Things were not looking my way.

He told us that we would have to spend the night in tents. Keeping a positive attitude, he reminded us that these were really nice tent pads. We were all immediately reassured. Or at least our group leader, Chris, was.  Chris was good news for me.  He is a Marine and he looked like the kind of strongman that a group with me in it would need.  At first, however, the rest of my group didn’t seem to be all that huge.  I wasn’t on a trip with the musclemen of America (which was actually fine by me).
No, my group was filled to the brim with excitement; a sleepy, lazy, “Did he say wakeup at 5:00 AM or PM?” kind of excitement.  We were an All Star team of individuals that each had our own super power, and our own Achilles' heel.  We had Matthew, whose power was his weakness. His power was the power of speech. Yes, little Matthew could talk on and on.  When you were bored, you only had to go a couple of feet to quench your undying thirst for something ridiculous or strange that he might put into sentence form.  However, when one says so much, one has the possibility of offending someone, which he did.  
Our group also contained our 2 Hmong speakers who taught many words to us, most of which I forgot.  They were Yer and Isabelle.  Both in the 7th grade (going into 8th) they seemed like the ultimate crime fighting duo, Batman and Robin soon became a thing of the past when one looked at these two young women.  We had Ian, whose strength was… noticing things attacking him.  His weakness was the fabled member of the legume family, the Peanut.  Although Peanuts gave him superhuman, portage doin’, canoe jugglin’, lake paddlin’ strength, they also gave him an upset stomach. 
Our guide, Matti, was perhaps the coolest man to walk Finland.  Equipped only with the coolest of cool, he was one of the Wilderness canoe base’s mountain men.  I knew that he would be there for us all, whether we were being chased by a bear, a mosquito, or a troop of flying monkeys.  He was armed with a bandana, a leatherman, and a pair of Russian immigrant gloves.  He was like Superman, except, he had no kryptonite, or anything.  He seemed immortal.
Then there was a canoe filled with people who were so cool that we almost needed to buy a heater.  That’s right, Danielle, Julia and I, were (together) the best person in the world, with three parts.  We were the 3 Musketeers, 3 Kings of Orient, and the 3 Blind Mice, all in one.  Danielle was the kind of person that didn’t say as much, but always had something to say, and I wouldn’t have it any other way.  Julia and I were made up of 5-7 years (total) of experience that would prove useful to the rest of the group, like this:
“Today wasn’t that bad. We could have fallen down a waterfall.”


When Matti first told us the plan, I thought it looked a little ambitious. Especially since I had done the math and had just figured out that I would probably have to carry something other than the food pack this year.  Yes, the canoes had been calling me for the past 2 years, and I was not answering the phone.  Then this year, I picked it up out of necessity.  The canoes are big and metallic, and have the tendency to be front heavy, back heavy, or just really heavy.  

We woke up on the first day in our tents on base camp, and set out for the day.  We canoed out of base camp, landed, and took a ride in a van.  I would be willing to bet that we were the only group that took off that day that rode in a motorized vehicle.  We secured our canoes to a trailer and got in the Van.  It was slightly relaxing to know that everyone else was canoeing, and working hard, while we were chillin’ in the back of a van.  When we reached Round Lake, we dipped our canoes in the water and took off.  Of my three years, this was the first year in which I was expected to know how to steer, so I naturally looked and acted like I knew how to steer.  I figured it out eventually.

It was this first day that I started to have my doubts about our group.  We had only gone about ½ of the distance that we had planned to go.  This was troubling news, but I took it with a “told you so” attitude. We were broken down after our first day of multiple portages and infinite troubles.  All one can think about is sleep, and sleep we did.  Until that next day broke the horizon…
