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TRUE PADDLERS- A. P. Low (left) and David Eaton (assistant surveyor for whom Low named Eaton Canyon on the Caniapiscau), shown
while coming up the Hamilton River in spring 1894,. They had started this trip in 1893 in Lac St Jean, then paddled to Mistassini, Nichicun,
Caniapiscau, Fort Chimo, and then went by steamer to Rigolet to spend the winter, and in the spring took canoes up the Hamilton River by
sled and canoed around Sandgirt, Michikamau and other lakes, before paddling to Sept-Isles. See more on Low on Page Six.
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In absence of mail (no one writes anymore!)
we thought we would present you some
highlights from the annual Canoeing &

Wilderness Symposium held every year in the
dead of winter in the dead of Toronto.

This is the 18th annual Luste-fest, known
for its creator, Toronto physicist and paddler
George Luste. The title this year was N o r t h e r n
travels and Northern Perspectives II, a general
enough label to cover a wide variety of matters.

The event was kicked off by the man him-
self; as George Luste, desperately torn by his
own rules for time constraints, presented his in-
credible four decades of northern paddling in a
wonderful slide reminiscence.

You would be hard pressed to find someone
with a more varied and stellar career of north-
ern paddling. His first big trip was a 1963 solo
journey from Algonquin Park to James Bay via
the Abitibi River. The next few trips with new-
lywed wife Linda were of the distinctly budget
variety i.e. no tent and no sleeping bags. As
George noted, “I grabbed some excess plastic
sheeting from the lab.”

In 1968, they paddled the Churchill (Hamil-
ton) River in Labrador and were the last canoe
party to view the incredible Churchill Falls be-
fore the hydro project reduced it to a trickle.

The next year found him with John Lentz
doing the length of the Dubawnt River in the
NWT. One incredible find atop a hill overlook-
ing the frozen expanse of Lake Dubawnt was a
cache with a note from the ill-fated Moffatt
party of 1955. It was dated August 28, very late
in the year to be there, and a week before Mof-
fatt drowned running a rapid in a hurry to get to
Baker Lake. 

Other great trips include the Lands Forlorn
route, the Stikine River, the Torngat crossing

via the Palmer and Korok and a very scary “I
won’t do that again,” April trip down the Missi-
naibi River in full flood. George noted he could
see the portage signs several feet under water!

His circumnavigation of the Labrador
Peninsula ranks as one of the most extreme
feats of paddling. With his 24-year old daughter
Tija, they paddled through McLelan Straight at
the tip of the Peninsula, a tide-tossed treacher-
ous piece of water for a sea-going ships, never
mind a canoe.

Three long Nuvavut solo trips have been his
latest adventures including one from Yel-
lowknife to Coppermine where his partner
bowed out the first week with illness and he
carried on! And we hope he continues to carry
on for many more miles.

Other talks of note included Levi Waldron’s
party. This young Toronto-based group did an
interesting route (one that was on the HACC’s
To-Do List!) of descending the upper Copper-
mine and going up the Fairy Lake River to Tak-
ijuk Lake and over the height-of-land to the
Hood River. At Wilberforce Falls, because of
the very low water, they ran the canyon below
the falls, once famously tried by Bill Mason.
They made it and his slides showed a fun-lov-
ing yet not reckless group of paddlers which re-
minded me a bit of our group 20-odd years ago.
Sic transit gloria mundi!

Jim Stone and Max Finkelstein (see Page
six) presented the A.P. Low story about their
last trip and some of the history of the mysteri-
ous Low. The pair are working on a biography
of the famous geologist - some well earned
notice for this largely forgotten traveller of
northern Quebec who’s always the shadow of
the greater-known J.B. Tyrrell. The peripatetic
Herb Pohl also added to Low’s travels around

Richmond Gulf with his arduous solo circuits
in the area up to the gorgeous Clearwater Lake
and back.

John Jennings of the Canadian Canoe Muse-
um has a lavishly illustrated talk on native craft
and canoe routes and the celebration of them. A
couple of great photos include a horse portag-
ing a canoe and a pickup truck with a 40-plus
foot west coast canoe on it that canoe museum
founder Kirk Wipper drove across the conti-
n e n t !

A pair of paddling artists showed a beautiful
alternative to those annoying cameras. Don
Morrison of Oakville, Ontario and Bill Hosford
from Ann Arbor, Michigan presented journals
full of watercolours as well as separate paint-
ings that capture a different and unique feel of a
trip. Former teacher Morrison must have felt at
home in the Toronto high school as he got the
entire 700-plus crowd up on their feet to sing
along with Stan Rogers’ Northwest Passage.

Gwyneth Hoyle told the story of the subject
of her latest book, Flowers in the Snow. I s o b e l
Hutchison, a wealthy Scottish adventurer, trav-
eled through Greenland and northwestern
Canada and Alaska gathering plant samples in
the 1930s. Along the way she met many fa-
mous northern explorers, including Knud Ras-
mussen, and had stories published in N a t i o n a l
G e o g r a p h i c.

Another Che-Mun subscriber Bob D a n n e r t
from Arizona is a veteran northern solo paddler
with several 50-plus day treks. He showed a
trip from 2002 that started near the source of
the Back River and ended up going down the
Western River which flows into the bottom end
of Bathurst Inlet. One notable observation was
finding an eddy filled with caribou hair 200 feet
long and a foot deep and wide.
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Nunavik is set to claim the title of world’s
highest tide from the Bay of Fundy —
even though the Department of Fisheries

and Oceans insists the race is too close to declare an
official winner.

The Nunavik Tourism Association said it would issue a press release con-
firming a 16.1-metre tidal measurement at Leaf Bay, which lies just outside of
Tasiujaq at the mouth of the Leaf River.

The measurement, taken on March 31, 2002, is one centimeter taller than the
highest ever recorded at the Bay of Fundy. According to the Guinness Book of
World-Records, the world record tide measured in at 16 metres at the Bay of
Fundy in 1960.

But the Bay of Fundy coast, shared by Nova Scotia and New Brunswick, has
long claimed the title of the world’s highest tide and it doesn’t look like the DFO
will hand the title to Nunavik any time soon.

Nunavik has been trying to wrestle the title away from Nova Scotia for sev-
eral years. In 1998, Nunavik Tourism contracted an oceanographer to perform
tidal measurements in the area. The scientist set up three submersible tidal
gauges near Tasiujaq, Leaf River and Radisson Island.

Though the tourism association said it had a record-breaking reading after

the tests, nothing ever came of the announcement.
Though the DFO may not strip the Bay of Fundy

of its coveted title, the village of Tasiujaq has no
qualms about taking the crown.

“The government that released the information on the Bay of Fundy spent
too much money — probably trying to protect their people,” said Willie Cain,
the mayor of Tasiujaq. “But our Tasiujaq has a .1 higher measurement than the
Bay of Fundy. We’ll be able to say, ‘We hold the title for the highest tide.”

Cain said having the title will help develop Tasiujaq’s economy, and the vil-
lage is already considering how to market the natural wonder. “The Qallunaat
have an appetite for visiting places of significance so we can expect more
tourism,” Cain said. 

“It’s another attraction for the region. It’s like having the world’s largest cari-
bou heard, or having Crater Lake, which is the world’s clearest lake,” said a
Nunavik Tourism official. 

Inukjuak, the old Port Harrison on the east coast of Hudson Bay, is poised to
become a geological hotspot after a scientific team discovered the world’s
oldest volcanic rocks in a nearby cove.
Researchers from the University of Montreal, the Quebec Ministry of Nat-

The latest Wilderness Symposium (see page
two) despite its obvious success had some
strange shadows of death pass across its face.

On January 31, the first day of the two-day slide
fest, one of its longtime attendees, a former pre-
senter and a dedicated Che-Mun subscriber Paul
Barsevskis passed away after a courageous battle
against leukemia at the age of 52. 

Paul and wife Lyn were regular attendees at
the symposium and we had met there every year
since the first one in 1986. Our deepest sympa-
thies go to Lyn and sons Mark and Peter.

On Saturday February 1, ripples of news about

the Shuttle disaster went through the disbelieving
crowd and even later we all learned of the seven
young Alberta private school students who died
in an avalanche while pursuing the outdoor sport
they loved - skiing in Glacier Park, B.C.

The challenge of potentially dangerous outdoor
sports is a bafflement to many. What’s the point?,
they often ask. To those of us who do take those
chances beyond the normal, the rewards are not
hard to figure out. Better to go in the backcountry
doing what you love than on a crowded highway. 

Fate, it seems, has the number of many of us,
but it is the vast minority. And we must life life to
the fullest, while not disregarding common sense
rules and preparations. 

A famed member of The Voyageurs p a d d l i n g
group of the 50s and 60s, Blair Fraser, had always

said if he had a choice of how to go, it would be at
the end of the last run of the day at Mt Tremblant,
the famous Quebec ski resort.

He ended up perishing while canoeing with his
friends on a river that he loved, in May 1968 at
Rollway Rapids on the Petawawa River. The
bronze cross that bears his name, erected by T h e
Voyageurs, reminds all those who travel this Al-
gonquin Park river of Blair and his fellow pad-
d l e r s .

It serves, too, as a reminder of the inherent
dangers in canoeing wild rivers. But it also stands
as a beacon; to a man who lived his life celebrating
the natural wonders of the country he loved.
Wilderness travellers share that sentiment, feel
that love and breathe it in deeply every chance
they can get. Because . . . it doesn’t last forever.

Fro m  t h e  E d i t o r

Canoesworthy

Max Finkelstein searches through the
soggy muskeg of the upper Eastmain
River in search of A. P. Low’s Long
Portage. Max and Jim Stone are high
on Low and working on a book about
the famed Geological Survey of Cana -
da geologist. They finally found this
carry and it took them an epic nine
hours–the portage rated merely a
short mention in Low’s journal.

➥ Continued on Page 10

Michael Peake
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Cold Burial
A True Story of Endurance and
D i s a s t e r
By Clive Powell-Williams
S t. Martins Press, New York 2002
U S $ 24.95, 265 pages
ISBN: 0-312-28854-9

Reviewed by Michael Peake

Unlike their heroes, it seems great stories
never die. When three men slowly
starved to death in the spring of 1927 in a

humble cabin
on the shores
of a largely
u n k n o w n
northern river
who could
have imagined
their tale
would inspire
a fine book 75
years later.

Such is the tale
of Cold Burial
and of John
Hornby and
his tragic,

heroic and foolhardy death along the wooded
banks of the Thelon River. British author Clive
Powell-Williams takes us along with Hornby and
his two companions; Harold Adlard and young
cousin Edgar Christian.
Powell-Williams has gathered a mountain of re-
search and methodically pours it out in this fasci-
nating read. It says something of a book where
the entire plot, outcome and history are generally
known that it can shed fascinating insights into
this old story.

John Hornby is truly the Rosetta Stone of north-
ern travel. His fascinating magnetism, wild ad-
ventures and mysterious ways tell us so much of
the northern experience. He is everything that is
right – and wrong – about the heroic northern tra-
dition. No one can truly understand much of what
he did yet we marvel at his exploits and shake our
heads at his folly.
It really takes a fellow Brit to do justice to this
tale and add much needed context to this tale of

heroic death. Powell-Williams is obviously steeped
in the ‘chin-up tradition that raised Hornby and his
kind and explains it well here. He even delves into
the world of privilege and fame that Hornby
emerged from the youngest son of the celebrated
A. N. Hornby, ‘The Cricketing Squire’.
The diary of Christian is well known and has been
twice published. First as U n f l i n c h i n g : A diary of
tragic adventure in 1937 and again in 1980 as
Death in the Barren Ground. Powell-Williams
goes much further into the private and unpub-
lished letters and diaries of Christian, Adlard,
Hornby and most notably Capt. James Critchell-
B u l l o c k .
It was Critchell-Bullock who really got a huge
dose of Hornby – so much so that it changed his
life. Their expedition in 1923-4 where he and
Hornby lived in a smoky cave in the side of an
esker on Artillery Lake gave him many insights
into this unique man. He tried for years to make a
go of the film footage he shot on the trip. All the
furs they had trapped were useless by the time
they made it out and it was a financial bust, all
part of the enigma that was Hornby
Powell-Williams brings all of this together in a
thorough and fascinating read. Things get a bit te-
dious when his source material is somewhat sparse
in the middle of winter when the threesome were
desperately searching for food. The book’s ana-
lytical and detailed description of the effects of
starvation is riveting.
Of course, it is 18-year-old Edgar Christian who is
largely the narrator of this tale and its last sur-
vivor. His diligence in keeping a diary under hor-
rendous conditions was the spark that guaranteed
the Hornby torch would burn forever. But it is
Powell-Williams’ blending of all the sources that
makes this book work. He tells the story in a very
even-handed manner doling out huge amounts of
minutiae as this ill-fated expedition makes its way
from England to the shores of the Thelon.
It is also very useful to hear from other sources like
George Douglas, Guy Blanchet and Stefansson.
These respected - and long-lived - men of the north
certainly have an important say in this story.
But does it fully explain John Hornby? Of course
not. How can you explain a man who forbade
Christian from taking a bible and himself packed
formal evening dress, complete with gold shirt
studs. But it adds layer to the level of understand-
ing of this enigma of a man who haunts us still.

Next to Hornby and company perhaps the
most famous canoe tales of the north are
the Hubbard and Wallace expeditions of

a century ago. 
It would seem
then, that L o s t
Lands, For -
gotten Stories
is a bit of an
odd title for a
book about
these famous
trips. But I
guess it
sounds roman-
t i c .
A l e x a n d r a
Pratt is a
young English
writer with a

taste for adventure, She attempts to follow in the
footsteps of the plucky Mina Hubbard who in
1905 completed the ill-fated expedition of her late
husband Leonidas. 
It takes but one turn of the book’s cover, to the end-
paper maps, to see how little progress Alexandra
and her lone Innu guide, Jean Pierre Ashini, actu-
ally made trying to get up the Naskapi River in the
heart of Labrador. 
Mina Hubbard had three strong guides including
the redoubtable George Elson. And the Naskapi
River was much harder to get up in Mina’s day, its
flow had not been diverted as it is now into the
Churchill Falls hydro project.
For the casual reader this book may seem like a
wonderful and brave adventure. To an experi-
enced wilderness canoeist, it was doomed from
the start. 
However great a guide Jean Pierre may have been,
it was way too much to ask him to take this petite

Lost Lands, Forgotten
S t o r i e s
A Woman’s Journey to the Heart
of Labrador
By Alexandra Pratt
HarperCollins, 2002 262 pp. $34.95
I S B N : 0 - 0 0 - 2 2 51 5 - 4
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British neophyte on her first real canoe trip. Pratt
had originally hired a young man from central
Canada to be her guide whom she calls Neville.
This was not his real name. I know this because he
approached me for route info and spoke about his
worries of her preparedness for this trip. He pulled
out when he feared it would be a mess and Alexan-
dra had to hurriedly arrange to get a guide once she
arrived in Labrador. She was lucky to be in the
very capable hands of Joe Goudie, Labrador leg-
end and all round great guy who helped her make
contacts and get plugged into the local community.
Without Joe, there’s no book.
Pratt writes well and makes the most of the expe-
rience and you have to give her credit for really try-
ing despite the odds. She has many historical
threads to weave in and it’s too bad she couldn’t
have made it further to blend in some more. She
uses Mina Hubbard’s journals to breath life into
her story. It was a short trip in miles but took sev-
eral weeks. Her writing on the river is very vague
when it comes to describing particular points along
the way and how much, or little, progress they
made in a particular day.
Some things just don’t ring true which makes oth-
ers suspect. The two were traveling in the heat of a
Labrador summer, with some really warm weath-
er. It makes no sense then that near the end of
their trip she describes Jean Pierre jumping into the
chest-deep river with, “The water only a few de-
grees above freezing”. That would certainly NOT
be the case as shallow rivers of the region are not
ice cold in August especially during a very hot
s u m m e r .

Pratt does use the chance to tell the tale of the
Innu people and their fight to retain their land
rights in Labrador. She was obviously influenced
by Jean Pierre who is active in the politics of the re-
gion. Formerly known as the Naskapi and Mon-
tagnais Indians, they have a long and proud tradi-
tion of living in Labrador.
Eventually the end of their line is reached and
Pratt realizes they will not make it up this very
tough river. Then she finds out they cannot make it
down the river either as Jean Pierre had sustained a
knee injury along the way that he hadn’t men-
tioned. That meant using her satphone and calling
for a helicopter–and paying for one - much to her
shock. Their boat was a classic wood & canvas
Rollin Thurlow Northwoods Canoe model her

original guide had helped her obtain - and it was
left in the woods to be picked up on a later winter
t r i p .
The Hubbard story is a well known one and never
better told than in the book Great Heart by Rugge
and Davidson. How curious then that Lost Lands
never cites this seminal tome in its bibliography.
That seemed very strange to me.
Pratt does convey her story well, the struggles,
disappointment and the rugged beauty of the
Labrador landscape. She gets a rare chance to see it
intimately through the eyes of a native guide, just
like Mina Hubbard did. That was a great hook for
the story, too bad she couldn't complete the tale. 

Gary and Joanie McGuffin continue to pro-
duce, at an alarming rate, quality books
and In the Footsteps of Grey Owl is no

e x c e p t i o n .
This is primarily a photo book highlighting the
superb work of Gary who truly is an artist with
light. The photo reproduction is excellent and it’s
all done on chlorine free paper.
This book is the result of their 1997 online trip though
the forests of northern Ontario. It was to have been the
first half of a summer/winter pair of expeditions but
family planning seemed to get in the way of things
and the couple had a baby girl, Sila in 1999.

The trip began in Algonquin Park and headed
north of North Bay and then due west to finish
just below Sault Ste. Marie.Much of that area was
frequented by Grey Owl before he headed to
S a s k a t c h e w a n .
As a travel narrative it is pretty tame, much of the
area is surrounded by settlement but Joanie blends
in the past and present in her 40 page trip summa-
ry. The rest of the book is dedicated to Gary’s
great pictures accompanied by the short passages
from Grey Owl, primarily from his books Tales of
a n Empty Cabin and Men of the Last Frontier.
My favourite shot is a self-portrait of the normally
shy Gary - a beautifully warped shadow of himself
against a sun drenched granite wall.

Jerry Kobalenko likes it cold. He travels in
some of the most remote terrain Canada has to
offer. And he does it well. But he does it with-

out the aid of a canoe.
Kobalenko is a snow walker who has retraced

his adventures on Ellesmere Island. The book is a
complete and
fascinating ac-
count of these
trips. He’s a
very good pho-
tographer but
the reproduc-
tion of the
black and white
pictures is not
g r e a t .

A big sur-
prise is his
trashing of a
very well

known and respected Toronto paddler who ac-
companied him on one trip. He only calls him by
his first name but a lot of people will know who it
is. And Jerry isn’t very kind to him. It sounded like
that trip had a special coldness all its own.

In the Footsteps of
Grey Owl
Journey Into the Ancient Forests
By Gary and Joanie McGuffin
McClelland & S t e w a rt, Toronto,
2002 144 pp $39.99
I S B N : 0 - 771 0 - 5 5 37 - 4

Horizontal Everest
By Jerry Kobalenko
Penguin Books Canada 2002
$35 277 p p
I S B N : 0 - 67 0 - 8 9 4 3 4 - 6
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They took the Low Road

By JAMES STONE and MAX FINKELSTEIN 

Max rolls the canoe from aching shoulders onto sphagnum covered boulders, as
I wade slowly uphill through waist high wet Labrador tea, bent under the food
pack for our five week trip. 
Halfway across Long Portage, we pause exhausted where the faint trail disap-
pears, this time for good.   
Under another drenching rain, with the muskeg sucking at our boots, and the
black flies sucking at our blood, we are forcefully struck again of the incredible
stamina and endurance of previous travellers and the Aboriginals who guided
them over this now half forgotten route. We had expected that 625 mile route
from Naococanne Lake, near the geographic centre of Quebec, to the community
of Waskaganish, where the Rupert River dumps its waters into James Bay
would be tough-but not this tough.   
Once again, I am reminded of a poem by Alfred Desrochers that describes just
how we feel;  
“We are the dwindled sons of a race of supermen,  
The violent, strong, adventurous, from this strain,  
We take a northbound homesickness, which comes,  
With the Grey Days that autumn brings again”  

One of these supermen was Albert Peter Low of the Ge-
ological Survey of Canada who led some of the last
great exploration trips in Canada by traversing northern
Quebec and Labrador by canoe in the 1890s. He was the
first to detail the geology and the river routes across this
huge area, which was largely unknown, except to a
few quiet people in the Hudson’s Bay Company and the
Aboriginals who had lived here for thousands of years.  
I admit it. I have a serious addiction. I am addicted to
dark green. And I am obsessed by the exploits of this re-
markable, yet largely unknown, Canadian. The dark
green, in case you haven t guessed yet, is the colour  of
black spruce. So, together with Max Finkelstein, who
also has a serious addiction (watching landscape pass
before him at the speed of a canoe), we hatched a plan to
re trace some of A.P. Low s explorations. 
Thus was born THE A.P. LOW EXPEDITION 2002:
ON THE HIGH ROAD. My interest in Low began in
dimly lit and dusty archives and the stacks of libraries at
least a decade ago when I came across cobwebby An-
nual Reports of the Geological Survey of Canada dating
from the 1880’s and 1890’s while looking for canoe
routes.  These reports detailed, in a matter of fact way,

long canoe journeys, with descriptions of portages,
rapids, and the people he met there. The more I read, the

more that his distances and travails of a little known land came out and more of
his character to do this for summer after summer, and often the winter too.
But apart from these reports, I found only the briefest descriptions of Low him-
self. To really understand the character of A.P. Low, I needed need to follow in
at least some of his footsteps, to retrace the portages that he used, and face the
same navigation challenges that he overcame.  
We want to find a way into his mind and heart, and maybe even touch his
soul. It is only in this way that we can truly achieve an appreciation of the
magnitude of his accomplishments, his determination and resourcefulness.
This meant a trip a long one in a land still little travelled, mostly covered by
muskeg, and populated by an infinite number of hungry bugs. 
Who would want to follow a forgotten route of a forgotten geologist? You
guessed it - my friend Max Finkelstein. But would he stay my friend after such
a trip?   
We hatched a plan. One evening in the darkness of January 2000, Max is sitting
cross legged on the floor of his dining room, which is covered with 1:250,000
maps. He has a hopeless look on his face and looks up with a bewildered ex-
pression, we’ll never find our way through this country. The lakes form a maze,
and in between are muskeg. Everything looks just the same. 
Max has been reading  A.P.’s reports to the GSC, and trying to transcribe the

Experience and reliable Montagnais canoemen hired by Low on his 1895 trip up the Manicouagan River,
taken on Attikopi Lake in August. One of these men would drown in rapids two weeks later in the treacher -
ous canyon on the upper Manicouagan.
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route he took onto modern maps. He’s right. We were hopelessly lost, and
weren’t even out of the house yet.  How do we know where he went?  After dig-
ging a whole lot more in the Archives, we find the original maps and field note-
books (still with dead blackflies between the penciled pages) made by Low and
his assistant, David Eaton. These provide the details of his routes to trace them
precisely on modern maps.  
In order to get a real flavour of his trips, we link together several of his explo-
rations to make a single trip. After disposing of some fancifully long paths we
settle on an ambitious route that links Low s trips of 1885, 1892, ‘93 and ‘95, 
From the village of Mistissini on the lake of almost the same name, we will fly
by floatplane to Naococanne , about 120 miles west of Wabush. We choose this
as a starting point because here even the re-
doubtable Low became lost and turned back
on his 1895 expedition up the Manicouagan
paddle to Lake Nichicun, the site of the aban-
doned Hudson’s Bay Company Post. Low
passed through Nichicun in 1893 on his way
from Lac St Jean to Fort. From there, we will
follow in reverse Low route to reach Lake
Mistassini. This means we will work our way
up the Nichicun River (which becomes the La
Grande River) and over the watershed to the
Eastmain River. 
We will descend the Eastmain to another
abandoned HBC post,  Neoskweskau and
then travel upstream on another canoe trade
route to Lake Mistassini. From there, we will
follow the traditional HBC trade route from
Lake Mistassini to James Bay, descending
the Natastan Branch of the Rupert River, cross
to the Marten River, and finally rejoin the Ru-
pert and paddle to Waskaganish (formerly
called Rupert House) on James Bay. 
The trip is about 1000 km, with some 87 portages. We plan for five weeks of pad-
dling. Although this route is rarely travelled in its entirety today, the country it pass-
es through is by no means forgotten or abandoned. This is the traditional homeland
of the Cree of Eastern James Bay, who continue to trap and hunt in this area. 
The Cree signed an agreement in early 2002 with the government of Quebec that
gives them $4 billion over 50 years and legal rights to much land, in exchange for
the construction of the next phase of the James Bay Project. This will create a 600
sq. km. reservoir on the Eastmain upstream of the existing dam which diverts the
river north to the generators on the La Grande turbines at LG2. The project will
also divert much of the Rupert River northwards into the Eastmain River to add
to the flow to the La Grande. We may be one of the last parties to see these rivers
before they are shifted away from their current courses.   

Getting Underway: Max’s wife Connie loans us her beat up old Toyota for the
long drive to Mistissini in early August 2002. Max s mechanic friend Tom Gif-
ford assured him that the car had a 90% chance of getting there. Getting back is
something else. Our friend Don Haines looked doubtful and generously vol-
unteers to accompany us to Mistassini in his somewhat spiffier station wagon. 

And so, on August 5 we load our gear consisting mainly of one green 17.5’
canoe and three huge very hard to lift packs, onto a bright yellow and red ven-
erable single Otter on the clear water of Lake Mistassini. Phillip Petawabano, the
chief pilot for Washeshkun Air, dressed in blue jeans and wearing a black T-shirt
that reads Mistassini Council, looks a little doubtfully at the lowering clouds and
interspersed rain squalls looming on our flight path to the west. But we are lucky.
We fly between the storm clouds. 
The flight in takes us the length of Lake Mistassini, then over Lake  Badeau fi-
nally to the northwest of the mountains. We see some forest burns from early
July, large areas of older burnt forests and many patches of muskeg.  But no
roads, no cabins and maybe one tent.  

Some three hours later, we land on Lake Nao-
cocanne , almost smack dab in the geograph-
ical centre of Quebec. Now all we have to do
is get this canoe and this big pile of gear to
James Bay. That’s what I like about canoe
tripping. It reduces life to the simplest ele-
ments.     

Naococanne Lake: Gentlemen, Let the
Portages Begin! Our trip will start where
Low and his crew entered Lake Naococanne
from the east, and we will complete our so
called  by paddling to Nichicun Lake. In
1895, Low spent a futile three days looking
for a  route from Lake  Naococanne to the
HBC post at Nichicun Lake. 
His report in the 1896 Annual Report of the
Geological Survey of Canada states:
“Naokokan is a large, irregular lake, nearly
covered with islands and deeply indented with
bays... From an elevation of 300 feet ... the lake

had the appearance of a wide plain, covered with numerous small lakes, and it was
found only on passing into the lake that these numerous small lakes were really
connected by straits and passages.” Low gave up due to unfavourable weather and
failing supplies, and the exploration was ended here. He then returned to descend
the Manicouagan River. 
No wonder Low was bewildered!  Flying over Lake Naococanne , we see a
maze of islands and peninsulas, more land than water. Our first impressions after
landing the water is cold, clear, but brown; the forest is all black spruce and each
tree seems to lean just a bit to the east. We are traveling through the boreal for-
est, named after Boreas, the Greek god of the north wind. It is the largest expanse
of natural forest in the world, sweeping in a broad band circling the planet and
Canada from coast to coast. Canada has about one third of the world’s boreal
forests. This great swath of green plays a vital role in regulating the earth climate,
filtering out greenhouse gases and temporarily storing carbon in trees, roots and
bogs. 
After the drone of the Otter fades away into silence, we know exactly what to do.
Eat lunch. We dig hungrily into the peanut butter, jam and tortillas, eating not
only to fill our stomachs, but to reduce the weight of our outfit. Just thinking
about portaging all this stuff is causing our aging joints and muscles considerable

Author Jim Stone on the upstream route looking for Low’s
elusive Long Portage,
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discomfort. All of a sudden I realize that in spite of canoeing and camping with
Max for a decade, I have never been in the same canoe with him. With the plane
fading away it’s too late to worry.  We set off into the maze of Lake Naococanne.
The dark grey rain clouds that have dogged us all the way from Mistissini finally
catch up to us. It seems that the weather has changed little since Low’s explo-
rations. The southwest gales, accompanied by rain and fog, speak of Low’s rea-
son for turning back. But we have nowhere to turn back to.  Naococanne is a
MAZE lake. The lake bed is a vast flooded boulder field, never very deep and
never very high. In the narrows between the many islands, points and peninsu-
las we sometimes find gentle currents. 
On the same lake, we sometimes head upstream, sometimes downstream with
no logic to the current. I pity Low
whose strategy in large lakes was to
follow the current to the outlet. No
wonder he was lost and confused
here. Nevertheless, we know from
maps that the water we are canoeing
on is part of the La Grande River, and
that every drop will eventually pass
through Hydro-Quebec turbines. 
In two days, we reach the Nichicun
River, after portaging around the
rapids leaving Lac Sureau. This was
Low’s goal in 1885, but the maze that
is Lake Naococanne thwarted him.
We are on the old canoe route be-
tween the Hudson’s Bay Company
Post on Lake Nichicun to the coast,
and on the track of Low’s explo-
rations of 1893. We climb the highest
hill we can see from the river. The
ever present rain squalls (it rained
twice during lunch) follow us up the
hill, through open spruce forest, with
thick, spongy light grey-green caribou moss between the trees, and thickets of
alder, Labrador tea, and bog laurel. 
On the north side of Nichicun Lake we can discern a small group of white build-
ings, the abandoned weather station, last occupied in the early 1980’s. We
cannot see the site of the abandoned Hudson’s Bay post, a few miles to the SE of
the white buildings. Way off to the northeast, we see the rugged country that
stretches to the Caniapiscau reservoir. Climb any hill in this vast country, and, ex-
cept for details, the basic view will be the same lakes upon lakes, hills upon hills,
bogs and vast areas of burned spruce forest (we are standing in the middle of a
burned forest at the top of the hill). 
Low’s route now takes us from the waters of the La Grande River (or Big River,
as it was known), through a series of over grown ponds to the watershed of the
Eastmain River. Without copies of Low s original maps, we would be hopelessly
lost. The route used by the Hudson’s Bay canoes is not evident from looking at
maps, as it avoids some of the larger lakes. In this headwaters areas the portages
are many as the lakes are small and the creeks have little water. Even with Low’s
archival maps (drawn at 1:62,000) finding the start of portages connecting this

maze of lakes, ponds, bogs and streams is a challenge. The portages have been
little used in recent years and the landing sites have reverted to bush. We
quickly become portage detectives, adept at finding clues to answer the question
that we ask ourselves over and over again:  where would you put a portage trail? 
Each portage has its own signature. Max scouts the shoreline in the canoe.  A few
spruce poles lying in the water at the shoreline could be natural, or it could be the
remains of a  dock. The Crees lay the tops of green spruce trees in the water for
skidding fragile canoes up on to the shore. I walk parallel to the shore, about 50
feet inland of the thickets of shoreline vegetation looking for a faint trail or old
blazes on upright trees, or even on trees lying on the ground.  
Surprisingly, a line of same-aged spruce trees often indicates an old trail.

Spruce cones seem to germinate
more often in the wet trail rut, and so
leave a line of trees. At the camp-
sites at each end of the trails, we find
Voyageur trees, spruce whose tops
had been cut to make bedding and
from which new leaders have grown
leaving a gap in the middle. The
green line of cranberry winding
through the light grey-green caribou
moss   even this might indicate an
old portage trail. Metal clues are
more obvious, such as old metal
items such as cans of condensed milk
and remains of sheet metal stoves,
and show up particularly after a fire
has burned away the ground cover.
At first, we are fooled by caribou
trails, but soon learn to distinguish
these from old human trails. But all

this detective work takes time and
Max figures that in the first seven
days, we have spent about a day just

looking for portages. By the time we reach the final over grown pond at the head
of the Long Portage, we are beginning to feel that we can sniff out any old
portage.  
The Long Portage leads from one tributary of the Eastmain to another. We fig-
ure that its reason for existence is to substitute a 200-foot drop on foot (good for
HBC canoes) for a steep rapid filled river (bad for HBC canoes). Low didn’t say
much about Long Portage even though he was coming uphill: “Portage is two
miles in length passing ridge 200 feet high, terminating at a small lake 150 above
its lower.” Discounting Low’s notes for the well maintained trail of his day, we
expect something benign, downhill but a bit longer than the other portages. We
land at a likely indentation in the shoreline, and start sniffing out the portage. Im-
mediately, we find an old campsite about 30 yards inland. A faint trail leads west.
We follow it 100 yards into a bog, where, of course, it disappears. This can’t be
the portage, so we spend the next three hours thrashing through thick under-
growth parallel to the shoreline, looking for the trail. We seem to be the only
large mammals in the area, and that makes us feel very much alone and isolated.
There aren’t even any squirrels chattering. Finally, with the evening coming to

Survey crew on Lake Mistassini, 1885. The man in the foreground in Jim
Macoun, son of James Macoun (Dominion botanist). He is holding a survey
rod with two targets used to estimate distances with a transit which they
took every mile along the route.
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an end, despondent, depressed and befuddled, we give up and camp at the old
campsite where we first landed. We take one last walk into the bog, and this time
a faint blaze on a silvered spruce tree in the middle of the bog. We splash
through to the other side where we find another blaze. We’ve found the Long
Portage!  
After the next morning’s hearty leftover spaghetti breakfast (in the rain of
course), we head out. Our loads are heavy, the footing abysmal and the trail al-
most, but not quite, non-existent in the tangled bush. With two carries each, we
decide to hopscotch way, carrying one load of packs until we stagger to a halt
after about 450 yards we fetch the canoe and the remaining pack, and carry them
about 200 yards beyond where we dumped the first load. The trail heads in a fair-
ly straight line, but we keep losing it among the alder thickets and fallen trees and
retreat to the last blaze and guess
again. It is a painstakingly slow
process. The trail dips into another
bog, and then climbs into an old burn.
Here the trail disappears for good,
and an hour of scouting does not re-
veal it. We start orienteering with ca-
noes and packs and head towards the
creek through the boulders of the old
burn. The rains catch up to us again,
and we have lunch under the over-
turned canoe. The walking is horrific-
fallen trees, sphagnum moss covering
loose rock, fields of car sized angular
boulders, clouds of black flies, and
the ever present hiss of rain. Did I
mention the intervening pond where
we loaded and then unloaded our
canoe 20 metres farther?  
Finally, at 5pm, we stagger like
drunks through the burned out forest to the shores of Long Portage Creek. This
two mile portage took us nine hours! We are so exhausted, we set up the tent dur-
ing a break in the clouds and immediately fall asleep to the electronic buzzing
sound of nighthawks gobbling up insects, only to wake up a little later to the nor-
mal sound of bugs and rain on the tent fly.  
Compared to the bone crushing agony of the Long Portage, the next day’s float
down Long Portage Creek to Hecla Lake is delightful with only one portage!
The sun shines on us as the current of the stream carries away the fatigue of yes-
terday, and the preceding week, of bugs, bogs, and portages.    

Neoskweskau: Down the Eastmain. The Eastmain River was named by the early
Hudson’s Bay Company fur traders for its role as the first route inland on the east
side of Hudson Bay. A trading post has stood at the mouth of the river since the
early 1600s. Hecla Lake is an expansion in the Eastmain River where Long
Portage Creek joins it. Hecla Lake has a good strong current running through it,
and even a few swifts. We have been following small streams up to now, but
when we reach the first rapids there is no doubt that we are now on a big, pow-
erful river. While thunder rumbles overhead, the river thunders over a falls and
boulder studded rapids that would turn our canoe, and ourselves, into mush. But

on a positive note, we see the portage trail, and to us, it seems like a highway. We
are like puppies, wagging our tails over how easy this portage is to find. At last
we won’t lose time in looking for trails.
However, dreams of Algonquin Park style portages soon disappear, as the trail
ascends into an old burn. Trees have fallen down, forming layers of criss-
crossed trunks like a giant game of pickup sticks. The fire hardened broken
branches are lethal spears. The exposed boulders are slippery with wet lichens.
A fall could be disaster. The trail ends with Max charging like a fullback with the
canoe through a jungle of alder to the river. This is a pattern that repeated itself
18 times, by our count, on our descent of the Eastmain . 
It is initially curious that none of the rapids and falls on this part of the Eastmain
have names, although where names occur, they apply to portages. For example,

there is a Sunday Portage, but no
Sunday Rapids.  On our 140 mile
descent of the Eastmain to
Neoskweskau, one image remains
paramount. In 1895 Low recorded
that “the greater part of the region is
destitute of forest trees, these having
been removed by frequent extensive
fires.” Based on much greater travel
over most of the territory, he esti-
mated that one third of the forests
had been burnt in the past 25 years.  
The most spectacular waterfall on
the Eastmain has no name, and is
barely even mentioned by Low. He
describes Pond Portage which by-
passes this 55’ drop as “stream is as-
cended for 200 yards, and from there
a 200 yard portage up a low hill

leads to a small pond: crossing this, a
rough road over boulders and through swamps for half a mile ends at a small
channel of the river... “ 
Our shins and ankles can attest that the rough road is still just as rough, the boul-
ders and swamps are all still exactly where Low encountered them! But Low
does not mention that these falls, a great foaming sheet of white, broken by huge
angular black boulders.    

To Lake Mistassini: Our trip down the Eastmain ends at Tide Lake  (Low
records this as named  account of the deposits of mud that cover the shores and
islands), the site of an abandoned group of houses and the intermittent HBC post
of Neoskweskau (first built in the 1790’s and older than Ottawa). The old post
is now a large field of fireweed and raspberries where the buildings once
stood. We camp at a well used Cree camp on a point near the site and are
alarmed to find live ammunition on the ground beside our fire after we cooked
the meal. It hailed in the morning. Here we turn south to go upstream on the
Kawachagami or Clearwater River,  Low’s route of 1892 when he came north
from Lake Mistassini. The total distance is about 150 km, with about 20
portages. We thought it would be easy. 
At a lunch break on our way upstream on the Kawachagami we put Vaseline on

➥ Continued on Page 11

Low's crew on Lake Chibougamau 1892, this bark canoe would have been
rented from the HBC post on Lac St. Jean, where most of the crew came from.
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ural Resources and Simon Fraser University in British Columbia discovered
the rocks - estimated to be more than 3.82 billion years old - 20 miles outside
Inukjuak during routine mapping last year.

But it was not until this spring, after geologists had conducted repeated
tests of the rock’s radioactive isotopes to discover their precise age, that ge-
ologists recognized their find’s significance. Most volcanic rocks in the
Inukjuak area are between 2.7 billion and three billion years old.The world’s
oldest known volcanic rocks, discovered in the 1980s in Isua, Greenland, date
back 3.82 billion years.

The Inukjuak volcanic rocks could give a little more shape to this immense
puzzle. They could help geologists learn more about the formation of the
Earth’s crust and mantle layers billions of years ago and they could also
help determine when life on Earth started.

Before scientists discovered the Isua rocks, geologists had no proof life ex-
isted on earth 3.82 billion years ago. But the Isua rocks suggest that bacteria may
have been present when the rocks first formed. If the Inukjuak rocks display sim-
ilar evidence, Dr. Stevenson said, the Isua finding would be supported.

Scientists currently estimate the Earth is 4.6 billion years old. Older non-
volcanic rocks have been discovered previously by geologists in the Northwest
Territories. They were estimated to be 3.96 billion years old.

Nunavik’s eco-tourism industry entered a new phase of international
recognition last month when one of its leading operators opened a
branch in France.The Puvirnituq-based Nunavik Arctic Survival

Training Centre (NASTC) quietly started business at the beginning of No-
vember in Limoges, France, four hours outside Paris.

The 100 per cent Inuit-owned outfitting company started up in 2000 with
only one office in Nunavik. But foreign demand for the company’s Arctic ad-
ventures has prompted the business to expand overseas.

“We were supposed to just be a little survival centre. But we saw a lot of
opportunity for what we do. There’s a lot of Nunavik tourism operators for
hunters and fishers. But with eco-tourism there’s not a lot going on here. We’ll
cover the French market for the whole Hudson Coast,” Mario Aubin, one of
the centre’s coordinators, said in an interview.

The outfitter has made a name for itself offering dog team and snowmobile
packages, helping smaller outfitters market their services and demonstrating
Arctic survival skills to tourists, guides and Air Inuit pilots.

Its survival packages teach everything from basic first aid to identifying
different snow textures, building igloos, recognizing the psychological effects of
disorientation and foraging and hunting for food in the hostile Arctic environment.

They already have confirmed eight packages for February and four for Jan-
uary. He is also working on sending a group of 30 from the city of La
Rochelle sometime in the spring.

The French branch will not limit itself to offering survival adventures, Tri-
card said. Instead, it will recruit Nunavimmiut performers to tour France and
promote cultural exchanges between artists in Nunavik and France.

The Nunavik Arctic Survival Centre was founded by Air Inuit, the Pu-
virnituq Co-op and the village of Puvirnituq. Each made an initial investment
of $5,000 for the outfitter’s development.

Aubin said the centre remains a non-profit organization for now. The

tourism packages it offers are good value but costly. Six-day basic training
courses are $3,900 for the flight, food, board and guide. Any profit is used to
pay the centre’s 15 part-time Inuit guides, operating and marketing costs. The
centre is also planning to open a branch in Korea by the end of 2003.

Anew study published in October by researchers from the National
Aeronautics and Space Administration predicts the unthinkable:
that year-round Arctic sea-ice may vanish by the end of this century.

Their work, based on satellite data gathered between 1978 and 2000,
shows that if current melt rates continue, there may be year-round sea-ice in
the Arctic by 2099.

They also found that temperatures in the Arctic are rising at a rate of 1.2 C
per decade, and that sea-ice is now melting at a rate that’s about nine per cent
faster than shown by prior research.

"If the perennial ice cover, which consists mainly of thick multi-year ice
floes, disappears, the entire Arctic Ocean climate and ecology would become
very different," Josefino Comiso, the author of the study, told the Environ-
mental News Service.

The NASA study says that the rate of sea-ice decline in the Arctic is ex-
pected to accelerate because of interactions between the ice, oceans and the at-
mosphere. As temperatures in the Arctic rise, the summer ice cover retreats,
more solar heat gets absorbed by the ocean, and more ice gets melted by a
warmer upper water layer.

In turn, this will produce more climate change in the Arctic, and around the
globe. Summer sea ice reflects sunlight out to space, cooling the planet’s sur-
face and warming the atmosphere. As the ice cover shrinks, less sunlight will
be reflected, allowing the sun to warm more of the ocean.

NASA has also found more recent data that shows that this year’s peren-
nial ice cover is the least extensive ever observed in the Arctic during the era
of satellite observation.

The NASA study was published in the late October issue of the Journal
Geophysical Research Letters. It was funded by NASA’s Cryospheric Sci-
ences Program and the NASA Earth Science Enterprise/Earth Observing Sys-
tem Project.

Climate change is eroding the role Inuit elders play in their communi-
ties because it makes their traditional knowledge unreliable, elders
told researchers at a recent workshop on global warming in Kangiq-

sujuaq. The overall message from Kangiqsujuaq,was the same in Puvirnituq
and Ivujivik as it was in Nain, Labrador and Tuktoyaktuk: the Arctic climate
is changing and many unforeseen aspects of Inuit life are changing with it.

Napaluuk and Inuit elders across the country reported many other envi-
ronmental changes at the ITK workshops.

Biting flies and robins have migrated North and are now regularly seen in
Kuujjuaq. Geese once flew close enough to Ivujivik for hunters to catch but
now the birds’ fall migration is too far east to hunt.

The sun is stronger and there are heat waves and the water around the com-
munity, once clear and good to drink, has become muddy and undrinkable.

Then there is the ice — the gateway to seal hunting. Every year, he said, it
seems to form later in the winter and break earlier in the spring.

CANOESWORTHY Continued from Page 3
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our hands. The skin on our hands is becoming very chapped and dried from
being wet and cold all the time. Big mistake! Working up the rapids, our paddles
slip and slither in our greasy hands. All attempts to paddle upstream dissolve in
fits of laughter. However, finding portages is much easier on this portion. The old
portages have been cleared recently with chainsaws and axes, although they have
not been walked on recently. 
“Did you know the portage starts here?” Max asks.  I looked for the Indian sign,
I reply, holding up a plywood sign painted white, with the faded black letters in
Cree syllabics and the transliteration in Roman letters PIMMAASKWFY
AASIGH  KAPATAKAN. We find it significant that this short easy portage has
a name. In the next few days we find such signs at many portages, but some have
disappeared in forest fires. When Low came through here in 1892, he reported
that fires had burned away most of the forest, and bare rocks covered the hills.
Today, the land looks different, not because the forest is burnt, but because in this
area many of the old burns and forest were burnt again six weeks ago. These fires
sent plumes of smoke as far south as Washington DC in July. This is the bleak-
est land we’ve seen on a journey through bleak lands.  
The route from Kawachagami Lake to the main branch of the Rupert River is un-
believably convoluted as the small lakes and narrow creeks follow low spots be-
tween low hills. We cross a narrow boulder moraine which separates the waters
flowing into the Eastmain from those flowing into the Rupert. Since leaving the
Eastmain four days before, we have risen about 50 feet - this is one of the lowest
heights of land we have ever crossed between two immense rivers. We now realize
that the James Bay project can only be built with vast and relatively shallow reser-
voirs, build a dam and you raise the water level over a large area.  The low land also
makes it easy to divert entire watersheds with a few low dykes and short canals and
this is what will happen to the Rupert River. After a number of swampy portages
through burns, we finally reach the main channel of the Rupert in rain showers. We
continue upstream, heading to our food drop at the empty Camp Joliette located on
a high just past the outflow of the Rupert from Lake Mistassini.   

Down the Rupert: James Bay or Bust! The final leg of our journey is to take two
weeks to down the traditional canoe route between James Bay and Lake Mis-
tassini, mapped by Low in 1885. Surprisingly, the route avoids the main branch
of the Rupert route (which goes north before turning west), and takes a small
branch of the Rupert, called the Natastan, which heads more or less directly west.
We will leave the Natastan where it turns north, and go west to the Marten River,
to follow it west until it joins the Rupert just above Lake Nemiscau. 
From here, we will follow the Rupert to James Bay. Again, unless we had a good
route map, this route is difficult to conceive and follow, but has the advantage of
being shorter than the Rupert Route. This section of the route shows signs of
being more travelled. Portages are, for the most part, cleared, and the paths ob-
vious. Often the portages are marked by orange garbage bags, and other detritus
now turned into trail markers. This helpful stuff may be unsightly but cannot be
called garbage.  Everything has a function.  
Each day is much the same. We get up at dawn, to the sound of rain on the roof
of our tent. With a bit of effort, we light a fire (here you have to know how to
light a fire in a puddle!), and the oatmeal and coffee put on to boil. The wet tent
and sleeping bags are stuffed into canoe packs lined with waterproof bags, and

the rest of the gear stowed. 
Lakes, rapids, portages all merge together, punctuated by rain squalls, and
once, a thunderstorm at 9 am. After about 10 hours on the water, we stop at the
least unlikely camping spot. Even with just one tent, we have difficulty in
finding good spots. We cut branches from seven spruce trees to make padding
for the tent above the soaking wet sphagnum hummocks. Another fire is lit, and
the supper spaghetti, noodles and cheese, beans and rice, and even Thai green
curried shrimp, put on to cook. A cup of hot chocolate, and a piece of chocolate
bar and then we crawl into the tent, light our candle lanterns, and try to catch up
to our journals before the drone of rain on the fly sends us to sleep. 
Did I mention that my boots got wet only once? That was on the first day and
they never dried out! How about Max’s rubber boots, which keep his feet con-
tinuously wet by filling up with water dripping from the brush on portages? The
routine repeats itself without major interruptions, except for the day Max put
lemon crystals into his morning coffee and oatmeal, thinking it was powdered
milk, and then worried all day that he was ill because everything tasted sour.   
The Marten is a small river, sometimes flowing between higher hills and over
scenic falls, and stands out as the most scenic part of the route in comparison with
a lack of scenery on the earlier portion. We find the charred remnants of campfires
left by other river travellers, and on a portage around a set of falls, we find five
abandoned wanigans with (Camp) Keewaydin printed clearly on them. The rain
is wearing us down. On one particularly wet day, we find that our electronic gear
is not tough enough for James Bay weather. The video camera won’t work, one
of the point and shoot cameras is useless, the batteries for the satellite phone are
drained, and the solar panel is useless for recharging them. We haven’t seen the
sun for days, and wonder if we will ever see it again. The only electronics func-
tioning are our watches and flashlights, and they are made for SCUBA divers!  
When we at last reach the Rupert River again, (we last saw the Rupert just a few
miles downstream of Lake Mistassini, when we followed the Natastan Branch),
it has grown into a BIG river, a half-mile wide, with a powerful current and big
falls and rapids. Here the river is about the size of the Ottawa River at Ottawa.
Once the next phase of the James Bay project is completed, almost all the
water in this section of the river will be diverted upstream to flow into the East-
main. We are slapped in the face with the enormity of the next phase of the
James Bay hydro project.
On June 17, 2002, Earthwild International released its Canada’s Top Ten Most
Endangered Rivers list. Topping the list is the Rupert. Hydro Quebec will
build a number of dykes to divert up to 92% of the Rupert’s flow into the
Eastmain where it will follow the waters of that river to the turbines on the La
Grande. While the river we are now paddling on will be almost empty, the water
level behind the dykes upstream will be raised by more than 120 feet. 
Its is hard to imagine the awesome beauty of the Rupert’s falls and rapids re-
duced to a streak of slime and mud.  We never did make it to James Bay. We just
ran out of time but not food or energy. Low made it from Mistassini to Rupert
House in 12 days, but he was travelling over a well marked route, in an empty
24-foot canoe with ten paddlers who knew the way. We meet our friend Don
where the highway crosses the Rupert River, at Oatmeal Falls. We are darned
glad to see him again. 
The long rain is over. But we’ll be back.

THE LOW ROAD continued from Page 9
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To any canoeist who has landed at the hamlet of Tasiujaq at the mouth of the Leaf River
on Ungava Bay, you know you can’t get there there until the tide is in. The region of
Nunavik is now claiming the highest tides in the world over the perennial leader the Bay
of Fundy. This 1986 picture shows the HACC canoes at the high water mark where we
landed at 2 am, not our schedule but the ocean’s. See tidal story in the Canoeswort h y
feature on Page three.
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