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Four new canoe 
books for sum-
mer
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GEORGE RIVER AUGUST 1967 -- Stew 
Coffin and his group on one of the early trips 

down northern Quebec’s George River thirty 
summers ago. He tells of that trip and how it sets 

up another for this summer - the annual HACC 
sojourn. Read all about it beginning on page 6.
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We have an interesting assortment of Packet 
items for this summer’s issue. As always, we wel-
come and treasure your letters.

First off is a short request from Lawrence 
Millman, an American author who has 
made some nice contributions to recent 

issues of Che-Mun, including this one (see Page 
9). Lawrence writes:

“I would like to obtain biographical informa-
tion about Inspector F.H. French, the RCMP 
officer who led the so-called Bathurst Inlet Patrol.

Lawrence Millman, P.O. Box 381582, 
Cambridge, MA 02238. Tel: 617/492-5861.

Dick Davidson from Sioux Falls, South 
Dakota is a longtime subscriber and 
wilderness paddler. His letters are 

always welcome and interesting.
“Last summer two of us returned to Queen 

Maud Gulf for the first time since 1985, when we, 
in a party of four, descended the Back River, 
made a watershed crossing and then descended 
the Armark River. On that 43 day trip, we just 
missed meeting the members of the Hide-Away 
Canoe Club on Upper Garry Lake.

“Few if any other areas, including the archi-
pelago, in the NWT have higher air costs that trips 
to Queen Maud Gulf. Costly as it may be, the lure 
of this area brought us back.

“Todd Purtell, a former South Dakotan now 
living in Germantown, Tennessee, and I took a 
canoe trip to and down a river with no past 
recorded travel, that is unnamed on topo maps. 
This river, however, is called Iqalukpilik on lan-
duse maps, which gives local usage names of the 
near past. The name means, according to two 
Inuks of Cambridge Bay, “has fish” and “having 
fish.”

“The river is just west of the Pitok River, 
which is named on topo maps. We planned and 
took a 14 day trip, knowing that 18 or more days 

would have been better. Our ingress was driving 
to Yellowknife, flying to Cambridge Bay on 
Victoria Island, where we received a rental canoe, 
and then chartering back over a frozen ocean to 
the mainland and our put-in. The egress was the 
reverse. 

“As it was on the Armark, the wildlife seen 
and encountered on the Iqalukpilik in ‘96 was just 
fantastic. Geese, caribou, muskoxen, foxes, 
cranes and much more. These two rivers plus the 
Whitestone in the Yukon are the best wildlife riv-
ers that I have seen in my 66 years.

“During the trip we had only three windblown 
days, which is small in number for this north 
coast area. During more of the trip the weather 
was mild to hot. One evening was 82F at 6pm. 
From other reports, ‘96 was a warm year in the 
Barrens.

“Surprises are to be expected when you trip 
areas with no past recorded travel and we had 
two. The river was wider than expected for a 
shield river of this drainage and therefore the river 
was lower and slower (in non-rapids areas) than 
expected. We expected the river to have clear 
water through the last rapids. However, at about 
75 feet above sea level, the river passed through 
an area that made the water murky. 

“About two-thirds of the way down the 
Iqalukpilik we saw three large cairns or pylons 
on an east bank hill and the first rocky remains 
from a past or present culture seen on the trip. 
These markers led to some lakes that led to a 
stream that was a lower tributary of the 
Iqalukpilik. 

“The rest of the trip was saw an abundance of 
man-placed rocks at hunting and fishing sites. All 
tent rings seen, were Inuit or last used by the Inuit 
(no Thule). Among the many stone structures 
seen, was the remains of a fair-sized stone house; 
we also saw a beehive-type fox trap, in good con-
dition.

“After the trip I was able to compare 

Cambridge Bay with the more traditional com-
munity of Bathurst Inlet visited in 1995. During 
the trip we had a chance meeting with Martin 
Leonard III of Valdez, Alaska at the Yellowknife 
airport. You may hear more of Martin. We was 
into a Northwest Passage trip much longer that 
Don Starkell’s or Victoria Jason’s”

A new found reader is what we cherish and 
that would be John Meriwether from 
Leavenworth, Washington who really 

reminded us what we are doing with Che-Mun.
“So there I was, sitting at my table, contem-

plating the details for this summer’s canoe trip. 
(Seventy days from Yellowknife to the village of 
Coppermine.)

“I was wondering how many people actually 
go canoeing in the far north? Then, thumbing 
through the mail, one of my canoeing partners 
sent me Che-Mun. I guess my question of how 
many people go to the far north was answered; 
more than I thought. They even have their own 
newsletter. Then I sat down and read it. I was 
delighted with the articles and the sense of com-
munity that Che-Mun delivers.

“I have been canoeing since the seventh grade 
and now, at age 33, the magnetic needle in my 
brain is still firmly pointed to north. I have always 
known that the folks that venture past the two day 
mark, with more than fishing as the main goal, are 
few and far between. With all the hype over 
adventure travel, eco-trips, backpacking (or 
advanced walking) and mountaineering, the skill 
and art of wilderness canoeing has seemed to 
have gotten lost as one of the best ways to experi-
ence solitude and wilderness.

“Enclosed you will find a cheque for the next 
two year’s subscription. Please add me to you 
mailing list. I am thrilled that Che-Mun is make 
an effort to connect the people with the same love 
as mine. Now the people of the canoe will not 
seem so few and far between.”

2.

Summer Packet
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Editor's  Notebook

Whew! What a spring it’s been. Things have been very busy here 
getting ready for the upcoming North to Ungava On River. On 
Line. canoe expedition.

It’s a different trip for us certainly. We did the George back in 1983, still 
relatively early in our northern paddling careers. That time after finishing 
the river we headed north to Auyuittuuq National Park near Pangnirtung on 
Baffin Island for a brief hiking trip. This time we’ll just stick with the pad-
dling.

It’s also a different trip for us in that it involved no upstream work, which 
has become something of our trademark. It doesn’t necessarily mean we’re 
getting soft - though we undoubtedly are. Given the technological angle of 
this trip and lugging around a 25 pound satphone and the rest, we thought 
we’d keep it kinda simple. Well. . . simpler.

We’re not the first to do this thing but we didn't want to be that last. Our 
big advantage is that we’re on the CANOE web site which is a large site with 
a lot of views (as they call them). Our friend at Backpacker magazine will also 
carry some of our stuff on their web site during the trip. [www.bpbackpack-
er.com].

The well-known Joanie and Gary McGuffin are also doing an online trip 
this summer. Their Journeys Through the Ancient Forests, is a two-month 
meander through the last remnants of Ontario’s great forests. [www.adven-
turers.com]. Max Finkelstein of Canadian Heritage Rivers is also doing an 
online trip but he seem to be paddling too fast to post anything. He past the 
Boundary Waters at this writing but his online journal is still in Lake Huron. 
[www.voyageur.carleton.ca]

So we’ll be out there too. It’s a bit of a gimmick, to be sure, but it offers a 
different look at a canoe trip. A chance to see a trip as it develops before you 
can put a coat of varnish on everything after it’s all over. I hope to send three 
pictures a day plus there will be a regular journal entries. It’s all run on 12 
volt batteries and solar chargers. Of course, my recurring nightmare is that 
we get out there and nothing works. Ha. Ha. I’m not laughing. If that’s the 
case maybe we’ll just do what we did in 1983 and keep heading north. Only 
this time we’ll paddle to Pangnirtung. 

Have a great summer. See you online! Michael Peake, Editor.

nosebot has made its way to Baffin Island. 
The nose and throat areas of a single animal can 

sustain between 30 to 300 nosebot larvae at a time. 
Baffin hunters are familiar with the skin warble fly 

larvae commonly found under the skin along the backs 
of caribou. The nosebots are similar in appearance, 
though they may be smaller and narrower. 

Both kinds of warble fly larvae are parasites, a spe-
cial type of predator that uses its prey as a place to live 
and breed. Though they can be repulsive to look at, they 
do not affect the quality of the meat. The fly larvae are 
simply uninvited guests in the caribou’s body, obtaining 
free food and a roof over their heads while they grow 
toward adulthood. 

Heavily infested caribou may be tormented by the 
irritating presence of the parasites and be thinner than 
other caribou, but the caribou meat is still OK to eat.

The Sanavik Co-op, formed in the1970s by Baker 
Lake artists has re-opened after being closed for 
several years.. The members of the co-op, which 

included renowned artist Jessie Oonark, developed 
Baker Lake’s reputation for fine prints and wall-hang-
ings. 

In the late 1980s the co-op converted the printmak-
ers’ old space into a retail area to bring in more money 
and the print shop was scrapped. 

Two years ago, though, the territorial government 
made money available for artist training. Nunavut 
Arctic College offered a drawing and printmaking 
course and Kyra Fisher came up from the University of 
Calgary to teach. 

Nine students started the program and this year eight 
have graduated.

For the first time in seven years, the Baker Lake 
printmakers will release a collection of 18 prints. But it 
may be a long time before there’s another collection. 
Fisher said there’s no guarantee there’ll be money for 
first-year students to continue in the program. Some 
graduates, she says, would also like to want to contin-
ue, but they’d probably benefit more from a course in 
the business aspects of running a printshop. 

Newsline
Countdown to April 1, 1999

❂ ❂ ❂

 ➥ Continued on Page 11
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Northern Legends

On the day we took the last outfit 
of Che-Mun to the printer we 
found out that Elliot Merrick 

had passed away. 
Elliott Tucker Merrick III died at his 

home in Asheville, North Carolina on 
April 22 at the age of 91. Che-Mun 
Outfit 88 carried a wonderful piece by 
Merrick and what turned out to be the 
last thing he wrote. It was an address to 
the Wilderness Paddlers Gathering in 
Hulbert Vermont last February.

Most canoeists are familiar with 
Merrick’s first book, the northern classic 
True North. In fact, a later book, based 
on the same experiences was more suc-
cessful. Northern Nurse was on the 
bestseller lists for 17 weeks after it was 
released in 1941. In it, Merrick tells the 
tale of Kate Austen, a young Australian 
nurse who ended up at the Grenfell 
Mission in Labrador. It was here the pair 
met and fell in love. Kate died a few years 
ago and Merrick was survived by his sec-
ond wife Patricia.

Northern Nurse drew strong critical 
praise. It evokes an era now gone but with 
sentiments that are timeless. Merrick’s 
description of their honeymoon trip gives 
a feel of the book:

“We fished and sailed to our hearts’ 
content, and lived on goose and duck and 

salmon as well as love....When rain pat-
tered on the tent or bread was browning in 
the pan, we remembered the itinerant 
Newfoundland minister who had instruct-
ed us at our marriage ceremony to repeat 
after him the words, ‘according to 
God’s’oly hordinance,’ for it seemed that 
we lived now as never before according to 
divine command.”

Merrick was a Yale grad who headed 
north to find adventure in the late 1920s. 
He found it. In trackless Labrador he 

worked a variety of jobs and experi-
enced the land as the natives did - and 
more importantly - brought to us the 
story of what went on there in a mean-
ingful and eloquent way.

Merrick wrote eight books and 
numerous articles throughout his 
career.

He was not able to make an adequate 
living from writing and held several  
jobs from teaching to editing. After a 
stint in the merchant marine in World 
War II he joined the US Forest Service 
and spent 22 years as science officer 
and publications editor. until he retired. 
His great love from then on was sailing 
along the eastern seaboard.

To many Canadian paddlers, we 
had our first personal glimpse of 
Merrick at the 1989 Wilderness Canoe 
Association Wilderness Symposium 

held every winter in Toronto. Merrick 
stood at the podium, a tiny and somewhat 
frail figure in an auditorium jammed with 
700 breathless paddlers and lovers of 
wilderness and history. He retold his 
memories of those Labrador days so long 
ago - but still so firmly etched in his 
memory. It was a memorable evening for 
all. And a most memorable life.

Merrick - In memorium -

His description of a challenging portage found at the ‘Big Hill’, which 
rises 700 feet in a quarter mile, and part of the route which skirts Grand 
Falls:

“ Beyond this point every article of God’s manufacture, or man’s, 
undergoes a change in status. The value of merchandise is not 
calculated here by the currency of any nation on earth, but by 
weight and utility. A pound of tea is worth more than a diamond 
ring and ten pounds of flour is worth more than twenty pounds of 
gold...To see an inverted canoe moving slowly up the hill on a 
stalk of two small legs is enough to make you believe there’s noth-
ing a man can’t do.”

The final lines:  “This evening the bay is very quiet. We have been 
sitting on a driftwood stump in the sand. A dying spruce leans over 
the still water, looking down untroubled at itself. As though the edge 
of the bay were breathing, a faint ripple runs along the beach. Way 
off in the sky across the bay the tops of the mountains are glowing 
in the last sun. We did lay our fingers in the water and dig our bare 
feet deeper into the sand to be closer to the earth’s heart, we love it 
so. And the feeling of gladness and sorrow comes over the water to 
us like a wave; gladness that the earth is so free and wide and lifep-
giving and generous and shorrow that so many millions of men are 
unhappy, neither knowing nor caring for these things.”

 Some Merrick memories from True North
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Maine Canoe Symposium

The road has been hilly but the Maine Canoe Symposium rambles on 
and just conducted their 12th annual meeting last June in Bridgton 
Maine.

Conceived by the folks at L.L. Bean in 1986, this folksy, fun event with 
its low-key blend of humour and expertise flourished for its first eight 
years. Born as the Maine Canoe Symposium, Bean changed the name to the 
North American Canoe Symposium after four years and attracted crowds 
up to 250 to the picturesque shores of Moose Pond and Camp Winona, a 
90-year-old boys camp.

The camp’s tall pines are its trademark along with the classic rustic 
cabins - and great food. Since L.L. Bean withdrew following a stupid for-
mat change which all but killed it, the Maine Canoe Symposium has been 
reborn on an all-volunteer basis headed by former attendee Jerry Kocher. 
In 1995, the new MCS was started and it has grown steadily and is back to 
its roots in terms of attendance and format.

The 1997 version held June 6-8 drew 160-plus people of all ages. There 
has been a definite trend towards families in the last couple of years. In 
fact, they even had a separate kids program for the first time ever this year. 
And it was a great success.

Many of the regular Pro Staff, as they are called, were in attendance. 
This includes, poler Harry Rock, double blade expert Bart Hauthaway, 
canoe sailor Jim Bowman, survival experts Ray and Nancy Reitze and 
canoe and paddle maker Geoff Burke. Of course three of the Peake brothers 
were there, Michael, David and Geoffrey. Missing regulars included Maine 
Guides Alexandra and Garrett Conover and canoe builder Jerry Stelmock.

Becky Mason along with husband Reid McLachlan made another 
appearance this year and both said they had a great time. It was the 10th 
anniversary of her father Bill Mason’s visit to the MCS. Becky did the 
Friday night slide show on growing up with canoeing and the Peakes did 
Saturday’s show - Lands Forlorn - the Coppermine River and George 
Douglas.

Plans are underway for MCS 13 from Jun 5-7, 1998. The Childrens 
Workshops are expanded to 10 events from nature study to basic paddling 
to basket making. And as usual there is a full roster of adult programs. You 
can find out more by writing Maine Canoe Symposium c/o Winona Camps, 
RR #1 Box 868, Bridgton, Maine 04009  Telephone 207/647-3721  or 
Email Jerry-Kocher@msn.com or you can check out their web site at www.
mcs.gen.me.us .

On the shores of Moose Pond
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This summer’s Hide-Away Canoe Club 
adventure promises to be something differ-
ent - yet  familiar.

The world wide system of the lines of latitude 
and longitude which encase the globe look some-
thing like a web. What better than to be on-line when 
crossing these lines of latitude, canoeing north along 
a historic highway - a great northern river flowing 
mightily to the Arctic Sea. From August 1-17, six 
members of the HACC  (Michael, David & Geoffrey 
Peake, Peter Scott, Peter Brewster and newcomer 
Tom Stevens) will descend the George River in 
northern Quebec - and thousands can come along for 
the ride. Four of the group did the same trip in 1983.

Armed with a Bell Mobility satellite phone and a 
Nikon digital camera, the HACC will report to radio 
listeners and World Wide Web watchers all about 
their journey - as it happens. From the rolling rapids 
to the rolling tundra you can see and hear what the 
experience is like - without getting your feet wet. The 
web site address is www.canoe.ca/ georgeriver/
home.html . You can also hear us on CBC radio on 
the summer version of Morningside.

The George River rises from the very edge of 

Labrador, and drops 1400 feet as it flows 340 miles 
to Ungava Bay in an almost due north arrow of crys-
tal clear waters and churning rapids. A big river, the 
George lies just to the west of the Labrador-Quebec 
border in the Nunavik region, a land of endless vistas 
and a half million thundering caribou. The river was 
named after King George III and was historically 
used by the native Naskapi and Montagnais Indians 
(now Innu) and the few traders of the Hudson’s Bay 
Company. 

The river gained notoriety almost a century ago 
when an ill-fated trip cast a spotlight on its remote 
waters. The 1903 journey of Leonidas Hubbard and 
Dillon Wallace took a wrong turn in Labrador on 
their route to the George. Hubbard later starved to 
death and Wallace and their guide, George Elson, 
were saved only by Elson’s heroics. Wallace wrote a 
bestselling book about the trip (The Lure of the 
Labrador Wild) that incensed Hubbard’s widow. So 
it would be that Mina Hubbard determined to finish 
what her late husband started. With the same guide, 
George Elson, and two others Hubbard successfully 
completed the trip to the mouth of the George River. 

In a bizarre twist, Dillon Wallace also repeated 

the same trip at the exact same time as Hubbard. The 
two groups ignored one another along the way and 
Mina beat Dillon to the end by a good margin. 
Wallace was so shamed by this that rather than share 
a boat ride back he left the ship and returned by 
dogsled later in the year - a journey of 1500 miles. 
Mina told her remarkable tale in the book A Woman’s 
Way through Unknown Labrador and Wallace his in  
The Long Labrador Trail. The 1988 book, Great 
Heart , reprinted this year, examined the unique and 
unspoken relationship between Mina and her 
extremely capable guide Elson.

We recently visited Dr. John Rugge, co-author of 
Great Heart and the classic  Complete Wilderness 
Paddler and he kindly loaned us his copies of the 
transcribed diaries of all the major players on all 
three canoe trips. 

To this day on the George River, there are no 
towns along the way, except for the small Inuit vil-
lage of Kangiqsualluujuaq (also known simply as 
George River) at the end. There are no bridges, 
roads, railways or power lines that cross this mighty 
stream. It still runs wild, unrelentingly north.

HACC 1997  Exped i t i on 

North to Ungava. On River. On Line.

Geoffrey Peake and Peter Scott check out the rapids ahead on one of three channels of the upper George River in northern Quebec.
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By STEWART COFFIN

The summer 1995 issue of Che-Mun con-
tained my panorama of the lower George 
River together with a brief mention of our 

1967 trip from Cabot Lake to Ungava Bay. Che-
Mun readers might be interested in a few additional 
footnotes about that memorable trip, as best I can 
recall, now 30 years later.

Back then there were only three fishing camps 
on the George River [Ed Note: There are now 
eight], at least that we found - Henri Culos’ George 
River Lodge just below Indian House Lake and 
Bob May’s Arctic Anglers at Pyramid Hills and 
Helen Falls. It was from Henri Culos that we first 
heard about the illustrious “dog biscuit party” 
reported to be just ahead of us. It seems a pair of 
canoeists from New York had stopped at George 
River Lodge after some sort of mishap and had 
spread their things on the rocks to dry, including an 
amazing quantity of dog biscuits, which we said to 
be their main food supply. It was also claimed that 
their canoe was equipped with an outrigger to pre-
vent capsizing, consisting of long poles lashed 
crosswise with bunches of Clorox bottles attached 
at the ends. [Ed. Note: Highly ironic, as Clorox is 
one of our sponsors on this year’s trip!]

We weren’t sure how much of this to believe, 
until we reached Helen Falls and found their outrig-
ger contraption, just as described, discarded at the 
start of the portage. According to Bob May, the two 
split at this point and one continued on alone. Late, 
quite by chance, a friend sent me a clipping from 
the Long Island Press of July 13, 1969, which ran a 
full article about the pari, even including a photo 
showing their 18-foot Grumman with Clorox bottle 
outrigger. As for the rumours about their rations, the 
article concludes with a quote by the wife of one of 
the pair. When asked by the reported if she would 
like to accompany her husband on one of his 
adventures, she replied that she had “no desire to 
venture into the bleak tundra and eat dog biscuits”.

When we reached tidewater on the last day, the 
combination of strong headwinds and incoming 
tide made further progress impossible, so we 
sought shelter on Ford Island, near which our 
ancient maps showed an HBC post, long since 
abandoned. There we found ourselves in the conge-
nial company of Willie Imudluk and his family. 

Willie was the proprietor of Ilkalu Lodge sporting 
camp, and the first of its kind in northern Canada to 
to owned and operated by the Inuit.

With Willie as interpreter, we talked with his 
mother. She remembered when Mrs. Hubbard 
came down the river in 1905. She was now 74, so 
she would have been 12 back then. SHe told us that 
Mrs. Hubbard had an air mattress, a great novelty to 
her and her playmates, as Mrs. Hubbard let them 
inflate it and bounce on it. Looking back now, I 
realize what a rare opportunity that was for us to 

peek into the past, and I wished we had conversed 
much longer that we did.

Willie’s teenage daughter had a phonograph 
with a few Kitty Wells records which she played for 
us. She also had a guitar which she had not yet 
mastered. On of our party, Don Barr, was quite a 
talented musician and singer, so he tuned up the 
guitar and we all sang some popular country tunes 
of the day. Even now, when I hear those old songs, 
it takes me back in an instant to those wonderful 
hours we spent at Ilkalu Lodge waiting for the tide 
to turn. When it finally did, we paddled on to port 
Nouveau Quebec [George River] and the end of our 
trip.

Soon after that, Don got married and we lost 
contact with each other but there is one final foot-
note to this story. In August of 1986, Tom 
Ballantyne and I were returning from a trip which 
started near Labrador City and headed north by a 
complicated route which eventually brought us into 
the headwaters of the McPhadyen River and thence 
downstream to the railroad at Esker. On our return 
homeward, turning on the radio to catch up on 
news, we learned that an unidentified hiker had just 
perished in a severe sleet storm on Mt. Madison in 
the Presidential Range. When I got home I was 
shocked to hear that the victim was none other than 
my old friend, George River companion and song-
ster, Don Barr.

Exped i t i on s

Willie Imudluk and family. His grandmother who 
met Mina Hubbard’s in the centre of the frame.

30 years on - Coffin and the George
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Canoel i t

Idleness, Water and a Canoe
Reflections on Paddling for 
Pleasure 
By Jamie Benidickson. 
University of Toronto Press, 299pp 
ISBN: 0-8020-7910-5

All books reviewed by Michael Peake

Now here’s an interesting book. 
Idless, Water and a Canoe is 
essentially a bibliography on ste-

roids. That’s a great compliment, because 
as we all know, bibliographies hold the 
distillation of a great amount of knowl-
edge.

And Jamie Benidickson, a professor at 
the University of Ottawa, is without a 
doubt, a possessor of a great deal of 
canoe-related information and he lays so 
much of it out in the 299 pages of Idless, 
Water and a Canoe.

The title, by the way, comes from a 
1940 academic article which defined the 
three principle ingredients of a holiday in 
Canada. The idea of the canoe as it relates 
to things Canadian is very strong and has 
a great appeal to academics who like to 
pursue man’s search for portages etc.

Benidickson must have spent a huge 
amount of time - and fun - gathering and 
collating these thousands of canoe 
thoughts, ramblings, vignettes from the 
last two centuries. It’s very tough to resist 
the temptation to just jump in anywhere 

since it’s really a collection of 16 essays 
ranging from The Canadian Summer Boy 
(on summer camps); Rock Dodging and 
other Perils (Rapids) and Consuming 
Wilderness.

In his first chapter, Popular Images and 
Personal Experiences, Benidickson 
writes;

“The canoe remains a surprisingly 
common and important feature of the 
urban landscape. No visitor to Canada 
could ever fail to see it depicted some-
where, for in recent years the canoe has 
appeared prominently in commercial 
advertising campaigns promoting milk, 
cigarettes, alcohol, credit cards, real estate 
and at least one provincial lottery. Had it 
not been for an unexplained scandal 
involving the loss of dies and samples, the 
canoe would have been on every one dol-
lar coin in Canada.”

It’s a somewhat surprising revelation. 
Canoes are indeed used throughout media 
even hi-tech stuff - like the new website 
CANOE which ostensibly stands for 
Canadian Online Explorer. Canadians 
carry canoes around in their more than on 
their backs.

There are contributions from a lot of 
familiar names in this book; Eric Morse, 
Bill Mason, Hubbard and Wallace, 
Trudeau, Blair Fraser and, yes, yours truly. 
But they are all snippets of things from a 
great many people. Benidickson builds his 
case as a good academic would with foot-
notes for mortar and quotations for straw.

This book is best read slowly. Each 
chapter is stuffed with ideas that take an 
educated canoeist’s mind cruising off in 
many directions. The author continually 
offers up choice quotes and references that 
perhaps leave you wanting more but by 
then he has moved on.

Jamie Benidickson has done a great 
service to the academically-minded pad-
dler. This book is thoughtful, well-
researched and a great canoe trip on its 
own.

Brook Trout & Blackflies

A Paddler’s Guide to Algonquin Park
By Kevin Callan. 
Boston Mills Press, 144 pp. $16.95
ISBN: 1-55046-211-3

Kevin Callan has been a one-man 
industry for Ontario canoeing. The 
writer and photographer has done 

several books on Ontario paddling and is a 
frequent speaker on the canoeing circuit.

Kevin has done his usual thorough and 
attractive job in his latest effort which spot-

lights the perennial 
favourite, Algonquin 
Park. Callan allows 
how this huge an 
popular park is per-
haps – too popular. 
But he insists it has so 
much to offer and 
features 20 great 
canoe trips through 
the area.

Each trip is illustrated by a great map and 
the book is liberally sprinkled with beautiful, 
crisp black and white photos. And of course, 
Kevin helped do the maps and took the pho-
tos as well.Many of the routes he features are 
four days or less – perfect for short getaways. 
He also mentions the lower Petawawa - one 
of the great, accessible whitewater runs in 
Canada.

The book is much more than a trip guide. 
Callan weaves in anecdotes from his own 
trips, so there’s all the nuts and bolts info but 
with some good stories thrown in.

On the lower Petawawa for example, 
there are some long, easy rapids after all the 
big stuff. Of course, they have portages on 
them, but few, very few would ever need 
them. Callan tells a great tale of meeting 
fours, rum-soaked canoeists who were walk-
ing out - somewhat despondently - after 
being thrown from their Grumman at the 
start of Five Mile Rapids! Kevin’s crew 
showed them the magic of duct tape and had 
them sobered up and on their way the next 
morning.

Canoeist’s Q & A
Scenarios for Serious Canoeists 
By Cliff Jacobson. 
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Perspectives

Near Ferguson Lake, N.W.T.

Here in this unadorned geology there’s no getting away from last things, 
A few miles from camp I find a caribou skeleton sprawled on a bed of 
granite, its girders caved in, innards gone, with just a few forlorn tags 

of fur and skin clinging to it, What spawned this death? An Inuks’ rifle? The 
long embrace of a lichenless winter? Or possible those ravening lords of the 
tundra, blackflies and mosquitoes?

Even now a couple of hundred blackflies are hanging around the bones like, 
I’m convinced, artists admiring their handiwork. In the dying wind, I watch 
those few begin to multiply. All of a sudden the air possesses a prenatural still-
ness, the so-called calm before the storm. The shy seems to turn yellow, then a 
pocked, insectual black. And then they strike, thousands of whining, peevish 
Draculas, drinking from my fountain, mobbing my every available pore, even 
probing the eyelets of my boots. Each bite sends the sharp pinprick of torment, 
not painful but worse, straight to the kernel of my bodily being.

I sprint off over broken ground, over esker and glacial rubble, lateral moraine 
and terminal moraine, in the direction of my tent. Rock after rock my feet 
awaken from an early Pleistocene sleep. I plead with my Maker; I’ll give up 
anything you want, Make, Old Chap, sloth and gluttony, maybe even lust, only 
please deliver me from this plaque of insects. There’s no response except a 
thrumming acceleration of interest from the plague itself. Either God’s bailiwick 

does not extend yo the emptiness of the Keewatin tundra, of He shies away from 
encounter with rival lords.

Now I leap rivulets and splash through shoal ponds, slop across bogs and 
tromp tripe de roche, until I reach, at last, long last, my glorious tent. So once 
again I splatter, plunge, hop, tramp and slosh until I locate the tent in its rightful 
place a few feet from a riverine embankment. Cheek by jowl with a dwarf wil-
low patch. Not far from an ancient kayak stand. Surrounded by a bumper crop 
of Labrador tea. Except it isn’t there again.

I wonder: Where’s that blasted North wind when you really crave its vindic-
tive keen? My weary feet crunch across a sedge meadow inlaid with a rich 
highly-variegated, quite lovely tapestry of lichen, but I’m too fly-besotted to 
enjoy it. By now my morale is almost completely unstrung. Just give up, I tell 
myself, and let them completely drink their fill . . .

All at once I see the aquamarine dome of my tent pitched sweetly in the 
distance. I run down to it, trip, fall, rise again and leap inside, my own girders 
still aloft (barely). Then I quickly anoint my body with the magic of citronella 
oil and carbolated vaseline, a dope guaranteed to distinguish my fate from the 
fate of my late caribou brother.

By such thin coatings we live and die.

Unstrung in a string bog

ICS Books, 126pp C$13.50 US$9.95
ISBN: 1-57034-055-2

Cliff Jacobson has been churning out 
great canoeing books for a good long 
time. It must be hard to keep coming up 

with good ideas but he seems to be able to.
Canoeist’s Q&A is his latest effort and quite 

entertaining. 
Cliff examines 36 scenarios that could easily 

be familiar to many wilderness canoeists. We 
featured one a few outfits ago when Cliff sent 

us one. 
The key element 

of these what-ifs is 
that they are taken 
from real life and set 
on familiar northern 
waters. The format 
is familiar for most 
scenarios. He sets it 
up in The Scenario. 

Then The Question is followed by Action 
Taken and The Answer. There are also a num-
ber of FAQs which Cliff definitively answers. 

A typical scenario: Eight experienced canoe-
ists are camped at a picturesque site along the 
Seal River in remote, northern Manitoba. It’s 
seven p.m. and the cook announces that supper 
will be ready at nine. He suggests that those 
who are not involved with preparing the meal 
get lost for a couple hours.

Excited at the opportunity for some free time, 
six people decide to go exploring. Two strike out 
together in one direction; the rest go their sepa-
rate ways. Unknown to the group leader, no one 
brings a map, compass, matches or flashlight.

The Question: nine o’clock approaches and 
the explorers haven’t returned. Yelling pro-
duces no response. At 9:30, the light begins to 
fade and there’s still no sign of anyone. The 
two men in camp have a whistle, three orange 
smoke signals, two 15-second flares, a high-

powered rifle, compass, maps and a battery 
powered GPS. A cheery fire has been burning 
for hours. You’re the group leader, what should 
you do.

You’ll have to buy the 
book to find out.

Making Canoe 
Paddles in Wood
By Graham Warren. 
Raven Rock Books, 
UK., 76pp 
ISBN: 0-9530352-0-
4

It’s certainly not 
unusual for a nice, 
glossy book on pad-

dle making to appear - but having it appear 
from England is surprising.
Author Graham Warren owns Moosehead 
Canoes in Derbyshire. This attractive small 



We had this very disturbing letter passed on to us by George Luste. 
Che-Mun has sent a response and we urge all our readers to do 
the same. While the time window is small, your voice should be 

heard. It concerns some small rivers at the east end of Great Slave Lake with 
some very large repercussions. 

Dear Friends of the Hoarfrost River:
I am writing to you today to sound an alarm and ask for your help.
On May 28, Kristen and I were told of a pending application for water 

rights on two rivers flowing into McLeod Bay; the Barnston, 27 miles to our 
west and the Hoarfrost, a quarter-mile to the east. The applicant is Glacier 
Power, Ltd. apparently a one-man corporation headed by Doug Main of 
Pincher Creek, Alberta. If water rights are granted and the entire project 
approved, a dam or series of dams and canals would be built on one or both 
rivers, along with the upper Lockhart River. Water from the reservoir would 

be channeled down through a tunnel or pipe to a 17 million watt generating 
station on the shore of McLeod Bay. From there electricity would be trans-
mitted via high voltage lines on towers over 100 miles north to the Lac de 
Gras diamond mine developments.

We are alarmed by this threat to the life and health of a dear friend–the 
Hoarfrost River. In our 10 years of life here and our 16 years of familiarity 
with this party of the north, we have developed a deep affection for the entire 
length of this river tumbling down out of the tundra

. . . Fear is not a useful response, nor is dismay or sadness. This is the start 
of another battle in a long war and fearful warriors are not the most effec-
tive. We must strike with clarity and boldness and there is no time to lose.

Write a letter, send a fax or scrawl a one-line postcard. Express you oppo-
sition to the granting of water rights on the Hoarfrost, Barnston and the upper 
Lockhart. Demand a public hearing prior to any further processing of these 
applications.

Dave Oleson, Box 607, Yellowknife NWT X1A 2N5. Fax through Air 
Tindi at 403-920-2836.

This is an edited version of Dave Oleson’s letter. By the time you read this 
the time for initial public comment will be over. This is a significant develop-
ment and it proves that the diamond mines which were to be a “local” devel-
opment have far reaching and potentially high damaging effects. It is the 
tearing down of the  the final frontier.

We suggest you write a letter to the NWT Premier - Don Morin, Premier,    
GNWT, Yellowknife, NT  X1A 2R3 or anyone else you think appropriate.
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Nunavut Newsline

First Air has further expanded its northern empire by acquiring 
troubled NWT Air from Air Canada. With 180 employees and rev-
enues of roughly $50 million, NWT Air operates a number of pas-

senger and cargo routes in the western Arctic, including direct flights from 
Rankin Inlet to Winnipeg, and from Yellowknife to Edmonton. 

With 750 employees and revenues reported to be in the vicinity of $110 
million last year, First Air, a wholly owned subsidiary of Makivik Corp., is 
already the dominant carrier in Canada’s North. 

Since purchasing Ptarmigan Air in 1996, First Air has added connec-
tions to Yellowknife, Gjoa Haven, Cambridge Bay, Pelly Bay, Rankin 
Inlet, Coppermine and Resolute to its roster of regularly scheduled flights. 

The deal with Air Canada was greeted with some apprehension by busi-
ness customers in the Baffin region, who expressed concern about the 
concentration of ownership in the northern airline industry. 

The Iqaluit chamber of commerce has called on First Air for assurances 
that the company will do everything possible to control its operating costs 
and limit freight and passenger rate increases. 

The takeover effectively removes a key competitor for north-south 
routes in the Keewatin region, but business leaders there remain comforted 
by the continued presence of Canadian North. 

NWT Air’s fleet consists of three Boeing 737s and Canada’s only com-
mercially operated Super Hercules Turboprop. The 737s, leased from 
NWT Air’s founder, Bob Engle, are not destined for use on routes cur-
rently served by First Air’s aging fleet of Hawker Siddleys and Boeing 
727s,

Greenland’s prime minister is reported to have offered his territory 
as a disposal site for dismantled Russian and U.S. nuclear war-
heads. 

According to news report, Lars Emil Johansen said last week
he’s supporting a proposal to establish a secure storage site in northern 

Greenland for weapons-grade uranium and plutonium. 
The idea for the storage site comes from a study prepared for the U.S. 

Department of Energy by the Rand Institute, a private American strategic 
think-tank. 

In it, the authors argue that the quickest way to solve the world’s current 
oversupply of nuclear weapons is to transport them to a remote facility for 
burial, or for use as a future source of fuel in nuclear energy programs. 

Greenland, in fact, is only one of several potential locations for a 
nuclear weapons depot,

according to the Strategic Material Accelerated Removal Talks 
(SMART) proposal. Canada,too is mentioned. 

“Another option is a 30-year program of burning plutonium in CANDU 
reactors in Canada. SMART could seamlessly be integrated with this 
option if U.S. and Russian excess material were stored in Canada,” the 
report continues. 

The nuclear warheads could be stored 200 kilometres from Grise Fiord 
at Qaanaq, (Thule), site of a major U.S. military base, the authors suggest. 
There they would be guarded by a multinational security force. 

Thule housed nuclear-armed U.S. bombers during the 1960s and was 
the site of an accident that resulted in radioactive contamination of the area 
in 1968. 

Northern political leaders don’t want Ottawa to simply split its cur-
rent level of funding between the western territory and Nunavut 
after division. 

Nunavut Interim Commissioner Jack Anawak, Nunavut Tunngavik Inc 
(NTI) and territorial government representatives met to discuss what type 
of funding they’d like to see in place after the territories separate in April 
1999. 

The federal government hasn’t yet decided what formula will be used 
to fund northern territories after division. 

“Now there are two separate arrangements between the federal govern-
ment and the Northwest Territories and the federal government and the 
Yukon,” an official with the finance department said. 

“We’re anticipating there will be a third with Nunavut.” 
A working committee of northern officials and federal finance repre-

sentatives met May 30 to discuss northern financing. 
A five-year funding agreement between Ottawa and Yellowknife 

expires in 1999 and paves the way for a new funding agreement. 
Currently, Canadian taxpayers provide about 80 per cent of the total 

GNWT budget, with the territorial government generating about 20 per 
cent itself. 

The ability of Nunavut and the western territory to generate more than 
one-quarter of their own annual budgets is expected to be equally limited. 

As well as offering suggestions on what formula should be used to fund 
the North, the committee members will loosely recommend budgets for the 
territories. 

The nosebot fly larvae has been discovered in NWT caribou near 
Iquluit.. The nosebot, also known as the nasal warble fly, is com-
mon among caribou in northern Quebec, in the western Northwest 

Territories, and throughout the circumpolar North. Now, it seems, the 

Nunavut Newsline continued from Page 3
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We have a  few 
special one-of 
a -k ind ,  100% 

c o t t o n ,  t w o - c o l o u r 
T-shirts available to Che-
Mun subscribers. They 
were made for the 12th 
annua l  Maine  Canoe 
Symposium and are the 
o f f i c i a l  H i d e - Aw a y 
C a n o e  C l u b  L a n d s 

Forlorn shirt. Sizes L, XL and a couple of XXL.
Price $25Cdn or $20US includes postage. First 
come, first serve. Send orders to Che-Mun post 

Special CHE-T offer

❂ ❂ ❂
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Founded in 1973 by Nick NickelsWe’ll have a full report from the 
North to Ungava On River. On Line. 
trip. Of course, those of you with 
Internet access will already know all 
about it - so we’ll save a few surprises.

Plus we’ll have a great story about 
four young Harvard men who drove 
to northern Alberta on their way to 
paddle the Rat-Porcupine rivers in 
1926. It’s was a real adventure - just 
getting there.

Ahead in Outfit 90
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SLIDING INTO GEORGE RIVER -- The 
takeout at the end of the Grorge is humbling to 

be sure. The town of Kangiqsualuujuaq is hid-
den around the corner to the left and when the 

famous high tides are out - they’re really out 
and the walk in is a slippery one.




