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r In Search of 

.Your Own Private Idaho 

Finding a patch of woods along the Salmon River where other 

hum ans fear to tread involves several days of hiking 

By CHRIS BOLGIANO 

D
FENDING our territory - a fir
needle-strewn campsite near a 
lake - wasn't what my husband 
and I had in mind for our trip 
last August to the Frank Church 

River of No Return Wilderness in Idaho, at 
2.4 million acres the largest chunk of protect
ed wild land in the contiguous United States. 
Yet there we were in a backpacker's stand
off. It was a cool, rainy afternoon, and we had 
been drowsily reading in our tent when 
voices began to float across the water. Fish
ermen, we figured. Then we heard, close by, 
"Well, if these people don't mind, we'll just 
camp here." 

We popped quickly out of the tent. There 
were eight of them, two of us, and one fire 
ring. "Well, we do mind," my husband, 
Ralph, said as politely as possible. After 
some sullen milling around, they hoisted 
their packs up under their ponchos and 
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trekked back around the shoreline to camp 
about 100 yards away. 

We were seven miles into the Frank, as it is 
called, which comprises a multitude of moun
tain crests averaging 9,000 feet that are 
dotted with azure lakes and sliced by canyons 
through which ripples much of the muscular 
Salmon - the River of No Return. Estab
lished by the Central Idaho Wilderness Act of 
1980, it is wild enough country that wolves 
lope down from Canada to reclaim old 
haunts, just southwest of the site of "A River 
Runs Through It," by Norman Maclean, the 
Montana story in which the art of fly fishing 
is a metaphor for a way of life. We went 
searching for this world of solitude and trout. 

We approached the massive Frank from 
the southeast, entering near Josephus Lake, 
just northwest of the small town of Stanley, 
itself a three-and-a-half-hour drive from Ida
ho Falls. After several days there, we drove 
east and then north along the Salmon River 
Scenic Byway - Idaho State Route 75 and 
United States Route 93 - enjoying the views, 
campgrounds and a hot spring along the way. 
We ended our trip at the Bighorn Crags west 
of the town of Salmon. 

Ralph W. Bolgiano 

Pine trees and firs still outnumber people at Captain Lake. 
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Most of Idaho's mountain roads are un 
paved, and some are pretty rough, but bJ 
careful maneuvering in our subcompac 
rental car we avoided the need for ar 
expensive four-wheel-drive vehicle. ThE 
Frank is penetrated by a surprising numbe1 
of roads, exempted from wilderness designa 
tion (and thus closure) as part of the compro 
mise between the conflicting interests o 
ranchers, recreational guides and miners. 

Josephus Lake was a promising fishini 
spot and a trailhead for the Soldier Lakes 
Because it was just outside the Frank, i 
offered a typical Forest Service campgrounc 
with outhouses and picnic tables, amenitie: 
that are not available in�de the wildernes: 
area. No sooner had I sat at a table than , 
chipmunk astounded me by jumping into ID) 
lap. This aggressive begging was our firs 
hint of human overpopulation. We took ; 
warm-up hike that afternoon to Lost Lake 
and passed three separate Boy Scout troop, 
on our six-mile round trip. But the view wa: 
transcendent: the aquamarine lake lappin1 
at a jumble of boulders blazing white in thE 
sun, the gray mountain topped by a jaggec 
peak. A few magnificent trees stood like 
sentinels on the heights above the forests. 

Most forests in the Frank have never bec1 
logged. Huge subalpine firs and Engelmani 
spruces, lodgepole pines and Douglas firs a re 
common, their limbs often upholstered i1 
lichen and moss, the undergrowth lush wi11 








