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OUTDOOR ADVENTURE - Nl T :
3 by MARK FORSYTHE = : T
| want I'nLF the river nﬁcru.r me .ﬂnd to frJ'LJV"'" = iy
grind ‘fih the infinity: a::rf hgﬁts that break fmm B . 7

4 r urfm,pjnd its de'prhs

-\ _— Rndencﬁ ng BmWﬂ,

YVE JUST IMMERSED MY MASK 1M THE
CANMPBELL RIVERE. A SMALL CUTTHROAT TROLT
DARTS BY. ALL | CAM HEAR IS THE HQLLOW
SOLIND OF MY BREATHING .-\S_{WE_?DFE LIP
ANDLOOWN THE SNORKEL. | SPUTTER H}i GERMY FIRST
b =
[ASTE OF RIVER WATER — IT'S BEEM S8IME "T'EH‘_;’ES SIMCE
MY SNORKELLING DAYS IN BLLIE HAVWAL H.ND."'THUTH BE
TOLD, I'M A LITTLE APPREHENSIVE A ED’J..IT "i_"'!i"l:li"\-l"fl TS
COME: A DRIFT DOWNSTREAM THROLIGH RAPIDS
IN SEARCH OF MIGRATING SALMON.
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@ abave;
Snorkellers
prepare fior
a drift down
the Camplsali

Riwer.

CHTHE BALDR EAGLE QBRSERVING FROM A TREE, THE FOUR OF
s MUST LOOK LIKE OVERSIZED SEALS AS WE FROLIC NEAR
THE SHORELINE TRYING OUT SMORKELS, MASKS, FLIPPERS,
AMD WMEOPRENE SUITS. SHEILA BUCKLAND OF SYRACLUISE,

MEW YORK, POINTS TO A& BAGEL-SLZED FOSSIL EMBOSSEDY OM A ROCK
BEMEATH THE SLIRFACE — ITS DISTINCT COIL SLIGCESTS AMMOMITE. [ SWEEP MY
HAND MEAR T AMD WATCH 140 MILLION YEARS OF CRETACEOUS HISTORY DISAP-
FEAR IN & SWIRL OF SILT. BUCKLAND MUTTERS SOMETHING INTO HER SNORKEL, | lps,”

THIME T8 TIME TO REIOIN OUR RIVER GUIDE,

[amee Turko of Paradise
Found Adventune Towrs has
jusi finished giving us the
rasic rales of river safety,
“Lie flat like Superman,” he
advises. “If vou se¢ 3 rock
coming. put your hands on
it, push vourself up and
aver to the sides. Domn't
stamd (i the maln currenl —
with flippers vou can lose
controf, and there are fish
eggs in the gravel so owe
don’t want to-step on them
And stay away from fisher-
men's hooks. ”

lhe  women  have
removed thelr earrings, lest
the fish mistake those for
fures. Turka now' motlons Us
o the meddie of the rlver
where he floars on a foam
boogie board. "N anvone
necds a rest, just grab these handies. $tay calm, go with the
floaw, and dont fight the rlver”

We ease into the maln current, passing bencath-a log-
ging bridge. The first thing | see underwater is a vellow
alder leal doing piroucttes. Shafts of light illuminale koul-
ders and round srones where Nsh will soon thrash and
"F"'-"J themselves, -;‘I.:p-usjting CEES and SPETM Lo rencw an
ancigesl .;g.-'{‘l_-

Suddenly, a thick wall of pink salmon appears directly In
frant af us — =0 close we can almost louch them, Hundreds
it above and below, parting like a curtain as the river pulls

IUST  us through them. Some are

changing colour from =il

wery green i chalky white,

and the males, or “hump-

are. beginning 0 dis-
play the pronounced hump
on thelr backs.

A wital spawning stream, the Campbell River: draing
| 4ad s e kiloimetres  in iis ey frem L TR}
Island's rugged Interior mounfaing 1 where i1 emplies into
Driscovery Passage. Four salmon species enter the. river
between early july and mid-Octaber exch year. Pinks arrive
during the first or second week of July, coho in mid-August,
generally follewed by chinook in late August. Chums return
in mid- to late September. Steclhead and cutthroat rout are
resldents.

These pinks. back in their home waters -after an 18
month roundirip to Alaska. are preparing for the final push
upriver, drawn by scent to thelr natal waters. Qur group
drifts lazily downstream, soaring over a deep pool where a
wide-bodied salmon hovers — it fooks bigger than my cof-
tee table. With two powerful thrusts of its tall, the mammaoth
I.'|I5-é||'l|'.'ll."'|!|'.‘1 Inie the shadows, My spunlaneous sgueal uf
amagement gets muifled in the snorkel, Similiar sounds
erupl from my rivermates. 1 glance at our guide; Turko nods
with a knowing smile. The legendary chinook are back,

Chinook aumbers plummeted W just 2 couple of hun-
dred on the Camplell and nearby Quingam River in recent
yiears, but habitat resteration efforts by local citizens anc
glving them another chance, Some 7.000 o B.0DO chinook
(called tvee, a Chinook-jargen word for “chiel.” when they
reach 13.5 kilograms) are expected to enter the system this
fall to scrape out nests or redds in the stones and gravel.
This chinook recovery fs tempered by woeful news that the
steelhead stocks are close 1o extinction. Ocean warming?
Habhitat destruction? Overfishing? Mo one really knows for
SLTE,

| hang suspended like a twig In the water, leting the
river carry me [oward the sea. My breathing, which has
slowed to a steady rhythm, accelerates at the sight of whire
foam bolling ahead: rapids. Time to make like Superman,



A FUEr i Rewer gquite silest: it com wevier, aof i very
fettiche e it st I I sewer gailte the same from o
day to the next. It has its own e and betdy aod Ye
crratures It nowrishes are alive and deantifel aiso
— Roderick Haig-Brown
A River Never Sleops, 1948

alf a century ago, Roderick Haig-Brown donmed

a mask and snorkel to explore this river and

observe s salmon By turms wrlter, conggrea-
fignist, My fisherman, farmer, and magistrate, be fved
beside, stdied. and delighted in the Campbell River for 40
YoaTs
' g in ngland, he meved e Brivsh Columbia In 1927
and found work as a logger, trapper, guide, and fisherman,
He fell In love with Vancouver Island and settled alongside
the Campbell Rbver with his wite, Ann. In 1930, They raised
fiour children on their eight-hectare property, tending fruit
frees, a vegelahle garden, cows, chickens, and sheep

Rederick's abiding passion was hes wiriting, He pro-

duced 24 titles ranging from sport fishing to conservation 1o
newels for veung readers. Throughout thelr fives. the couple
IRt J slpwg canmiiment 0 CommdniTy Roderick
was lay magistrate for 33 vears: Ann, a literary scholar and
schoot librarian, opened their home. o woemen In <risls
Roderick died suddenly of & heart attack in 1976, Ann
passed away In 1990, Today, thelr home, gardens, and farm
are a BC Heritage Site, a bed-and-breakiast, museum, and
seminar centre open 1o the public.

@ abowe A what Roderick
Haig-Brosen named the “Line
Fence Pool” on the Camphell
River, fishermen cast for coho
salmon in Seplember 2001,
That fall cawe the best run of
coha in decades and allowed
anglers to keep their catches
rathar than release them.

@ belove Roderick Halg-
Brown's fishing flies are
displayed at Haig-Brown
House in Camphbell River.
















