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A LAST LOOK AT A LASTING MEMORY -- Three of the ten North canoes from the 1967 Centennial Voyageur Canoe Pageant rest on a smooth rock shore somewhere in
Quetico Park enroute to Expo 67 in Montreal from Rocky Mountain House in western Alberta. For 104 days and over 3200 miles, 90 voyageurs paddled and portaged
their way across Canada at more than 60 strokes a minute stopping in dozens of remote communities along the way. It was a highlight of Canada’s summer of
national love in the 100th year of our country. We have wanted to do a story on this for some time and now, with the ﬁnal issue of Che-Mun, we talk to Glenn Fallis, who
was on the trip and sterned that Ontario canoe, and take a look inside this incredible adventure starting on Page 10 of our expanded 16 page ﬁnale.

Spring Packet

It is most fitting that we devote our final
Packet to a great friend of the HACC and
Che-Mun. Legendary paddler Cliff Jacobson sent us this the day he got Outfit 159.
We have valued Cliff ’s friendship and
support for many years - and wish him,
and us, both many more years of good
health and paddling.

trails now require a slower pace and
extra care. But I love canoeing too much
to quit, or to even slow down. But in deference to my age, I now look for routes
that have not-too-difficult portages and

I

received your “next to the last”
edition of Che-Mun with sadness
and joy. Sadness because this
wonderful publication will soon fade
away; joy, because there is still one more
issue. Michael, I will always be indebted
to you for “saving my marriage”—arranging the delivery of our “wedding
pack” on the Hood River. Susie was
emphatic that she would not have gotten married without her wedding dress.
Thanks to you, she got it in time for the
show.
Like you, I’m still paddling, though
the long, mean trips of the past are
largely over for me now. I really learned
how much my body has changed on
a recent (June 2014) Kopka River,
Ontario canoe trip. The Kopka is one
of the most spectacular rivers in Ontario. It is among my favorite “tree line”
rivers, and just a day’s drive from my
home in Wisconsin. I had done six trips
on the Kopka and I expected nothing
new. Wrong! The water was more than
four feet higher than my highest previous run. What normally were riffles,
became big rapids; portages morphed
into rivulets. Everything was different…
and dangerous! I discovered that, at age
74, my paddle skills are still on track,
but portaging a heavy canoe and gear
were not. Thank goodness we had some
young bucks to haul the weight. Also,
I have become less sure footed; rugged
2.

So here is where we came in. The 5th (and
final) edition of Cliff ’s classic Canoeing Wild
Rivers has arrived at the same time Che-Mun
leaves which is so incredibly apt because the
first edition arrived when we started Che-Mun.
Cliff has updated this great book which was
our bible for so many of our expeditions and
we are proud to be in it. We later became
friends with Cliff and spent time together every
June down at the Maine Canoe Symposium
for several years - and we found his forgotten
canoe pack sitting in the shed at the airline for
his wedding trip - with the wedding dress in it!
He and Susie have never forgotten that and we
have had a great bond ever since. Thanks again
Cliff for all you are and all you have done for
us and canoeing. Bear hugs to you old friend!

manageable rapids. Here are some of my
favorites:
1. The Rio Grande River, Texas is not at
all like the pictures of it you’ve seen in
western movies. The river flows through
the Chisos mountains in Big Bend
National Park. Huge hills and deep
canyons abound. It is a mountain river!
Camping and open fires (a fire-pad
is required) are permitted anywhere.
There are a lot of rapids on the Rio
Grande, some are huge! Go in January
or February when the water is low and
the whitewater is manageable (Class
I-II+) in open canoes. Come summer,
the rapids will be raging and you’ll need
a covered whitewater boat and precision skills. You can drive to the put-in
and take-out in Big Bend National Park,
Texas. Canoe rentals and shuttles are
available. Nix worries about Mexican
bandits; electronic American eyes are
on patrol! I rank this river right up with
some of the best Canadian routes I’ve
canoed. The river is remote and off-thecharts spectacular. You may need to line
a rapid or two, or possibly make a short
portage. But if water levels are right, it’s
a pure paddle trip with enough moving
water to keep you on your toes. A fair
number of people do one day canoe trips
on the RioG, but only a handful camp
out over-night. You can canoe the upper
or lower canyon sections in a week—or,
two weeks for both. Big Bend National
Park is the most remote park in the U.S.
park system. The hiking and camping
are phenomenal and the canyon views
are stunning.
2. The Steel River is located in northern
Ontario, about 15 miles from Terrace
Bay. It empties into the north Shore of

Continued on Page 14

Editor’s Notebook

A

nd that’s it!
I can put
down the canoe now. After 121
Outfits of Che-Mun
which began in the
fall of 1984 – more
than three decades
ago, I am packing
it in as Editor and
Publisher. And that’s why we are featuring every cover in the centrespread of our
expanded 16 page farewell issue.
I had always wondered how and when
and if I would stop Che-Mun. Or would I
stop first? It began on a whim so long ago.
Nick Nickels had published 10 years of his
small newletter and I asked if he wanted to
sell it a year after he stopped publishing. I
had missed it and felt there was a need for
communication among canoe folks in the
pre-Internet world.
I paid Nick Nickels $300 back in 1984
and got a list of 96 subscribers and a handful of back issues. I also got a bunch of his
trip reports – both government and personal
which I still have and have added to. And
then I started what became my sideline, my
mistress, my constant over three decades. Of
course it was a great way to get our trips in
print. Nick Nickels was not a paddler but we
sure were. And Nick even wrote a couple of
year’s of columns for the new Che-Mun which
I treasured.
Since I worked, and still work, for a daily
newspaper, The Toronto Sun, I had the abilitity to use some of that now-extinct technology to layout a newsletter. I would come in
late at night to get things typeset on rolls of
paper that had to be waxed and rolled onto
a paper flat – a layout mat that contained
everything. Pictures were tricky, I could
shoot and print them but they had to be shot
with a repro camera. I was thankful to the
guys in the back shop for giving me a hand.
A huge change came when electronic
pagination began in the 1990s. You forget
how much manual work was required back
in the day. I do not miss it a bit. I now use
InDesign and it is great. The typos are still
my own creation.
I never had any direct plan for Che-Mun.

It was always sort of organic, reflecting what
I liked and what I thought would interest
fellow northern paddlers. Of course it makes
little sense to produce a publication with no
ads and we did get a few over the years but
circulation was so widespread and diverse
that only national ads made sense and they
were too hard to get.
That meant no real money except from
subscription rates which started at $8 a year.
But having no ads also meant complete
editorial freedom. I could say what I wanted
about any product or thing in particular.
The idea was to boost circulation up to
1000 or more. But we never really got past
350 paid subscribers. I remember Bill Mason
telling me at an early showing of his feature
film Waterwalker, “nobody makes any
money in canoeing.” Bill was right.

A

year after Che-Mun re-started the
HACC did the Journey Across the
Barrenlands aka Morse River Expedition. That gave us a lot of material and it
was a memorable enough project to attract the
attention of CBC’s Morningside radio show
hosted by the legendary Peter Gzowski, a true
Canadian institution. Peter had Eric and I on
and then later in a series of small Canadian
publications they featured Che-Mun and even
one with the four Peake brothers. That’s when
the letters pored in – an exciting time.
Some of the highlights over the years;
letters of support from Pierre Trudeau and
Bill Mason, publishing more info about The
Voyageurs and Eric Morse including an unpublished story by member Omond Solandt,
finding the map of David Thompson in the
British Museum and publishing it here, the
series of stories that ran concerning the tragic

Got Issues?

If you are interested in completing your Che-Mun back
issue collection this might
be your last chance to order
copies. No guarantees they
will be around for long. All
print copies of heritage Outﬁts
are on sale for $5 each which
includes postage. See hacc.ca
for info. Please make cheques
payable to Michael Peake.

deaths of Daniel Pauzé and Susan Barnes who
had purchased our canoe and perished on
while climbing along the upper Korok.
Also the story of the bronze cross commemorating the death of Blair Fraser that
was removed, recovered and replaced along
the banks of the Petawawa River. So many
people to thank. Che-Mun survived and
thrived based on you. So many contributions
and shared stories over the years were what
Che-Mun was all about.
Special thanks to; Cliff Jacobson, David
Pelly, David Thompson, Al Pace & Lin Ward,
Jim Raffan, Roy MacGregor, Jim Davidson
and John Rugge – and many more, some now
gone, and of course all my fellow Hide-Away
Canoe Club members. I am so proud of what
we did, not only the naming of the Morse
River but some exciting and interesting trips
that used our history to propel us along the
trail.
I also note that John Lentz passed away
on January 16. He was a prodigous paddler
and inspiration and I was glad that he got his
book done and his archives transferred to the
Canadian Canoe Museum in time.
And so this is the end of the trail for me.
Usually when you reach the end of a long
carry there is joy and relief. That’s true in
part but there is also some sadness at the end
of all this. I am moving on in life and have
connected with Jenny, a remarkable woman
to whom I can devote my full attention.
My son Tom is now at Queen’s University
and embarking on his own life. And I have
promised myself to write a book about all
this HACC stuff. My goal is only to do it if I
can produce something like Great Heart – so
you may not hear from me again!
I am speaking with a couple of people
who are interested in taking the reins from
me along with 2000 or so back issues and
several file drawers of trips reports, books
and photos. I would like to pass it on and
hope I can but I will not be taking all that
stuff when I move into a condo next year. So
it has to go - somewhere.
Che-Mun first began 42 years ago and has
many more left I think. Just not with me at
the helm. That will feel strange. But I know I
will get used to it. Thanks to all you readers
for your help and encouragement, you were
the reason it lasted as long as it did.
–30–
– Michael Peake
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The HACC Collection

The ﬁnal entry of our four part recap of the major trips of the Hide-Away Canoe Club by Michael Peake

ARCTIC LAND EXPEDITION 1995

T

en years after our 55 day, 1000
mile Morse River trip we had the
chance to do another long one
and found a beauty.
Inspired by two great historic figures,
the acerbic Dr. Richard King who accompanied George Back on his 1833 expedition and noted 20th century surveyor
Guy Blanchet. King had urged a land
route avoiding the large lakes to search for
Franklin’s missing expedition. His route,
from Lake Athabasca was outlined and
partially followed by Blanchet in 1924 but
he went west down the Snowdrift instead
of heading to the Thelon.
So the HACC became the first group
to follow King’s route which proved to be
very doable.
Michael Peake’s employer allowed an
eight week sabbatical plus vacation every
10 years. Problem was - on one else’s did.
So we would split the trip into two parts.
The first half, starting on the north shore
of Lake Athabasca near the Camsell Portage would have Mike Peake plus Andrew
4

Macdonald on his second HACC trip.
They would head up the Camsell into the
Tazin River which drains from Tazin Lake.
Or rather, used to drain from Tazin Lake.
Seems the HACC research did not disclose
the existance of a dam at the outlet completely blocking the river. This led to some
slogging for a few miles until the remains
of the river pick up.
As the water gained some strength they
headed into the land of Hearne’s travel in
Hill Island Lake. There were no signs of
other travellers as the pair would their way
north to Nonacho Lake and the Taltson
River. Slogging up the Taltson, which
was buggy, the pair made the tough jump
north into Eileen Lake by way of some
long portages through the thining woods.
The most remarkable part of the trek
was an amazing esker, east of Eileen which
connected them to the Upper Thelon in
Whitefish Lake. This remarkable easker
“road” was mentioned by King and was a
memorable and easy portage.
In the days before satphones, we had

arranged a pickup/dropoff point for a
change of crew, which they could not
reach. It was a dicey connection, almost
not made, but allowed the three Peake
brothers, Sean, David and Geoffrey to
arrive and Andrew to leave.
We then headed down the upper
Thelon and rejoined our route from the
1985 trip down to the Hanbury junction. We thus had a second chance to
run Thelon Canyon, in much lower
water though we almost lost a canoe
while lining at the top. We camped at
the Hanbury-Thelon junction and then
began the ascent of the Hanbury (stopping at a buggy Dickson Canyon to pose
to take this picture) to MacDougall Lake
and struck north to the Baillie River
through an archeologically rich and barren landscape. It was very tough going
with long miles of rolling barrens and
heat - not a great combination.
Reaching the upper Baillie and picking through the rocks until the channels
joined we had a great run down this wonderul Barrenlands river. Several grizzlies
kept a watch and is was obviously great
caribou territory weeks earlier.
We made it to the mighty Back River
and paddled Hawk Rapids and several
unmarked ones. Though we had originally hoped to make it down to the Morse
River in Garry Lake to close the loop of
the two trips, we realized that might be too
ambitious and arranged with Air Tindi to
check on us the the junction of the Consul
River at the top end of the Thelon Wildlife
Sanctuary.
Our last evening, in mid-August was
most memorable. An amazing sunset with
a pink afterglow and we even enjoyed a
rare Back River campfire among with treeless landscape with wood we scavanged
and carried for a final fire. It was a great
experience to travel with all four brothers
together. Something we would not be able
to arrange again. Fifty days and 1000 miles,
following Dr. King though the past.

NORTH to UNGAVA 1997

T

here was this little thing called
the Internet that was really catching on and someone suggested
that, since I worked for a company that
had just started a website named Canoe,
that an online canoe trip would be a cool
thing to do.
And so began the first of four such
trips we dubbed Onriver.Online. Of course
the first such trip would be the toughest
due both to lack of experience and the
technical end of things. We ended up with
a slow satphone that weighed 45 pounds in
its case and a 1 megapixel digital camera.
But it was a start.
So we decided to choose a river we had
previously done and do a downstream trip
to keep things as simple as possible. It was
a easy choice – the George River in northern Quebec that we had paddled in 1983.
While a bit far away, it was unique, rarely
travelled and a hell of a river.
We had a crew of six which included
Michael, David and Geoff Peake, Peter
Scott, Peter Brewster and Tom Stevens.
We needed a competant crew - not just for
the paddling - but for the daily regimen of
producing stories and photos of the trip
and sending them off through space in a
trickling 300 baud speed. All powered by a
solar panel.
It was a challenge to keep up the power
supply and we had forgotten to bring the
camera charger and thought all was lost.
However, I kept the battery in my pocket
and only used it when warm and it lasted
the whole trip.
We also got to tell to the Canoe.ca
viewers all about the Hubbard and Wallace
trips down the George in 1903 and 1905.
And it was pretty cool to answer emails

from people asking about the experience.
It was all so new then and quite exciting.
The George did not disappoint and we
had very good weather for most of the trip
which made for better pictures. We also
knew the river and where the best shots
were and best campsites too. As a bonus
we got to meet the legendary Bob May
who’s run fishing camps along the river for
many decades.

W

e had not been back to
northern Ontario since
our first big trip on the
Missinaibi, so it was time to grab the
satphone and head due north.
We had heard good things about the
Winisk and it was logistically easier for
us to do our second online trip with daily
photos and pictures.
We partnered with Bernie and Lynn
Cox of the now defunct outfitters Canoe
Frontier. They were great outfitters who
understood canoeists. Also Woods Can-

The George along with the Coppermine are the HACC’s favourite rivers.
We also had a 20 foot Old Town Tripper
along which is the prefect canoe for that
mariver.
Having a second shot at some things
made a big difference. We were able to line
more of the approach to Helen’s Fall and
camp next to the massive rapids there on a
private and undisturbed beach.
In 1983 we finished the trip quite
ignominiously at low tide a long way out
stranded in the muddy flats outside of
Kangiqsuallujjuaq. This time we waited
across the estuary for several hours and
rode the rising tide up onto the highwater
mark on the town’s beach under a full
moon. A very nice way to finish. See the
trip at www.canoe.ca/GeorgeRiver

WINISK to the BAY 1999

ada, also now out of business, continued
their their support of several trips.
We had a great media start to the
trip as we portaged the canoes through
the great hall of Toronto’s Union Station
which made for a nice photo-op. We
then boarded The Canadian, Via Rail’s
transcontinental train and headed for Savant Lake north of Thunder Bay. We love
starting (and finishing) trip on the train
and it was great to talk to folks about
what we were up to.
The Winisk flows north across the
5.

Canadian Shield into Hudson Bay through
the lowlands. It is a true boreal river running to the ocean.
We flew in from Canoe Frontier’s base
in Pickle Lake to the Winisk’s headwater
town of Webique where we had notified
them about the trip beforehand. When we
arrived there was some sort of event going
on with crafts and tables full of food. We
milled around for a while and finally found
out it was for us. Amazing!
The river is a beauty, the upper part
offering challenging but runnable rapids as
it goes off the Canadian Shield. The river
then widens out and offer continuous flow
with fewer rapids all the way to the Bay.
The Winisk really surprised us. We
knew it was not a “glamour” destination
like an Arctic trip but it was an incredibly comfortable and wonderful river to
live and travel on. The open forest and soft
moss-covered landscape was luxurious,
the camping was superb, the swimming
great and wood plentiful. Just a wonderful
comfination of things which made for good
pictures and stories.
Winsik, the town at the end of the the
river was plagued for years by annual
spring floods caused by ice jams. So they
moved everything 20 miles upstream and
the modern town of Peawanuck was created in 1986. So while we did not get the
full thrill of paddling into saltwater we did
take a freighter canoe down to the tidal
flats of Hudson Bay with some Cree guides.
There is something very special about
meeting a Polar bear, especially in Polar
Bear Park, and on foot. Humbling is one
of the words. The four bears we saw didn’t
come close and our guides were well
armed. Both Geoff and Tom took a plunge
into the frigid water of Hudson Bay, ‘twas a
brief dip however.
We ended up meeting Louis Bird, a
Cree born in 1934 who told us some of his
people’s fascinating history and a bit about
the mysterious Shaking Tent ceremony,
which he said like us, was able to convery stories over a great distance to many
people. A most suitable memory from the
wonderful Winisk.
The trip is still available online at www.
canoe.ca/winisktothebay
6.

LABRADOR ODYSSEY 2001

W

e had two good Onriver.
Online trips under our belts
doing straightforward down
river journeys. Now it was time for what
the HACC did best - a true expedition and
thus Labrador Odyssey was born.
With the incredible financial support of
David Earthy and Woods Canada, we put
together our most elaborate and complicated trip. The crew; Michael, Sean and
Geoff Peake, Tom Stevens, Peter Brewster
and Andrew Macdonald. Tom was a very
lucky last minute addition as Peter Scott’s
father Angus, tragically died unexpectedly
just before we left.
We would paddle the northern coast
of Labrador and head inland and up the
Palmer River though the craggy Torngat
Mountains and up over the height of land
to Quebec and then down the Korok
River to Ungava Bay. It was not unknown
territory, a few hardy souls had done this
trip and we were always intrigued about
it. To complicate things, and to help
Woods Canada with their obligations,
we started the trip from Prince Edward
Island where the annual Scout Jamboree

was going on. We made
some speaking appearances
there and boarded our chartered Air Labrador Twin
Otter, after showing them
how to load three Old Town
trippers into it, and headed
for Goose Bay.
After a couple of days’
layover for weather we
headed to the only landing
strip in northern Labrador,
the abandonned DEW line
station at Saglek Fjord.
With the usual hurriedness, and caribou skirting
the massive runway, the
seemingly tiny Twin Otter
quickly took off and left us
in picturesque Saglek. We
paddled to find a campsite
and fresh water and started
our trek among the icebergs
and jagged igneous rocks of
the region the next morning.
Hugging the rocky shore
we made our way north,
with a few thousand miles of open ocean
on our starboard side, it was to say the
least, a unique experience. We camped in
Bear’s Gut, a stunning deep harbour one
day north and continued to get an amazing weather window when we needed it
most.
It is hard to overstate the scenic power
of Labrador and we just soaked it all in.
We had been warmed about getting to
close to icebergs, which looked so solid
and sedate. There was one about a mile
from us when we heard a deep roar as the
berg’s scenic curled top broke off and sent
a spray 100 feet in the air and a wall of
water rushing out. A certain fatality if we
happened to be beside it. Lesson learned.
But unfortunately - no pictures as Mike
had put the camera away about a minute
before!
The big navigation worry was to get
around Gulch Cape which dangerously
stuck out several miles into the sea just
before the entrance to Nachvak Fjord.
A tricky proposition in tough weather.
However, we serenely paddled its flat calm
waters, extremely thankful for the break

we knew were were getting. We were now
in Nachvak and off the open sea and the
weather changed for the worse.
We felt we could relax a bit and
meandered along the south shore the
looking for a campsite. Then we spotted a
line of caribou moving along the hillside.
Cool. A minke whae surface. Cool. Then
we spotted four Polar bears including two
cubs. Not cool.
We unanimously decided to paddle
north across the fjord into a fresheningwind to the safer north side. It was a slog
through a changing tide - but a bear induced one so there was no complaining.
We camped at the site of an old Hudson Bay Post that Dillon Wallce visited
on his route out of the area in 1906. Two
days later after enjoying the amazing
sights of Nachvak we began our arduous
ascent of the Palmer River (shown opposite) and a week of real work began. The
river became more challenging and after
some dubious dragging up over boulders
we ended up doing what looked like
highland portaging. And then it snowed.
We followed the Palmer to a trickle
and them over the height of land into
Quebec. But not without a toast, on the
very height-of-land, to the memory of
the delightful Angus Scott - a mentor and
wonderful friend.
The Korok soon preoccupied us and it
was a challenging river with lots of rapids
and a huge falls half way down. And as
we lowered in elevation the bugs heightened their presence. We soon entered the
tidal zone of the Palmer which being in
Ungava Bay was large. And foggy too!
Now that we had a much better
satphone and were able to arrange a pick
up at the lone fishing lodge just a little
ways back up river. It was closed but we
left our canoes there - never to be seen
again - as we boarded the Twin Otter for
the short flight to Kangiqsuallujjuaq.
We had sent some great shots and
stories to the thousands who were following on Canoe.ca. The trip remains
on their site and it is one of our proudest
achievments with lots of history, information and great maps.
You can find the full trip online at
www.canoe.ca/labrador2001

NORTHERN CROSSING 2007

L

ife threw some us some curve balls
in the years following Labrador
Odyssey. My wife Maggie developed breast cancer in 2002 and died in
2004 then Sean Peake lost Bev, his wife of
25 years in 2006. In between all the Peakes
lost our parents. It was a tough few years.
Weren’t getting any younger but we
thought we still had some trips in us.
Turns out, we had one. Northern Crossing
would capture both Sean Peake’s expertise
in explorer David Thompson and our
beloved Eric Morse and the Voyageurs
1957 trip on a route from Reindeer Lake
to Lake Athabasca in Saskatchewan following the Fond du Lac River.
Unfortunately Sean had to drop out of
the trip and Keith Gunn, a friend of Peter
Scott’s ably filled in along with Michael
and Geoffrey Peake, Peter Brewster and
Tom Stevens.
We flew in to our starting point on
Reindeer Lake, the massive body of water
in central Saskatchewan. We then followed up the Swan and Blondeau rivers
to work our way into Wollaston Lake,
headwaters of the Fond du Lac. This was,
for us, a southerly trip, and we relished
the warmer water and easy climate. We
have always loved that northern Saskatchewan had relatively few bugs which made

travelling much easier.
There were a number of portages to get
to Wollaston but though not recently used
the good trails were still there from centuries of use. We had heard many good things
about the Fond du Lac from Cliff Jacobson
and others and they were all true.
The campsites along the river were
almost too good to be true. The area was
like an open park land and wood plentiful
and rapids managable. It did get a bit too
warm at times but we enjoyed the whole
experience.
A big thrill was seeing Thompson
Rapids, where the famed explorer lost his
load in a canoe mishap and nearly died
from eating eagle fat. We were able to
negotiate the rapids and there was even
more spectacular camping below and the
the famous Manitou Falls where the river
squeezes into a rock gully a few feet wide.
We ended at Stony Rapids near the east
end of Lake Athasbasca with smoke from
forest fires all around.
It is an easy river for experienced paddlers and would be a pefect camp river
for young canoeists. It was a nice, historic
and relaxing way for the long list of official Hide-Away Canoe Club trips to end.
As T.S. Elliot said, “not with a bang but a
whimper.” But not for wimps!
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DOUBLE ENDED – This is where it ended 48 years ago. The 104 day, 3200 mile Voyageur Canoe Pageant which highlighted Canada’s Centennial year ended at the Expo ‘67,
the World’s Fair in Montreal right next to the Canada Pavillion. Below, the Nova Scotia crew and their North canoe, one of the 10 teams who took part.

By MICHAEL PEAKE
Editor

T

he ten North canoes left
Rocky Mountain House,
Alberta with 15,000 people
cheering them on. They arrived at
their destination 104 days and 3254
miles later in front of a crowd of
100,000 at Expo 67 in Montreal. They
spanned most of a country that was
basking in its centennial year. They
were the perfect metaphor for Canada in 1967 and Pierre Berton called
it the most successful Centennial
project. Many of the 90 participants
say it was the greatest event of their
lives. And then they vanished.
It was the Centennial Voyageur
Canoe Pageant a marvel of its time
that would have a very different face
today. It would undoubtedly be the
focus of a network reality TV show
and online presence instead of the somewhat spotty coverage
from that era.
As far back at 1959, planning began to celebrate Canada’s
10.

100th birthday as a nation. The idea
for a cross country canoe race began
in Flin Flon, Manitoba, home of the
country’s best marathon paddlers. The
idea was eventually floated to Ottawa, even ending up in Eric Morse’s
purview and he helped shape what it
would become – a supremely well organized race and pageant – that would
celebrate the country’s canoeing
history plus be an actual race almost
across the country.
The NWT and Yukon and every
province, except Newfoundland and
Prince Edward Island, entered teams
of nine paddlers and a Chief Voyageur, for a total of 10 teams. Their
ages ranged from 17 to 55. One of
those voyageurs was Glenn Fallis, not
coincidentally the owner of Voyageur
Canoes in Millbrook, ON about an
hour northeast of Toronto. Glenn was
a fit 23 year old amateur canoe racer
who, with his friend Greg Cowan,
only 17, made it though the trials to
get on the Ontario team which featured the father and son duo of
Bill and Geoff Peruniak.
“It was the best thing that ever happened to me in my life,”

photo: Glenn Fallis & Greg Cowan

1967: Paddles and Pageantry

says Fallis, now 70 and still active
in the canoeing world. He marvelled at the meticulous planning
and execution of the event under
the expert direction of pageant’s
Chief Voyageur Col. William
Matthews, an ex-Army man who
was famous for his daily 5 p.m.
martini from a silver server wherever he was.
Each province had a Commodore or Chief Voyageur to
oversee operations. And there
was a huge army of people moving all the camps and food etc.
from one spot to another. It was
a giant travelling road and water
show than ran from Victoria Day
to Labour Day – Canada’s traditional window of summer.
Because of the fact this was a
race and a pageant the organizers
devised a unique method of calculating all that travel. There were
four kinds of travel modes. Laps,
which were like a rally and the
whole day was a race. Brigades,
where they would travel together
as a group and everyone would
get the same time – a needed
break from daily racing. Sprints
occurred in the towns they
visited and were usually two
miles races around some markers with much heavy paddling.
And finally Transit Days, which
were independent days where
the teams would make their own
way under their own schedule
– they just had to be at a certain
point at an allotted time. And it
all worked pretty well considering the immense distance and
variety of weather conditions.

the name of an explorer such as
Alexander Mackenzie or Simon
Fraser, and festooned with
decorations including the ever
present triangular maple leaf
logo of Canada’s centennial.
“It was a party – every night
when we stopped,” said Fallis. “A
town of 100 to 200 people would
swell to 2000 because they
would come from all over and
they would follow along from
one town to another.”
Upon nearing their destination each evening, paddlers
would change into voyageur
garb and often held sprint races
in the towns they visited. There
was usually a community reception and all sorts of goings-on.
Glenn and his fellow voyageurs
learned to pace themselves as
the event became a bit of a grind
so eventually only the off day
paddlers were mandated to attend the evening functions. Not
everyone was always in attendance, Fallis notes, One unnamed
team’s voyageur disappeared
Glenn Fallis with his Voyageur Canoe Pageant paddle, signed by all the participants of each team. Below, North canoes on the beach ready for departure for a week when he needed to be
with a woman. [Ed. Note: That
brings historical re-enactment
to a new level.]
In Quetico and the Boundary Waters, the route was
away from people for a while
and Fallis said that provided a
needed break from the routine.
The route was cobbled
together using regular and
more off the beaten track
trade routes to allow them to
pass by more people. Though
they started well south of the
longest traditional fur trade
hile were nine
portage – the 12 mile Methye
paddlers for
– they did have to do nine
each team, only six would paddle at a time as they
mile carry at Grand Portage. And because of their new route they
rotated through for maximum efficiency. The original 25 foot
also had to do a 17 mile carry from Delta to Portage la Prairie,
canoes used in the trials, made by Chestnut Canoe, were cedarManitoba which was the only portage they were allowed to use
planked, canvas covered canoes that would soak up a lot of water. era-appropriate help and the Ontario team got some wagon
But the paddlers weren’t happy with that design and a new set of
wheels together to help roll along the roads on that route. It
fiberglass boats were made by Cadorette of Quebec which did
should be noted that Alberta and Quebec shouldered their loads
the trick. They were professionally painted. Each province bore
on that carry.

W
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Fallis notes,“It became apparent to
me about halfway through who was going to win.” That teams with the highest
number of paddlers with marathon
paddling experience – Manitoba,
Alberta and British Columbia – would
win – and did. Two of the top marathoners of that era Norm Crerar and
Gib McEachern were in that crew along
with a young Don Starkell who would
go on to later canoeing fame with his
Amazon and Arctic adventures.
They were an interesting lot – a
tough crew of tough men with big
personalities and muscles to match.
And a paddling day was 65 strokes per
minute all day - no breaks. Fallis notes
that it was all cordial but the pattern set
in 1967 stayed with them all.
“The reunions brought out all the
personality conflicts just as they were
40 years ago. You put the same people
back in the same boats years later and
there were the same problems from
years ago – just like that. It was interesting, though nothing serious.”
Starkell mentions in Doreen Guilloux’s
book Paddle, Portage and Pageantry how
amazing the whole canoe pageant was, an
opinion echoed by most of the participants. His views were somewhat different in 1996 when Che-Mun [Outfit 86]
interviewed the suddenly famous canoeist
who had success with his Paddle to the
Amazon book. His recollections of the
Voyageur Canoe Pageant were somewhat
different at that time.
“In 1967, on the Centennial TransCanada Canoe Pageant, I wasn’t wanted
on the Manitoba team. The captain
wanted an all Flin Flon team and he did
everything possible for 104 days to get
me off that team and I wouldn’t break.
They used to spit tobacco juice in my
boots and gum too and the only time
I was put in the bow was on stormy
days and when we went into a city they
wouldn’t put me in the canoe so there’d
be no photographs of me. But I didn’t
go there to get my picture taken. But
I’m proud to have been the member of
the four Manitoba teams which have
won similar big boat races over the
12.

T

he only book based entirely on the
Centennial Voyageurs Canoe Pageant
is Paddling, Portaging and Pageantry by
Doreen Guilloux, a dedicated western Canada
paddler, who
took in some
of the race
that summer
and followed
it along with
her husband.
She later got
to know the
group after
being asked
to be recording secretary
at their big
reunion in
Rocky Mountain House in 2005. With the
help of friends she realized there was a book
in all this and began getting firsthand info
from the paddlers themselves. It is a hard
to find book that offers a rare and intimate
glimpse into the workings of the magnificent
enterprise that summer and is full of great
stories, photos and stats. It is the real story
told by those who were there and serves as a
great memento to a summer that was.

Glenn Fallis produced a ﬁne multimedia show
on the Voyageur Canoe Pageant in 1968 and
later updated it to DVD. To purchase a copy
contact voyageur@nexicom.net Cost $20.

years. And I’m the only paddler who’s
been on all four teams. I ended up captaining the Manitoba team in a big race
a few years later in the British Columbia
Centennial. That was a great thrill, I
didn’t take the medal off for four days. It
made me feel so proud especially since
we beat the guy who was the captain of
the 1967 team.”
So it would seem there are tales
untold and perhaps best left that way.
Starkell died in 2012 at the age of 79.
The grand finale in Montreal at the site
of the hugely successful Expo 67 included
the running of the famous Lachine Rapids,
which Fallis photographed from a friend’s
motorboat, and as he had an off day, he
later photographed the final sprint race in
front of a massive crowd at the Expo site in
the middle of the St. Lawrence River. The
final sprint was a Le Mans start as 60 paddlers raced to their boats to finish the 104
day crossing of Canada.
It was a truly exhilarating way to end
a momentous event and as Fallis states,
“When it ended we all just wanted to
just keep going, we figured what do
we do now, it was so ingrained in us –
we figured we could paddle across to
Europe.”

W

ith Canada’s 150th anniversary looming in
2017 there are many
celebrations being planned but no
one is proposing re-doing the canoe
pageant. There is something similar
being planned and can be found at
www.2017Canada.com. From their
website it appears to be a number of
paddling brigades that will do an assortment of smaller paddling routes in 14 or
more routes across the country.
But there could really never be a
repeat of what happened along those
3254 miles and 104 days. Times have
changed along with people and attitudes.
Too many people would have too many
objections. But we should celebrate what
was so expertly done in 1967. From the
planning to the execution, the Centennial
Voyageurs Canoe Pageant was a trip for
all time in a time now long gone.

We came across this book while researching the
Voyageur Canoe Pageant story and asked Sean
Peake to review it as our final book review.

Inheriting A Canoe Paddle

by Misao Dean. U of Toronto Press 2013.

M

isao Dean is a professor
of English at University of
Victoria, BC, and Inheriting
A Canoe Paddle is her attempt to reconcile
her father’s death from cancer in 2000 with
her own past. Her personal journey begins
when she picks up the paddle her father
bequeathed to
her.
Dean reflects
on its significance in his life
and in hers,
and how they
shared a love of
canoes. Soon,
tho’ comes the
grim realization the paddle
represents much
more; it is a
symbol of her “whiteness” and Progressive
ideals that oppressed Canada’s First Nations. She emerges from this shame spiral
by identifying the true culprits: white men,
white privilege, racism, colonialism, imperialism, victimism (a made up word but I’m
using it) capitalism, and a bunch of other
“isms” from the Anger Studies crowd.
With her conclusion assumed, she validates
the old trope, “If all you have is a hammer,
everything looks like a nail.” In eight chapters
Dean hammers away to prove Canada’s love
of canoeing and its icons perpetuate racist,
imperialist tendencies that erase First Nations
from history, and appropriating their culture
is a means to “bolster the settler nationalistic
mythology.” Her “nails” are many, like historians who claimed the fur trade led to development of Canada as a nation, Eric Morse and
the rise of recreational canoeing, the Voyageur Canoe Pageant, John Hornby, Bill Mason
and the Canadian Canoe Museum.
I give her credit for the solid background
she provides on her “nails.” There are
only a few minor slips, some with regard

to dates, but others are important. For
instance, she asks if the fur trade was such
a determining factor to our nation and its
borders, as the historians claim, why was
so much traditional fur trade territory
surrendered to the US, especially between
Lake Superior and Lake of the Woods and
the use of the 49th parallel?
Defining borders is messy. They take years
to settle, especially the boundary between
Lake Superior and Lake of the Woods
because the Treaty of Paris negotiators in
1783 used flawed maps. With this treaty, she
says the border was to follow the Voyageur’s
route from Grand Portage to Lake of the
Woods and then run along the 49th parallel
to the Mississippi headwaters. The 49th parallel was never at issue and wouldn’t be for
two decades. She goes on to say that in 1797
(1798) David Thompson made the “inconvenient” discovery that the headwaters
was miles south of the 49th parallel, inferring it weakened our land claim. Thompson’s sole purpose was to find the headwaters. That it lay well to the south was not
the reason Britain never tried to renegotiate
the border (Britain tried, many times). The
49th parallel west of the Rockies is another
issue, and one where much of the blame
rests with the Hudson’s Bay Company.
She also mistakenly portrays John Hornby,
as a wanderer from the romantic era who
was “neither Native Indian nor native to
place, ‘caught between two worlds, one
dead, the other powerless to be born.’ ” That
his disillusionment with imperial and militaristic society contributed to his death and
that of two young men on the Thelon River
in 1927. The truth is Hornby was an inept
traveller and no leader of men, and people
who knew him were aware of it. George
Douglas, an experienced canoeist, saw it
when they were neighbours on Great Bear
Lake in 1911-12. It is why Douglas assumed
the role of big brother to protect him. It is
why, as his widow told me, Douglas became
frantic when he found out Hornby had gone
off to the Thelon. And it is why Douglas
repeatedly refused to help Hornby’s biographer George Whalley because he did not
want to aid in the deification of Hornby.
The problem with the Hammer of Social
Justice is that users are susceptible to faulty

logic—notably the Historian’s fallacy—and
mistakes in fact. They cannot discern nuance
or put humour in context. For example,
Dean assumes Eric Morse’s group saying that
the hardships of wilderness canoeing are
the burden of the WASP is an admission of
truth. It isn’t. It is a self-deprecating joke that
plays up the stereotype.

T

he hammer can also make one
say absurd things. In this case,
Dean points out the hypocrisy of
those who revere the canoe as a reflection
of the land because it is built of materials found in nearby forests, but prefer to
use canoes made of modern day materials, such as fibreglass and kevlar; this, she
says, “is a textbook example of Marx’s idea
of fetishization.” I consider it a textbook
example of the No True Scotsman fallacy.
(Perhaps her book should have been
named, Wilderness Guilt-tripping with
Karl Marx.)
There are other instances of informal fallacies and quote mining but space limits their
discussion. I could say that her errors result
from her use of third- and even fourthhand sources, or novels and the works of
poets and playwrights, but I won’t because
her polemic set out begging the question.
Fur trade history is now in the domain of
those outside the field. It’s with the ideologues who want to tear down old cultural
reference points and erect new, politically
correct constructs. That’s why Dean prefers
to complain not offer solutions. It is why, as
a social justice activist, she prefers to divide
not unite. And it is why, as a professor, she
prefers to argue from authority and present
history not with truth but with opinion.
It is not a work serious historical scholarship, like J.R. Miller’s Skyscrapers Hide the
Heavens—a book on this subject that is well
researched, well presented, and well worth
reading. It is political revisionism.
In the end, it is deliciously ironic that
Dean makes her case against old, dead
white guys by using the teachings of Marx,
an old, dead white guy.
Sean Peake is a historical writer who has
edited and published The Travels of David
Thompson–in two volumes.
13.

Spring Packet continued
Lake Superior. I first paddled the river in
1974, with three friends. We had homebuilt wood-strip solo canoes with twopiece spray covers. The trip is described
in my book, “Expedition Canoeing” and
the soon to be released 30th anniversary color edition (re-titled “Canoeing
Wild Rivers”). There’s a perfect mix of
large and small lakes and meandering
streams and rapids—and they can all
be safely paddled in small solo cruising
canoes. Most Canadian rivers are too
big and powerful for the little canoes I
love to paddle. The Steel is “just right”.
You can do the river as a circle route
(Santoy Lake to Santoy Lake) or end
at the bridge that spans the Deadhorse
road—about 30 miles above the Santoy
take-out (recommended). A car shuttle
can be arranged in Terrace Bay. The first
portage from Santoy to Diablo Lake, is
the only really bad one (and it is awful!).
But it’s doable if you take your time and
have a lightweight canoe and kit. Once
over the Diabolo portage, the rest goes
easy. None of the rapids rate over Class
II, though some are fairly long. If you
love solo canoeing (and are a skilled
paddler), the Steel will challenge but not
overwhelm. A “Steel River Circle Route”
trip guide is available from the Ministry
of Natural Resources in Terrace Bay.
3. The Fond du Lac River is located in
the northwest corner of Saskatchewan,
just below the Northwest Territories.
The draw is trophy fishing, spectacular campsites—many of which are on
sandy eskers that run for miles—easy
to moderate rapids and few portages,
and no other canoeists. The country is
fairly open so you can hike for miles
without getting stopped by thick forest.
Charter float plane in and out. Northern
Saskatchewan rivers are noted for their
generally light rainfall and minimal
bugs. And the water is warm enough for
swimming—or for safety if you capsize.
Paddlers should be competent in (long
stretches) of class II rapids. As northern
Canadian rivers go, the Fond du Lac
is “easy”. It is a great “starter route” for
those who want to experience the flavor
14.

of the far north. Note: I’ve done the
Fond du Lac three times and have had
bear problems on two of my three trips.
You may be wise to bring a gun.
4. Cree River, Saskatchewan. Located
just below the Fond du Lac, the Cree
offers similar scenery and phenomenal
fishing. The Cree is basically “all river”—
only a few scattered ponds provide a
flatwater experience. The big plus is
that there are no portages. Not one!
Rapids rate from riffles through Class
II. Some continue for more than a mile.
Spraycovers aren’t needed; it’s generally
easy canoeing, but you must have basic
whitewater skills. Like the Fond du Lac,
the Cree is easy. Begin at Cree Lake
(headwaters of the Cree). End at Wapata
Lake or Black Lake. Charter float plane
in and out. See my article, “Canoeing the
Cree For Trophy Fish”, on my web-site,
www.cliff-jacobson.com.
5. Noatak River, Alaska. Here’s a remote river for those with limited whitewater skills. Expect spectacular scenery,
easily canoeable rapids and no portages.
The river flows through the Arctic
National Wildlife Refuge (ANWR) so
expect to see caribou, muskox, grizzlies,
wolves and more. Access and egress is
by charter airplane from Bettles or Cold
Foot, Alaska. Alaskan pilots won’t carry
hard-shelled canoes on the pontoons of
their airplanes so you’ll need a folding
canoe or raft. The Noatak is well above
the Arctic Circle so the weather can be
dicey. High water changes this ordinarily easy river into one that will earn your
respect. Plan accordingly! If you paddle
the lower river to Noatak Village when
the salmon are running, encounters with
grizzlies are common. You would be
wise to bring a gun.
Finally, THANK YOU, Michael for
all the wonderful years of Che-Mun. I
wish you the best as you follow your new
dream.
Big bear hugs,
Cliff

Canadian Geographic
Expeditions Grants

T

he Royal Canadian Geographical Society (RCGS), has for
some 20 years been supporting
canoeing, climbing, sailing and many
other adventures and expeditions in
Canada, helping Canadians push their
limits to explore Canada.
In 2014 the RCGS Expedition of the
Year saw Dana Meise attempt to complete
his solo walk of the Trans Canada Trail; the
Sedna expedition, which will see snorkelers transit the Northwest Passage in 2016,
had its proof-of-concept expedition in the
Canadian Arctic; and Projet-Karibu, an
expedition to ski 2,300 kilometres through
Quebec from Montreal to Kuujjuaq, was
also sponsored.
Canoe expeditions have played a
prominent role over the years including
Jim Stone and Max Finkelstein’s 2002 retracing of A.P. Low’s surveys in northern
Quebec which was later captured in their
book “Paddling the Boreal Forest: Rediscovering A.P. Low”, the 2012 Kitturiaq
Expedition a 620 km paddle from Nain,
NL to Kangiqsualujjuaq, Que, Allen Macartney’s solo trip from Skagway to north
of Dawson City to record the geography of
the Klondike gold rush, and many others.
By supporting expeditions taking place
largely within Canada, the RCGS aims to
promote geographic appreciation, understanding, and knowledge about Canada,
to Canada and to the world. The Canadian
Geographic print and digital media teams
work closely with each expedition to help
maximize the outreach for each adventure.
An RCGS expedition doesn’t end when the
canoe is taken out of the water, the crampons put away, or skis stowed for the season. Producing videos and/or slide shows,
journal articles, visiting schools, etc. as
part of a well conceived outreach plan, are
essential to success in your application.
Give it some thought – go online at
http://www.rcgs.org/programs/expeditions/ for more information and the
on-line application for help to make your
expedition a reality
–Michael Schmidt

In Memoriam
Ayalik’s Story
by Eric Ayalik
Okalitana Pelly

long time to bring
it to the canoe.
It was a really
big trout. Good
thing I was using a
really strong hook.
One time
we stopped at a
place beside the
river where some
people just like
my great-greatgrandparents used
to live. There were
stone rings where
they had their
tents, and big piles
of rocks where
they used to
keep the meat or
fish they caught.
There was nobody
there today. Most
of the land we saw
looked like nobody

photo: Rita Atoniak

This was actually
written down by
his father, David,
as Eric recounted
each day’s highlights
during his first
long canoe trip, in
2000 at age five,
on Victoria Island
in the high Arctic.
The full story was
published previously
in one book and
a few magazines.
By the time he
was twelve, Eric
had paddled with
his parents on the
Thelon, Clarke,
Eric Ayalik Pelly on the Slave River in 2011 and (below) with his catch a few years earlier.
Elk, Back, Consul
and Simpson Rivers. Che-Mun chose to reprint this excerpt in
had ever been there.
memory of Eric, who died suddenly and unexpectedly, at home
There was lots to see. I saw big fish that had eaten little, tiny
in his sleep, earlier this winter, at age nineteen. He was a fine
fish. I saw some birds trying to catch little fish to eat. I saw
outdoorsman, a young man with a promising future, a tragic loss.
where spiders had built their webs over some empty lemming
holes. I didn’t see a single lemming this year, but lots of old
i, my name is Ayalik. Or you can
nests, though. I saw big and small lakes and
call me Eric – that’s my Qallunaaq
rivers and every day we marked on the map
name. I’m five years old. I’d like
where we camped. I saw the wind blow the
to tell you other kids about my canoe trip
ice across the lake one day one way, so it
last summer. We flew in from my home
piled up on the shore, then switch and blow
in Cambridge Bay – that’s in Nunavut – in
it across the other way the next day. While
a float plane, which is one of my favorite
I was learning all this cool stuff, I tried to
things about living here. I get to fly in float
teach my Dad about Pikachu and Squirtle,
planes every summer. After a long flight,
but it was hopeless. After three weeks, I was
maybe one hour or a hundred, the float
glad when the float plane came to get us
plane left us beside a lake mostly covered
again, to fly home, but for sure it was a really
with ice. Then we went for a walk – me and
fun trip. If you can, get your Mum or Dad
my Mum and Dad, but I call them Laurie
to take you on a canoe trip up here.
and David.
If you ask me what the best part of the trip
Bye now.
was, I say paddle, rapids and fish. I have
my own paddle and sometimes I paddled.
A charitable foundation is now established in
I’m really strong – wanna see my muscles?
Eric’s memory, to work on helping other Inuit
I caught lots of fish with my new orange
youth from Nunavut handle the challenges
fishing rod, but I especially remember
so many face. For more information, please
the first one, my first ever. I could hardly
write to: AyalikFund@yahoo.com
believe I had a fish on my hook and it took a

H
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ONE LAST LOOK IN OUR LAST ISSUE - Atop a windswept esker below Garry Lake on the Back River below Garry Lake. Just one of a thousand moments in decades of northern canoe tripping and publishing this journal. Sean Peake and Peter Scott enjoy the view in early August of 1985 as the camp below gets ready for dinner. So many
moments like this, slivers of time caught forever in our memories, seemingly as fresh as the day it happened. And those memories live on, continuing to enrich our
lives. The toil and enjoyment of so many great northern moments endure. And it takes no effort, no 40 days of paddling and portaging, to get back there.
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