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From Walden to Chelan

Twelve years ago my parents bought a summer home on lake
Chelan. We had just moved to Washington State a few months
earlier and became interested in Chelan con a trip through the
area. My family wanted to get out and see what our new
surroundings were like. I was eight years old at the time and
remember being impressed with the diversity and beauty of my

innesota ever since I was two years

new state. I had lived in }
old and had grown aCCus-f o relatively bleak landscapes.
Washington's geographical diversity was an exciting change of
SCEenery.

Lake Chelan was the height of this beauty. On our first
summer vacation to the lake in 1981 I fell in love with it almost
immediately. I was impressed with the lake's immense size and
purity. The water was so clear and deep blue that it hurt my
eyes to look at it for too long. There was not a trace of
pollution in the water or on the shore anywhere to be found.

My father told me the lake was fifty five miles long and
several thousand feet deep in places. The lake was mysterious

and wonderful to me then. I wondered how far north I could

travel in a day, and what beautiful and interesting things I



would see along the way.

My early experiences with lake Chelan were innocent and
pure. I was surrounded by nature and natural things because
my father wanted to keep the cabin rustic. We did not bring
along anything in the form of entertainment and all the time
I was there I would find things to do outside. The whole point
of these trips to me was to get back to nature and find ways

to keep myself entertained without using anything manmade.

kiﬁf@ One of my favorite things to do at Chelan was to go
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of the lake. Fortunately for me there were many large pieces
of driftwood lying all around on cour little beach. In order
to go logging all I would have to do was pick out the best log
to use as a hull, find another smaller log to serve as an
outrigger, and find just the right stick to use as a paddle.

I have to confess that my first bcocat was not soc complex.
On my maiden voyage out to sea I simply rolled a log into the
lake and used my hands and feet to paddle around. This was
not the best way to go logging however because it took forever
to go anywhere and the log kept trying to roll over and put
me in the drink.

After several different designs I finally came up with
a reliable logging wvessel that could really move me arocund.
The hull was a monstrous log that required the help of my father
to roll into the lake, I tied the outrigger onto the left side

of the log with fern stems I found nearby and used my knife



to carve a name intc the hull of my new ship, the S.5. Timber.

It took several hours to find an appropriate paddle for
my new boat. I decided to go all out and find a stick long
enough and with the right shape so that I could use both ends k
to paddle with, eliminating the need to change hands. I also dﬁ
decided to take advantage of a natural defect in the bottom
of my boat, a hole all the way through my hull. I shoved a
sharp stick through the hole to plug it up and to create a rudder
that hung down several feet below the water, for greater
stability.

Paddling around on my very own boat in the middle of lake
Chelan was just about heaven for an eight year o0ld. There was
always fishing and swimming but nothing was guite as much fun
as paddling the boat. The next few years saw improvements to
S.S5. Timber. When I was ten I even added a sail that never
really worked the way I planned. &All I really know is that
when I was at the lake, I was happy. I didn't need video games
or television, just nature.

As the years passed lake Chelan began to transform. More
and more houses and resorts were built, and more people crowded
onto the beaches in the summer. The town of Chelan built
souvenir shops to keep up with the amount of tourists passing
through each year. All these people began to make a spot that
was once so special to me seem ordinary.

I began to worry that I would run out of spare parts for
5.5. Timber because less and less driftwood seemed to be flcoating

in the lake every year. I started a stockpile of good sticks






