
 

August 1-8, 2017 
 
Team: Barry Flanders, Adam Gudbrandson, Mark Rozeveld, Peter Flanders, Case Flanders, 
Emily Krogman, Mary Flanders, Ben Krogman, Katrina Fryling, Anna Scheerhorn, Allison 
Church, Josiah Coffman, Luke Flanders, Josiah Krogman 
 
Day 1 – Allison 
 
          Deny. Take up. Follow. 
          There’s something about stepping into the unknown that can cause a person to conjure 
up fear. That’s how I felt standing on the access to Shall Lake, not completely sure what 
emotions to feel. There’s something humbling also in being new – being surrounded by people 
who know what to do and what to expect while you stand there clueless. But we set off down 
Shall Lake and I felt surprisingly peaceful. I could hear Jesus’ words in the back of my mind: 
“deny yourself, take up your cross and follow me.” 
          It began to rain – actually pour – shortly into our journey. I’ve never heard thunder so loud 
and felt so close to it – there’s something about it though, that leaves you in awe, marveling at 
the work of God. We continued on paddling through the wind, and the rain, and the thunder and 
the lightning. Some would say it was adrenaline, and maybe a little bit, but there was a 
surpassing sense of God’s presence and strength as we went through that storm. Eventually we 
stopped at a campsite to let the storm pass – probably a good idea considering our metal boats 
and paddles. Shortly after this we came to the portages. Though the first day, it was nowhere 
near easy. We had seven portages overall. My partner was incredibly gracious and encouraging 
through it all – and I realized that you learn a whole lot about a person (or they learn a whole lot 
about you) when under extreme pain. Yet I kept hearing Jesus’ words, “deny, take up, follow” 
over and over again and felt like I now had just the slightest bit of understanding of how Jesus 
felt as he carried his own cross. However, at the end of that long day, there was sweet joy and 
fellowship in sharing a meal around a fire, knowing each of us had a hard day, yet all survived 
and made it. It was easy to get caught up in focusing on the hard things of the day, but to take a 
step back, the simplicity of no phone calls to answer, no emails to respond to, no to-do lists of 
the day, just the beauty of creation and being with 14 others who love Jesus and are in pursuit 
of Him, already made the day worth it. And I’m sure the days to come will prove the same. 
 
 
 



Day 2 – Katrina 
 
          Since I’m belatedly recalling the events of our second day on Pilgrimage, some things 
may blend together. It’s been a challenging time certainly, but it’s been clear that God’s hand 
has been over it all. Day two involved paddling across the Opeongo and the portages to get to 
different parts of the lake. It’s amazing how easy it is to get lost in the monotony of paddling 
along for hours, but once you look around at the scenery about you it’s a good reminder of how 
incredible God’s creation is. There were a few occasions that I got lost in it to the detriment of 
my steering, but it was well worth it! It was good to press into some longer portages and come 
out the other end. I’ve felt the Lord’s strength on these trails, enabling me to find a joy that 
doesn’t make sense if based on the outward circumstances. Anna Flanders was a blessing to 
have as a partner and singing together and talking on those trails made the time pass by so 
much faster.  
          We all reached our campsite in one piece. Dinner consisted of penne with 
cheese and tuna. Very good indeed after a day of hard work. After an evening of talking around 
the fire we went to bed to get rested for a longer and harder day in the morning. 
 
Day 4 – Barry 
 
          A day for the ages! Not only for distance covered, but for awesome displays of nature’s 
power. After leaving Happy Isle Lake early in the morning and nailing monster portages in and 
out of Red Rock Lake, we entered the terminal, or shall I say eternal, back and forth of the Crow 
River… into Little Crow Lake… into Big Crow Lake… and then back and forth on yet another 
stretch of the Crow River! All of this brought us into Crow Bay, but not without haunting (but 
distant) thunder, and occasional downpour that was truly awe-inspiring… even scary in it’s 
volume and sound/sight as they hit the river around us.  
          But then… As we began going through Crow Bay to get to our destination, Lake Lavielle, 
somebody looked back and said “Look what’s coming behind us.” Low and behold behind us, 
coming quickly and menacingly was a powerful, dark, low-flung storm front that made us paddle 
like scared loons! Well, we decided just to get to a place on Crow Bay, a smallish campsite, and 
get off.  
          Before we arrived the front seemed to be going over us, the Bay being fairly calm. But 
then, just as Case and I arrived at the campsite in our canoe, gale-force winds overtook and 
blew us right past our landing point. We made another way to get out of the water… and all the 
canoes got out onto land just as the brunt of the storm was bearing down.  
          We set up tents in record time and rode out the storm, learning several days later that 
tornadoes had touched down in the area. I will not soon forget the sights and sounds of this long 
day… or the glory of the Lord’s creation and power, and his provision–just in time–for a bunch of 
tired pilgrims.  
 
 
 
 



 
Day 4 (Solo Day) – Adam 
 
          Today we camped on a peninsula of Crow Bay; unexpectedly. Last night our journey 
was cut short by about 45 minutes due to an ominous storm overhead. However, God 
allowed us to set up camp before the rain started coming down. We slept for a few 
hours until the rain stopped . . . but that was last night. Today is Solo Day which means 
a day to rest, read, sleep a little and enjoy God in His creation.  
          Something that I feel God has shown me today, or reminded me of, is that I allow people 
to enable me, especially when it comes to leadership. I allow others to step up and take the lead 
while I step back and lead-not. I’ve seen this this week at the absence of some key leaders’ 
presence on this trip. This means I need to lead . . . it means I have a bigger opportunity to . . . I 
always need to lead and stay close to God and serve Him no matter who is around. But the 
beauty of this realization is that I can grow up into a more open and honest man who is able to 
lead, but who is focused more on walking with God than on anything else. Leading well is a 
direct result of this fact/way of life. 
 
Day 5 – Anna 
 
           We started out from our God-appointed campsite on Crow Bay this morning. The sun 
was finally out and there were some absolutely gorgeous islands on display as we paddled into 
Lake Lavielle. Sculptures made of dark brown-black roots, brilliantly bright green leaves, and 
great gray rocks arranged on a dark lake against a backdrop of aquamarine sky were a 
breathtaking delight. “Just think, we’re probably the only people who will ever see this” Emily 
said of an island we were gliding past. It was something special between us and God it seemed. 
We wondered at the fact that all this beauty could exist just because God wanted it to, and it all 
seemed to hint to us of the greater beauty and mysteries of the awesome God we serve, also of 
his great love for us that we could have the pleasure of seeing his creation like this.  
          We made it through Lake Lavielle into Hardy Bay and paused as a group to pray together 
for the Body back home who would be taking Communion about then. We continued on from 
Hardy Bay to Dickson Lake, pausing once more to pray, eat and gather ourselves before 
entering what we affectionately call the “Trail of Tears.” Unfortunately this signaled a now 
familiar chant to begin rolling through my mind: I can’t do this. My partner and I had gotten 
confused about the order of the portages and so it was by accident that I took the longest 
portage of the day, but God’s hand was in it. 
          During the portage I fought the strong mental desire to give up, along with the physical 
pain. I usually wasn’t able to keep my mouth shut. Emily began to pray for others on the trail 
ahead of us. As her words sunk in, my mind was finally quieted. I was being shown how weak 
and self-focused I was – how much I needed to lean on God’s promises and ask for his 
strength. 
          When we finally got through the last portage, which was ten times shorter than we had 
anticipated, we were deliriously happy. There was an enormous sense of relief – the 
kind that makes you want to laugh out loud, but above all I was in awe, so grateful to 



God, and amazed at what he had just helped us to do! On this trip, he’s calling all of us 
deeper with his love. 
 
Day 6 – Joe Krogman 
 
          Today has been an eventful day. It began with a peaceful morning. We enjoyed a 
meager meal and talked around the campfire. After cleaning and packing up, we spent 
time, individually, with God and His word. 
          Soon, we were off. We went from one lake to a portage to another lake and to another 
portage and so on . . . The longest portage we did, out of the six done that day, was 
2,400 meters. After some endurance, we reached our destination an hour past noon. A 
week of pain, joy, and fellowship in the wilderness was coming to a close. 
          We packed up and drove away. In the afternoon, we stopped at a subway and 
proceeded to our hotel. 
          Out in the wilderness, it is easier to see why we need the Church body. Without it, who 
will urge us on then we grow faint and weary of fighting the good fight of faith? 
 
Day 7 – Joe Krogman 
 
          We woke up this morning at our hotel, had breakfast and took off around 9-9:30 a.m. 
Barry gave an assignment. We had to write three positive observations about everybody 
on the trip. We also listed one way where we “miss the mark” (sin). After crossing over 
the border we stopped at Cracker Barrel. Back on American soil! 
 
 
 


