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 AUTHOR’S NOTES




On June 7, 1967, two men, Jim Brady and Abbie Halkett were flown into the Foster Lakes country of Northern Saskatchewan to prospect mineral claims for uranium occurrences. Both men, residents of the village of La Ronge, were qualified prospectors with years of bush experience. Their employer, Pre-Cam Exploration and Development, sent a supply flight in on June 16, nine days after they had been dropped off. No trace of their presence was found on Middle Foster Lake at the designated camp site. Their camp was located farther to the southwest on Lower Foster Lake, but there was no sign of the two men.

An intensive search was initiated to locate Brady and Halkett involving Company personnel, local inhabitants and the RCMP. Despite the finding of a number of potential signs, the searches were unsuccessful. 

The pilot who had flown them in was unfamiliar with the territory and later reported he had landed them at the wrong lake.

Intermittent attempts to solve this mysterious disappearance have been undertaken over the past five decades, the last search being in 2019.

The consensus of local opinion and of many of those involved in the investigations is that the two men were murdered and their bodies were weighted and dumped into Lower Foster Lake.




In 1967, I was employed by Great Plains Minerals, a Calgary company, as a geologist. In September of that year, I undertook to map, prospect, and collect uranium samples from areas defined by an airborne radiometric survey on the Company’s Permit No. 1. The prospect area surrounded a small unnamed lake just over a kilometre northeast of the northeast (top) end of Lower Foster Lake, upon whose shores I located my camp. A resident of LaRonge was hired to cook and look after the camp. I spent four weeks in the field on this project. I was aware of the disappearance of Brady and Halkett at the time but was unfamiliar with the details. When I asked the cook what had happened to the men, he suggested they had been killed and dumped in Lower Foster Lake.

I named the small lake where most of my work was located as Jenny Lake, after my daughter. The name stuck and served to be a reference point for further work on the Permit

This novel, Jenny Lake, is a work of fiction and bears no connection with the actual events that occurred in the area, except for supplying me with a story plot.




For an excellent treatise on the Brady/Halkett disappearance and subsequent searches, I refer the reader to the non-fiction title ‘COLD  CASE  NORTH’, b y Michael Nest, Deanna Reder, and Eric Bell.
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Map from Saskatchewan Assessment Report 74 A 11 – NE – 0017: Jenny Lake Geological Evaluation, Nov. 22, 1967 by Guy B. Allen for Great Plains Minerals Ltd.
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                                       CHAPTER 1




The plan started to form in the mind of Lucien Veneau the minute he picked up the piece of gold-bearing rock from the muskeg south of Jenny Lake. He had been playing with a few ideas of how to rid himself of this partner even before they started on the prospecting trip into the wild country north of LaRonge, Saskatchewan. He had been obliged to mentor this Richard kid as part of the financing deal he had arranged with the young man’s father. From day one, he had regretted it; the kid was an idiot. He knew nothing about working in the bush and even less about prospecting. Lucien could tolerate him when there was nothing at stake. It was the kid’s family that bankrolled this trip, hoping they would find a mine, but mostly they were counting on the older man teaching their son how to survive on his own away from his family and friends. After a week in his company, Lucien didn’t expect to achieve that goal. 

The glitter that had caught his eye was from tiny flecks of gold deposited in small fractures throughout a loose piece of granite. Gerard was about fifty yards ahead of him and was unaware of Lucien’s discovery. He slipped the samples into his pack and searched around quickly in the matted mass of wet vegetation for any more fragments. His fingers dug out two more pieces of shiny stone. Satisfied that the area warranted detailed prospecting, he picked up his pace, slogging through the marsh to catch up with Gerard, who was now moving briskly on higher and dryer ground.

“Where do you think we should start staking our claims?” Gerard asked. “You said those maps showed the right kind of rocks here, and that fellow in the bar the other night told us this was a good spot. I don’t know. I haven’t seen much rock so far. Have you seen any rock types that look promising? You’re the expert. Like we agreed on with my Dad, you make the decisions.”

Lucien hesitated, deciding how to discourage the kid from spending any more time in the immediate area before he answered. 

“No, we’ll go farther south to where we are sure to find more rock exposed and look for the right kind of geological conditions. There’s no point in rushing into this just to accumulate a bunch of claims. We need something with potential value to justify the money your folks are putting up. Let’s go on and see what we find. We have a couple of weeks before we need to radio for a plane to bring in more supplies or to take us out.”

The two hiked along the granite ridge for almost two miles before Lucien called a halt. It had been easygoing, but he could see the kid was getting frustrated that nothing exciting was happening. When he figured they were far enough away from the mineralized area, Lucien eased his way down the slope and began to chip away at a fractured granite zone that ran along the side of the ridge.

“This has possibilities,” he said, even though he could see no evidence of gold. “Notice the tiny crystals of pyrite along these fractures. There could be some associated gold values, as the two minerals often occur in the same zones. We need to collect many samples and send them out for assay when we return to the city. We’ll go back a couple of hundred feet and start to run our claim lines along this ridge. There is not enough daylight left to do much staking and make the trip back to our campsite. To speed things up, we’ll just cut, trim, mark the posts, and put the tags on. We can blaze the lines when we come back. Tomorrow we can tear down our camp, bring it down here, finish the staking and do some serious prospecting.”

After they had cut and peeled some claim posts for three pairs of adjacent claims, the sun was beginning its descent in the western sky. The return journey took them along the ridge, around the muskeg, and across the lake. The trip used up the rest of the daylight hours. On the way, Lucien considered his next move. He had no intention of bringing his companion back into that area, but he wasn’t sure how he could go about discouraging the young man from returning. He would have to get Gerard out of the picture first and then come back sometime later and cover the muskeg with claims. He was excited to think of what treasure might lie under that swamp. By the time they had reached their camp, Lucien had formulated his plan. It was not foolproof, and any number of things could go wrong, but if it worked, no one would hear again of Gerard Richard and Lucien Veneau.

They had built their camp over the previous two days. A ten by sixteen canvas prospector tent served most of their needs. Lucien had shown Gerard how to prepare a cooking pit by lining a hollow in the earth with stones and covering it with the iron grate they had brought along. He showed the young man how to store their food in a cache high enough off the ground beyond access by bears. Their aluminum freighter canoe provided an adequate means of transportation on the lakes and rivers.

That evening in camp, Lucien faked an illness. He forced himself to throw up and caused serious concern in the mind of his impressionable younger partner. He bemoaned the pain he was suffering and lamented the possibility he might not be able to continue their search. The next morning Lucien appeared to be worse. He reported feeling feverish and suffering severe abdominal cramps. He hinted at the possibility of a ruptured appendix. Gerard was frantic, fearing that his partner would die, and it would leave him trying to figure out how to get home.

“I think we have to call for a plane to come in here. I need to go to the hospital. Set the radio up and contact LaRonge Aviation.”

Lucien had replaced the live batteries during the night with some old dead ones. His voice seemed to be getting weaker as he instructed Gerard how to make the radio call. The young man tried all morning, getting increasingly frustrated with each unsuccessful attempt. By nightfall, he was in a state of panic, afraid of the consequences of his partner’s condition in the morning.

Lucien stayed in character and carried his charade into the next day, increasing his partner’s concern.

“What are we going to do?” The young man asked. “How are we going to get help? How are we going to get out of here?”

Lucien appeared to give the problem serious thought and replied, “The only thing I can suggest is for you to take the canoe and make the trip up to the Mission. It shouldn’t take more than three or four days. You can use their radio to call for a plane. Take enough food and the other tent. I’ll look after myself as best I can until you can bring help. I know I am too sick to make the trip.”

“I don’t know how to get to this Mission, and I’m not very good with the canoe. I don’t think I can make it. I’ve never done anything like this before.”

“You’ll be fine,” Lucien assured him. “Just follow this chain of lakes which runs northeast to the settlement,” he said as he pointed out the route on their map. “Stay on the main lakes. There are only a few short portages.”

Gerard studied the map, his mind flooded with doubt, but Lucien’s condition and the lack of any alternate plan convinced him he had to try and get help for his partner.

Lucien thanked him when Gerard agreed to this course of action. Everything so far was working as planned. He had no desire for Gerard to make it to the Mission. He knew he could convince him to make the trip, so the previous night he had doctored some of the food supply with poison they had brought along to kill troublesome bears. Lucien helped the young man package the food but appeared too weak to offer further assistance in getting him launched. He watched with a smile on his face as Gerard set out on his journey. 

Lucien was anxious to get away, but he needed to wait a few days, fix the radio and call for a plane to fly him to Yellowknife, where no one would recognize him. LaRonge was too risky. Although their stay in that town had been brief, they had met enough people in the bar, the Government office, and the aviation company that someone was sure to recognize him if he returned so soon. He was concerned that search parties would be out looking for them in a few weeks, especially since they had indicated they would be radioing in every few days. Hopefully, he would be back home by the time anyone became concerned about their apparent disappearance. He would, in fact, truly disappear. He left all evidence identifying him as Lucien Veneau in a tin box in a hole he had hollowed out under a rock within their tent enclosure for his last piece in the puzzle. Anyone who came looking for them would find it and assume he had perished. From that moment, he reassumed his true identity as Claude Rioux, with a valid passport and Quebec driver's license. To completely set the scene, he felt it necessary to destroy the camp in such a manner as to indicate there had been some argument or fight. He took the tent down, broke up a few poles and scattered the firepit rocks around the site. He tore up some of his clothing, scattered it in the bush and left the rest of their supplies and food where somebody would easily find them.

Three days later, his call to Yellowknife brought in the flight that carried him back to civilization.




Despite his lack of experience, Gerard made good time on his journey by paddling hard, day and night. A couple of times, pure exhaustion put him to sleep, and he awoke to find the canoe had washed up on a gravel bar or wandered into a side channel. Each time he proceeded to get back on course and move toward his destination. Concern for his partner’s welfare kept him travelling as long as there was light from the sun or moon to guide him on his way. By the evening of the second day, he felt himself weakening. Since he hadn’t eaten much up to that point, he decided he needed a good solid meal to keep up his strength. That evening he boiled some lake water and feasted on two of the freeze-dried dinners. He travelled by moonlight that night, but he had become seriously ill by the next day, too sick to continue. He struggled to move the canoe to the end of a small lake in the chain, where he spotted an old trapper’s cabin in the woods. He was so weak he could barely walk by the time he made it to the cabin door. 

“I need some rest,” he thought. “I can’t keep going at this pace. I’ll just have a short nap. I really don’t feel well. Maybe I caught whatever Lucien has.”

Gerard managed to haul his gear up from the boat and throw his bedroll on an old frame inside the dingy cabin before he passed out. Later that night, he awoke from a frightening dream. He was drenched in sweat, and his body felt like it was burning up. He fell back into a deep sleep and never regained consciousness. His decayed remains were discovered later in the year by trappers.





                                 CHAPTER 2


Early that August, I was in the process of getting organized to prospect some claims south of the Foster Lakes for some well-financed clients of Marty Kalloch. It was a basic first-stage program. One of the old-time local prospectors reported gold mineralization and had convinced some Alberta oilmen with too much money in their pockets to buy in. Neither Marty nor I had much confidence in the prospect based on our knowledge of the area and the prospector's credibility. But a job was a job. Marty had hired Rollie Sabreau to go in and set up a camp for me a couple of weeks before I was to fly in. Fortunately, it was a one-man job, so I didn’t have to babysit a crew in addition to evaluating the property. I figured I would require about a month to cover the entire claim block adequately. It was a bad year for bugs. I wanted to complete the job as soon as possible and get out of there. I wasn’t aware of any other activity in the area until later when I found the unfinished claim posts to the west. It was a puzzling discovery.                                                                        


Reuben Delevaux was getting tired of working for other people. For most of his seventy years, he had tramped the bush cutting line, staking claims or just running a camp, always for someone else. This present job was tough to take. Circumstances had forced him to hire on with Marty Kalloch’s crew. He was broke. Last year, he bought a trapline from his cousin, who had made enough income in ten years of selling pelts to retire. Reuben had been excited with the potential for making big money on his own for a change, but somehow things just hadn’t worked out the way he expected. The environmental backlash over killing animals for their hides to supply the fashion industry had started in Europe and quickly spread to North America, resulting in a sharp decrease in the demand for beaver, muskrat and mink pelts. Coupled with a severe winter, which had decimated the wild animal populations, it had set up a perfect storm for failure. Consequently, Reuben hadn’t made sufficient money to cover expenses and had to borrow enough from his son-in-law to make it through to spring. When Rollie signed on with Kalloch, he urged Reuben to do the same so that he could be repaid.

He was feeling sorry for himself this evening. He had spent the past month cutting line through some of the toughest bush he had ever seen, and it had rained almost every day. He spent the evenings drying out and trying to keep warm. Now, with ten days off and back in town, he was determined to occupy this break time drunk and try to forget the past month. Going to the hotel bar each evening when he was home was becoming a habit, but he believed it wasn’t such a bad habit, the way things were going. Most of the days, this early in the evening, there was just him and old Skinny Ross slopping down the suds. Skinny was always there. Reuben didn’t like the older man and, most of the time didn’t even acknowledge him when he arrived. He knew that if he even said ’Hello,’ Skinny would start talking at him and wouldn’t shut up. This evening he needed to be alone and try to think things through and sort out his future. He pulled out an old envelope from his pocket and tried to balance out the money he would earn from his present job against what he would need to survive the rest of the year. At first glance, it didn’t look good. As he was thinking this over, a couple of strangers sidled up to the bar next to Skinny. They started questioning him about favourable areas in which to prospect for gold. Reuben didn’t recognize either of the two men, but he picked up on the French-Canadian accent. The older man did most of the talking. He was in his sixties, lean and tall, with a full head of gray hair. His features were sharp, and he was dressed in new, expensive bush garments, although he left the impression through his speech and mannerisms that he was at home either in a company boardroom or the wilderness. In his late teens or early twenties, the younger man was nondescript, with a demeanour that somebody would soon forget, and he had very little to say. 

Reuben listened to the conversation, which was mostly a collection of Skinny’s old stories and ideas. He had heard them many times before. One bit of information, however, did catch his attention. During the evening, he learned of a mineral showing that Skinny had supposedly  found but was too ill to go out and explore any further. Reuben made a note of the Jenny Lake location, and even though he was on this job for Marty Kalloch, he had enough time left on his break to check out the showing. He packed enough gear for a few days and took off the next morning in his canoe, heading for a spot on Lower Foster Lake, where his son-in-law, Rollie, had set up one of Kalloch’s satellite camps for me. He stayed overnight with Rollie then headed for Jenny Lake country. While he was prospecting southwest of Jenny Lake, he saw where the two Quebecois, who had been in the bar talking to Skinny, had started to stake claims.

Since the posts had not been tagged or appropriately marked, and there was very little line-blazing, Reuben figured they had abandoned the job, and the ground was still open. He prospected in detail all along the ridge but found nothing but a few pyrite pieces and some copper stain. He was confused about what the two were starting to stake, but he stayed in the area
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