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We continue to receive thoughtful and
measured reactions to the issue of
personal risk and responsibility in

northern travel raised in the last couple of Outfits.
In this issue two of canoeing’s heavyweights have
written with their thoughts - all based on many
years of experience.

The first letter is from Cliff Jacobson, who
needs no introduction to the readers of this jour-
nal - so he won’t get one!

“Outfit 115 was without
doubt, the most engrossing
issue of all.  I read it cover-
to-cover and simply couldn’t
put it down.  I applaud your
realistic appraisal of the dan-
gers of canoeing wild north-
ern rivers, and I remain
haunted by Garrett
Conover’s description of the
“wild card” in the deck.

Some years ago, while
teaching an outdoors skills
seminar for the Science Mu-
seum of Minnesota, a woman
in my class approached me
and told me she was a “chan-
neler”.  She said I had an “In-
dian Guide” who protected
me on canoe trips and helped
me write my books.  She said he “wanted to be
acknowledged”.

“My first question was, “What’s a channel-
er?” Next was, “What’s a guide and how should
I acknowledge him?” The woman told me that
she was embarrassed about our meeting, but that
her vision of my Indian spirit was so strong that
she felt compelled to share his message. She re-
peated, “He made me promise I would tell you;

he made me promise I would tell you.” When she
had finished, she simply smiled and walked
away.

“I am not a religious man but I am spiritual.
So I believed (and I continue to believe) that
there was something here. There’s a statement in
my book, “Expedition Canoeing”, which reads:
“Canoeing the wild rivers of the far north makes
one understand why primitive man felt so close to

God.” I believe it. And I think that most people
who canoe the great northern rivers year after
year, and have at one time or other, come per-
ilously close to death, believe it too.  

“Indeed, there have been many occasions
where success was pulled out of the hat at the last
second.  Here are some that come to mind: Once,
I nearly canoed over a falls but managed to stop
just two meters from the brim. On one of my

early trips a canoe drifted out from shore and
was lost over a falls that had a long rapid at its
base.  We found it intact at the bottom of the
rapid one-half mile away.  

“In 2002, a canoe capsized (on Manitoba’s
North Knife River) above a killer falls, just as
they were landing). One man grabbed a tree and
climbed ashore. The other was carried down the
rapid.  He managed to grab my out-stretched

paddle (I was standing on shore)
maybe 20 meters before he
would have gone over the brim.

“There have been some in-
teresting bear problems too.  I
was standing at the edge of a
huge herd of caribou when I was
charged by three Grizzlies on
the Hood River in 1984. They
came within 50 feet then
wheeled away. I have twice been
stalked by polar bears and have
had several scary encounters
with black bears. The photo I am
sending (see page 12!) was taken
at a campsite on the Fond du Lac
River (Saskatchewan) in 2000.  I
was just 20 feet from this big
guy when the picture was
snapped by someone standing
behind me (everyone was stand-

ing behind me!). Five minutes earlier, I had fired
a shot over the bear’s head. Nothing. At the
sound, he just turned and circled the camp and
came closer. We both just stood there and looked
non-threateningly into each other’s eyes and
“communicated”. I talked quietly to him for more
than minute.  I said I did not want to shoot him,
that we’d be gone soon and he could have his
way. Finally, he dropped to all fours and with dig-
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Canoeing legend, Kirk Wipper was
recently awarded the Order of On-
tario. His citations read as follows;

Internationally renowned as an
environmentalist, heritage
conservationist and fitness advocate, Professor
Wipper is best known as “Canada’s Canoe King,”
creator of the Kanawa International Museum of
Canoes, Kayaks and Related Artefacts.

Over half a lifetime, Professor Wipper collected
historic watercraft in Canada, the United States and
other areas of the world, creating the world’s largest
and most significant collection of canoes and kayaks,
thus preserving an important part of Canadian
heritage. The collection is displayed at the Canadian
Canoe Museum in Peterborough.

Professor Wipper has also had a major influence
in the area of programs for youth in the province. A
founding member and executive of many national
outdoor and camping organizations, he was also a 45-
year volunteer with the Royal Life Saving Society,
eventually serving as national president. A retired
professor of physical education and health at the
University of Toronto, he has received numerous
honours for his contributions to the university and to
the community at large.

Thousands of Canadian men and women in all walks

of life, but especially in camping and out-
door recreation, credit Kirk Wipper with
being their inspiration. 

Well done Kirk, and congratulations
from Che-Mun.

ABritish Columbia man has his archeology
permits and is ready to resume his hunt for Sir
John Franklin's ships in Nunavut this spring.

David Woodman says according to Inuit,
Franklin's two ships, HMS Terror and Erebus sank
south of Gjoa Haven.

People have been searching for the ships for
more than 150 years.

Woodman waited more than three months to get
the permits required to do the search from the
government of Nunavut. Woodman says he and his
crew have spent 12 years looking for the ships.

"Every time I come back I have lots of good
memories and we laugh a lot and I keep telling my
team is that all I promise is a camping trip from hell
and a lot of good memories that they will take away
with them," he says. "But as far as the result of
actually finding it, that's a long shot."

In May, Woodman's team will visit eight
magnetic targets south of Gjoa Haven. He says they

will cut a hole in the ice and let an unmanned vehicle

F r o m  t h e  E d i t o r
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Payne is a Pleasure in Ungava
By SYLVIE MICHAUD

Ungava Bay is famed for the splendid rivers
which flow into it. They arrive, into that

giant bowl-shaped bay from the south, the

east and the west. Since 1999, Fabien Nadeau and I

have descended the Larch/Koksoak and George

rivers and finally in the summer of 2003, we tackled

the more remote Arnaud River which is also known

as the Payne. 

This last trip was significant for us. It was the

most northerly destination where we had ever gone

(along the 60th parallel), it was the first time that we

descended a northern river with just two paddlers

and it was and the first time that we ventured on a

river about which nobody had spoken to us directly

about.

The account of the 1990 descent of the Payne

River by the Hide-Away Canoe Club (Che-Mun

Outfit 62 [1.]) constituted our principal source of

information. Unlike that gray and chilly trip, we had

extremely favourable weather  conditions with tem-

peratures above 75 F, clear skies, light winds and

these conditions lasted for many days. Of course, that

went hand-in-hand with an incredible number of

mosquitoes and unquestionable discomfort due to

heat and impossibility of undressing oneself, but

why complain when we expected the usual bad

weather of the Far North?

We started July 20, when we chartered into

Payne Lake to approximately 10 miles of its mouth.

Payne is an immense lake, 60 miles long, whose

water appears sometimes turquoise, like the

Caribbean Sea. After landing we soon began what

would become a regular ritual during this expedition.

Fabien left the canoe to begin fishing and I dove

into my binoculars. While he stayed close to the

boat, I climbed a small hill to observe the landscape

and to find release. After having slept for a short

while, I take scanned the mostly barren landscape

with my binoculars and was utterly shocked to see a

polar bear descending a hill with approximately 200

yards from where I was. 

To my cry of alarm, Fabien came to join me near

the boat. What could we do? All that we have as

defense is cayenne pepper in aerosol cans! But after

looking a second time after the fog of sleep had lift-

ed, I realized that the white mammoth was actually a

caribou! It will be the only one that we will see the

whole trip. 

I believe that it is necessary to put this hallucina-

tion in perspective thanks to the trip report of the

HACC which told of their meeting with such a

swimming polar bear in an eddy on the Arnaud.

That event had made a great impression on me.

The two following days consisted of multiple

observations of the archeological sites of the Payne

Lake. Thanks to a chart drawn from the site Tu-

vaaluk (2) and article of Lee 1979 (3),we located the

sites named Brouillette and Gagnon, Cartier, Black

Spruce, Michéa and St-Pierre. We visited each of

them and also some which are not named. One of

these features a rectangular stone of approximately

four feet wide, set up in the medium of a smaller

stone square. The thesis of Thomas Lee who first

noted these structures on the Cartier site, is that

these are of Viking origin. This thesis was hotly dis-

Story and Photos by Sylvie Michaud
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puted by the majority of the archaeologists  at the

time due to lack of evidence and it was a battle Lee

would have with the scientific community over

many years. Not being experts, all that we can say it

is that to see these old remains, even if they were

‘only’ of Inuit origin, was very impressive.

After having finished our inspection of the
many sites at the end of the long portage

which cuts across the bottom of the large

long V-shaped rapid at the outlet of the lake we set

up our tent in a beautiful spot. Fabien left to go

fishing  at the end of the rapids and had too much

success. His catches were too large for our stom-

achs! For two days we dined on an assortment of

fish including one lake trout of about 12 pounds

and even, much to our surpise, an Arctic char. 

What I had imagined several times and feared,

occurred the next morning. We are awakened from

our sleep by a black bear! The area is famed for its

large number of good sized black bears. I will re-

member all my life the view of his leg in the shade at

the end of the tent. We left noisily while trying to

frighten him, but he hardly seemed impressed. He

continued to observe us and didn’t seem scared.

However, after some noisy pot banging and some

menacing movements on our part (such as holding

up the cayenne pepper bomb), he finally began to

move on. Thus, despite all the precautions which we

had taken (food arranged in the hermetically closed

barrels, cleaning of the site etc.), this animal with the

ultra sensitive sense of smell had nevertheless  lo-

cated us. 

It was doubtless attracted by the odor emanating

from the fishing tackle, because it had crunched

and broken the rod. Two days later, we saw a second

bear, even larger than the first, but fortunately it

was on other bank of the river. This is why, we

henceforth camped, wherever  possible, on islands

in order to avoid such meetings and did not eat fish

where we would camp that night. In spite of this

“safe practice”, some days later we drew the atten-

tion of another animal with a very fine sense of

smell. Before leaving the island where we had

camped, we heard a cry which resembled a yap; it

was a wolf which had found a fish that Fabien had

left and let us know it. If it had remained quiet, we

would never have seen it.

In 17 days, we made 170 miles. As this river is

not difficult technically, we had all our time for

making excursions and many hill hikes. We had

many memorable mpressions from our trip down the

Payne. We saw the pounded paths of caribou, recent

and ancient, which criss-cross all their territory. A

meeting with Inuit guides, one of whom showed

the way to us to be taken in the maze of the islands

and the rapids located upstream of the Vachon

River. There, dreaded alders four feet high lined

the banks in some areas. And the last days in the es-

tuary, the glassy sea, the race to arrive before the

outgoing tide and waiting for the rising tide to set

out again; the curious ringed seals, the families of

eider ducks and their strategy of protection of their

young; the very discrete belugas; the discovery of

the Hammer of Thor, Kangirsuk in building mode:

clouds of dust and noisy machinery because of the

e in Ungava A series of shots from south to north makes up this panorama of the
Payne River and the junction of the Lepelle River (centre). Robert Fla-
herty headed up the Payne (from the right) and Lepelle in 1912 in his
traverse of the Ungava peninsula. Veteran Che-Mun readers will re-
call a shot from the other side of the river in Outfit 62.
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construction, the beach of Kuujjuaq where I burn my feet on the hot sand.

Lastly, a last word on the lost canoeists Daniel Pauzé and Susan Barnes

whom we did not know, but whose disappearance we learned about some time

after our return. Their story moved us greatly. We had planned to make it to the

Korok and Torngats in June, but for lack of partners, we had given up the pro-

ject and it is what made us choose the Arnaud River. That made us realize how

lucky were compared to them, in particular thanks to the exceptionally favor-

able weather conditions which we experienced. 

For logistics, the costs and the technical difficulties of the river (far from

many), you can communicate with me:

michauds2001@yahoo.ca

1.Peake, M., Across Ungava HACC Trip, up the Kogaluk and

down the Payne rivers. Che-Mun, 1990. Outfit 62.

2. Plumet, P. Tuvaaluk: expédition multimédia dans la préhis-

toire du Nunavik, http://www.unites.uqam.ca/tuvaaluk/ [Site

Web.]

3. Lee, T., The Cartier site, Payne Lake Ungava, in its Norse

setting: part 2. Anthropological Journal of Canada, 1979.

17(2): p. 2-43
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nity, he left in peace. My Indian spirit guide?  Perhaps. There was more to
this than posturing.

“I can think of many dangerous cold water crossings on Hudson Bay and
the huge Arctic lakes. There were sudden squalls that heaped waves so
high they covered the boat, again and again.  You’ve been there.  You
know. I shook my head in disbelief at the e-mail you received from the man
who planned to canoe the Caniapiscau with his son.  Foolhardy?  No, stupid
comes to mind.   

It is a dicey game we play, but perhaps no more dangerous than driving to
work each day.  Still, the rules for canoeing wild rivers are enough different
that it takes a lifetime to learn them all.  But as Garrett Conover suggested,
that wild card in the deck can come up at any time.

“However, I would offer that high testosterone levels, poor skills and im-
proper planning dramatically increase the chance of drawing that card.  I
think that around 50 percent of a successful trip is due to skills and planning.
Good judgment counts about 45 percent (knowing when to run ‘em and
when to fold), and lady luck, the remaining five. And you’re way ahead if
you have an Indian guide on your side.

“Terrific issue of Che-mun, my friend.  This one should be required
reading for everyone who goes north.”

Our second letter - and second set of eyes on the issue - comes from noted
wilderness writer and paddler, Alan Kesselheim.

The recent packet with the continuing drama having to do with reck-
lessness in the wilds struck a chord. I guess because I’ve been
thought reckless by a few folks. Marypat and I took those two long

journeys across Canada, spending the winters out, all by ourselves. On one
of them Marypat was seven months pregnant before we came out. We cer-
tainly heightened our awareness of danger by being alone, and ratcheted up
the cautionary scale accordingly. And we had our share of close calls—some
dramatic like a bear encounter, others less spectacular but equally dangerous,
like an abscess infection. On some days I would have given a lot to have the
company of trip partners, but on balance, I’d never give up the rewards of
those one-boat trips. 

On larger trips you by definition succumb to social distraction and are
kept from engaging the wilderness to the depths that you can on solitary trips.
The quality of clarity, of uncluttered decision-making, of deep partnership,
and of profound connection with a landscape are immeasurable treasures. 

Of course, for us, that first solitary boat trip wasn’t planned that way. We
just couldn’t find anyone else who could make that commitment, so we
ended up on our own. Once we’d done it, we realized what a wonderful way
it was to travel. In addition to the two long trips, we spent a one-boat summer
paddling the De Pas/George Rivers in Ungava. I wouldn’t trade the quality
of those trips for anything.

Now we have children, and we’ve been thought foolhardy to take them
into the wilds. We took our first son, Eli, down the 550-mile Yellowstone
River, through Montana, when he was 8-months old. No it wasn’t as remote
as the Torngats, but for many of the bad things that could have happened
along the Yellowstone, it wouldn’t matter that there was a road nearby.

Sawyer and Ruby have been on boat trips from before their first birthdays.
All three kids have been on the Yukon, to remote northern Saskatchewan,
and on innumerable rivers in the west. They relish the experiences as much
as we do. In fact, we just returned from a six-day desert backpack in sever-
al slot canyons in southern Utah (the kids are ages 8 - 12). Have I ever had
moments of trepidation or doubt? Of course. Have the kids proven up to the
challenges? Absolutely.

Who knows what happened to Daniel and Susan in the Torngats. My
guess is that their demise was as likely to have been due to some mundane ac-
cident or miscalculation as to anything dramatic. It is absolutely tragic.
And they might have survived had they been in the company of trip mates.
Then again, perhaps not.

The fact is that we all make our peace with risk, whether it’s getting into
the car to go to soccer practice or getting into the canoe to cross remote
mountains. We prepare according to our comfort levels. We take precautions
we deem appropriate and necessary. We reap rewards and consequences as
a result.

The man planning to travel to Ungava with his two young sons may in-
deed be irresponsible and flippant. Maybe, too, he’s pulling your chain a bit.
By the same token, I think of Olaus and Mardie Murie who explored and
camped in the Far North with an infant in tow, and some 50 years ago—dry-
ing diapers by the fire, putting up with bugs and bears and weather and iso-
lation. They had the time of their lives. I think of the risks we don’t even con-
sider in our every day lives—driving, eating processed food, living in the
midst of pollution, trusting without question the vagaries of modern medi-
cine, playing contact sports—any of which could have consequences as dire
as the ones that come up on wilderness trips. 

Yes, this father seems on the surface to be awfully cavalier. Yes, I’d press
him to consider his decisions, as you have. But risk is hovering at the edges
every day, part of the equation of life, no matter what routines we barricade
ourselves behind, no matter what security nets we put in place. And the risk
of not living fully, not acting on our inspirations, and not making leaps of
faith, takes a terrible toll as well.

It is coming up on 20 years for this Editor producing Che-Mun. And
when anyone asks me what I make from it - all I can tell them it’s priceless.
And that point was never better made than in this wonderful letter like this
from Tim Farr in Ottawa who recently became a subscriber and ordered 33
back issues. This is what it is all about for me.

“I just wanted you to know that the back copies arrived two weeks ago,
and I've been lost in Che-Mun ever since. It's like finding a Christmas pre-
sent that you had forgotten under the tree; I cannot tell you how much I'm en-
joying delving into those old issues.

“This year I turned 50, and I took my first solo canoe trip when I was 15.
None of my family were particularly outdoors-oriented, so I spent years
learning the hard way how to be comfortable in the bush. When I think of all
the dumb things I did, I'm amazed that I still can't wait for that first trip each
year. But I'm also coming to realize that this passion for canoeing has been
the one constant in my life, because with the exception of a few lost years
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explore the ocean floor with sonar and cameras.
Woodman says they will only send divers if

they find something. He says a television crew
will film the work. However Woodman says the
ships are a protected heritage site, meaning they
can't be touched or retrieved.

Woodman is scheduled to begin his search for
Franklin's ships in mid-May 10, His Web page is
www.ric.edu/rpotter/woodman/mainpage.html

The rocky, wind-swept Hans Island is an in-
teresting place for geologists, but you prob-
ably wouldn't want to spend much time on it.

The island has been in the news recently, with
Canada and Denmark each defending territorial
claims to Hans Island, located in the Nares Strait,
between northern Ellesmere Island and
Greenland.

Three years ago, Keith Dewing and Chris
Harrison, geologists with the Geological Survey
of Canada who were mapping northern Ellesmere
Island, flew by helicopter to Hans Island.

"It's out in the middle of the ocean. It really is
halfway from Canada to Greenland. It's roughly
circular, straight-sided up from the water, sloping
off to the Greenland side. It's pretty much flat on
top, and there's some boulders scattered around,"
Dewing said in an interview from Calgary. "It's
been scraped pretty much clean."

Hans Island is interesting to geologists because
it's part of a mountain chain that starts in the
Svalbard Islands off Norway, runs through
Greenland, and pokes out again in Ellesmere
Island.

Dewing says it's unlikely that the island will
prove to be a treasure trove of minerals or
underwater oil reserves for either nation. While on
Hans Island, Dewing remembers seeing a flagpole
- with no flag, some little cairns and a ragged-
looking hut.

“We were on our way from A to B. We
needed some samples, so we stopped off, took a
couple of chunks of rock and were off,” Dewing
said. “We try not to work in Danish territory. We
went there on the assumption that it was Canadian
territory. Our topographic maps said it was part of
Canada. We went there confident that it was part
of Canada to take our samples."

To resolve the dispute over who has claim to
the island, Dewing suggests Canada and Denmark
share Hans Island, which would then be half
Nunavut, half Greenland - and a tourist attraction
in its own right.

Spurred by the tragic boating deaths of a well-
known family on Ungava Bay last year,
Nunavik's regional government has joined

forces with the Makivik Corporation to buy mil-
lions of dollars worth of search and rescue equip-
ment.

Government officials expect 14 fully-equipped
search-and-rescue boats will wend their way to
Nunavik this year, providing each community
along the Hudson Bay and Ungava Bay with the
means to retrieve victims or survivors who get
lost on the water.

The price-tag for the boats and equipment
reaches upwards of $3 million, split between the
regional government and Nunavik's birthright
corporation.

The confirmed purchase marks a political coup
for regional councillors, most of whom
campaigned in last year's election to pressure the
regional government to deliver a search boat to
each community. Politicians and residents have
long complained that Nunavik deserves its own
fleet, considering the region contains 2,500
kilometres of coastline.

Until now, Nunavik has depended mainly on
southern search teams because the region doesn't
have even one boat equipped for search and
rescue missions. The debate over developing a
made-in-Nunavik policy and program for such
programs exploded most recently last August
when the Kauki family went missing while
canoeing on Ungava Bay.
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backpacking in North Africa, I have managed to do
at least one canoe trip somewhere on the Shield
every one of those years.

Che-Mun must be a labour of love for you, be-
cause every single issue I've read has some expe-
rience which I can relate to. I wish I could report
that I've made some epic journey like a George
Luste or a Max Finkelstein but what fun it is to live
vicariously through their tripping. And boy do I
love the Canoelit section. It wasn't until middle
age that I started to realize that there was actually a
body of canoeing literature, and that you could
connect the dots between Tyrrell and Douglas and
Hoare and Pelly and it was all part of this wonder-
fully adventurous and oh-so-obscure Canadian tra-
dition.

Che-Mun is sort of like that, it's been there all
along and I wish I'd checked it out earlier. I've
only canoed north of the treeline once, on the Sutton
River. I'm lucky if I can get away for two weeks at
a stretch and my canoe trips must be balanced
against commitments to family and job. This year,
I'm finally going to treat myself to a journey in the
Barrens, but only because it's a special year for me
and because my canoeing partner is celebrating his
retirement. But reading Che-Mun for the past two
weeks (and I mean reading, because I've got 33
back issues to savour) has been a rare treat. I'm
sure that cranking out those four editions each year
must get a little onerous at times, but I wanted you
to know that from the perspective of this reader,
it's a magnificent achievement. I'm well and truly ad-
dicted and you can count me as a Che-Mun sub-
scriber until you run out of stories or I drop dead.
Thanks for a wonderful little journal; it's great !

CANOESWORTHY  cont’d from Page 3

Canoesworthy
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Lust  in  the Barrens

                   


