
Far North with "Captain Mac'' 
By MIRIAM MACMILLAN 

"TAKE the wheel, Miriam," said Mac, 
quietly. 

As I clutched the big mahogany 
wheel, "Hard aport!" he directed. Then, 
jumping on the deckhouse, he called out: 
"Cast off the lines! Half-speed astern!"

Slowly the Bowdoin backed away from the 
dock at Boothbay Harbor, Maine, away from 
cheering friends and relatives ashore and on 
small boats around us. The orders, "Steadyon 
the wheel," then, "Aheadslow,"made me tin-
gle with the realization that once more we were 
headed back to the North- to clear waters 
filled with bluish-green ice and fantastic ice-
bergs; to a land where the midnight sun casts 
a glow on snow-capped mountains; and 
straight-haired Eskimos dart about in seal-
skin-covered kayaks. 

Even our 88-foot Arctic schooner-name 
gold-leafed on her bow, white hull shining with 
fresh paint, spars newly varnished- even the 
Bowdoin seemed to glory at thought of being 
washed once more by icy waters, or tied to 
an iceberg while her crew refilled the water 
tanks, or "slowed down while we photo-
graphed a polar bear, herd of walrus, a nar-
whal, or perhaps Eskimos. 

Now, as she glided ahead, she seemed im-
patient to face once more the exciting uncer-
tainty of poking her nose into those uncharted 
inlets along the icy, ledge-strewn coasts of 
Labrador, Baffin Island, Ellesmere Island, and 
Greenland (map, page 467). 

Bombarded with Questions 
It was June, 1950. This would be the 29th 

expedition to the Far North for my husband, 
Commander Donald B. MacMillan, U.S.N.R. 
(my own eighth), and the beginning of his 
42d year of Arctic exploration.* 

Weeks of hard work had prepared for the 
expedition. Then, in the last few days, there 
were endless questions: "How can this little 
boat stand the strain of that ice?" Willyou 
bring back polar bears and walrus--alive"
"how do you ever cook a walrus in that small 
oven?" "how do you keep warm?" "Why
do you call that"-pointing to the crow's-nest 
at the top of the foremast---the ice barrel?"

And, looking directly at me: "Wheredo you 
wash your hair or take a bath?" If I hap-
pened to be in the after cabin near my bunk, 
I'd point to the small basin in our four-by-four 
"head" and say, "In that basin- if we have 
enough water."

With all the questioning crowds, I some-
time wondered how we ever managed to stow 
on board under floors, in closets, in every 
cubbyhole enough food (four tons) for 14 

men and one woman for four months. Not 
to mention 2,700 gallons of Diesel oil, 600
gallons of water, three tons of coal, and sup-
plies for the MacMillan-Moravian School at 
Nain in Labrador (page 481) . To forget a 
single necessary item-a spare part for the 
engine, a tool for repairs, even a light bulb-
might prove disastrous. 

But somehow we got everything aboard at 
last and with pounding hearts could thrill at 
what lay ahead-new experiences and dis-
coveries, both geographical and scientific. 
Mac's answer to the question so often asked , 
"Whydo you go?"is significant. "To learn 
something," he replies. And after 42 years 
he still "learnssomething on every trip. 

Commander Donald B. MacMillan's ex-
peditions have been sponsored by geographical 
societies, including the National Geographic 
Society, and many museums. He has done 
work for the United States Government, for 
the Carnegie Institution of Washington, for 
many colleges-Bowdoin, Yale Harvard, the 
University of Illinois, and others. These ex-
peditions have ranged from a few months to 
one of four long years. 

Not a Sailor in the Crew 
The scientists, professors, college and pre-

paratory school students who go along to do 
research in botany, geology, ornithology, 
zoology, and anthropology make up his crew. 
He never takes a professional sailor. He de-
pends entirely upon training these men and 
boys, some of whom have never been at sea. 
Each one stands watch for 'ard , takes his trick 
at the wheel, scrubs decks, shines brass, helps 
the cook. And I'm no exception; I do all 
these things. I take orders from the Captain 
and the mates and, when I'm scullion for the 
day, from our cook (page 473) . 

After two days' cruising along the Maine 
coast, our green crew were getting used to 
the routine of the ship; now they were ready 
for the start around Cape Sable, Nova Scotia. 
Each man had had a chance to steer by com-
pass and knew what it meant to trim sheets 
and pull on a halyard. 

The sun was setting when we anchored in 
the snug little harbor of Cutler, Maine. It 
painted the sky a brilliant red and deep yellow 
as it dipped below the horizon. 

*See, in the NATIONAL GEOGRAPHIC MAGAZINE : 
"MacMillan Arctic Expedition Returns by Donald 
B. MacMillan, November, 1925; "Naturalist with 
MacMillan in the Arctic," by Walter N. Koelz, and 
"First Natural-Color Photographs from the Artic
22 ills., both March, 1926; "MacMillan in the Field,"
October, 1925; and "Scientific Aspects of the Mac-
Millan Arctic Expedition," September, 1925. 
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Baffin Islanders Try to Follow Bowdoin's Course on Charts
Paddlingfrail kayaks, Eskimos seldom venture 10 miles from home and never out of sight of land. They 

return each night with the day's catch of fish or meat. Thi PondInlet party was astounded when Commander
MacMillan (with pencil) showed how far his ship had sailed (map, opposite, and pages 490, 513). 

Next morning we were up with the sun and 
ready for the day. The sailor's omen, "Red
sky at night, sailor 's delight held true, and 
we set our course for the Bay of Fundy and 
Cape Sable under perfect weather conditions. 

After a few hours, even our slight roll was 
enough to prejudice some of the new members 
against Clayton Hodgdon 's delicious turkey 
dinner. "All hands. watch for the Lurcher 
Lightship said Mac, in an attempt to turn 
their minds from stomachs to navigation. 

When that red-colored lightship finally came 
into view, we were ready to set our course 
for SealIsland. Keeping well to the "suthard"
as we rounded that island, we soon picked up 
Blonde Rock Buoy, which seemed to moan 
out the disasters of long ago. 

"Wrecks on the bottom all along here,"
observed Mac thoughtfully, yet cheerful about 
the present weather. "TheStaffordshire sank 
right about there in 1853 He pointed to a 
spot very near the buoy. "One hundred and 
eighty men, women, and children, Irish im-
migrants, drowned . The Anglo-Saxon was 
lost here, too, in 1846. And also the---"

There was quite a list. We were thankful 
to pass by. 

The Bowdoin rounded Cape SDablewith ease, 
then Brazil Rock. As we approached the 
Halifax lightship with all sails set, it hap-
pened to be my trick at the wheel, 11 to mid-
night. And what a sight, the moonlight glit-
tering on the water, gold flashes from electric 
lights pin-pricking the distant skyline on our 
port hand! As I looked aloft and pulled the 
wheel a bit to starboard to keep the mainsail 
full, every sparkling star seemed to twinkle 
and smile with me. How thankful I was 
that we were passing the city, leaving civiliza-
tion behind ; that we were heading north! 

Fishing Boats Are Hazards After Dark 

Clear weather continued all the way to Cape 
Canso. But a number of small boats here and 
there in our pathway made me shudder. I 
thought of that time in thick fog when we 
almost ran down one of those fishermen. Re-
gardless of weather, these natives keep right 
on fishing without lights, foghorns, or the 
slightest signal of "Here I am-watch out!"

Three blasts from our air whistle on reach-
ing the St. Peters lock aroused the red-
shirted workmen, who waved, then slowly 
hand-cranked the ponderous entrance gate to 



let us through. Mac jumped ashore and 
greeted the customs officer, an old friend who 
had been there almost as long as the Bowdoin 
has been entering Nova Scotia by way of the 
Bras d'OrLakes.* It was a personal as well as 
an official visit. Soon we were on our way 
again. 

I always look forward to that run through 
the Bras d'OrLakes, especially if we've taken 
a drubbing, as we often have, around Cape 
Sable. The pungent smell of spruce trees 
itself is worth a shaking up. And I love the 
peaceful green fields , dotted with grazing cows 
and sheep, which reach from the lake's edge 
back to neat farmhouses and white churches. 

Ahead, off our port bow, loomed a high point 
known as Red Head, a landmark and once the 
summer home of one of the world's great men , 
Alexander Graham Bell. A clearing on Beinn 
Bhreagh (" Beautiful Mountain" in Gaelic) 
marks his burial place. His large house, with 
its high trees and green lawn sloping down 
to the water, has been occupied for many years 
by Gilbert and Elsie Bell Grosvenor. We 
swung in close, but three toots on our horn 
failed to break the quiet ashore. There was 
no flag flying. Clearly the family had not 
arrived for the summer. 

A short distance beyond, at Big Harbour 
(PortBevis), we stopped for the night. H ere 
Mac had spent many happy summers with 
his grandparents as a boy. 

Last Tub Bath for Three Months 
When we landed in Sydney, Nova Scotia, 

next morning, I was the first ashore, hustling 
up the main street to order last-minute food 
supplies and presents for our many friends in 
the orth. The Bowdoin had a refill of oil 
and water while the rest of us enjoyed hot 
baths at the hotel, our last good soak in real 
tubs until we returned to Sydney three months 
later . 

Only 80 miles of Cabot Strait separate 
Nova Scotia from Cape Anguille, Newfound-
land . Generally, however, it 's a foggy stretch 
and a busy thoroughfare as well; so Mac 
watches the weather carefully. Late in the 
afternoon he decided: " Barometer 's steady. 
Things look good for the crossing. We'll 
start."

Having crossed Cabot Strait before (shall I 
ever forget the rolling and tossing! ) , I was 
prepared to "hang on." But the going was 
so good I could think only of what all Arctic 
travelers know too well: good weather now 
means something coming later. OldTorngak, 
the evil spirit of the North, would catch up 
with us somewhere, somehow. 

So far, Mac has always managed to get 
the better of Torngak, but there have been 

See, in the NATIONAL GEOGRAPHIC MAGAZINE: 
"Salty Nova Soctia by Andrew H. Brown, May, 
1940; and "Charm of Cape Breton Island by Cath-
erine Dunlop Mackenzie, July, 1920
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In These Waters Bowdoin Has Sailed 
a Quarter-million Miles 

On this trip, latest of 29 "Captain Mac" has taken 
to the Arctic, his 60-tonschooner started from Booth-
bay Harbor, Maine, and sailed along the Labrador 
coast. Crossing from Cape Chidley to Greenland, she 
pushed on through increasingly ice-filled water until 
she passed Etah , northernmost permanent settlement 
in Greenland. In Kane Basin , about 79 N., the ex-
pedition was stopped by unbroken polar ice and 
forced to turn back. Return trip followed the Elles-
mere and Baffin Island coastlines. 



Boulder and Plaque 
Mark the Site 

Where Heroes Died 

+ In 1924 Captain Mac took this 
bronze memorial tablet, presented 
by the National Geographic Society, 
to Cape Sabine, Ellesmere Island. 
There he fastened it to a 100-ton
boulder in the center of the camp-
site where A. W. Greely and his 
men passed their tragic winter and 
18 of the party of 2 5 died (pages 
502 509

This picture was taken just after 
the tablet had been bolted in place, 
but members of the latest MacMil-
lan expedition reported it still in 
perfect condition. 

-<- At Wiscasset , Maine , Major 
General Greely says good-bye as 
Commander MacMillan gets ready 
to leave on his trip to Cape Sabine 
with the tablet . The picture was 
made in 1923. General Greely died 
in 193 5. 

468 



469 Ralph B. HubbardJr. 

In the Main Cabin, Donald and Miriam MacMilJan Plot Bowdoin's Course
Guns in foreground will be used to bring back museum specimens--birds, seal, walrus, and polar bear. Books 

on shelf are part of the ship's Arctic library, studied by crew for background on the places they will see. 

occasions when only miracles or "MacMillan 
luck"have done it. 

We easily picked up Amour Point Light 
and kept on out the Strait of Belle I sle 
with no fog. 

The deep bell tones of welcome from that 
lighthouse at the entrance to the Strait gave 
us a feeling of really getting north. Soon we 
saw our first icebergs, and this year there were 
many. The cheery little puffins with their 
black backs, white breasts, and large, peculiar, 
many-colored bills, popped up and down right 
under our bow and all around us.* W hales 
plunged through the calm waters, often killers 
in search of other whales.t 

Twisted remains of wrecks reminded us that 
not always is there fair weather through the 
Strait. One rusty mass, all that's left of an 
English warship, H.M.S. Raleigh, has been 
on the beach at Amour Point since 19 2 2. 

As we neared the more dangerous stretch 
of the Strait several hours later, the wind 
came in dead ahead. Mac called a halt 
for the night: "We'll go into Chateau." 

While most of us were admiring a weird-
looking hill of black basalt, known as the 
Devil 's Dining Table, which towers over the 
entrance, the man at the wheel was trying 
hard to keep up with Mac's curt orders-
"Watchthose salmon nets! Port,steady, star
board. Slow her down." To get fouled in that 
maze of nets crossing our pathway would be 
disastrous to the propeller. At least Jacques 
Cartier didn 't have salmon nets to contend 
with, I thought, when he made his way into 
this same harbor over 400 years ago. 

A VilJage Made of Stonnes
We went ashore eagerly. From the occu-

pant of the first house came a genial, "Glad
to see yah! Where yah bound? How's the 
weather to th ' suthard? 

*See "Birds of the Northern Seas," by Alexander 
Wetmore, NATIONAL GEOGRAPHIC MAGAZINE, January, 
1936. 

t See "Whales, Giants of the Seas," by Remington 
Kellogg, NATIONAL GEOGRAPHIC MAGAZINE, January , 
1940. 
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"Myname's Stone," he explained. "Come
in and meet the wife and kids,"

After an hour's visit with Mr. and Mrs., a 
lot of little Stones shyly peeking out from 
every corner of the sparsely furnished wooden 
shack, we knew all the fishing and trapping 
news. We knew much more: for example, 
that in Chateau there are 13 families and 80
people and that "We'seall named Stone."

In a village to the north, Cape St. Charles, 
it seemed that everybody's name was Pye. 
And almost all the families in Red Bay were 
named Pike. 

I listened politely, but the handmade hooked 
rugs covering the wood floors were of far more 
interest to me. Tempting for a woman about 
to furnish a new home in Castine, Maine ! 

The weather was still good the next morn-
ing, and even with our stop at the St. Peter 
Islands to photograph herring gulls, eider 
ducks, and Arctic terns we were able to drop 
anchor in Antill Cove by noon. Here the 
crew refilled our water tanks from a clear 
stream at the head of the harbor . 

"I came in here with Peary on the Roose-
velt in 1908said Mac, looking reminiscently 
at the remains of an old whaling station . "The
very place where we loaded about eight tons 
of whale meat

"Whalemeat?"asked the cook. 
"For our dogs," he explained. Then he 

added, "We can easily make Battle Harbour 
before dark. It 's only six miles from here."

To my way of thinking, there 's nothing easy 
in making port at this so-called capital of 
Labrador, with its salmon nets, trout nets, 
ledges, and islands barely hidden at high 
water. 

There are few places where Mac takes the 
wheel, but Battle Harbour is one. Do you 
wonder I was nervous now when suddenly he 
said to me, "Do you want to take her in?"
That much confidence in me I considered one 
of the high points of my eight trips into the 
Arctic . 

Around the Iceberg and into the Dock 

I stood straighter as I gripped the wheel, 
determined not to hit one thing on the way in. 

First I steered for the side of a cliff until 
the bow practically touched the rocks. Then 
I slowly swung to port, just missing a ledge 
in the middle of the entrance. Back toward 
the cliff again, almost grazing the side, where 
wooden shacks and fishing stages projected 
into the water, natives stood waving, and 
mangy summer-coated dogs howled at us. 

Battle Harbour furnishes a picture of what 
is to follow on the Labrador- dogs, barren 
rocks, and shacks perched as if they 're ready 
to drop into the sea at one puff of wind .* 

The Bowdoin lived up to her reputation. 

"Shecould turn on a 10-cent piece," someone 
had said. We missed the small iceberg in the 
middle of the narrow harbor by a few feet and 
tied up at the dock without a scratch. 

Our friend , Stanley Brazil , for years radio 
expert of the Labrador, was waiting to greet 
us. 

"Don and Mariun back again! Looking 
younger than ever. How do you folks do it? 
Good work bringing her into dock, Mariun!"

It came in a single breath, and a little later 
Stanleywas bringing us up to date on all the 
happenings along the Labrador: codfish were 
scarce-no price, only a cent a pound ; salmon 
better, 15 cents a pound, 90 cents in the 
States ice to the north of us ; prepare for 
trouble- worst ice conditions in years ! 

Despite the low price and scarcity of fish, 
things looked busy at Battle Harbour. 

A fisherman stood in his dory, knee-deep in 
fish, tossing the squirming bodies onto the 
rocks. Two schooners were tied up to the 
dock, loading boxes of iced salmon. On shore 
boys nailed shooks into shipping boxes. 

But on the horizon one lone schooner, mak-
ing its way north, showed the changing times. 
Once 1,400 schooners went north along that 
coast each year, returning in late September 
or October with holds full of fish. Now, we 
were told, only about 50 venture north. 

Where PearyFirst Told His Story
We spent the first part of the evening ex-

changing stories, and no one can tell them 
quite like Stanley Later we climbed to a 
dimly lit loft in the old Baine, Johnston & 
Co. building adjoining the dock (it bought out 
an English firm here in 1870) and there 
listened while my husband described, at first
hand, a dramatic scene of 41 years before. 

As one of Robert E. Peary's assistants, Mac 
had been in this same loft when the tall, broad-
shouldered explorer, dressed in rubber boots, 
old raincoat, faded blue cap and flannel shirt, 
gave his first interview to the press after dis-
covering the North Pole. His audience con-
sisted of reporters and photographers, some 
standing, some squatting on fish boxes and 
nets; behind them fishermen in oilskins peered 
over their heads ; small curious boys sprawled 
on the floor. 

All listened breathlessly, for this was one 
of history's milestones. After 300 years of 
struggle by many nations, ships crushed, crews 
lost, this man Robert E. Peary, who had 
reached the goal at last, sat here on the head 
of a barrel calmly telling his story. And sud-
denly the night air bad crackled with wireless 
messages which encircled the world, one to 

* See"Newfoundland, Canada's New Province by 
Andrew H. Brown, NATIONAL GEOGRAPHIC MAGAZINE, 
June, 1949. 
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the New York Times
stretching to 9,000words. 
Battle Harbour was 
placed surely on the map 
that September day of 
1909.* 

Some believe the name 
Battle Harbour came 
from an encounter here 
between Indians and Es-
kimos, but since the word 
Batal, Portuguese for 
"boat," was found on 
maps 200years before this 
happened, "Boat" Har-
bour seems more likely. 

Dr. Wilfred Grenfell 
chose this Boat Harbour, 
really the fishing center of 
Labrador, for the site of 
his first hospital, which 
was built in 1893 and de-
stroyed by fire in 1930. 
There is now a nursing 
station at Marys Harbour, 
11 miles up the sound.t 

Miriam MacMillian

His splendid work is 
now carried on by the 
Grenfell Association, the 
largest hospital being at 
St. Anthony, Newfound-
land. During the summer 
Dr. Tony Paddon cruises 
north along the Labrador 
in the Association's medi-
cal ship, Maraval, attend-
ing the sick and bringing 
back severe cases for fur-
ther treatment at one of 
the Grenfell hospitals. 

Who Cares if It's Sticky as Long as It's Sweet! 

We made our way out 
of harbor the next morn-
ing and laid our course 
due north for Spear Point. 

Eskimo children seem to like sweets even more than American children do, 
perhaps because they get them Jess often. These are pupils at the MacMillan-
Moravian Mission School in Nain, Labrador. Bowdoin carries supplies, 
including molasses, to the school on each trip north (page 481) . 

But the sky didn't look good ahead. From 
the way Mac was pacing the deck and hum-
ming-he always bums a tune when there's 
trouble brewing-! knew we wouldn't be at 
sea for long. 

After eight trips with him, I've learned not 
to ask questions. I also try to answer ques-
tions of others before Mac hears them, in 
case someone in the crew insists on knowing 
exactly what time we'll arrive at Hopedale 
or Nain; or why, with the weather looking 
good, we can't continue. I explain that there 
is no schedule for travel in the North. We 
just push ahead whenever possible. 

If the next run is treacherous and we have 
far to go before making harbor, we sit by, 
waiting patiently. 

This time I knew what was ahead-Domino 

Run. Not only is the entrance to this run so 
narrow that only an expert can hit it in fog, 
but the approach is literally peppered with 
ugly-looking ledges and projecting rocks. 
Many a fishing schooner bas ended her life 
here. 

Therefore, when Mac finally spoke, he said 
just what I expected-that we'd head in for 
Hawke Harbour. But we were a bit late. 

*See, in the NATIONAL GEOGRAPHIC MAGAZINE: 
"Discovery of the North Pole," by Gilbert Grosvenor, 
J anuary, 1910; "Peary's Explorations in the Far 
North," by Gilbert Gro venor, and "Peary as a 
Leader," by Donald B. MacMillan , both April , 1920; 
and "Discovery of the Pole by Robert E. Peary, 
October, 1909. 

t See "Land of Eternal Warring (Labrador)," by 
Sir Wilfred T. Grenfell , NATIONAL GEOGRAPHIC MAGA-
ZINE August, 1910. 
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Before we reached the entrance, the fog had 
settled down, blotting out sea and land, com-
pelling us to depend upon our noses to guide 
us to a safe anchorage. Witha whale-odorous 
wind coming directly from the only active 
whaling station left on the Labrador , that was 
easy. The boys rushed ashore and came back 
with the news that three whales, killed in the 
morning, were being brought in that night to 
be cut up next day. The operation was to 
begin at 4 a.m., they said. 

How Experts . Carve a Whale 

It wouldn 't be the first time I'd gone ashore 
here before breakfast to photograph and watch 
the cutting up of whales. And I can testify 
that it is a far greater test of one's stomach 
than the roughest seas encountered anywhere 
in the Arctic. But I was ready to go again, 
for watching these expert Newfoundland and 
Norwegian cutters make quick work of a 50-
or 60-ton whale is a dramatic sight. 

In one hour, sometimes les , the huge animal 
is pulled onto the ramp, its skin peeled off as 
easily as you 'd peel a banana, and each section 
cut and distributed to places of disposal. 

At the top of high ramps, great steam 
saws whine as they cut into bone. 

Meat and blubber are dumped into holes 
leading to separate steam boilers where all is 
cooked. Then the meat is ground into pow-
der, dried, and shipped out as fertilizer. The 
oil itself is carefully separated , graded, and 
barreled, much of it for use in making soap. 

At times some of this oil proves to be the 
precious, high-priced variety used in lipsticks. 

We learned that the past few seasons here 
have been good, from 350 to 400 whales 
killed, cut, and shipped each season. Mo tly 
they were the blue, or sulphur-bottom, and 
finback whales, each worth around $5,000.

Hawke Harbour was interesting. Just the 
same, I was well content that noon to leave and 
head on along the coast. Withclear weather, 
we easily hit the entrance to Domino Run and 
continued north , passing places familiar to me 
by now, harbors to remember in fog or bad 
weather-Entry Island, Indian Tickle, Mullins 
Cove, Gready, Curlew Harbour. 

Each one is distinguished for some par-
ticular hazard or warning. Mullins Cove, for 
instance, is dangerous in an easterly. Twelve 
fishing schooners wrecked here in 1912! Cur-
lew Harbour is bad in a northwest wind, but 
in an easterly or southerly it's a fine refuge. 
Comfort Bight suggests exactly that, comfort 
in any weather. 

Other names along this southern Labrador 
coast are highly descriptive. WildBight, Mad 
Moll, The Wolves Ironbound, WindyTickle, 
Run by Guess, Mosquito Cove, Fillbelly Is-
land are typical. 

Before reaching Hamilton Inlet, Mac 
pointed to Gready. "Just off there is where 
the 19 men, women, and children of the
Polaris party were picked up in 1873 by 
Capt. Isaac Bartlett. They had drifted 1,500
miles on an ice pan from October 15, 1872, 
to April 30, 1873."

Once across the inlet, 50 miles of open 
water strewn with ledges and islands, we 
began to look for Indian Harbour , then Cut
Throat, and finally the wireless pole at Smoky
Tickle. That was where Peary's terse mes-
sage, "Stars and Stripes nailed to the Pole,"
was sent to the Associated Press on September-
ber 5, 1909. 

Windling in and out through inside runs, 
we continued to Hopedale, the second Mora-
vian village on the coast. When our anchor 
touched bottom here, we found ourselves sur-
rounded by natives, some shouting "Aksuse! 
Illi tarnamek! " (the Eskimo greeting to good 
friends) , and others calling "Hello I Glad 
see!" Different natives, to be sure, from 
those Mac lived and traveled with some 40
years before ; with civilization moving steadily 
along the coast, a full-blooded Eskimo on the 
Labrador is now a rarity. 

Some Natives Now CurlTheir Hair 

It was Sundayin Hopedale. Finding church 
services about to begin , I went ashore "na-
tivety" dressed , which I thought would please 
our friends. To my chagrin, I was about 
the only one wearing a white dickey with 
hand-embroidered band and fur around the 
hood, and sealskin boots. The natives came 
in sweaters, skirts, blouses, dresses, coats, and 
even shoes and hats! How some of the girls 
had curled their straight black hair was a 
mystery. 

As we stood there singing hymns in Eskimo, 
I couldn 't help thinking about the changes 
since the Moravian missionaries from London 
first settled on these shores 179 years before: 
Eskimos murdering whites, whites killing 
Eskimos. But the Moravians built homes 
and churches, and gradually the natives gath· 
ered around. Counteracting the dubious in-
fluence of traders, fishermen, and other visi-
tors, the Moravians have helped the Eskimos 
keep their own ways and customs, in habit, 
dress, food , and language. 

Most important of all, they have used their 
medical training to help protect the Eskimos 
from diseases of civilization, seeing them 
through many an epidemic of smallpox, 
measles, and influenza. 

Wecleared Hopedale at 4 a.m. in order to 
reach ain, the next Moravian village, 100
miles northwest, before dark. We took the 
inside run, another maze of islands and ledges. 
How Mac found the way, recognizing every 



t With Greenland's White Cap Behind Her, 
Bowdoin Sails into an Icy Sea

During the three-month 8,000-mile Arctic cruise, the 
author, like the rest of the crew, took her trick at the 
wheel and stood watch when her turn came. H ere she 
heads for some ticklish steering through an ice field in 
Smith Sound. 

t Reunion: These Four Helped Peary 
Reach the North Pole in 1909

Commander MacMillan, assistant to Peary, had to 
turn back short of the Pole with frozen feet. Forty-
one yea rs later , near Thule, north Greenland, he greets 
old Eskimo friends. poo-ad-loonah drove dogs for 
Peary; the women made bearskin and caribou clothing. 



474 Kodachrome by MiriamMacmillan

Rust-colored Cliffs Overhang B owdoin in a Fjo rd nea r Etah, Greenla nd. Sails and Diesels Are a t R est 
The 88-foot sch oon er , v~t,';,~a:e"afrsmao~~.-~:noF?ri,';~~0<~/; 'i~c~~cn;"J'Jo:ea~~~l !~;~~:.-coef ,;~; ~~,~~:;;t s~if._';_,':_';:r':,';!":~;:'.~e,;_';'~~ far ~~;:~h;h~:!~.:,~s';',.~;'~eY o,f< the toughest- Her oaken 



Like a Sluggish Ocean Breaker, a Glacier Winds Its Way Down a Rocky Valley an Eskimo Girl Quenches a Sudden Thirst 
In summer these Etah g irl s \Vear anoraks, shirts made of bright-colored cotton purchased at a Danish trading station , instead of the skin garments their ancestors wore. The 

little girl's pants are made of polar bear skin , her friend's of fox fur; boots are sealskin. Inset : One of the girls drinks from a clear, glacier-fed brook. 
4 7 5 K odachromes by MiriamMacMillan
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Time Outto Watch a Greenland Glacier Feeding Icebergs to the Sea 
Many of Bowdoin's crew of scientists and students had never been to the Arctic before. Onthe trip north they often 

stopped to stare at glaciers, icebergs, and other frozen scenery. Onthe return t rip, however, they were old hands. 
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Frozen Rivers Flow from the Vast Ice SheetWhich Covers Most of the Island 
Asscientist who measured one Greenland glacier found that it moved about 65 feet a day and calved about a cubic mile 

of icebergs a year. This one, some 30miles south of the Arctic Circle, moves more slowly. 
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Seal Caught Napping on an Ice Pan, Will Be Hoisted Aboard the Schooner and Mounted for a Museum 

This i s a squareflipper, biggestseal on the Atlantic side of the Arctic; so m e s p ecime n s weight up to 700pounds . This one was s hot while sleeping ; otherwisehe might have 
.... _______ dived and diedbeneath the surface Taxidermist OovioBertrand (right) mounted many animalsfor Bowdoin College's new Arcticmuseum.



A Greenl a nd Glamour Girl Proudly Shows Off Her Sunday Best 479 

~- Colored beads, black dog fu r, and white sealskin make a dress-up costume for the author's 
friend, a Lichtenfels teen-age r. Once all south Greenland women and girls had such outfits, each 
w ith a different collar design . T oday there are fewer of them. 
+ T wo boys at Pond Inlet , Baffin Island, inspect Mrs. M acMillan's book, Etuk, the Eskimo 
Hunter. They can't read the story, but a re engrossed by pictu res showing adventures of a 14-year-old 
E skimo boy. J acket design was suggested by a fight Captain M ac once had with a walrus. 

Kodachrome by DonaldMacMillanSoiety



1- A Whole Village
Turns Out to Cut

Up a 50-ton 
Blue Whale 

A whaler near Nugatsiaq,
Greenland, hauled its catch 
ashore for Eskimo women 
to carve with sha rp ooloos. 
T he whaler takes the blub
ber; village rs keep the red 
meat. 
J(odachrome by 
Ralph B. Hubbard, Jr. 

' GreenlandWomen 
Pick a Bone 

At teatime, these Thule 
housewives dropped in for 
a chat and stayed for a 
snack-two big beef bones 
given by Bowdoin's cook. 
Polar Eskimo diet consists 
chiefl y of whale, seal, Wal-
rus, and fi sh; raw beef is 
a delicacy. 

© National Geographic Society 

Kodachrome by l\firiam MacMillan
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Far North with "Captaain Mac" 481 

hill , inlet, and harbor, I don't know. Although 
I'd sailed the course before with him, they 
all looked much the same to me. 

I suppose the answer is that Mac has been 
navigating these waters for more than 40
years. He first tackled the inside runs in a 
trap boat in 1910, then alone in a canoe in 
1911, which he rowed and sailed to the 
northern tip of Labrador. 

Next, with one companion, he came in a 
motorboat, the first such craft to cruise the 
Labrador. Then year after year he picked 
his way through in the Bowdoin. From the 
air and by dog team also he has studied this 
coast, charting rocks and ledges. But I 
noticed that he remained on deck the entire 
12 hours of our run, casually explaining, "We
can easily hit a rock any time along here."

At Davis Inlet we slowed down, hoping to 
see some of the Nascopie Indians who come 
out from the interior and gather here to await 
the Cathilic priest. He comes north on the 
mail boat to bless them and their implements 
of the hunt. But with no canoes or dirty 
tepees in sight, no smoke rising through the 
spruce and larch trees, we concluded they 
must have moved north to fish. We resumed 
speed and continued north. 

The sun was dipping behind the hills by 
the time Mac finally called, "Around that 
point is Nain." Through our binoculars we 
could see white-hooded figures running back 
and forth. The Bowdoin had been sighted 
the instant her spoon bow rounded the hill. 
In a moment we saw the English flag at the 
mission house raised and lowered three times. 

Welcome--with an Eskimo Brass Band 

If there was less activity than usual on 
shore, we knew it was because some of the 
natives had gone off to the islands to fish, 
their only livelihood during the summer. 
Still, enough were left to load down every 
available boat and skiff. Packed into the lead 
boat, the Seeko (Eskimo for "icea 40-foot 
motorboat which Mac had given the mission-
aries, we even made out members of the 
native brass band, cumbersome instruments 
and all. 

Round and round they circled, singing 
hymns and calling to us in Eskimo. Then 
one bang after another as each boat hit the 
side of the Bowdoin and our enthusiastic 
visitors climbed aboard. Kate Hettasch, 
Doris and Bill Peacock, the missionaries at 
Nain, were first over the rail. Next came a 
line of sealskin-booted natives, more nearly 
full-blooded than those to the south. 

The day was spent unloading supplies and 
visiting. The natives, living in wooden houses, 
gave us a warm welcome. Some of the homes 
were dirty ; others were neat and clean, walls 

gaily decorated with colorful pages from 
magazines, windows filled with flowers grow-
ing out of tin cans. There were even radios, 
phonographs, and sewing machines in evi-
dence. 

At the mission house in the center of the 
village, Doris and Kate served coffee and 
pastries and generous helpings of bakeapples. 
These reddish berries, looking something like 
raspberries, have an indescribable taste and 
mean as much to a native of Labrador as 
does a blueberry to a man from Maine (page 
496) . 

The mission was typical of all Moravian 
buildings, with white sides and red roof, hard-
scrubbed wood floors, long hallways, and win-
dows and entryways aglow with flourishing 
potted plants, including roses in bloom. 

A short walk through the Moravians' vege-
table garden, already sprouting potatoes, rad-
ishes, lettuce, cauliflower, and rhubarb, led 
us over a white bridge to the MacMillan-
Moravian Mission School Three buildings, 
of which Mac gave two, stand here in a setting 
of larch and pine trees and well-trodden paths 
lined with fireweed. 

In 1929 he brought north on the Bowdoin 
lumber, desks, blackboards, books, radio, 
blankets, dishes, food, clothing, sleeping bags 
-everything with which to start a school. He 
lighted the school building, the church, and 
the missionaries' homes with electric lights. 
He put an organ in the school and another 
in the church. One year we landed 20,000 . 
false teeth and a dentist's chair. 

While we always take additional supplies 
when we sail north on the Bowdoin, we feel 
that our part in the school 's success is rela-
tively small. The Moravians deserve the 
credit, particularly Kate Hettasch, the teacher 
since the day school first opened. Kate was 
born on the Labrador , her mother and father 
being outstanding missionaries there for nearly 
50 years. 

Reading, Writing, and Sleeping Bags 
The school started with 220 pupils. Now 

some 70 black-eyed, red-cheeked children 
shuffle up the path in October, wildly excited 
to be back. They study English, reading and 
writing in Eskimo, spelling, drawing, Bible, 
needlecraft, carpentry, a smattering of geog-
raphy and history. They're allowed plenty 
of physical exercise, and each one also helps 
with the work, cooking, mending, washing, 
gathering wood and water. At night they 
wriggle into their sleeping bags (page 4 71). 

For dinner they may have nipko (dried 
seal or caribou) or pip sit (dried trout) with 
chunks of seal fat , hard bread and molasses, 
and raw okauyak (yellow willow leaves) ; or a 
piece of seal or caribou meat; or perhaps one 



482 
A Frozen Galleon, an Iceberg Heads Majestically Out to Sea

This comparatively small berg was sighted near the Labrador coast. Farther north, Bowdoin met one 
that measured more than a quarter-mile in diameter and loomed 100 feet above the water. Carried by ocean 
currents, a big iceberg may cruise for years before it melts in warmer southern waters . 

ptarmigan stretched into a large stew. What
ever it is, there's none left at the end of a meal. 

Saturday night is bath night for al l. Sun-
day morning, dressed in clean Eskimo garb, 
they march two by two from school to church, 
where they sing, pray, and listen attentively 
with the rest of the village. A heart-warming 
occasion! 

Their eager faces lined up at the long dining 
table make another touching sight. The bless-
ing and joining of hands to form a chain 
around the table while they repeat the Eskimo 
greeting in unison, Aksuse Illitarnamek! " 
precedes the meal. 

We were surprised to see so many Nascopie 
Indians here at Nain. They are a primitive 
race, generally looking half starved and only 
half clothed. Once deadly enemies of the 
Eskimos, they seemed friendly enough now. 
In fact, they looked in better condition than 
when we had seen them at Davis Inlet on 
other trips. 

They were grouped around the government 
store, waiting for dole, each one being entitled 
to so much food. For many years , living deep 
in the interior of Labrador, they have been 
coming out once a year for trading. 

In 1910 Mac, with three companions, suf-
fered clouds of black flies and mosquitoes in 
traveling 100 miles across Labrador to their 
caribou-skin tepees to visit and study this 
branch of the Algonquians. 

One of them, Sam Rich, with whom we 
talked, remembered Mac's visit well. And 
Napaho and others in the group hadn't 
forgotten that he fed and clothed them when 
they were starving the one winter he lived at 
his scientific station 20 miles from Nain. 
That station has since been moved to Nain 
and now constitutes one of the school 's three 
buildings. 

Back on board for a good sleep and early 
start, we couldn 't help but think how pleas-
ant it was here in summer, except for the 
hordes of mosquitoes and black flies and weird 
howling of dogs at night. 

In the red glow of a rising sun we left the 
sleeping village and steered for more inside 
runs. I settled back on deck and watched 
the parade of deep fjords, thickly wooded 
on both sides with spruce trees, and now and 
then a tumbling waterfall. Mount Thoresby, 
noble-looking, rose a sheer 3,000 feet on our 
starboard hand. 
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Lung-powered Horn Sounds Once a Minute as Bowdoin Feels Her Way Through Fog 
The hornblower is Arthur Boucot (quickly nicknamed "Buckets"by crew), a Harvard student; the loca-

tion : off Newfoundland. So widespread is Captain Mac's fame as a pilot that during heavy fogs fishing boats 
sometimes follow Bowdoin's horn blindly, knowing she will lead them safely into harbor. 

The PortManvers Run is one of the most
intricate of all, and Mac is about the only 
navigator who attempts it. But when we 
reached its long sand beach there was a low-
lying bank of fog and scattered pansof ice;
hoping for better weather, we anchoreduntil 
morning While we waited, we decided to 
catch some codfish for supper. Down went 
our jigs,nobait, just shiny bare hooks, and 
in .no . time we hadyanked up a mess of beau-
tiful fish outof the cold water. ' 

Though the weatherlooked more favorable 
next morning, we could still feel that pebe-
trating chill from the ice pack. And when 
we finally made our way outside, there it was, 
white ice stretching to the horizon. It was 
far enough from shore, however, not to bother 
us unless there was a sudden change of wind. 

Okak Is a Ghost Town Now 
As we rounded Thomas Island, Cape Mug-

ford stood out bold and bleak, the objective 
of the Moravian ships from London for more 
than 100 years. From this cape they headed 
in for what was once the most prosperous 
Eskimo village on the coast, Okak. It lay now 
on our port hand, a ghost town. Okak was 

practically wiped out by the influenza epi-
demic of 1919. Of the 2 63 Eskimos there 
at the time, 216 died within a week or so. 

In a solitary place just north of Okak, one 
entire family was wiped out. All, that is, 
except a 6-year-old girl named Martha. She
was left alone in a rock-sod igloo with the 
bodies of her dead parents, brothers, and 
sisters. Until she was found, two months 
later, she lived on a small amount of flour, 
berries, and melted snow. She's living today, 
the mother of healthy children. 

Mugford Tickle, a narrow "ticklish place, 
but our only exit to the ocean, we found filled 
with ice from shore to shore. While waiting 
for wind and tide to scatter the pans a bit, 
we headed west into a particularly obscure 
area to correct charts and make soundings for 
the Hydrographic Office in Washington, D. C. 

We anchored that night under Mount Brave, 
4,300 feet high, first climbed by members of 
the Bowdoin crew in 193 7 and again on this 
trip. 

Next morning we pushed through Mugford 
Tickle and on to Hebron, now the northern-
most Moravian settlement. There we found 
the natives busy netting, splitting, salting, and 



packing trout for shipment to Newfound-
land. 

orth of Hebron are some of the high-
est mountains on the whole Atlantic coa t, 
towering more than 5,000 feet, and so 
wild-looking that the Eskimos call them 
the Torngat Mountains, the abode of evil 
spirits. I could readily believe it. Aban-
doned by the natives, by the Hudson 's 
Bay Company, even by the Moravian 
missionaries, the Torngat Mountains stand 
desolate, without a living inhabitant. 

The fjords here would make a Nor-
wegian feel at home, with deep water in 
narrow passages, flanked on both sides by 
high black hills, and winding endlessly on 
and on. 

We were surprised to find a Newfound-
land schooner north of achvak at Sea-
plane Cove. As soon as we anchored 
alongside, her captain and several of his 
men came on board. 

"Couldn'tmistake your vessel, sir. We 
all knows 'er,"said the captain. "Ibeen 
.comin ' 'ere 60 years, I 'as. Since I was 
eight. Forty years captain me own ves-
sel. I knows me Labrador, yes, sir, but 
you can git around these parts better than 
me."

He spoke sadly of the good old fishing 
days. "Iremember when white sails come 
north together thick as gulls, sir. Now 
we travels all day and never sees a one. 
Oly a few of us left."

With codfish low in price, this captain 
was smart to come way north for delicious 
red-meated fresh-water trout which sum-
mer in and out of bays along the coast 
and winter under the ice of thousands of 
lakes among the hills. The year before, 
he had done well , salting away 700 bar-
rels, and he was making a good start now. 

We noticed a limp as he jumped from 
the side of our ship into his small dory. 
"wWooden leg," he explained cheerfully. 
"Caughtin the engine 23 years ago. Not 
much bother!"

Mac gave him some charts, some cigars, 
and a pipe, and he went away in a happy 
mood. ext morning at 5, before we 
got under way, we heard a bump, felt the 
jar of a boat, and there alongside was the 
captain-with four good-sized trout fresh 
from the traps for our breakfast. 

"There'sMcLelan Strait," said Mac as 
we headed north. He was pointing to a 
long passage of water which runs throuah 
to the western coast and turns the north-
ern tip of Labrador into an island. 

"That's the one you paddled through 
alone in a 16-foot canoe, isn't it?" asked 
one of the boys. 

Mac nodded. "Thirty-nine years ago. 
I'd heard about it and wanted to see what 
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Mother Bear Raises a Warning Paw 



A Moment Later She Charged the 60-ton in Defense of Her Dripping Children 
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it was like. I didn't paddle through, though,"
he added. "Tsailed. Fair wind, and I just let 
her go. No trouble until I reached the eastern 
end. Then it was blowing so bard I didn't 
dare go for 'ard to take down my sail. Not 
a thing between me and Europe. And that 
was the one place I didn 't want to go."

"Well, sir, what . .. ?"
"OhI watched for a lull, crept for 'ard on 

hands and knees, grabbed the mast and sail 
and threw them both overboard. Then I got 
out my oars-rowlocks and oars in that 
canoe-and worked up under the lee of an 
island just south of here. There was a fishing 
vessel anchored there, so I spent the night 
on board."

Such was Mac's account of an early inci-
dent that nearly ended his life. 

The Bowdoin has made several trips 
through McLelan Strait against the tide, 
but I remember one time when she didn 't 
make it. With our engine going full speed, 
turning up 1,600 and our propeller at 400,
we churned white water at the very center of 
the stream. Couldn't gain one inch! 

We tried the starboard side within a few 
feet of the rocks, hoping to take advantage of 
an eddy. But no progress. We crossed to the 
port side and fought for several minutes. Still
going backwards! Finally, giving it up, we 
whirled around and shot out like an arrow 
through the western end, then anchored under 
the lee of an island to await fair tide. 

"CapeHorn of the North"
This time we passed by McLelan Strait 

and headed for the best harbor in northern 
Labrador, Bowdoin Harbour. Mac discovered 
it some years ago when, dodging a gale in the 
Bowdoin, he crept along the coast looking for 
shelter and came on this calm inland lake. 
It's the last good harbor before making the 
plunge to Cape Chidley, then across Hudson 
Strait and on to Baffin Island. 

The Cape Chidley area, off Labrador's 
northern tip, is sometimes called the "Cape
Horn of the North,"and with reason. Tides 
rush out of Hudson Strait at seven and eight 
knots, often carrying with them great pans 
of ice from Foxe Channel and Hudson Bay. 
There are frequent heavy fogs. 

And wind! It whistles around that point 
and down over the tops of mountains, bringing 
with it dark, threatening clouds. Onlya few 
years ago the Bay Chimo,a Hudson Bay sup-
ply ship, was crushed and sunk here. 

So far, crossing and recrossing Hudson 
Strait many times, we've been lucky. 

Greenland, the most fascinating of all north-
ern lands, lies on a northeasterly course from 
Cape Chidley. I'll take that course now in 
my narrative, as the Bowdoin has on so many 

trips, and as we did in 194 7, right across 
Davis Strait for Godtbaab, capital of Green-
land. Two days and three nights of heavy 
seas were forgotten when we looked ahead 
to a long line of ice and snow shining white 
between blue water and blue sky. The icecap 
of Greenland , a thrilling sight! * 

I've never been far enough south on the 
coast to understand why Eric the Red called 
this land "green." Six-sevenths of the island's 
area is covered with ice, in some places 8,000
feet thick; a narrow fringe of rocky coastline 
is the only part habitable for its 21,000people. 

In such a land, who would expect to find a 
thriving modern settlement like Godthaab? 
A two-mile ride over good roads leads to the 
village. The well-built red-and-white wood 
houses, office buildings, church, hospital, and 
high school, the "University of Greenland," 
made it easy to understand why the natives 
call it Igdluluarssuit-" Place of Many Big 
Igloos."

The Greenlanders, a mixture of European 
and Eskimo blood, dress much as we dress. 
Only occasionally did we see the colorful 
south Greenland costume: wide beaded collar, 
sealskin pants, and hip-length red, white, or 
blue boots (page 479). 

On a hill overlooking the village stands a 
statue of the robed missionary, Hans Egede, 
who landed near here in 1721. Arms out-
stretched, he seems still to keep watch over 
this first Danish settlement, founded in 1728, 
and now the cultural, religious, and political 
center of Greenland. His house, still standing 
after more than 220years, is the oldest on the 
island. Its walls of stone and turf, about a 
yard thick, are covered with yellow-painted 
clapboards and red roof; inside, it is a charm-
ing, up-to-date Danish home. 

Where Glaciers and Buttercups Grow 
We bad clear sailing along the coast and 

could plainly see two well-known high moun-
tains silhouetted against the sky ahead, mark-
ing the location of Sukkertoppen. A little 
farther north we blew whistles and foghorns 
and fired a few rounds of ammunition to cele-
brate crossing the Arctic Circle. 

And right there I tossed overboard a well-
sealed bottle containing a letter with location, 
date, and address- in case it was found. We 
drop many records in the current to determine 
its rate and direction. This particular one 
was returned to me the following May by a 

*See, in the NATIONAL GEOGRAPHIC MAGAZINE : 
""Milestonesin My Arctic Journeys," by Willie Knut-
sen, October, 1949; "AmericansStand Guard in Green
land," by Andrew H. Brown, October, 1946; "Service-
ing Arctic Airbases," by Robert A. Bartlett, May, 
1946; "Greenland Turns to America," by J ames K. 
Penfield,September, 1942; and "Greenlandfrom 1898 
to Now," by Robert A. Bartlett, July, 1940. 
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Do Eskimos Have High Blood Pressure? Bowdoin's Doctor Found None 
Medical scientists have long been interested in the health of PolarEskimos, particularly the effect of their 

meat-and-fish diet. This Thule, Greenland, woman was one of many whom Dr. Edward Morse, of Camden, 
Maine, examined on the trip north . Though he found no instance of high blood pressure, he lea rned that 
hardening of the a rteries was fairly common. Despite the absence of fruit and green vegetables, he saw no 
signs of vitamin deficiency. Some white explorers have lived years on Eskimo food without ill effects. 

Scot who had picked it up on the shores of 
the OrkneyIslands. 

All along this south Greenland coast are 
deep fjords , with water, sometimes a brilliant 
green, leading far into the interior . These are 
bordered by big, black hills, many with gla-
ciers leading down through valleys (pages 
476-7). You also see masses of purplish fire-
weed spread over rocks near tumbling streams, 
yellow Arctic poppies, buttercups, and dande-
lions nestled in sheltered nooks (pages 496, 
505).

Off Sukkertoppen and for the next 40miles 
we sailed over the Hellesfiske (Halibut) banks, 
fairly dotted with four-masted schooners and 
dories. In each dory was a man pulling a 
line, tending a sail, or rowing to his next trawl. 
To meet this maze of boats and halibut nets 
in fog is uncomfortable, but this day the sky 
was clear and the waters mirrored the blue 
and red of tiny sails in some of the dories. 
One fisherman, singing loudly in Portuguese 
as he worked, added a joyful touch to the 
setting. 

From the rail of a big Portuguese four-
master, the captain, mate, and a line of fisher-

men grinned at us. By their expressions I 
could tell that a woman on a ship beyond the 
Arctic Circle was a bewildering surprise. 

Holsteinsborg slipped by, and Jakobshavn, 
where from a hill behind the village you can 
see an ice-jammed fjord leading to the Jakobs-
havn Glacier. In 1875 a Norwegian geologist , 
Amund Helland , determined that the average 
daily movement of this glacier was 65 feet , 
its annual output of icebergs between three 
and six billion cubic yards ! 

We continued on towards Disko, largest 
island on Greenland 's west coast, and dropped 
anchor off Godha vn (Good Harbor) , the prin-
cipal town of central Greenland. 

For over 200 years Godhavn was the gath-
ering place of English and cottish whalers . 
The whaler 's lookout, its frame constructed 
of jawbones of a whale, still stands on a hill 
overlooking the sea. Only a few yards away 
is a rusty cannon used to signal men to boats 
when whales were sighted. But the many 
racks of drying yellow shark meat hung above 
reach of dogs suggest there are more sharks 
than whales hereabouts now. 

The remains of the historic old ship, the 
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Fox, rest forlornly on the beach near by. 
Many years ago she was caught in the ice 
pack in Melville Bay and drifted south all 
through one winter. Later she discovered the 
fate of Sir John Franklin and his 128 men. 
Then she carried supplies up and down the 
coast, until she was left to rot, unhonored 
and uncared for, her fame forgotten. 

As we sailed along the shores of Disko 
Island , we saw seams of coal, evidence that 
this land now topped with ice was once rich 
in vegetation. Many a Greenland home today 
is heated with coal from the min ing center 
of Qutdligssat on Disko Island. 

At Umanak and Karrats Fjords we met 
more icebergs. For here is the birthplace of 
most of the bergs that float south in the Arctic 
current, some drifting 2,000 miles before they 
melt away in the warm waters of the Gulf 
Stream. Here, in embryo state, a line of 
towering bergs led us past Igdlorssuit, then 
across to Nugatsiaq, a "PrettyPoint," as the 
Eskimo name designates, and made even 
prettier by its red-and-blue-painted houses on 
a flat land. 

Mountains Roar as Icebergs Are Born 

But from the fjoed, beyond this peaceful
spot, comes a thundering, crackling roar as 
Nature produces one of her greatest dramas: 
the calving of icebergs weighing millions of 
tons. 

From the Bowdoin we could see the icecap 
peering over tops of black mountains rising 
sheer out of the water; glaciers, rough-topped 
rivers of ice, wound their way down black 
valleys to the sea. 

At the head of the Kangerdluk Fjord, about 
20 miles away, is the Rink Glacier. That 
and the Upernavik, farther north, are two of 
the largest and fastest moving glaciers in the 
world. The Umiamako, another active glacier 
near the village, is also impressive. 

All about are icebergs recently born, with 
only a small part of their beauty showing. 
Someare smooth and round, others rough and 
pinnacled, white as alabaster and dazzling in 
the sunlight. Occasionally, showing through 
the white, you see a block of pure blue ice, 
undoubtedly born of the very bottom of the 
glacier , or a streak of clear green. 

Natives at Nugatsiaq looked at us with an 
expression which implied, "You'll never come 
back if you go up that fjord To them these 
glaciers and icebergs are not beautiful, but 
dangerous and destructive. 

"Nobody ever enters that fjoed," we were 
warned. 

"That'swhy we're going," said Mac. 
Actually, both Mac and I knew what was 

ahead, for this was our second trip to the 
Rink and Umiamako. The water was 2,000

and 3,000 feet deep, and our only anchorage 
was an iceberg. If the Rink calved while 
we were near, if even a small piece of a berg 
dropped onto our deck, it might crush the 
Bowdoin to the bottom. 

But Mac has a slogan: "Ifwe don't take 
chances in life, we'll never get anywhere." It 
has led us to many narrow escapes; now it led 
us into-and safely out of-this icy maternity 
ward. 

And when we sailed back down the fjord 
past Nugatsiaqseveral days later, the natives, 
so worried when we left, didn't even notice 
our return. They were too excited over a blue 
whale which had been brought in by the 
whaling ship Sonja (page 480). 

When a whale is killed off Greenland, it 
is taken to the nearest village to be cut up 
by the natives. The steamer takes the blubber 
to Denmark, and for their help the natives 
get the meat-tons and tons of rich red meat 
for next winter! 

With their ooloos (sharp knives), women 
cut big chunks into strips, which men dragged 
away and hung on racks to dry. Now and 
then they stopped to eat a piece of matak 
(skin) , a delicacy rich in vitamins. The dogs 
snarled and howled as they rushed in to get 
more than their share. While taking a movie 
during one of these fierce fights, I fully ex-
pected to be flipped over and eaten along with
the meat. Fortunately, several small boy 
wielding long rawhide whips protected me. 

"DreadedBay of Sunken Ships
Reluctantly, we left this part of Greenland. 

And now, regardless of the icebergs, drift ice, 
and "growlers"in Melville Bay, we could run 
day and night. For a midnight sun was with 
us, spreading its subdued glow and tinting 
the world a golden yellow. Nothing bothered 
us, until all at once a fog bank settled down. 

Nothing to do then but tie up to an iceberg 
and wait. 

We waited, it seemed, for hours. But the 
setting was perfect for visualizing the trage
dies which have taken place here in what the 
Dundee Scotch whaling fleet called the 
"dreaded" bay. 

Between 1819 and 1853, 210 vessels were 
destroyed in Melville Bay; 14 in 1819 alone 
and 20 more in 1830. In 1857 a southerly 
wind howled for six weeks, herding all the 
whaling ships against the ice and crushing two 
of them. In the summer of 1857 the Fox was 
caught; in 1849 the North Star, about the 
time of year we were there, July 30. The 
Bowdoin, too, once was nipped and partly 
lifted out of water, while a second ship of 
Mac 's 192 5 expedition, the Peary, was dam-
aged , her steel beams bent, her iron plates 
badly dented. 



t From the Rigging, a Botanist Scans 
a Barren Coast for Plant Life 

Stanton Cook (Harvard '5 1) has been north with 
Bowdoin on three trips and brought back large collec-
tions of Arctic flowers for study. Here he inspects a 
1,000-foot cliff walling a narrow Baffin Island fj ord 
about 20 miles north of the Arctic Circle. 

t Sun's Warmth, Melting an Iceberg, 
Creates a ClearPool 

Such wells of clean , fresh water form under the 
Arctic's summer sun. Here a crewman from Bowdoin 
drinks his fill. When the schooner's tanks ran low. 
as they did about once a week, she tied up to bergs and
refi lled from icy reservoirs. 

Kodachrome by PeterRand 
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1- Father's Gone to Catcha Whale ; Wife and Children Stay at Home 
When Bowdoin anchored at Pond Inlet , only 40 of the village's350-odd people were present; the 

rest were off on long hunting or fishing trips. Left behind was this family , shown standing next to 
their summer home, a sealskin tent, and wearing sillapaks-cotton garments with la rge hoods used to 
carry babies papoose-style. Each tent has its drying rack in front, usually hung with pelts. The dog-
skin d rying here will become part of a bed cover. 

Pond Inlet, a whaler's harbor for more than a century, boasts a Hudson's Bay Company trading 
post , a Royal Canadian Mounted Police sta tion, two Roman Catholic and two Church of England mis-
sionaries. Once a year, in September, a Hudson's Bay ship calls to unload a year's supplies and pick 
up a load of skins, oil, and ivory from walrus tusks and narwhal horns. The UnionJ ack flies from the 
English missionaries' home (left). 

t Eskimo Women at Thule Board Bowdoin to Visit CaptainMac, an Old Friend 
Three of these women knew Bowdoin's skipper when they were seamstresses with the Peary polar expedi-

tio n . Five others w e re membe rs of families h e lived with on la ter Arctic trips . 





©National Geographic Society 492 Kodachrome by Ralph B. Hubbard, Jr. 

Midsummer Night's Dream at Refuge Harbor: Multiple Suns Light the Polar Sky 
This is the midnight sun. To m a ke the picture, the camera was placed on firm ground overlooking this north Greenland bay (about 78 °30' N.). The shutter was snapped 

eve ry 20 minutes; the s un in the center was s hot exactly at midnight. Opposite page: A s hower of spray at Bowdoin's starboardbow s parkles in nocturnal sunlight. 







+ Sioropal uk, North Green l and: 40 Eskimos and a Handful of Houses on a Narrow Shelf Between Mountains and Sea
This village, 90 miles northwest of Thule, is ty pical of many in Greenland. It has n o high ways; communication is by sledge, ka yak, or ship . Houses built of wood instead 

of rock and sod are signs of civilization's advance. B elow: A fleet of kayaks . skims out to meet Bow doin. 
© National Geographic Society 495 
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In Summer the Frozen North Puts Ona Coatof Many Colors
During June, July, and August vegetation covers low ground all the way to Cape Morris Jesup, northernmost land 

in the world. Shown are fireweed (top) , Arctic poppies (right ), and bakeapple, a northern raspberry. 
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We were relieved when the fog lifted and we 
could move ahead. 

The metal top of the Peary monument, 
placed at CapeYorkby Marie Peary Stafford 
in honor of her father , was a welcome sight 
to us, for it marks the beginning of the land 
of Polar Eskimos, who, when first seen by 
Capt. John Ross in 1818, thought themselves 
the only people in the world. 

As usual , the waters around CapeYorkwere 
filled with bergs and winter ice, now break-
ing up and drifting out of the bay. As we 
edged in closer, under half speed, we could 
see women and children scurrying from tent 
to tent ana men wriggling into their kayaks. 
How eager they were to reach us, and how 
happy they seemed as they squirmed out of 
their kayaks and crawled over the rail! 

These Eskimos had seen the Bowdoin many 
times. And they knew Mac well. He bad 
lived with them in 1908-9, and again for 
four years in 1913-17. Later, in 1923-24, be 
bad spent another year far north of here at 
Refuge Harbor. All are Mac's friends, and 
now mine , too. 

Hand-to-Hand Fight with a Bull Walrus 
Many remembered Mac as the only white 

man ever to harpoon walrus from his own 
kayak. They still talk of the hand-to-hand 
encounter when he actually stabbed a walrus 
to death, something unheard of before or since 
by these expert harpooners. 

But his bold action had saved his life when 
a big bull popped up close beside his kayak. 
As they stood around , reminiscing with Mac 
about the good times they'd had on the long 
trail over the heights of Ellesmere Island, it 
was like old home week, except that all the 
talk was in Eskimo. 

Once one of the most primitive people in 
the world, they lived in the rock-sod igloos 
of their ancestors in winter and spent their 
summers in sealskin tents. They ate meat, 
much of it raw, and roved from place to place, 
their one aim in life to get food. Now they 
are settling down, building permanent homes 
of wood. They are learning to bathe, shave, 
comb their hair, and brush their teeth. 

When we called on Kalapaluk (page 499), 
one of the best bunters in the North and rthe 
owner of a motorboat, he entertained us in his 
newly built one-room house of wood at Thule, 
his wife serving coffee and bread and even 
offering us cigars and cigarettes. 

There are approximately 300of these Polar 
Eskimos today, about the same number as 
when Mac first met them in 1908 The largest 
number live in Thule, where there is a Dan-
ish trading station, a school, church, and a 
weather station (pages 480,48 7, 491, 500,501, 
507 Of the 50 men, women, and children 

who served as dog drivers and sewers on the 
orth Pole trip, we found eight still living 

after 42 years (page 4 7 3). 
All the way north from Cape York, Mac 

felt thoroughly acquainted with every hill , 
cliff, point, and indentation of the land. 
"There'swhere I fell off the glacier into freez-
ing water one winter ... We built a now-
bouse in the hole under those rocks while on 
a sledge trip."

Off Nerke, he pointed again: "I started 
from there for Etah in a 12-foot punt at 4 
o'clock one day. Rowed all night. Only
stopped once. Took me 18 hours to row the 
40 miles. Wind , rough water, and walrus 
around Cape Alexander bothered me, but it 
meant saving my home at Etahhe explained , 
adding, "I was a little dizzy when I stepped 
out of the boat the next morning."

A few miles beyond Sonntag Bay we could 
see Cape Alexander, a noble headland almost 
exactly halfway between the Arctic Circle
and the North Pole. Crystal Palace Cliffs
followed, then Pandora Harbor, and at last 
Etah. 

Once anchored at Etah , on Smith Sound
some 140 miles northwest of Thule, Mac felt 
really at home (pages 474, 475503

Hundreds of dovekies, or little auks, the 
essential bird of the Eskimo, welcomed us 
with their incessant chattering as they filled 
the sky and covered the reddish-brown cliffs 
on both sides of the fjord. 

From there we could look toward Provision 
Point where Mac and provisions for two years 
had been landed in 1913 for his CrockerLand 
Expedition. But, because of ice conditions, 
no ship could reach him for four years. When 
his own food was gone, he and his men lived 
largely on an Eskimo diet. During this long 
period Mac learned much about these primi-
tive Eskimos, their customs, habits, language. 

He traveled with them 8,000 miles by dog 
team up and down the Greenland coast , ex-
plored and surveyed the east coast of Elles-
mere Island from Cae Sabine to Clarence
Head, and west to Axel Heiberg Island. 
From there he sledged 1 50 miles northwest 
into an unexplored area of the polar sea. 

Knives and Forks Mark an Old Campsite 

North of Etah about 15 miles, we worked 
our way through ice into Refuge Harbor (page 
492) and dropped anchor at the very spot 
where the Bowdoin had wintered in 1923-24. 
On landing now, I was excited by what lay 
almost at my feet, the foundation of the sci-
entific station where 10 months of research 
had been carried on for the Carneigie Institu-
tion of Washington. Knives, forks, dishes , tin 
cans-all were just as they had been left by 
that expedition so many years before. 
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On a hill overlooking Kane Basin I dis-
covered a well-built rock cairn and in it the 
very record Mac had left there in 1924. It 
gave me as much of a thrill as Mac got when 
he found, at various times, 24 records of other 
explorers, many of them much farther north. 

From this hill, too, I could look across to 
Cape Sabine, Ellesmere Island, where he had 
sledged that spring to place a bronze tablet 
for the National Geographic Society, to honor 
the dead of the tragic Greely Expedition of 
1881-84.* 

We poked the nose of the Bowdoin still 
farther north, for we hoped particularly to 
reach the Humboldt Glacier. Mac had been 
there in 1915 A glacier about 50 miles along 
its face! The looks of the ice, however, dis-
couraged us. If we traveled much farther 
in that direction , chances were we'd have to 
remain there for the winter. · 
: So we turned west, then north again, and 
out into the center of Kane Basin, the Bow-
doin bucking ice pans until we were stopped 
completely by an almost solid pack at about 
79 ° The ice seemed to extend right to 
the Pole itself. We were content to tie up to 
the pack and travel north another mile or so 
on foot (page 502

As we huddled there together on a hump of 
ice in the middle of Kane Basin, the familiar 
hum of an airplane turned our eyes skyward. 
"On its way to the Pole," I mused. More 
than anything else, that plane typified to us 
the miracle of modern travel, tying people 
and places together as never before.t 

I pictured Mac on his first trip north , 
sledging over just such an icefield, making 
the first surveys of Markham Inlet on the 
coast of Grant Land, and taking tidal observa-
tions at the most northerly point of Canada, 
Cape Columbia. 

Here he had lived in a snowhouse during 
the dark period of November and December, 
farther north than any other white man. 
Frosted feet! Cheeks frozen! Half-starved! 
Throbbing, piercing pains of snow blindness! 
Lost in blizzards! Tormented by cutting, 
biting winds! Still, he had chosen Arctic 
exploration as his life's work. 

Pushing West to Cape Sabine 

In the past 42 years (with the exception of 
seven) he has journeyed northward ; he has 
traveled thousands of miles over this Arctic 
land by dog team, by plane, and along its 
coasts by ship, every trip "tolearn something"
and pass it on to others. 

He, too, might have been thinking of these 
past years, but he wasn 't looking toward the 
North Pole, as I was at the moment. He 
was pointing west to Cape Sabine. "I'd like 
to get in there in the Bowdoin he said. 

He meant the old Greely Starvation Camp. 
Many times we had tried to reach it in the 
Bowdoin, but with no success. We pushed 
our way in that direction in 194 7, but 
a field of ice blocked our schooner, solid ice 
stretching out into Smith Sound at least 20
miles from shore. 

This past summer we a ttempted it again . 
I'll never forget that August day in 19 50 when 
Mac came down from the ice barrel and 
announced, "Ithink we can make it."

"You mean Ellesmere Island, Cape Sabine, 
the Greely Starvation Camp?"

He nodded. "I'vewanted to get there in 
summer for 2 5years. This may be our last 
chance. We may never get this far north 
again"

I thought of the few ships which had gone 
as far north as the Bowdoin now was and of 
what had happened to them. The Polaris, 
nipped and squeezed in the ice, now on the 
bottom near by! The Advance, abandoned 
and left to her fate! Just north of Cape 
Sabine, clearly visible on the horizon, the 
staunch Proteus, best of the Newfoundland 
sealing fleet, was crushed into a shapeless 
mass. Under the tremendous pressure she 
folded up like an accordion. 

A call from Mac: "Lether go! Let's see 
what we can do!"

We headed northwest with clear going until 
we came within a few miles of a big black 
knob projecting above a heavy bank of fog. 

"That'sWade Point," said Mac, recogniz-
ing the coast he had sledged along 34 years 
before. He had made the first map of this 
section. Here near Wade Point, where the 
Greely party first landed, he had found the 
remains of their boat and partially constructed 
stone house. But no soundings had ever been 
made of this coast. The fog didn't look good. 

"Tieher up," came the order. 
In my eight trips north there have been 

times when conditions seemed actually 
ghostly. This was one of them, and appar-
ently for no good reason. True, we were 
at the moment some of the northernmost 
people in the world. 

We were snuggling up against an iceberg in 
a strange harbor within a ring of dense fog-
and perfectly blue sky was smiling at us from 
above. This last is quite unusual, but a sure 
sign of clearing weather. 

* See "The Bowdoin in North Greenland," by 
Donald B. MacMillan, NATIONAL GEOGRAPHIC MAGA-
ZINE, June, 1925. 

t See, in the NATIONAL GEOGRAPHICMAGAZINE: "Top
of the World (the National Geographic Society's ew 
Map of the Northlands)," October, 1949; "firsst
Flight to the North Pole September, 1926, and "Fly
ing Over the Artic," November, 1925 , both by Lt. 
Comdr. Richard Evelyn Byrd ; and "Arctic as an Air 
Route of the Future," by Vilhjalmur Stefansson, Au-
gust, 1922. 
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Checkers Help Pass the Time While Waiting for a Fog to Lift 
Besides checkers, chess, and cribbage, evening activities included reading books, writing notes , and listening 

to radio. Some nights Captain Mac gave lectures on the North. Cigar-smoking Eskimo intent on the next 
move is Kalapaluk, one of two hunters who joined the ship at Thule (page 497) . 

There was no sea, no lapping of waves 
against the base of bergs; the stillness was 
deathlike, broken at intervals only by the 
musical chirping of a little auk, a straggler 
from the flock. But perhaps the greatest 
weirdness came from our nearing a death 
camp, where men had suffered and died. 

Finally the fog cleared and we slipped our 
ice anchor, heading for a black spot above the 
mist. Slowly it began to take shape. When
we were certain it was Brevoort Island, I 
knew we were actually at the scene of one of 
the greatest tragedies of all Arctic history. I 
had read Greely 's, David Brainard's, and 
Comdr. Winfield Schley's accounts. 

What seemed like fiction years ago was 
now a reality. I myself had met Major Gen-
eral Greely in 19 23, when he came to Wis-
casset, Maine, to bid farewell to Mac (page 
468). Later I had seen the crated bronze 
tablet sent north by the National Geographic 
Society to honor the dead. 

Here on Brevoort Island, outlined against 
the sky, was the very cairn in which two 
sailors from the rescue ship had found a note 
assuring them that Greely and his men were 
all safe and just around the corner. There 

were cheers and then, the date! That note 
had been written eight months before! 

Rescue Ships That Never Came

Looking forth over that apparently limit-
less field of ice, I could visualize their well-
built home at Lady Franklin Bay, some 235 
miles northeast from where we were. There 
they had lived for two years, doing scientific 
work, taking meteorological observations, even 
breaking the world 's record of "farthest
north"

But a ship from home failed to reach them 
in 1882 as promised; failed again in 1883. 
These Army men of the Greely partyobeyed 
their orders; they retreated sou th in open 
boats to try to meet a ship at the edge of the 
ice. Fifty-one days over a zigzag trail of 500
miles of difficult travel, their retreat was one 
of the most arduous trips ever undertaken in 
Arctic work. Imprisoned by ice which carried 
them north, east, south, and west, they finally 
made their way to Cape Sabine with every 
expectation that our Government had sent a 
ship to meet them there. 

Instead, in a rock cairn , they found a letter. 
Its news was heartbreaking. The ship which 
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Men, Women, Children, Babies, and Dogs Go Down to the Beach to Say Good-bye as Bowdoin Sails from Thule 

standing far north inGreenlandncar the gateway to Smith Sound, Thule is the l argest of the Polar Eskimo settlements. It has a population of abou t 
300

in.cludtna: 
whites n trading stationa school a small host i t a l and a ... weather station The arrival of n hip is a big ........ ..,..,., (pu,:!.c• 497). 



Rapt Eskimos Listen 
to Recorded Concert 
of Their Own Music 

Most Eskimos are musi-
cal; they sing excellently. 
However, their folk music, 
like primitive music in 
most lands, tends to fade 
away as radios and phono-
graphs move in. Even 
now, few of the northern 
natives can sing the songs 
of their ancestors. To pre-
serve what is left, the au-
thor took a wire recorder 
north and persuaded Bow-
doin's visitors to sing into 
it . 

These PolarEskimos lis-
tened attentively to music 
sung by their kinsmen . 
Later, when they heard 
their own voices played 
back to them, they laughed 
with delight. 

In addition to music, the 
author has made wire re-
cordings of the Eskimo lan-
guage, one of the most 
complex in the world. It 
is so hard to learn that 
few travelers ever acquire 
more than a smattering. 
The average Eskimo has a 
vocabulary of more than 
10,000 words. 

Donald MacMillan
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1- If It's Warm Enough for Polar Bears, 
It's Warm Enough for Him 

While waiting for the icc fi eld to open, some o f Bow-
doin's compa ny decided to ta ke a cli p. H ere Charles
Hildre th , of Maine, braves Arctic elements in t runks 
and sneakers. Air is a bout 38° F ., wa ter 29.2°. 

Kodachromes by StantonCook

t "Come On In, the W ater's F-f-fine!"
Three Brave Shipmates Wait in Line 

Swimming lust ily in the frigid salt wate r is Robert 
M a ri mon, o f Chicago. Ian White (left) , a Californian
has had enough and runs for wa rmth aboard hip. All 
took the plunge, but none stayed in long. 
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tide. I knew from the way he hummed 
quietly to himself that he was worried. Once
in a while , though, he 'd go below, pick up an 
Arctic book at random and read passages to 
me. The only member of our crew who took 
to his bunk for rest was our cook, Clayton. 
Nothing bothers Clayton except his haunting 
fear that he 'll fail to give us enough to eat. 

Five of the boys broke the tenseness a bit 
when they crawled out on deck in swimming 
trunks, jumped down to the ice at the 
Bowdoin's side, and one after the other 
plunged into a small patch of blue water be-
tween the pans of ice. As they came out 
gasping, they moved faster than anything else 
has ever moved-in the direction of our ship. 

Saved by an Iceberg 
Mac was watching from the ice barrel. 

Suddenly he came down fast. "See that, 
Miriam? The one out there?"

"Yes,but----."
"Thatmay pull us through."
Call it miracle , fate, MacMillan luck, or 

the hand of the Lord. Something powerful 
was working for us that day. 

An iceberg in the edge of the main driving 
pack at least a quarter of a mile away from 
us had been traveling broad off our beam. 
All at once it changed its course. Next we 
saw it coming directly toward us across the 
current, until it stopped on a ledge. As the 
tide was falling, it became locked tighter and 
tighter in place, serving as our barrier against 
the pack which might have finished the little 
Bowdoin in a few minutes. It was like a 
mighty hand holding off the ice to give us our 
chance. 

"We'll make a try," said Mac. 
At full speed , but making little headway, 

we pushed pans aside, making our desperate 
attempt. Oncewe came to an absolute stand-
still . No one spoke except Mac: "We'll wait 
for the tide a bit," he observed. "Let'shave 
supper."

I can 't tell you now, nor could I then, 
what we had for supper. I only remember 
hurrying back on deck. But Mac was there 
before me. Again it was "fullspeed ahead,"
and once more we were on the slow move. 

I've never seen the Bowdoin try harder. 
Her spoon bow, designed to rise up on pans 
and crush them underneath her 60-ton weight, 
hardly made a dent in this ice. 

One whack she got on her side made quite 
a dent in her. A section of partition and 
closet door were driven half a foot out of 
place. This happened near the galley stove, 
where the cook was dishing out food. For 
once Clayton looked surprised. 

"Whoin hell 's at that wheel?"he exclaimed. 
But he wasn't worried. He didn 't even come 
on deck. He 's been with Mac on four trips. 

At our painful speed it was quite a pull 
out into the middle of Smith Sound. 

From this point on everything went along 
smoothly, even the run along Ellesmere Is-
land, a land dripping with glaciers, at times 
five and six merging into one at the sea. In 
every direction we could see seals and walrus 
peacefully dozing on ice pans. Fifty-four 
walrus on one pan! And on another , a 
bearded seal, or ookjuk, weighing about 600
pounds, a rare museum specimen (page 4 78). 
It is also known as a squareflipper. 

Off Baffin Island, a land as unfriendly and 
desolate-looking as Ellesmere Island , we came 
across a mother polar bear leading her two 
cubs from pan to pan (pages 484-5, 5 11 ) . 
How graceful they were in contrast with the 
clumsy 1,000-pound walrus! 

At Pond Inlet, a Canadian Government 
station , we visited with the Mounties, Hud-
son's Bay Company officials, English mission-
aries, and Catholic priests. And not far from 
the village we found a number of friendly 
Baffin Island Eskimos (pages 466, 479, 490)

South of the Arctic Circle a southeast gale 
set the ice pack solid against the land and 
forced us out into the middle of Davis Strait. 
From then on we looked longingly at harbors 
where we had anchored the year before, but 
they were chock-full of ice. 

High Seas Buffet the Bowdoin 

As I look back on the weeks that followed, 
I think of the turmoil below and on deck. I 
think of dashing water, of banging books, 
boots, and boxes, of broken eggs and spilt 
Klim, of black and blue spots from being 
tossed around. 

Ever since my early clays of boating in 
Maine I've enjoyed plenty of spray coming 
over the bow of any ship. A few days of 
rough weather is good fun , but this time the 
high seas continued as we traveled along the 
Baffm Island coast, past Resolution Island, 
the Button Islands, Labrador. 

But we reached home ahead of schedule. 
Shortly after our arrival a gale ripped along 
the coast of Newfoundland , Nova Scotia, and 
Maine. Several vessels and a score of small 
boats were wrecked. The Bowdoin, tied 
securely to the dock at Boothbay Harbor , 
Maine, was resting at her winter quarters. 
Mac and I , sitting in our after cabin, were 
listening to the whistling of the wind through 
the rigging and to radio reports of the raging 
storm off the coast. 

Onceagain, the Bowdoin was safely home.* 

*For more of Miriam MacMillan's adventures in 
the Far North, see her entertaining book, Green Seas 
and White I ce (Dodd, Mead and Company, New 
York, 1948), also published in England under the title 
I Married an Explorer (Hurst & Blackett, Ltd. , Lon-
don). 
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