


two old codgers, and the daughter of one of
them — who had just come down the portage
and were paddling back to Yellowknife in a
square-stern Grumman. After our first load was
safely at the top of the first leg (4.5 km and 600
ft up) they resuscitated us with piping-hot stew,
and endless cups of tea, while one of them
named Hugh Westheuser, regaled us with sto-
ries from his thirty-odd years with the RCMP,
most of it spent in the Arctic.

With the nine carries of Pike’s, a marathon
all-day and all-night paddle up Artillery Lake,
and many days of paddling in the blistering and
merciless heat behind us, we were more than
pleased to arrive at the end of the little bay of
Clinton-Colden Lake from which we had to
walk two kilometers to the Gerle Gold camp at
Vodka Lake — so named because of the two
Russian geologists working there. Once again,
we were given a fine welcome: they had tried,
Shannon the camp manager told us, to get ice-
cream flown in for us, but due to the unavail-
ability of planes that week the best they could
manage was a big turkey dinner!

As it turned out, we ended up spending three
days at Vodka Lake, enjoying hot showers,
great food, and good company, while we waited
for their next re-supply to bring in a replace-
ment centre thwart that broken on Pike’s. And
no, they wouldn’t accept any payment for feed-
ing us for three days, running around
Yellowknife buying rivets of various sizes, a
rivet gun, a hacksaw, and several pieces of alu-
minum tubing for us, flying it out, or for our
calls home from their satellite phone; or even
for the numerous cigarettes bummed from the
cook. Resupplied and rejuvenated, their heli-
copter ferried us back to our canoes, and the
Kevin the pilot helped us drill out the old thwart
and bolt in the new one from his vast supply of
nuts and bolts.

en days later, after a tough crossing
Tfrom Aylmer Lake to Contwoyto, with

several more portages than expected,
we slid, thoroughly exhausted, into the dock at
the Lupin Mine after a 151/2 hour, 68 km paddle
down storm-threatened Contwoyto Lake.
Waiting at the dock for us was Ken Sauve, the
security officer who had been roused from bed
by some miners returning from an afternoon of
fishing, to meet us. When we asked where we
could pitch our tents, he said anywhere, but that

we might prefer the rooms they had ready for
us. So within five minutes we went from the
black, cold water of Contwoyto, to a warm caf-
eteria, huge trays of hot food, and a big screen
TV showing - live coverage of Canada’s

Two Russian geologists at the Vodka Lake camp.

Olympic team winning the men’s 4 x100m
relay!

After that, it was off to bed, each of us with
our own room, with an attached bath and clean
sheets, all courtesy of Echo Bay Mines. The
next morning the mine manager, Jerry
McCrank, invited us to stay a second night even
though, as we later found out, they normally
charge $250 per person per night for guests. But
not to worry, Ken told us, “anyone that comes
in off the land stays for free.”

The next day, fattened up once again, and
resupplied with an additional 20 pounds of flour
[courtesy of the camp manager Paul Sine] to
replace our bannock that had not survived the
month in the storeroom, and extra naptha [cour-
tesy of Ken] we set off again. Despite the pre-
dictions by several of the many Inuit who work
at the mine and whose families live in the sur-
rounding areas that the weather would worsen.
Of course they were right, and we only made it
to the end of the lake before having to make
camp in the face of the driving wind and rain.
After so many hot days, the weather was begin-
ning to turn, and we were anxious to get to the
Hood.

The country between Contwoyto and the
Headwaters of the Hood is some of the most
beautiful that I have seen anywhere in the bar-
renlands, being uncharacteristically hilly, par-
ticularly around the Avaarvik River, with its
spectacular final canyon, and fun rapids begin-
ning right out of Rockinghorse Lake.
Unfortunately, one of our canoes suffered sub-
stantial damage in those rapids, and had it not
been for the extra aluminum bits that we had
brought with us from Vodka Lake and the large
amounts of Kevlar and Cold Cure that we had
carried, the trip might well have been over for
half of us. But the repairs held, and we descend-
ed the Hood with no serious mishaps, other than
losing half a sprayskirt and a camera tripod in a
very chilly swim.

We arrived at Wilberforce Falls almost a
week ahead of schedule, which turned out to be
a good thing. It was here that we had our most
disappointing meeting, with an adult group
from Camp Wanapitei. Although their clients
were quite pleasant, the two guides were down-
right rude and inhospitable, seeing fit to lecture
us on how one should always defecate 200
yards from the river, after apparently finding
some human turd amidst the vast quantities of
caribou and wolf turd. After two months on the
tundra, we were clearly more than a little
peeved to be lectured at by two people who had
done nothing more than float downstream for a
week and a half. But as it turned out, their
apparently vast wilderness knowledge was
somewhat lacking.

ith a storm obviously approaching,

we moved our loads to the end of

the portage and set up camp in the
relative shelter at the bottom of the canyon. The
Wanapitei group, apparently unfazed by the
weather, were encamped high on a ridge. Over
the next three days we were blasted by the first
of the winter storms, and the Wanapitei group,
high on their hill, were thoroughly miserable
and forced to move camp in the midst of several
inches of snow.

In meantime, we had been having a fine
time. Early on the second evening a helicopter
came creeping up the river valley and put down
beside our camp. They were on their way from
Resolute — where they had spent the summer
picking up old fuel drums -— to Yellowknife.
The weather prevented them from crossing the
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Wilberforce Hills, and since we were, as they
said, the biggest settlement between
Cambridge Bay and Lupin, they asked if we
could put them up for the night. After all the
hospitality that we had received, we were more
than willing, and spent an absolutely grand
evening taking aerial photos of the falls, and
listening to greatly exaggerated tales of heroic
flying exploits by the Newfie pilot, Rob
Carroll, accompanied by his portable CD
player and vast CD collection.

The next morning, with the weather clear-
ing, and the helicopter engine being warmed
up by my Peak 1 stove, the two Wanapitei
guides arrived at our camp. Despite their very
relaxed schedule, they had apparently not
allowed any time for the possibility of bad
weather despite it being late August, and had
planned to arrive at Arctic Sound the night
before their morning pick-up, which they were
now be unable to make. Could the helicopter
pilot, on his arrival in Yellowknife, contact the
air service and arrange for them to be picked

We arrived at Arctic Sound without further
mishap, and spent a leisurely two days explor-
ing before our Air Tindi plane arrived, right on
schedule, to collect us. After numerous cups of
coffee with the two pilots — a bad move before
a 5 and 1/2 hour flight — we took off for
Yellowknife, where Teri, with some satisfac-
tion, ticked us off her list as the last group of
outstanding canoeists that they were keeping
track of that summer.

Christopher Morris is a native Ontarian
who is currently a doctoral student at
Magdalene College at Cambridge in Great
Britain. His E-mail: address is: rem28@cam.
ac.uk

MORE ON MORRIS: This coming sum-
mer Mr. Morris has a real doozy in mind.
Titled ‘The Rock’em, sock’em, break-up to
Freeze-up Grand Tundra Canoe Tour’. This
98 day trip will take Morris and his fellow
paddler all the way from Yellowknife to . . .

Now, even he admits it’s a stretch but the
27-year-old has youth on his side. He will
also need a lot more like weather and good
luck, especially since he is starting fairly late
— at the end of June. Morris is unable to leave
school before then and figures he would just
be pulling on ice at that time of year. Morris
plans to paddle back into Yellowknife on the
second of October, no doubt in a snowstorm.

His route takes him east along Great Slave
and up through the usual route to Beverly Lake
on the Thelon. He will then head north to the
source of the Morse River and down into the
Back working his way to the Armark River to
the Arctic Ocean.

The pair then heads west to Coppermine
where it really gets interesting. Up the
Coppermine to Big Bend and through the tra-
ditional native route on the Hook River to
Great Bear Lake then up the Camsell River to
Rae Lakes and then down the Marian River to
Great Slave and before you know it — you’re
back in Yellowknife.

up on the esker strip near Wilberforce instead?  Yellowknife!

Ambitious? Yes. Possible? Maybe. Morris

Confessions of an Arctic plodder

In the recent issue of Nastawgan, the organ of the Wilderness Canoe

Association, George Luste reported on a part of his long expedition of

last summer. We previously summarized George’s story in Outfit 86.
While George wrote primarily about his experiences on Great Slave Lake
he also took a couple of paragraphs to reflect on strenuous canoeing and
growing old. We thought his wise words bore repeating.

turned 56 this past August and George Grinnell is some six years
Iolder. Both of us are conscious of our slowly diminishing stamina.

Thus it seemed best we do something like this sooner rather than
later. While I am still in relatively good health, I no longer have the
energy and recovery power of my youth and during the winter I tend to
put on weight and become flabby. The only compensating factor is that
perhaps I am a bit wiser and more experienced than I was 20 years ago.

So today I am more apprehensive about getting myself into dangerous
and extreme situations. As I age I have become more conservative, more
careful, in what I commit myself to. I no longer possess the physical
resources of a younger man, and I try to use my experience, and “an
ounce of prevention” instead of relying on quick reflexes and pure
strength as a ‘pound of cure’.

8.

T am still a good ‘plodder’, however. I can put one foot in front of the
other on a long steady grind on a good portage trail — but I no longer have
the agility to skip across wet rocks while carrying a canoe. I no longer
want to test my survival ability by running an intimidating rapid. I no
longer care to be as casual in expending my energies in futile efforts. And
so today I am more inclined to paddle long hours on a calm day or eve-
ning and not paddle at all if the weather looks unstable and threatening.
I’m more inclined to stop early at the end of a normal if faced with a
rapid, or the possibility of a dump, or even the need to make a marginal
decision late in the day. I have convinced myself that plodding is alright
when tired. Dealing with risk is not.

Thus I have come to embrace a varied and flexible paddling schedule
on my long trips. There are advantages to doing so. One expends less
energy for the same distance and I think it makes for a safer overall trip.
But it also means that one is faced with more decisions and uncertainty
about when to stop and start than a rigid nine-to-five routine implies.
Perhaps, if the conditions are stable, then a schedule makes sense. If the
conditions vary considerably, then a varied schedule is preferred.



Native knowledge

Receiving the wonders of Cree-ation

By LAWRENCE MILLMAN

automobiles. Antarctica. The Arabian Desert. The Amazon rainfor-
est. The Himalayas. And northern Quebec’s Waposite Lake. Then
what was I doing on a road, or remote facsimile thereof, jolting along in a

There are certain parts of the globe where you would not expect to find

pickup truck en route to this remote location.

As a consultant to the Ouje-Bougoumou Cree, I was investigating a
Summer/Fall tourism project. Take me into the bush, I’d told my hosts David
and Anna Bosum, and do unto me exactly what you would do unto prospec-
tive paying visitors.

I’d already gone on a Winter/Spring bush trip with them; a trio where
we’d camped 10 or so miles from Ouje-Bougoumou. But now they seem to
have taken the word bush literally and we were heading deep into the heart
of Canada’s forest primeval.

On and on we drove. The road grew primeval itself with sandtraps, pot-
holes, boreal bogs, small boulders and streams. The truck swayed, vibrated
and sashayed like an exotic dancer. I was starting to feel a bit sick, as if my
inner organs were being permanently re-arranged by all this up-and-down,
back-and-forth movement. But I was sick too. For two weeks I’d had a cold
that seemed on the verge of bronchitis.

At last, after four hours, we arrived at our destination. We pitched our
tents amid a tumult of cold rain and immediately went to sleep. Later, when
I went outside to answer Nature’s proverbial call, it was so dark that I
stepped right into Waposite Lake. Uh-oh, I thought, now I’ll come down
with pneumonia.

It wasn’t much lighter the next morning. It was still raining too, although
the temperature seemed cold enough for snow. Coughing and wheezing, I
stumbled into David and Anna’s tent, then plunked myself down on its
spruce bough floor. My hosts took one look at me, their ailing charge, and
plotted a course of action.

First, David picked some Labrador tea. He boiled this heath shrub for half
and hour; leaves, branches and all, then poured the brownish liquid into my
cup.

“We call Labrador tea katcibogotik,” he told me. “That means * the plant
which does not die.” We pick it in the winter, in the summer, all the time. You,
too, won’t die if you drink this tea. At least you won’t die right now . . .”

Encouraging words. But I did in fact feel a bit better after consuming that
cup of somewhat acrid-tasting tea.

At this point Ann mentioned several other bush remedies. If you take
juice from the glands of the beaver and squirt it into your eyes, it’ll cure
snowblindness. (Thankfully, I was not suffering from that ailment!) Also you
can make ointment from tamarack (larch) bark that’ll relieve eczema. Frog
urine heals snake bits. And if you suffer from heart trouble, put some bear
pee in you tea — it’ll make your ticker good as new in practically no time.

A while later David presented me with a moose’s leg bone. If I gnawed at
the sinews, he told me, my own legs would become strong again. So I
gnawed away.

After I finished gnawing, he splintered the bone and removed a broken
strip of marrow. This he proceeded to make into a thin grey broth called
mooskimee - the Cree chicken soup. Skimming off some foam, he offered it

to me. “Have some mooskawanu,” he said. It tasted not unlike ice cream - if
you can imagine hot, moose-flavoured ice cream.

As for the marrow broth itself, its taste was so strongly medicinal, that it
reminded me of, well, medicine.

By mid-afternoon I felt much better. Indeed, I felt well enough to go pad-
dling with David. We went out to a place on Waposite Lake where he set
down his fish net. A wind blowing off the land caused the canoe to dance
somewhat like the truck had done earlier. The wind also blew directly into
my sinuses so that by the time we got back, I felt a relapse coming on.

No problem. I just drank more katcibogotik and mooskimee.

For supper, Anna had cooked up the following Cree delicacies: partridge
liver boiled in the bird’s own gizzard; rabbit dumplings; beaver cutlets gar-
nished with bear grease; bannock laced with bear blood and moose hearts.

After eating this robust meal, I felt like going out and slaying a family of
adooses. (In local mythology, an adoose is a cannibalistic giant similar to the
better-known windigo.) But I didn’t slay an adoose that night. For my hosts
had something else planned — a scapula divination. This unusual ritual,
known among the Cree as mutnsaawn, dates all the way back to the last Ice
Age.

Attaching a rabbit’s scapula bone to the end of a stick, David put it in the
stove. He kept it there for a minute or so, warning me not to look at it. It’s
very bad luck to look at a scapula while it’s still in the fire, he said. If you do
so, yo might in fact die. Then he took out the bone and began ‘reading’ its
cracks and char marks.

“The rabbit sees a little hill across the lake. Maybe there’s game over
there, perhaps a moose or caribou. The rabbit is trying to see this game, but
he can’t see anything for sure. There are too many clouds in the sky.”

“Does the rabbit see anything relating to me?”” I asked. “Like whether I’ll
get real sick as a result of this trip?”’

“The rabbit doesn’t know the answer to that question,” David said. “But
if you ask me, I think you’ll be just fine.”

By the time I got up the next morning, David had already gone out to his
net. Piled up at the bottom of his canoe was a rich assortment of walleye,
whitefish, pickerel and lake trout — Nature’s bounty from these frigid north-
ern waters.

Later Anna made skekaauwn, a Cree specialty that combines fillets of
fish, the fish intestines and blueberries, all cooked in bear grease.
“Sheekaauwn is a very healthy food,” Anna said.

I put a bite in my mouth. It tasted not only healthy but scrumptious too.
So scrumptious that I would not have exchanged my plate for sheekaauwn
for all the truffles in Lyons.

And so it went. Whenever | seemed to falter, my hosts gave me a time-
honoured restorative from the Cree larder. By the end of the trip, I was feel-
ing fine . . . just as David had predicted. Actually, I was feeling better than
fine - on the jolting, tooth-rattling trip back to Ouje-Bougoumou, I found
myself dancing right along with the truck.

Lawrence Millman is the author of eight books including Our Like Will Not
Be Here Again and A Kayak Full of Ghosts. He also writes for National
Geographic, and the London Sunday Times. When not on the road he makes
his home in Cambridge, Massachusetts.



News

Notegs‘

CAIRN CANOEISTS. . . We received a press release from the small
but interesting Betelgeuse Books of Toronto regarding their upcoming
publication. Arctic Cairn Notes: Canoeists Reflections of the Hanbury-
Thelon and Kazan Rivers is the title of a new northern book set to appear
April 1st. The reason they are publicizing this is that you can save 20% by
ordering now.

The 230-page book is a facsimile collection of nearly 200 handwritten
notes left in the cairns beside the two famed northern rivers. Betelgeuse
notes that, “taken together, they offer an unparalled insight into the wilder-
ness experience of canoeists on these remote rivers, beginning with the
first recreational trip in the barrenlands, led by Eric Morse in 1962.”

Noted contributors include Pierre Trudeau, The Duchess of York, John
Hornby, George Luste, Gordon Lightfoot, David Pelly and Akitosha
Nishimura. The original notes, from the Helen Falls cairn on the Hanbury
and Kazan Falls locations were removed and placed in the Prince of Wales
Northern Heritage Centre in Yellowknife. The originals were replaced with
waterproof copies. It should be noted that as of August 1995, that copy was
missing from the Helen Falls location. To order the book at a 20% saving

send C$16.95 (US$13.95) to Betelgeuse Books, 193-55 McCaul St,
Toronto, ON M5T 2W7 before March 15.

MCS XII .. .The annual get together at Camp Winona better known as
the Maine Canoe Symposium is on again, set for June 6-8 1997. The Peake
brothers will be there again (showing the Lands Forlorn show) as will
many regulars including poler Harry Rock and Becky Mason (who will be
doing her noted Canoescapes talk). Sadly Maine Guides Garrett and
Alexandra Conover will not be able to attend. We’ve been talking about
and reporting on these session for a long time and we’re happy to have see
some friends and readers attend over the years.

It’s always a great event, relaxed and easygoing with its own special charm.
Registration is $55 and the food was fantastic last year. You can read all about it
on the their website at www.mcs.gen.me.us or write The Maine Canoe
Symposium, c/o Jerry Kocher, 41 Leighton Rd, Wellsley, MA USA 02181-6926.

STAMP OF APPROVAL. . .Canoeist Wayne Bagley of Windsor,
Ontario, has been working tirelessly for years on a letter-writing and media
campaign to have a commemorative Bill Mason stamp developed by
Canada Post. A great deal of support has been raised thus far, including let-
ters of support from such notables as Pierre Trudeau, the former Prime
Minister of Canada. It takes a lot of time and effort to create such an honour.
Please take a few minutes and contact the post office to tell them how you
feel.

To lend your support for a Bill Mason stamp, please contact Wayne
Bagley, 1160 Felix Ave., Windsor, Ontario, N9C 3L7; phone (519) 255 1081.
A letter should also be mailed to the National Philatelic Centre Stamp
Advisory Committee, 75 St. Ninian St., Antigonish, Nova Scotia, B2G 2R8.

Our Back Pages

The following back issues of Che-Mun are available at $5 each including postage. Those denoted by an asterisk are photocopies of the original issue.
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made progress hard work. But as soon as I
stopped, the wind would die down completely
and the pests emerge, full of purpose and united
in action.

“Somewhat surprising was the almost com-
plete absence of (other) wildlife or signs of
human occupancy, old or new; no trails or camp-
sites. The few streams which I had hoped to uti-
lize between lakes were rock-strewn and minis-
cule. Despite the frequency of beautiful vistas, the
cumulative effect of overwork was taking much
of the joy out of the proceedings. A bad case of
fasciitis made portaging unpleasant, and so, when
Ireached a fly-in fishing camp on Mistinibi Lake
I bailed out and went home. Well, the challenge at
that point was pretty well over anyway as the
remainder of the planned journey was mostly on
the large lakes of the Labrador highlands.”

e were happy to hear from another

northern solo legend - Akitoshi

Nishimura - better known as AKki -
who wrote to renew from Japan.

“Thank you for continuing to send Che-Mun
[Ed. Note - Thanks for paying!] I always enjoy
reading it.

“I haven’t had a chance to visit the NWT for
some time. Last summer was the first year I didn’t
make a canoe trip in the NWT for the past 10
years. I now work in an animal hospital as a vet-
erinarian and I got married last March which
means | have more responsibilities to make a liv-
ing.

“Now I am far away from the wilderness of
the Canadian Arctic but I am sure that someday |
will return to the NWT with an even longer solo
canoe trip.

“Until then I’'m going to continue thinking
about getting back there step by step and in the
meantime I will continue reading Che-Mun.”

avid Pelly, who now lives in Cambridge
DBay (Ekaluktutiak) on Victoria Island in

the Arctic, had some comments on some
comments made about his book in Outfit 85 by
James Murphy.

“I cannot let Jim Murphy’s remarks go by
without comment, lest any readers (or prospective
readers!) of my book Thelon: A River Sanctuary
be misled.

“From today’s perspective (which Jim and I
and the readers all enjoy) we know that wolf poi-
soning is a bad idea. But this book is not my
soapbox. My purpose in the book was largely

historical: I want readers to know the thinking at
the time of these (and other) events in the
Thelon’s remarkable history. That’s why I quoted
biologists who were active in the field at the time
of the so-called predator control program.

“When I visited the late Dr. John Kelsall (who
ran the wolf-kill campaign in the 1950s), and sat
in the sunny study of his sea-front home south of
Vancouver listening to his tales from the Thelon,
he said — with the advantage of hindsight — that
the caribou ‘population seems to operate indepen-
dent of how they’re managed.” For someone who
spent many years of his life trying to manage the
barrenground caribou population, that’s quite a
statement — much more interesting than anything
I might have to say about wolf poisoning.

“In this way the book is historical. It tells the
Thelon’s story, not mine. I hope, therebys, it cele-
brates the Thelon wilderness. Secondly, I must
take issue with Jim’s assertion that I am ‘way too
optimistic about the effects on wildlife of Native
hunting with high-powered rifles and snowmo-
biles in the sanctuary.’

“Actually, in the book, I say, “While tradi-
tional hunting — before the sanctuary — may well
have been non-intrusive, hunting today with
heavy-duty snowmobiles and high-powered rifles
is not the same thing.” [This, of course, is the part
of the book, the conclusion, where I did allow
myself to voice personal opinion.] I must point
out that I go on to express concern that allowing
Native hunting in the sanctuary may be the thin
end of the wedge, and may make it more difficult
for future (Native) managers of the sanctuary to
prohibit mineral exploration. I have voiced the
same concern to Inuit friends on the Akiliniq
Planning Committee, whose responsibility it is to
reach consensus on the final management plan for
the sanctuary.

“They have, to some extent, agreed and react-
ed accordingly (since publication of the book).
That’s reason for optimism. The reality upon
which I base my general optimism has two ele-
ments: (1) itis a very long drive on a snowmobile
from Baker Lake to the sanctuary (I know, I've
done it!), so it is unlikely many hunters would
undertake it when there are both caribou and
musk-ox much closer to town; (2) Native subsis-
tence hunting alone is sustainable, it has never
endangered any species in the North.

“It might interest Jim and your other readers to
know that one of the proposals in the draft man-
agement plan for the sanctuary will re-introduce
mandatory registration of canoe parties, in an
effort to encourage more responsible behaviour,

and eliminate abandoned canoes and other detri-
tus, such as Jim reports finding.

“The Thelon is a special place; Jim and I agree
on that (and many other things, I think!) It is spe-
cial not only because of its pristine nature as
untouched wilderness, but also because of its
colourful and diverse human history. That’s what
sets it apart: it is a wilderness with history. And
that’s the central message in Thelon: A River

Sanctuary.”
erhaps our longest running subscriber is
Hermann Harbisch of Stromberg,
Germany.

“For nearly 20 years I have been a subscriber
to Che-Mun and I always enjoy reading it.

“Last year I didn’t paddle in Canada. A friend
and I had chosen Glacier Bay in Alaska for a trip
with our folding kayaks. It was an easy and suc-
cessful trip — into a land and on the sea ringed
with high mountains and ice — and lots of brown
bears. Three times bears came into our camp but
they were not aggressive and we had carefully
stored our food in bear-proof canisters.

“Only on the last evening did we have some
problems when two grizzly youngsters came into
our camp, curious and hungry. So I took our two
red emergency flares and scared them away.

“In 1995 we paddled with a group of friends
on the Natla and Keele in the N.-W.T. also with
folding kayaks. The first 25 miles downstream
below O’Grady Lake we had a lot of low water
-—and lots of problems with our folding boats. We
only made three or four miles a day and often had
to wade with our boats. We spent many evenings
repairing the wooden parts of our boats. Only my
feathercraft K1 had no damage.

“After the upper part of the Natla River we had
a very successful and nice trip through the wilder-
ness of the Mackenzie Mountains ‘til the mouth of
the Keele at the Mackenzie River where we got
picked up. After that we paddled the South
Nahanni River from Virginia Falls to Blackstone
Landing. This was my third trip on the Nahanni
but it was the easiest. Both times before we had
started on Divide Lake and paddled down the
Broken Skull River to the Nahanni and then to Ft.
Simpson.

“This year I will paddle the Baltic Sea, prob-
ably from Sweden to Finland via the Aland
Islands. But in any case, next year we will return
to the Northwest Territories. We will probably
paddle the Horton River. After trips on the
Coppermine, Kazan, Back and Anderson rivers,
this will be my fifth Barrenlands river in Canada.”
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ARCTIC SCENE -- The Avaarvik River tortuously
empties itself into Takijuq Lake which lies east of

Upcoming Events

% The fourth biennial WaterWalker
Film Festival kicks off at the Canadian

Museum of Nature in Ottawa on Feb.
28 & March 1.

*The second annual CRCA Canoe and
Kayak Show will be held in Ottawa
from April 25-27.

% The 12th annual Maine
Canoe Symposium will be held at
Camp Winona in Bridgton, Maine June
6-8.
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the Coppermine and just to the west of the
Hood River system.The lake is a popular starting

photo: Chris Morris

point for Scandanavian canoe parties for some
reason.
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