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BEHOLD THE BARRENS -- The thrill of the 
first time Barren Lands canoe trip is never for-
gotten. This photo of Christopher Morris accom-
panied a letter to Che-Mun in which he talks 

about that wonderful and daunting first time 
feeling of the Barren Lands. See page two. This 
picture was taken from a prominent hill on the 
north side of the Back River in the sand flats area 

near the Jervoise River. The view here is looking 
east. 



At Che-Mun, we love all the letters that 
you thoughtful readers take time to send.  
But there are letters. . . and LETTERS.

“Every time I received Che-Mun via the 
Canadian Archives I read it with delight, but I 
have also wondered who was sending it to me. 
Now I know, and I have the opportunity of thank-
ing you very much for having given me such 
pleasure; though my travels in the north are 
scarcer now, I still enjoy keeping in touch with the 
activities of others.

“My own recent trips have been rather 
towards the west; the Tatsheshini in 1992 and the 
Stikine in 1994. But the North still beckons, so 
who knows what will be next? With all good 
things to the Hide-Away Canoe Club, I remain,

Pierre Elliott Trudeau.

Carl Traeholt is a Danish scientist who 
lives in Malaysia. He has been a Che-
Mun subscriber since we first met in the 

train station in The Pas, Manitoba. We were both 
on our way north to the Barrengrounds for 
lengthy canoe expeditions in the summer of 1985. 
Carl wrote to renew and order back issues of Che-
Mun and also added;

“I have been busy with my university job and 

a lot of other things. I wanted to have been back in 
Canada last summer but I just could not find any 
time for it. Next summer is also impossible, so a 
few friends and I are targeting summer 1997 - and 
we might even go for your Morse Expedition 
route. In that case I will let you know later if we 
manage to go or not. It would be nice to say “hi” 
and get a few tips before departure. 

“We are also planning to visit the Norwegian 
guy Helge Ingstad whom you wrote about in an 
earlier issue. (Outfit 71.) My last report from 
friends in Norway is that he is still alive and lives 
in Norway. It would be very interesting to listen to 
a few of his stories from the area. Anyway, more 
on this at a later stage.

“I try to keep up with my canoeing here in 
Malaysia although the long trips are not possible 
to make here since the rivers are too short (max. 
250 mi.). But there are a lot of good whitewater 
rivers just outside Kuala Lumpur, where I live 
now. We brought in a few Old Towns including a 
small Pathfinder which is excellent for solo 
canoeing. I enclose pictures from a trip we took to 
Thailand where friends and I were consultants for 
a film crew that was making a short documentary 
on whitewater kayaking in Thailand.

“It was a fabulous river. One day after raining  

heavily all the previous night, the entire river 
turned brown. We brought along a canoe since we 
needed shots from the river itself. There are two 
very difficult rapids of Class V+ but the rest were 
Grade II-III. The river flowed through a 20 mile 
long canyon and most of that stretch was rapids. 
The good thing, however, was that it was possible 
to take out before most of the rapids and in par-
ticular the two most difficult ones.”

Christopher Morris from Toronto was in 
touch with us last spring before his first 
Barren Land adventure. He had origi-

nally wanted to do some canoeing  south of the 
Boothia Peninsula but eventually set his sights on 
the Back river region. He wrote to tell us of some 
of his experiences.

“It was great to read about your Arctic Land 
Expedition in Outfit 82. My partner, Myrna 
Abrahams, and I were about two weeks ahead of 
you on the Back River this summer, and we were 
hoping that you might find the carbon-fibre bent-
shaft paddle that we lost. We began at Fletcher 
Lake on the Hoarfrost River on June 28, thanks to 
the cheap split charter that Air Tindi arranged for 
us, and then spent two weeks fighting ice before 
we were able to get off of Aylmer Lake and into 
the headwaters of the Back on July 19.

“We were not the only one’s held up on 
Aylmer by late ice; on our final day there we met 
two other canoeists, Casey and Russell, who were 
on route to the Coppermine and also waiting for 
the ice to clear. These were the only two canoeists 
that we met all summer.

“The low water levels made the first four days 
on the Back a very long walk, but from Muskox 
Lake onwards it was lots of great whitewater and 
big-mileage downriver days until we left the Back 
about 20 km past Sinclair Falls for another long 
walk via many unnamed lakes and rivers to the 
Thelon River. We arrived in Baker Lake on 
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Winter Packet

Carl Traeholt’s photo of a wild white water ride for this kayaker on Thailand’s Mae Chaem River.
 ➥ Continued on Page 11
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Editor's  Notebook

Wilderness canoeing brings all of us who enjoy it so many 
things. That’s why we keep going back. Each one of us 
finds one particular element more satisfying than the 

next person.
But there’s nothing like that first Barrenground trip. It’s a dif-

ferent kind of sensation. First off, you should be an experienced 
canoeist before you even go there and well used to what canoeing 
has to offer. But when you take that first big trip way north - the 
memories and the thrills never leave you.

That’s why it  was great to get the pictures and letter from 
Christopher Morris, reprinted on the page opposite. Try as you 
might, you will never re-create that same emotion, that first primal 
assault on the senses which the Barren Lands bring. Nice to see oth-
ers are getting the same thrill.

The world of publishing is changing and Che-Mun is trying to 
change along with i t .  The Internet  i s  becoming ubiquitous . 
Suddenly the three Ws are popping up everyhwere. The World Wide 
Web is enveloping us all. All of us with computers, at least.

I have just started exploring the Web and am enjoying it thor-
oughly despite computer problems that limit my time on-line. We 
are hoping to get a Web Page for Che-Mun in the not-too-distant 
future. And perhaps some of you will eventually be able to sub-
scribe electronically. We are beginning to explore that technology.

A price increase is also in the works. As you know, we carry no 
ads which I hope you agree makes Che-Mun different and better. 
Printing and postage costs have risen. So, in order to keep produc-
ing what so many of you tell me is a quality product, we have to 
charge more. 

A subscription becomes $20 per year effective with the next issue. 
Until then you can subscribe at the old rates - for as long a term as 
you’d like. We are interested in your thoughts about all these changes. 
Please fax me at 416/789-7553 or e-Mail at: mpeake@inforamp.net.

All this will enable us to put more into the newsletter and pre-
pare for the electronic frontier, which thankfully, we can paddle 

Michael Peake, Editor.

By Dr. ROGER SUFFLING
Quetico Foundation

The summer of 1995 was dry and hot through much of 
Canada, and an extreme fire season resulted. Quetico 
Provincial Park was dramatically involved when fires 

broke out in June and again in August.
After thunderstorms throughout the week of June 12th, 17 

fires were burning in the Park. The Ministry of Natural 
Resources was completely occupied with fighting fires in 
commercial timberlands beyond the park, and although 15 of 
the fires were only observed and not fought, the total area 
burned was small. Only Shelley Lake fire in the centre of the 
Park, reached a significant size (150 acres).

By late summer, the forest was drier, Lightning storms in 
the park on August 9th, a dramatic fire outbreak occurred. 
Another fire (137) had begun North of Pickerel Lake in the 
remote Southeast corner of the Park. There were other fires 
beyond the Park boundary, such as one near Northern Lights 
Lake. 

As in June, fire control effort was directed at blazes threat-
ening human life and resources. After battling other blazes, 
only on August 12 were firefighters able to move on Fire 141. 
But their efforts were thwarted. On August 14th a rising wind 
from the west pushed the fire front rapidly towards the 
Quetico eastern boundary. It encountered young stands of jack 
pine which,  said Terry Curran of the MNR were “consumed 
like dry grass.” Even dry aspen and birch stands that might 
normally have been relatively resistant were enveloped with 
crown fire. On the 15th, the fire front continued eastward past 
the park boundary.

On the 16th, the wind blew from the south, so the fire front 
moved north from the flank of the original burn. Finally, the 
northern fire reached the Wawiag River, whose wetlands 
largely contained it. Nevertheless, one tongue of the blaze 
pushed into the black spruce muskeg - a forest type that rarely 
burns save in conditions of extreme drought. Some canoe par-
ties had to be evacuated during the fire, while  were able to  
leave on their own.

The fires were mostly put out during late August and 
September and the last smudges, detectable from rising smoke 
and through infra-red aerial scans were gone by the first week 
of October. 

Fire is a normal occurrence in much of the natural boreal 
forest and no more so than in Northwestern Ontario. Thus, 
these changes do not threaten the ecological balance of the 
park, but are vital to its continued function as a wilderness area. 
❅

Canoe l i t

Summer fires
ravage Quetico
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Canoel i t

publication of this book is the fulfillment of a prom-
ise made to Bill a few weeks before his death.

The Foreword is written by Christopher 
Chapman, the film maker who first met Bill and used 
him as the anonymous subject of his Film ‘Quetico’ 
done 40 years ago. Chapman became famous when 
his f i l m 
o n 
Ontario called A Place to Stand won an Oscar in 
1967. 

While this reviewer makes no claims to be an art 
critic, there are a few observations to make. Most of 
Bill’s work was done with a palette knife. This small 
trowel-like instrument gives great texture to a picture. 
The problems with photographing art like that is you 
lose that texture in a reproduction. Even though Bill’s 
art is faithfully reproduced, it looks flat, which is why 
great art should be seen in person. Bill was a great 
admirer of John Mallord Turner, the English land-
scape painter who, though highly criticized in his day, 
is now considered one of the titans on the art world. 
There is much of Turner in many of Bill’s works. 
They try to convey a sense of the mood and the feel 
of a particular scene - an often swirling, raw sweep 
that transports the view to the spirit of the place, 
though not the precise “visual” reality. Okay, enough 
attempts at art criticism.

Each picture is displayed on a full page of this 
10-inch square book. On the opposite page of almost 
all works is the commentary from Bill on what he 
remembers about the scene or just some accompany-
ing thoughts on the piece. 

One of his most popular works - as Bill admits to 
his consternation - is Pine Island Storm (pictured 
above) one of his last watercolours before he 
switched to oil. He’s frustrated by its popularity 
because he didn’t want to go back to watercolours. 
The wind and wave-whipped island is located in 
Lake of the Woods where Bill went to Pioneer Camp 
in his youth.

Many of the 160 pictures are from Lake Superior 
and most involve crashing water, surf or rapids. Bill 
was clearly fascinated by water; what it did and what 
it does to us.  One of the nicest reproductions is 
Cascade Falls on Lake Superior. These famous falls 
were featured in many of Bill’s films. One of the 
great scenes in Waterwalker is Bill doing a wonderful 
rendering of the falls from the adjacent beach - and 
then crumpling it up and throwing it in the fire!

The final section in the book is a two page 
Afterword by Bill Mason, perhaps the last words we 

shall read from him. He reminds us all that it is 
important to listen to Nature and that this takes time. 
He writes, “ We can enjoy the view from a car, train, 
aircraft, motorboat or snowmobile, but to achieve a 
relationship with the land we must on foot or by 
canoe. . . Too often it’s the destination that’s impor-
tant, not the journey itself.”

While Bill Mason’s own destination on this earth 
has been reached, he is still leading us on a wonderful 
journey.

Confessions of an Igloo Dweller By James Houston.
McClelland & Stewart Toronto, 1995. 
320 pp. $30.

The name James Houston has floated around the 
North for decades long after his departure in 
1960. The author/artist has done several books 

on the north, mainly adult and juvenile fiction, derived 
from his early experiences there. His novel, White Dawn, 
became a successful motion picture. Now, finally, he tells 
us his life story in the north and it’s a fascinating tale.

Young James Houston took an adventurous jump as 
a 27-year-old in 1948 when he hopped a medical flight 
north to Great Whale River on the east side of Hudson 
Bay. He fell in love with the place, the people and espe-
cially the Inuit carving which he had never heard of 
before. Recently returned from World War II, the young 
artist wanted to get away from it all and began to look to 
Ungava.

Houston went on to promote that now-famous Inuit 
art when he started the first Inuit art co-op which has 
subsequently grown to become world famous. I recall 
the first time I heard Houston speak. It was on CBC’s 
Morningside and he was using the word Eskimo, now 
considered something of a pejorative. He defended it’s 
use saying it was a southern Indian word meaning ‘eaters 
of raw flesh’, a completely accurate description. He uses 

Inuk and Inuit in this book, he says in his forward, bow-
ing to modern convention and noting they were never 
used in his day.

Houston stayed 12 years in the north. Living as an 
Inuk, learning the language, wearing the skin clothes and 

living off the land. He 
eventually raised a family 
up there and his wife went 
on some hair-raising 
adventures with him.

The book consists of 
100 short chapters that 
take us through those 
dozen years. It was the 
beginning of an era of 
rapid change for the 
Inuit. When Houston 

first arrived at Kuujjuarapik (Great Whale River) in 
1948 there were only two buildings; the Anglican 
church and the Hudson’s Bay store. In an amusing 
story he tells how the only two white men living 
there, the minister and the crusty Scottish Bay man, 
would not even speak to one another. He also runs 
into the ghost of the Robert Flaherty and talks to 
people who knew him. Flaherty’s “wee piano” still 
stood in the trader’s house.

Though much of the action Houston describes takes 
place just four decades ago, it could easily have been 100 
years. Travel was by dog sled with sealskin traces. You 
slept in igloos where possible and ate what the land 
would give you. Most of the story takes place in Ungava 
and some on Baffin Island. Houston’s easy style and eye 
of detail make for evocative reading. One recalls those 
creamy black and white photos of the north and the 
warm Kodachromes of the era.

James Houston was a critical force at a crucial time in 
the fast-disappearing traditional life of the Inuit. This 
book is a valuable document to those of us who retrace 
the past in the present. We can never recreate what went 

All books reviewed by Michael Peake
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Canoescapesby Bill Mason
Boston Mills Press
Erin, Ont. 160 pp. $50 Cdn/$40 US

Though, incredibly, 1996 marks the eighth year 
of the passing of Bill Mason, he is with us still. 
His legend has only grown and he is woven 

into the very fabric of Canada and canoeing.
Canoescapes is a valuable addition to the Mason 

collection. While Bill was an accomplished film 

maker, lecturer and writer what he loved best was 
painting. He devoted the last few years of his life to it 
and many canoeists are familiar with some of his 
work. What Canoescapes does is gather all this art-
work together in one volume along with Bill’s com-
ments on his art.

The book opens with an acknowledgment from 
Bill’s wife Joyce. She writes that the book is presented 
as Bill designed it. Some of the text was deleted 
because the accompanying artwork could not be 
found. The whole family worked on the book includ-
ing his children Paul and Becky. Joyce reveals that the 

Gear

By GEOFFREY PEAKE
HACC Chief Guide

Last uummer we broke with our usual tradi-
tion of using packs only and brought a wani-
gan on the Arctic Land Expedition.  Well, 

that’s not wholly true— we have used a wanigan 
before, but not on a trip that required extensive por-
taging.  

As those who have used 
them know, wanigans offer 
the convenience of a hard 
shelled storage space that 
allows certain fragile items 
(eggs, glass bottles soy milk, 
etc.) to escape the usual 
rigours of portaging—in theo-
ry.  The downside is that the 
wanigan is a lot more difficult 
to carry and is and a lot less flex-
ible when trying to fit it into a canoe.  Also, empty or 
full it always takes up the same amount of space, 
which means that it tends to always be full (and 
HEAVY!)

The unit called The York Pack 200 itself is built 
in a plain and utilitarian style.  No fancy inlay or 
embellishments here!  The outside is a green heavy 
plastic shell that weighs about 9 lbs. The plastic is 
strong enough so that I  (at 220 lb.) can stand on it 
and not collapse it.  The unit is capable of taking a 
much greater weight than mine (the flyer had some 
specific data on exactly how much).  The lid has a 
foam gasket that creates what looks like a reasonably 
secure seal in the event of an upset. 

We did not actually test its waterproof capabili-

ties on this trip (fortunately!) although there were 
plenty of opportunities to do so...Muskox Falls, 
Thelon Canyon, Dickson Canyon...). 

It is secured with black nylon webbing and two 
Fastex buckles.  These are a real plus compared to 
the ‘traditional’ wanigans that have the extended 
leather tump that in inexperienced hands can take 
several minutes to open and securely close.   Fastex 

buckles are reliable and easy to 
use.  The inside has a simple 
liner with side pockets. We 
used them to hold the odds and 
ends of the kitchen kit: tinfoil 
squares, serving spoons, garlic 
crusher, lighter, etc.

The rest of the space held 
most of our pots and pans, 
Coleman Oven, bread tins, and 

most notably, our battery.  This 
was no compact unit but an actual snowmobile liq-
uid-cell unit that weighed almost 20 lbs. This was 
used to recharge the video batteries —as well as 
powering the Governor’s personal sauna and mas-
sage centre.

We had nearly 12 miles of portaging on the sec-
ond half of the ALE. On the longest of these the 
wanigan was put to the ultimate test as one of our 
members, apparently tired and frustrated at the dif-
ficulty of the carry (this is the only explanation that 
could possibly explain the bizzare and freakish act 
that occurred) threw the wanigan off  and drop-
kicked it repeatedly, no doubt attempting a field goal.  
I did not witness this event, but I did witness the 
results - 6 eggs nicely scrambled throughout the pots 

and pans, robustly mixed with my only and newly-
emptied container of Soy Milk that I had been saving 
for two weeks and had planned to consume that very 
night.  (You have no doubt noticed that I harbour no 
ill will from this personal catastrophe unfortunate 
incident).   Despite this, the wanigan was the best 
place to store those items—especially eggs, glass 
bottles and freshly baked bread— that need the secure 
home shapeless packs cannot offer.  The fact that we 
still had 5 eggs left after such a thrashing was in itself 
a minor miracle.

The most convenient aspect of the wanigan was 
the ability to have the essential items to start dinner at 
our fingertips without having to rummage through a 
half-dozen packs. We could fire up the stove and 
make a pot of tea with milk and sugar—which is usu-
ally the first thing we do when we make camp—with-
out even touching the other packs, a fact we appreci-
ated by day 10 when we were all heartily sick of 
searching for items that always seemed to be in the 
last pack we checked.  The lid makes a good cutting 
board for vegetables or kneading dough, and in the 
event of a gusty conditions the main case serves as a 
sturdy wind guard.  

There were two ways we could carry the wanigan.  
The traditional way is upright cradled on your upper 
back using a tumpline and/or supported by another 
pack worn on the back.  It took me a while to figure 
out why the tump straps did not allow for easy carry-
ing this way. The Governor finally pointed out that 
the wanigan was meant to be carried on its end and 
worn like a normal backpack—it even had a Fastex 
waist belt.   This was definitely more comfortable, 
although there is not much support for the back as the 
plastic buckles in  (“oilcans”) around your back.  It 
was certainly a lot easier to load it onto your back this 
way.

 One disadvantage, though, was that  the wanigan 
is carried sideways to how it is loaded, so any items 
(like a liquid filled snowmobile battery) can poten-
tially leak, and must either  be packed sideways or 
stored elsewhere.  Overall we were really pleased 
with the wanigan and would take it again.  I would 
give it a 4 paddle rating (out of five).  

One thing I might change is to give it a different 
colour that is slightly more visible to the naked eye ( 
it’s amazing how a green wanigan can blend into the 
tundra at dusk...) I imagine others would like to see a 
variety of other features but in my books, the simpler, 
the better—less to break or cause trouble. I should 
add that wanigan use is habit forming and once you 
create the routine of using one it is difficult to go 

Chief Guide Geoff unloads the York 200.

Wanna good wanigan? Try a York
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take several weeks to heal.
“Hey, Doc, what if I black-out in the middle 

of a rapid?”
The good doctor’s advice was to stay home 

and watch TV. I nixed the omen and hoped my 
health would improve by trip time.  If not, I 
hoped my life jacket worked!

The next day, I received more bad news. Jack 
Crowley called to say that the road to Lynn Lake 
(and my awaiting float plane) was closed due to 
forest fires.  Communities were being evacuated.  
The road might open in a few days, or it might 
not.  I’d best call the MNR for details.  I did.  
They had no idea when it might re-open.

Two days before the wheels rolled north, I 
called the MNR again. Hooray! The road was 
open. The fire was out and the firefighters had 
been sent home.   However, the area was a mess.  
“Call us before you leave,” they advised. I did. 
Unluckily, the wind had kicked up the night 
before and the road was closed again!

An hour before departure, I phoned 
Nejanalini Resort again.  Wonder of wonders, 
the ice went out that morning!  I called LaRonge 
Air in Lynn Lake and cancelled the float plane. I 
tried to re-book the Hawker but it was commit-
ted to fire duty for the next two weeks.  A twin 
Otter on wheels would be available in two days? 
What to do? There were no options: I booked the 
Twin on wheels and cancelled the float plane.  

Omen #5 appeared at the Pembina, North 
Dakota border crossing.  It was 2 a.m., and 
except for us, Canada Customs was a dead zone. 
I didn’t figure we would provide the evening’s 
entertainment. On my trailer was a new Dagger 
Venture canoe for Jack Crowley. I properly 
declared the boat and handed over the paper-
work.  I paid the duty then was asked by customs 
authorities to “drive into that bay, over there”.

“Show us your drugs,” demanded an agent. 
“Don’t have any,” I replied.
“Fishermen always have drugs!”
“We’re not fishermen.”
“Yeah, right...show us your drugs!”
“Aha! You declared a .444 Marlin rifle,” said 

an agent.  “This here’s a .30-30:  where’s the 

.444?”
“Read the receiver!”  Note the letters 444!”, I 

said, sarcastically.
“Okay, show us your drugs!  Fishermen 

always have drugs!”
Next, I tried diplomacy, and canoe-education. 

I showed how to tell the difference between a 
fishing crew and a canoe crew.  I pointed to the 
fitted splash covers, knee pads, carbon-fiber 
paddles and fitted PFD’s.

The familiar echo returned: “Show us your 
drugs!  Fishermen always have drugs!”

Minutes later, an agent uncovered a large box 
of fire-crackers!  Unbeknownst to us, Susie had 
brought them as a 4th of July surprise. Seconds 
later, a female customs agent entered the room 
wearing latex gloves.  The questions about drugs 
resumed.

By now, two hours had passed and the male 
agents had unpacked most of the van and trailer 
and had found nothing illegal except the fire-
crackers which, we learned, were legal to buy in 
Canada, but not to bring from the States.  
Reluctantly, the agents acknowledged that we 
were canoeists not drug dealers, and we were 
allowed to enter the country.

As we clamored aboard the van, an agent 
called me aside. “Cliff, I think that what we have 
here is a company operating in Canada without a 
work permit.  Let’s go see Immigration”.  

The nightmare returned!
Did I have any Canadians in my crew?  “No,” 

I replied. 
“Who owns these canoes?”
“I do.”
Could I have rented the equipment from a 

Canadian outfitter?  
“No! I answered.  “If you were going to climb 

Mount Everest, would you rent your ropes and 
ice axes from local Sherpa’s or would you bring 
stuff you trusted?”

The Immigration agent asked to see my driv-
er’s license, then punched the information into a 
computer. I was now officially, a “suspect”.

“This is what we call a ‘gray area,” said the 
official.  “I could hold you here till tomorrow 
and get a reading from Winnipeg, but I’ll let you 
in this time.  However, next time you come to 
Canada, you’ll need a letter from the 
Immigration Chief saying you are not in viola-
tion of Canadian law.”

Three months, two letters from the Science 

Exped i t i on s

On the horns of a Caribou
Science trippers become bug experiment
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The following article comes to us courtesy of the 
renowned Cliff Jacobson. Cliff is a longtime 
Che-Mun subscriber and wrote this piece origi-
nally for HUT!, the publication of the Minnesota 
Canoe Association. It tells the tale of one of his 
regular guided trips for the Science Museum in 
Minneapolis.

By CLIFF JACOBSON

Tom Anderson, Director of Rose and Lee 
Warner Nature Center, planted the seed 
in 1993, after our great experi-

ence on the North Knife and Seal 
Rivers. Tom suggested we paddle the 
Caribou River—Manitoba’s most north-
erly route to Hudson Bay. Tom assured 
me that the Caribou would be challeng-
ing, awesomely remote and spectacu-
larly beautiful. I listened to his enthusi-
astic description, then logged the trip 
for ‘95.

Research began immediately. There 
were maps and journals to order, and 
probing questions to ask past voya-
geurs. We discovered that certain vari-
ables were written in stone:

1.  Timing is critical: the river must 
be canoed at ice-out. Wait too long, and 
you’ll walk, not ride down river.  Some 
years ago, Bob O’Hara gave a graphic 
presentation on the joy of dragging 
canoes down this “river of rocks”. 

2. The volume of bugs on the Caribou match-
es your wildest nightmare.  “Insect-o-plasm” 
reaches concrete-thick proportions in mid-June, 
just after ice out. Special precautions—which go 
beyond head-nets and repellents—are needed to 
maintain sanity on the Caribou.   

3.  Access to the river is straight-forward but 
expensive: Nejanalini Lake Resort (a fly-in fish-
ing lodge) is located on the south end of the lake. 
The lodge has an air strip, so you can save 
money by chartering a wheeled airplane. If you 
choose this option, you’ll have to paddle the 
length of Nejanalini Lake—about forty miles. 

The bad news is that the ice on Nejanalini 
clears from north to south, so if your timing is 
wrong, the lodge may be iced-in when you 
arrive. Flying to the lodge makes sense only if 
you’re certain that there’s a clear route to the 
Caribou.

4.  The trip ends on Hudson Bay, about sixty 
miles from Churchill. Strong tides, ice-cold 

water, polar bears and unpredictable weather 
suggest that the ocean is no place for canoes. 
Indeed, many canoeists have drowned while 
attempting to paddle the Bay.  The least expen-
sive way out is to charter a  power boat from 
Churchill. However, ice can be a real stopper 
because the prevailing wind drives the breaking 
ice towards Churchill, rather than out to sea. 
Thus, the the path to Churchill may be blocked 
when we arrive at the Bay.

Jack Batstone operates a charter boat service 
on Hudson Bay. Pick-up, weather and ice-per-

mitting, may be arranged with him.  The alterna-
tive is to end the trip a few miles upriver from the 
Bay, then portage a mile to a small inland lake 
where a float plane can land.

5.  To ensure high water—a must for the 
Caribou, I wanted to access the river within days 
of ice-out.  June 30 was the planned touchdown 
on Nejanalini; July 13, our arrival on Hudson 
Bay.  I was warned that Churchill may not be 
clear of ice by July 13.   Add a late spring, high 
winds and/or unusual ice conditions and we 
could be stuck on the tundra for days.  Best to 
plan a full week of extra food, plus game-getter 
shotgun shells and plenty of fishing lures, in case 
our worst nightmare materialized.

The encouraging news was that we could 
have some of the longest and most exciting rap-
ids in the North.   

I offered the trip through the Science 
Museum of Minnesota, and it over-filled before 
the catalog went to press.  I knew that twelve 
people and six canoes were too many to manage, 

but the participants were highly experienced and 
all but three had gone with me on previous trips. 
I didn’t have the heart to cut anyone.  Later, I 
learned this was a big mistake.

The first omen appeared a month before 
the trip.  Jack Batstone called to say that 
for financial reasons he would no longer 

pick up canoeists north of the Seal River. Jack 
returned my deposit, and I scrambled to find a 
new way to Churchill.

A phone call to Dymond Lake Outfitters in 
Churchill, revealed that Doug Webber 
had recently bought a Beaver on floats. 
The recommendation was that we termi-
nate our trip a few miles short of the Bay 
and portage to a small tundra pond where 
the plane could land.  The cost was 
$2,000 more than Jack’s boat. I bit the 
bullet and booked the Beaver.

The second omen arrived one week 
before the trip. Jack Crowley, a 
Thompson-area canoe outfitter, called to 
say it had been a late winter in Manitoba.  
Churchill was iced in solid, and it was 
likely that Nejanalini Lake was too. I’d 
better check it out.  We had intended to 
fly a wheeled HS48 Hawker-Siddeley 
(it’s bigger than a DC-3) from Thompson 
to the gravel strip at Nejanalini Lake 
Resort, then paddle to the Caribou from 
there. I called the resort to ascertain the 

icy details. The radio telephone cost $10 per 
minute, so I quickly pressed for information.

A single Otter had just landed on the air strip.  
Would I like to speak with the pilot?  “Yes” I 
answered, my eyes keenly watching the clock.  

“North end is ice-free, but we’re locked solid 
here,”  said the pilot.  “It’s dead calm outside; if 
we get a good wind it could break in a week;  if 
not, it might take two or three.”

Minutes later, I called Calm Air in Thompson 
and canceled the wheeled Hawker. Then, I char-
tered a LaRonge Air, Twin Otter on floats.  The 
plane was based in Lynn Lake and would cost 
another two grand!  

Omen #3 arrived unceremoniously the fol-
lowing morning.  I sat up and felt very dizzy.  
Later, that day, I walked to the garage to re-pack 
the wheel bearings on my trailer. I threw up, then 
passed out on the gravel driveway. Susie rushed 
me to the hospital where a thorough check 
revealed that fortunately, it was not a heart 
attack. I had a bad inner ear infection that might 

“Each day, we got farther and far-
ther behind schedule. For a few 
hours each day, there is some cur-
rent and an obstacle free route. 
Then, come the rapids, which grade 
from long, technical Class III’s, to 
shallow, unmanageable drops that 
must be dragged. Portaging is 

➥Continued on Page 8



Museum, four faxes and one hundred dollars in 
telephone calls later, a supportive document 
arrived.  The Director of Canadian Immigration 
in Detroit was very helpful: he explained that 
there are fishing guides and tour guides.  
Fishing guides must have a work permit in 
Canada.  Tour guides are exempt, providing the 
tour originates outside Canada.  It is not a 
“gray” area!  I learned that we had been caught 
in the Minnesota/Ontario fishing controversy.

Bummed by the custom’s experience, we 
head to Thompson. I stop enroute and call the 
MNR, who says that the road to Lynn 
Lake is still closed.

Twelve hours later, we crash at the 
Mystery Lake Motor Hotel in 
Thompson. No one wants to wait 
around for two days for the wheeled 
Otter, so I call Calm Air and cancel it.  
Then I call Lynn Lake again and re-
book the float planes.  I ask them to 
pick us up at the dock in Thompson. 
Additional cost over budget is 1,400 
U.S. dollars.  (Give yourself four stars 
if you can follow all this airplane 
stuff!)

Six a.m. the following morning we 
fly to the north end of Nejanalini 
Lake.  Huge ice-caps and scattered floes near 
the lodge support our decision to take float 
planes.

By late afternoon, the twelve of us are in.  
It’s a beautiful sunny day so we decide to make 
some miles. Within the hour, the wind kicks up 
and the clouds thicken. We hurriedly pitch camp 
in an unspectacular bay. The mercury drops into 
the thirties; the wind worsens and it rains 
bloody murder. A day and a half later, we 
emerge into a chilling fog and paddle north 
towards the Caribou.

Jack Crowley said  it would take about half 
a day to portage into Roberts Creek, which 
would lead us to the Caribou. Hardly! Low 

water and wall-to-wall willows stretch the time 
to two days. Our plans call for averaging four-
teen miles a day. We are lucky to make seven!

The bugs are omnipresent and omnipotent.  
Often, we hit mating swarms of black flies so 
thick we can’t see the river. The “insectoplasm” 
level is logarithimically greater than on any 
Arctic river I’ve paddled.  Each night, we have 
a religious experience—we hoist our hot but-
tered rums to Dan Cooke and give thanks for his 

wonderful “tundra tarp”, which has full netting 
on all sides. Interestingly, we don’t have to shag 
bugs out of the enclosure—they make a beeline 
for the inside walls as soon as we close the zip-
pers.

Except at the start—and bitter end—there 
are no portages on the Caribou.  The challenge 
is to push, shove and drag boats over hip high 
boulders, between which, run thin channels of 
water that are too deep and swift to wade.  My 
poor canoes; will they last the trip?

Each day, we got farther and farther behind 

schedule.  For a few hours each day, there is 
some current and an obstacle free route.  Then, 
come the rapids, which grade from long, techni-
cal Class III’s, to shallow, unmanageable drops 
that must be dragged.  Portaging is impossi-
ble—the shoreline is choked with neck high 
alders and Volkswagen sized boulders.  The 
option is running a questionable pitch or lining 
to a place where the boats can be dragged to 
deep water. Scouting rapids becomes a dreaded 
experience.  Walking the boulders between the 
thick vegetation along the shoreline consumes 
precious hours. We run from eddy to eddy, then 
we drag and drag some more.

On the tenth day of our trip we get a lucky 
break.  A strong tail wind pushes us across fifty 
miles of lakes in about nine hours. I secure my 
GPS to a thwart and hone in on nine satellites. I 
can’t believe the numbers: our speed varies 
from 6.8 miles per hour to 13.2. GPS doesn’t 
lie!

Our maps indicate a steepening drop as we 
approach the sea, so we hope to pick up lost 
time at the end. The Caribou grows in volume 
as it absorbs the flow of incoming streams. The 
first twenty of the last thirty-four miles go 

quickly—a strong gradient and near continuous 
tail wind shoves us along at an amazing eleven 
miles an hour (the GPS again!). Suddenly, we 
are making very good time. When we were 
fourteen miles from our take out point, I give 
the okay to camp.  Our map and recent experi-
ence suggests a quick closing run tomorrow.

HOORAY—THE LAST DAY! THE 
CANOE TRIP FROM HELL IS ABOUT TO 

END!
We cover the first three of the remaining 

fourteen miles in just twenty minutes.  Then, we 
enter the delta and the wheels come to a 
screeching halt.   Every quarter mile 
there is a wall of rocks, between which 
runs fast, deep water. Portaging and lin-
ing are impossible: “dragging” requires 
the hands of the entire crew.  Ten hours 
later, we have covered nine miles!  I 
check the GPS.  It’s crazy!  We average 
about twelve miles an hour between 
boulder fields, then we come to a dead 
stop and work for hours. The Caribou 
just won’t let go!  

It is five p.m. when we begin the 
carry to the tundra pond which, we 
think, will take about an hour. But, 

the river presents a final obstacle—thick dwarf 
willows tightly line the shore as far as the eye 
can see. Getting through this maze will require 
hours of axmanship and dragging.

Then, a heroine emerges. My wife, Sue 
Harings, shoulders a small pack and goes 
exploring. Fifteen minutes later she emerges 
from the bush with a huge smile and the won-
derful words, “Hey you guys, I found a route!”

She did. We had only to horse the canoes 
through 100 feet of tangled vegetation to reach 
the open tundra.  

We arrived at the lake at 8 o’clock that eve-
ning.  Susie discovered she’d left her expensive 
Barton paddle on the “other side of the portage” 
so, for she and I, there was another two mile 
hike.

At five a.m. the following morning, a Beaver 
float plane settled on the rippled surface of the 
lake and began shuttling people and gear to 
Churchill. Two weeks later, the pilot told my 
friend, Tom Schwinghamer, whose crew he 
picked up at the mouth of the North Knife 
River, that...”I’ve  been flying up here for 
twenty years, and I’ve never seen a crew that 
looked as bad as Jacobson’s. The bugs ate ‘em 
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Expeditions

Cliff Jacobson and Sue Haringslove the north - almost all the time!
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Background

Coppermine River July 1821, north of Big Bend:

Beyond this spot the river is diminished in breadth, and a succession 
of rapids are formed; but as the water was deep, we passed through 
them without discharging any part of our cargoes. It still runs 

between high ranges of mountains, though its actual boundaries are banks 
of mud mixed with clay, which are clothed with stunted pines. We picked 
up a deer (Ed Note: caribou) which the hunters had shot, and killed anoth-
er from the canoe; and also received an addition to our stock of provisions 
of seven young geese, which the hunters had beaten down with their sticks. 
About six P.M. we perceived a mark on the shore, which on examination, 
was found to have been recently put up by some Indians; and on proceed-
ing further, we discerned stronger proofs of their being near to that spot; we 
therefore, encamped, and made a large fire as a signal, which they 
answered in a similar way. Mr. Wentzel (Ed Note: Clerk to the North West 
Company) was immediately sent in expectation of getting provisions from 
them. On his return we learned that the party consisted of three old Copper 
Indians, with their families, who had supported themselves with the bow 
and arrow since last autumn, not having visited Fort Providence for more 
than a year; and so successful had they been, that they were enable to sup-
ply us with upwards of seventy pounds of dried meat, and six moose skins 
for making shoes, which were the more valuable, as we were apprehensive 
of being barefooted before the journey could be completed. The evening 
was sultry and the musquitoes appeared in great numbers. The distance 
made today twenty-five miles.

After re-embarking (the following morning) we continued to descend 
the river which was now contracted to lofty banks to about one hundred 
and twenty yards wide; the current was very strong. At eleven we came to 
a rapid, which had been the theme of discourse with the Indians for many 
days, and which they had described to us as unpassable in canoes. The 
river here descends for three-quarters of a mile, in a deep, but narrow and 
crooked, channel, which it has cut through the foot of a hill or five hun-
dred or six hundred feet high. It is confined between perpendicular cliffs 
resembling stone walls, varying in height from eighty to one hundred and 
fifty feet, on which lies a mass of fine sand. The body of the river pent 
within this narrow chasm, dashed furiously round the projected rocky 
columns, and discharged itself at the northern extremity in a sheet of 
foam. The canoes, after discharging their cargoes, ran through this defile 
without sustaining any injury.

September 28, 1821, on foot, attempting to cross the Burnside River:

As an excitement to exertion, I promised a reward of three hundred 
livres to the first person who should convey a line across the river, 
by which the raft could be managed in transporting the party.

September 29 - Strong south-east winds with fog in the morning, more 
moderate in the evening. Temperature of the rapid 38 degrees. The men 
began at an early hour to bind the willows in fagots for the construction of the 
raft, and it was finished by seven; but as the willows were green, it proved to 
be very little buoyant, and was unable to support more than one man at a 
time. Even on this, however, we hoped the whole party might be transported, 
by hauling it from one side to the other, provided a line could be reached to 
the other bank. Several attempts were made by Belanger and Benoit, the 
strongest man of the party, to convey the raft across the stream, but they 
failed for want of oars. A pole constructed by tying the tent poles together, 
was too short to reach the bottom at a short distance from shore; and a paddle 
which had been carried from the sea-coast by Dr. Richardson, did not possess 
sufficient power to move the raft in opposition to a strong breeze, which blew 
from the opposite shore. All the men suffered extremely from the coldness of 
the water; in which they were necessarily immersed up to their waists; in 
their endeavours to aid Belanger and Benoit; and having witnessed repeated 
failures, they began to consider the scheme as hopeless. At this time Dr. 
Richardson, prompted by a desire of relieving his suffering companions, 
proposed to swim across the stream with a line, and to haul the raft over. He 
launched into the stream with the line round his middle, but when he had got 
a short distance from the bank, his arms became benumbed with cold, and he 
lost the power of moving them; still be persevered, and turning on his back, 
had nearly gained the opposite bank, when his legs also became powerless, 
and to our infinite alarm we beheld him sink. We instantly hauled up on the 
line and he came again on the surface, and was gradually drawn ashore in an 
almost lifeless state. being rolled up in blanket, he was placed before a good 
fire of willows, and fortunately was just able to speak sufficiently to give 
some slight directions respecting the manner of treating him. He recovered 
strength gradually, and by the blessing of God was enabled in the course of a 
few hours to converse, and by the evening was sufficiently recovered to 
remove into the tent. We then regretted to learn, that the skin of his whole left 
side was deprived of feeling, in consequence of exposure to too much heat. 
he did not perfectly recover the sensation of that side until the following sum-
mer.

I cannot describe what everyone felt at beholding the skeleton which the 
Doctor’s debilitated frame exhibited. When we stripped, the Canadians 
simultaneously exclaimed, “Ah, que nous sommes maigres!” I shall best 
explain his state and that of the party, by the following extract from his 
journal: “It may be worthy of remark that I would have had little hesitation 
in any former period of my life, of plunging into water even below 38 
Fahrenheit but at this time I was reduced to almost skin and bone, and, like 
the rest of the party suffered from degrees of cold that would have been 
disregarded whilst in health and vigour. During the whole of our march we 
experienced that no quantity of clothing could keep us warm whilst we 
fasted, but on those occasions on which we were enable to go to bed with 
full stomachs, we passed the night in a warm and comfortable manner.”

 In following the detail of our good friend’s narrow escape, I omitted to 
mention, that when he was about to step into the water, he put his foot on a 
dagger, which cut him to the bone; but this misfortune could not stop him 

In their own words . . . 
This is our third in a series of excerpts from explorers’ original writings. 
We take a look at one of the most famous and tragic figures of northern 
exploration - Capt. John Franklin. We present excerpts from his first trip 
to the New World which he published in London in 1824 under the title 
‘Narrative of a Journey to the shores of the Polar Sea in the Years 1819-
20-21-22’. The officers under him were to become famous for a variety of 
reasons - George Back, Robert Hood and Dr. John Richardson. The trip 
featured the first recorded canoe journey down the length of the 
Coppermine River and the ascent of the Burnside during which Mr. Hood 
perished. Franklin’s own journal was lost in a capsize and he had to rely 
on his memory and the journals of Richardson and Back to complete the 
book. Note: the spelling and punctuation are Franklin’s own.
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MCS XI . . .The 1996 Maine Canoe Symposium (MCS) will again be held at 
rustic Camp Winona, on the shores of beautiful Moose Pond, in Bridgton, Maine. 
This year’s Symposium will be held June 7 - 9. This is the second year of the new 
MCS, which was formerly the L. L.Bean Maine Canoe Symposium, then the L. 
L. Bean North American Canoe Symposium. The event format has shifted back 
to something approaching the very popular original L. L.Bean event, and is now 
an all-volunteer event, being coordinated by long time Symposium attendee, 
Jerry Kocher. Without the high overhead of the L.L.Bean professional staff, Jerry 
has managed to bring the registration cost for the event down to an all-time low 
of $45 per person for the weekend. 

The 1995 event was well attended, with over 120 canoe enthusiasts gathering 
to enjoy presentations and slide shows from some of the paddling world’s great-
est artists. The 1995 list included presentations and seminars; Wilderness 
Tripping, by  Beth & Dave Buckley, Alexandra and Garrett Conover and the 
Peake Brothers, Freestyle Paddling, by Charlie Wilson, Wilderness Survival 
Skills, by Ray & Nancy Reitze, Modern Poling, by Harry Rock, Canoe Building, 
by Jerry Stelmok, Rollin Thurlow and Geoffrey Burke, Introductory Paddling, 
by Polly Mahoney, Whitewater Padding, by Kevin Slater, Double Bladed 
Paddling, by Bart Hauthaway, Canoe Sailing, by Jim Bowman and Paddling 
Making, by Geoffrey Burke.

If you have any questions about the 1996 event, Jerry can be reached at:  Jerry 

Kocher, 41 Leighton Road, Wellesley, MA 02181-6926. Phone: 617-237-1956. 
Email: 71563.2753@CompuServe.com or you can reach them on the World 
Wide Web at: http://www.wcha.org/chapters/de/mcs.html.

NEW CANOE . . . There’s a new canoeing show on the horizon this year. 
The Eastern Ontario & Western Quebec Canoe & Kayak Show will take place 
March 22, 23 & 24, 1996 at the Ottawa Civic Centre, 1015 Bank St., Ottawa, 
Ontario. 

The event will feature some of Canada’s top paddling speakers doing their 
thing. The list includes James Raffan, Kirk Wipper, Paul Mason, Mark Scriver, 
Gary & Joan McGuffin, Michael Peake, Kevin Callan, David Pelly, Hap Wilson, 
and more.

The show will consist of paddling & outdoor equipment displays, slide 
shows, seminars and demonstrations in the pool and highlights from the 1995 
Waterwalker Film Festival.

The event is being sponsored by the Canadian Recreational Canoeing 
Association.  For more info contact the CRCA at (519) 473 2109 or fax them at 
519/473-6560.

BUCKING UP . . . The paddling Buckleys, Beth and Dave, are as active as 
ever. The upstate New York duo operate Ashford Outdoor Media. They run trips, 
do canoe talks and have begun a book series. They dropped Che-Mun a line to let 
us know they had a great summer in the north. Trips included the Natla-Keele and 
Porcupine rivers and a side jaunt to Quetico. They also wanted to make us aware 
of a service they’re offering to canoeists who like to lead their own trips. 

The Buckleys, in their usual thorough and complete style have produced an 
attractive and informative series of Canoe Route Abstracts on a selected number 
of northern rivers. These handy packages include access information, gradients, 
local conditions, resource people and a thorough description of the route. The 
Buckleys are offering write-ups on the Natla-Keele, Porcupine (Sask.), Taltson, 
Geikie and a few others. The cost is US $7 and Cdn $9 . You can order from 
Ashford Outdoor Media, 6478 Ashford Hollow Rd., West Valley, NY USA 
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All the shouting and politcial guesswork is 
over. Iqualuit is now the choice of the peo-
ple as the new capital of the new region of 

Nunavut. The vote was held in December and the 
Iqaluit, the former town of Frobisher Bay, won over 
Rankin Inlet by a 60 to 40 margin. The vote was held 
all across Nunavut in many small communities. This 
means that Iqaluit will be forwarded to Ottawa as the 
choice for the new capital. It is expected the choice 
will be rubberstamped by federal officials.

The choice was not really a surprise. Iqaluit (fish 
in Inuktitut) is the largest urban centre in Nunavut 
with a lot of infrastructure already in place. Rankin 
Inlet, on the west coast of Hudson Bay, is a growing 
town much further south. One good consequence of 
the vote is the lessening of the chance of a road 
being built to Rankin from northern Manitoba. If it 
had been created as the capital, a road, desired by 
many, would have had more impetus. One wonders 
if perhaps the $500 million cost of a Rankin/

Churchill road is more of a deterrent than anything 
else.

On the very crack of the new year, fireworks 
erupted on the most southly shore of Baffin 
island. The town of Lake Harbour, due south 

of Iqaluit, had a name change as of January 1. The 
town will revert to the Inuit name Kimmirut, which 
means ‘heel’ in English.

The event was marked by fireworks lighting up 
the sky followed by a big snowmobile parade around 
the village of 400. Historically the Lake Harbour 
anchorage was an important one to the whaling ships 
in the 19th century. The Hudson’s Bay Company 
established their first Baffin Island post there in 1911 
and the Anglican mission is one of the oldest in the 
eastern Arctic. Soapstone carvings from Lake 
Harbour/Kimmirut are known by their distinctive 
apple-green colour. 

F ederal 
fisher-

ies officials are investigating the slaughter of 
43 beluga whales in northern Quebec last fall. The 
carcasses were washed up near the village of Ivujivik 
(formerly Cape Wolstenholme) at the northwest tip of 
Ungava now called Nunavik.

Many Inuit were upset when hearing the news of 
the wasteful hunt, a practice very uncommon and 

highly unacceptable in the north. Federal 
officials are discussing with northern 
Quebec Inuit, a new management plan for 
hunting belugas.

The hunt for bowhead whales, 
longed banned, is resuming again 
on a limited scale. 

Commercial whalers all but decimated 
the species which had long been a staple of 
the Inuit diet. An estimated 28,000 were 
killed by the whaling industry between 
1700 -1915. Scientists estimate there about 
600 of the marine species still inhabiting 
the northern waters of Hudson Bay and the 
east coast of Baffin Island.

The strictly controlled hunt will see 
every part of the whale used, with the 
prized muktuk (blubber) being shipped 
across the north to many communities.

Only a couple of whales will be killed, 
in the area of Southampton Island.❅
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Countdown to April 1, 1999

August 24, a week ahead of schedule.
“It was the first trip on the Barrens for the both of 

us and I thought I would recount here a few of our 
experiences. Just being out there with so much head 
space, was rather intimidating, and it took a good 
week before I began to feel truly comfortable. The 
first week was made even more difficult by a charg-
ing Barrengrounds grizzly. Eventually though, as we 
waited for the last of the ice to go out from Aylmer 
Lake, I began to get a grip on things, and really enjoy 
just being out there.

“The barrens seem to grant those who travel on 
them an indescribable feeling of peace and freedom. 
But above all, the barrens are an experience in every 
sense of the word. I don’t think that I really “thought” 
a whole lot while I was out there, it was more than 
enough just to let the power of the land and the sky 
overwhelm and take control. How much my body 
hurt, or how cold I was, stopped mattering.

“But as paradoxical as it might seem, one of the 
highlights of the trip was our chance meeting with 
other people. When we reached Hawk Rapids, we 
did an inventory of our food and found, to our dis-
may, that things were very tight due to some spoil-
age. And if we were to make it to Baker Lake without 
running out, we could not afford even the smallest 
delay. To make matters worse, we had lost our fish-
ing rod in an earlier mishap. Things deteriorated even 
further when upon reaching the big lakes (Pelly and 
Garry), we were slowed by both bad winds and a 
general mid-trip malaise.

“All of this changed though, when by pure chance 
we met six gentlemen from Portland, Oregon on 
Upper Garry Lake. Flying two 1939 Grumman 
Gooses, immaculately restored flying boats, the 
‘Teufel International Fishing Team’ was stopped to 
pick up their fuel cache, in their search for that “elu-
sive Arctic char, the best-fighting, best-eating fish in 
the world!” Not only did they stock us up with fresh 
groceries, new fishing tackle and a cold beer but 
thanks to their very powerful HF radio and an AT&T 
ship-to-shore operator in San Francisco, we were 
able  to make a call home to Toronto!

“After that, the rest of the trip went well and the 
traverse from the Back into the Thelon, despite 
exceptionally low water levels, was not as bad as 
anticipated. The final stretch of the Thelon, from 
Schultz Lake to Baker Lake was spectacular and a 
great way to finish off the trip, with so much current. 

“For a first time on the Barrens, our trip came off 
quite well, thanks largely to the extremely fast boat 
and excellent advice that we received from Steve 
Kahn of Wenonah Canoes. And yet our trip was 
really only an appetizer so far as tundra trips go; 
plans for next year are already underway.”❅

PACKET continued from Page 2

HIGH WIRE ACT -- Wilderness canoeing has its hazards 
but none approaching what this canoe in Florida ended up 
with. A strong December storm in the southern state was 
responsible for sending this boat into a real tangle.

❂ ❂ ❂ ❂ ❂

❂ ❂ ❂ ❂ ❂

❂ ❂ ❂ ❂ ❂
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We’ll have a look at another great 
northern book in our continuing 
series The Classics.
Watch this space for some very 
exciting news on upcoming Che-
Mun additions.
Subscription price goes up with 
next issue. See Editor’s Notebook, 
Page three. E-Mail us at 
mpeake@inforamp.net.

Che Announcements

MORSE CAIRN NOW & THEN -- This 
cairn, erected to mark the naming of a river after 
the Eric Morse, was made in 1985 by members 
of the Hide-Away Canoe Club. As recounted in 

eaten by a passing grizzly. This trip was compli-
cated by high winds and the fact we had that 
Twin Otter with its meter running sitting in the 
lake just down the hill. The original 1985 photo 

the last issue of Che-Mun, we visited the site 
again last summer on our way back from the 
Arctic Land Edxpediton. The cairn was still 
there but our message, left in a bottle, had been 




