
SIXTY YEARS OF CANOEING WITH SALLY by Roger Urbaniak 

It is hard to believe that Sally and I have been together for more than fifty years now.  Sally is the name I 
gave to my canoe when naming boats after women was fashionable.  Sally acquired a fair number of 
scrapes and dents over fifty years and is now starting to show her age.  I am sure that if she could talk 
she would say the same about me.  Once a large tree limb flattened Sally to the ground and I thought 
her lost.  Fortunately, aluminum frames have memory and a well-located jump brought Sally back to life, 
a little shaken, but otherwise fit.  Owning my own canoe has allowed me to access places that I couldn’t 
otherwise get to.  Visits with nature without the noise and distraction of an outboard motor allow for a 
more pleasurable and realistic experience. 

Early in my teen years I saved money from my paper route and purchased Sally for the then hefty sum of 
$75.  Sally was an attractive 18-foot Aero Craft canoe with built in web seats.  Once I found that Sally 
could be carried on top of a car with the use of a car top carrack, and that I could lift her onto the car 
myself, we set out to tour the world together.  When I left for college in Michigan’s Upper Peninsula, 
Sally went too. Together we tested white water streams while others, more sensible, used kayaks.  We 
both survived, but at times our survival seemed to rest on the outcome of a coin flip.   

I purchased my first racing paddle in Michigan many years ago, hoping that with it I could compete in 
races.  I soon discovered that I did not have the speed or endurance of the top athletes.  With the aid of 
my racing paddle I was able to maneuver my canoe quickly and efficiently.  I practiced J strokes, hunter’s 
strokes, and a variety of strokes that would turn my canoe quickly or slowly as situations required, in 
either calm or white water.  Moving to the center of the canoe and staying low when paddling against 
the wind allows me to keep my course.  To show off my paddling skills, Sally and I still run the obstacle 
course near Foster Island, either with a partner or just the two of us.  Contrary to what you may have 
been told, the person in the rear (stern) controls the canoe and is responsible for it going straight.   

For many years I owned a VW sedan and would use it to transport Sally.  When all 18 feet of her was 
loaded on top, Sally awkwardly protruded over both front and rear bumpers like some strange beast 
belonging on a carnival midway, but we always arrived safely.  When canoeing by myself on a river, my 
strategy was to drop off the canoe at the start point, drive to where I wished to stop, park the car and 
hitchhike back.  Somehow the image of a slightly balding adult in cutoffs carrying a canoe paddle must 
have elicited sympathy, as I seldom waited long for a ride.   

Rivers had lots of interest when seen from the vantage point of a silent canoe and provided relaxing 
travel when using the current.  Silent travel allowed for frequent wildlife sightings and even the 
occasional skinny dipper was caught off guard while cooling off during the summer.  Once we even 
helped to rescue a dairy cow that had lost its footing and slid into the river near Fall City.  The river 
current and depth where the cow had slid in made it afraid to move.  I located the farmer who owned 
the cow once we completed our trip and he happily came to the cow’s rescue.  The very next week we 
recovered a canoe that had been stolen, which eventually led to the recovery of a companion pickup 
truck by the Sherriff’s department. 



Occasionally, during December, Linda and I decorated Sally with battery powered Christmas lights and 
ventured off into the dark to join much larger boats enjoying caroling from Seattle’s Christmas Ship.  
Watching fireworks on the 4th of July from Sally can also provide unique viewing.  Each new outing is still 
a treat.  Recently however the lifting and carrying Sally has caused me to strain.  If and when Sally’s 
weight simply becomes too much, I decided to hire someone to help me.  We may both be getting older, 
but with careful planning there should still be plenty of fun trips ahead of us.   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



SECRET LAKES REMEMBERED by Roger Urbaniak 

There was a time in Washington when huge trout could be taken on every cast and when only a few of 
us knew of the fishery.  Irrigation runoff made available to farmers after construction of the major 
Columbia River dams began to slowly trickle back down the slopes towards its river home.   A little south 
of Wanapum Dam and just east of the Columbia River, natural bedrock formation detained the irrigation 
water and gradually formed three new lakes.  Nunley, Bobby and Lenice were linked by both 
underground and surface streams.   The naturally contoured chain stretched for 5 miles.  Much of the 
overflow water leeched into Crab Creek, eventually returning to the Columbia near Beverly.  For many 
years the lakes were not recognized in fishing pamphlets or other state maps. Almost from their 
beginning trout roamed the lake and reached monstrous sizes by feeding from the food rich waters.  
These lakes became our secret fishery. 

My buddies Emery, Pete, George, Joe, Dave, Richard, and Gary introduced me to the lakes in 1970 by 
whispering that huge fish could be caught with every cast and inviting me to join them in the party.  
They determined that it was time that I should learn about Washington’s exceptional trout fishing and 
elected to introduce me to the best one first.   

Fishing gear, including waders, and later float tubes, were tediously carried nearly a mile.  There were no 
formal roads to the lakes plus a railroad track needed to be crossed along the way.  This strenuous hike 
through sagebrush and sand sometimes determined how many of these huge fish we decided to keep.    

In the early years bait fishing was allowed and it was very effective.  Before the invention of power bait, 
we used egg hooks impaled in a miniature marshmallow and tipped with cured salmon eggs provided 
the same function.  We knick-named our assembly “Trout Sundays”.  It kept the bait away from the 
weedy bottom, in easy view of the ravenous trout and the scent of the dissolving marshmallow 
attracted them.  It seldom took more than 15 minutes to have a three to five-pound trout inhale our 
offering and begin to fight us for its possession.  More than one leader was broken in the process.  We 
won our share of those battles once we learned how to finesse the larger fish.  Basic equipment back 
then consisted of a small ultralight rod and reel.  When my first fish was hooked, it headed for the 
middle of the lake until the line ran out and broke.  Once I quit shaking, I discovered that I had just 
become hooked on Washington trout fishing.     

Regulations for the lakes were later modified to allow only barbless hooks and artificial lures.  For a 
while, we grumbled over the change, but eventually we learned how to take fish with wet flies (Cary 
specials) and my favorite-Teeny Nymphs.  Green and black colors seemed to work best.  Hip waders 
were used to propel our casts over the weed beds and out to where the heavy fish cruised.  Three to five 
seconds was allowed to sink the fly and then it was gently jerked to shore by mending the line, until it 
was taken by a fish.  We occasionally used float tubes, but winds in the area often curtailed their use.  
Most fishing was just after the season opened since by mid-June it became too warm to fish.  By then 
trout became soft, picked up an algae taste, plus rattlesnakes, horse flies and other insects became 
serious distractions.   



Lenice, Merry and Nunley are popular to fly fishermen today and the lakes are still well used.  There was 
a time however that we had them all to ourselves and caught huge trout with almost every cast.   We 
kept the secret as long as we could.     

 

 

 

 

 


