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INTRODUCTION

T 'is early morning on the summit of East Cape, the
steep headland that forms the eastern extremity of
Siberia.

The first snow has already settled on the heights, giving
one’s thoughts the first cool touch of autumn. The air is
keen and clear; not a breeze ruffles the waters of Bering
Strait, where the pack ice glides slowly northward with
the current.

The landscape has a calm grandeur all its own; far away
in the sun-haze of the horizon rises Great Diomede Island,
here forming the boundary between America and Asia.

From where I stand, I look from one continent to
another; for beyond Great Diomede lies, like a bank of
blue fog, another island, the Little Diomede, which belongs
to Alaska.

All before me lies bathed in the strong light of sun and
sea, forming a dazzling contrast to the land behind me.
Here lies the flat, marshy tundra, apparently a land of
dead monotony, but in reality a plain-realm, with the life
of the plain in game and sounds; a lowland which, un-
broken by any range of hills, extends through a world of
rivers and lakes to places with a distant ring, to the
Lena Delta, and, farther, farther on, beyond Cape
Chelyushkin, to regions that lie not far from my own land.

At the foot of the hill I have just ascended I see a crowd
of Tchukchi women on foot, dressed in skins of curious
cut; they have on their backs bags made of reindeer skin
which they are filling with berries and herbs. They fit,
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iv INTRODUCTION

as an item of detail, so picturesquely into the great expanse
that I continue to gaze at them until they are lost to sight
among the green slopes of the valley.

On a narrow spit of land, with pack ice to the one side
and the smooth waters of the lagoon on the other, lies the
village or township of Wahlen. It isonly now beginning
to wake; and one by one the cooking-fires are lighted in the
dome-shaped tents of walrus hide.

Not far from the coast town, clearly silhouetted on the
skyline, a flock of tame reindeer move slowly along the
crest of a hill, nibbling the moss as they go, while herds-
men, uttering quaint far-sounding cries, surround them
and drive them down to the new feeding grounds.

To all these people, this is an ordinary day, a part of
their everyday life; to me, an adventure in which I hardly
dare believe. For this landscape and these people mean,
to me, that I am in Siberia, west of the last Eskimo tribe,
and that the Expedition has now been carried to its close.

The height on which I stand, and the pure air which
surrounds me, give me a wide outlook, and I see our
sledge tracks in the white snow out over the edge of the
earth’s circumference, through the uttermost lands of
men to the North. I see, as in a mirage, the thousand
little native villages which gave substance to the journey.
And I am filled with a great joy; we have met the great
adventure which always awaits him who knows how to
grasp it, and that adventure was made up of all our mani-
fold experiences among the most remarkable people in the
world!

Slowly we have worked our way forward by unbeaten
tracks, and everywhere we have increased our knowledge.

How long have those sledge journeys been?—counting
our road straight ahead together with the side excursions
up inland and out over frozen seas, now hunting game,
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and now seeking out some isolated and remote people?
Say, 20,000 miles; more or less,—nearly the circum-
ference of the earth. Yet how little that matters, for it
was not the distances that meant anything to us! One
forgets to count miles after three and a half years of
constant go, go, go,—and tries only to keep in mind the
accumulating experiences.

In my joy in having been permitted to take this long
sledge journey, my thoughts turn involuntarily to a
contrasting enterprise ending also in Alaska, where last
Spring, people were awaiting the visit of daring aviators
from the other side of the globe. And from my heart I
bless the fate that allowed me to be born at a time when
Arctic exploration by dog sledge was not yet a thing of
the past. In this sudden retrospect, kindled by the great
backward view from East Cape, indeed, I bless the whole
journey, forgetting hardship and chance misfortune by
the way, in the exultation I feel in the successful con-
clusion of a high adventure! -

A calmer and more deliberate mental review of that long
journey brings almost as much regret as pleasure. For
I find that to tell of my observations on the trip, in a book
of proper length, compels me to omit more than I can in-
clude; and, often, things of great interest.

Particularly painful is it to leave out a statement of the
accomplishments of my associates on the Expedition.
At the beginning I was merely the leader of a whole group,
which included someé Danish scientists of note. During
the first year, we worked together out of a base on the
eastern coast of Canada, going out in small parties to
various stations, and returning from time to time to
collate our material. Our work had mainly to do with
ethnography; my associates were concerned also with
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archeology, geology, botany and cartography. They did
notable work in mapping territory known before only in
a vague way. We did much excavating in ruins of former
Eskimo cultures. The work of my colleagues in this
field, especially, contributed much to knowledge of the
past. Full reports of their findings have been published
in books, monographs, and papers under their own names
before learned societies. This allusion here must stand
as the chief acknowledgment, in the present book, of their
work. They enter hereafter only in passing.

For, here, I am constrained by limitations of subject to
confine myself to a portion of the material I gathered
personally, both while I was with them, and later, when I
set out on my visit alone to all the tribes of Arctic North
America.

It was my privilege, as one born in Greenland, and
speaking the Eskimo language as my native tongue, to
know these people in an intimate way. My life’s course
led inevitably toward Arctic exploration, for my father,
a missionary among the Eskimos, married one who was
proud of some portion of Eskimo blood. From the very
nature of things, I was endowed with attributes for Polar
work which outlanders have to acquire through painful
experience. My playmates were native Greenlanders;
from the earliest boyhood I played and worked with the
hunters, so that even the hardships of the most strenuous
sledge-trips became pleasant routine for me.

I was eight years old when I drove my own team of dogs,
and at ten I had arifle of my own. No wonder, therefore,
that the expeditions of later years were like happy con-
tinuations of the experiences of my childhood and youth.

Later, when I became aware of the interest which the
culture and history of the Eskimo hold for science, I was
able to spend eighteen years in Greenland again, laying
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down the foundation, by the long study of one tribe, for a
more comprehensive study of all the tribes.

In 1902, I began my active ethnographical and geo-
graphical work with the Eskimos, which has continued
pretty steadily since. In 1910 I established, in
collaboration with M. Ib Nyeboe, a station for trading
and for study in North Greenland, and to it I gave the
name of ‘‘Thule,” because it was the most northerly post
in the world,—literally, the Ultima Thule. This became
the base of my subsequent expeditions, four major efforts
in ten years, and all called ‘“Thule Expeditions.”

By 1920 I had completed my program of work in
Greenland, and the time had come to attack the great
primary problem of the origin of the Eskimo race. The
latter enterprise took definite shape in the summer of 1921,
in the organization of an expedition which went from
Greenland all the way to the Pacific. At the beginning
we worked from a headquarters on Danish Island, west of
Baffinland, excavating among the ruins of a former
Eskimo civilization, and studying the primitive inland
Eskimo of what are known as the Barren Grounds.

Later, with two Eskimo companions, I travelled by dog
sledge clear across the continent to the Bering Sea. I
visited all the tribes on the way, living on the country, and
sharing the life of the people. What I observed on that
trip constitutes my story.

The Eskimo is the hero of this book. His history, his
present culture, his daily hardships, and his spiritual life
constitute the theme and the narrative. Only in form of
telling, and as a means of binding together the various
incidents is it even a record of my long trip by dog sledge.
Whatever is merely personal in my adventures must be cut
out, along with the record of the scientific achievements
of my associates.
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Even the Eskimo will suffer some omissions,—for it is
obvious that only a portion of the story can be told, when
the selection has to be made from thirty note-books, and
20,000 items of illustrative material.

Yet I think it due my companions, before so summarily
disposing of them, to point out that the first year of joint
effort with them helped greatly to shape my own work
and to spur me to enthusiasm sufficient to carry over the
long pull alone. In enumerating the rest of the party, I
am in one sense naming co-authors.

With me, then, were Peter Freuchen, cartographer and
naturalist; Therkel Mathiassen, archeologist and carto-
grapher; Kaj Birket-Smith, ethnographer and geographer;
Helge Bangsted, scientific assistant; Jacob Olsen, assistant
and interpreter; and Peder Pedersen, Captain of the
Expedition’s motor schooner, Sea-King.

The official title of the Expedition was: ‘“The Fifth
Thule Expedition,—Danish Ethnographical Expedition
to Arctic North America, 1921-24.”

It was honored by the patronage of King Christian X.
of Denmark, and advised by a committee consisting of
M. Ib Nyeboe, chairman, and Chr. Erichssen, Col. J. P.
Koch, Professors O. B. Boeggild, Ad Jensen, C. H. Osten-
feld, of Copenhagen University, and Th. Thomsen, In-
spector of the National Museum at Copenhagen.

Hardly less important to the comfort and success of the
Expedition than the work of these scientists was the
contribution of our Eskimo assistants from Greenland,
and those we added locally from time to time. We
brought with us Iggianguaq and his wife, Anarulunguaq;
Argiog and his wife Anaranguaq; Nasaitordluarsuk,
hereinafter known as ‘‘Bosun,” together with his wife,
Aqatsaq; and finally, a young man, known as Miteq,—a
cousin of Anarulunguag.
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Iggianguaq died of influenza after we were far from
home, and his wife continued with me to the end of the
long trip, along with Miteq. It was her duty, as that of
the other women, to keep the fur clothing mended, to
cook, and, on the journey, to help drive the dogs. The
men drove, hunted food for men and dogs, and built snow
huts wherever we set up new camps.

Anarulunguaq is the first Eskimo woman to travel
widely, and along with Miteq, the only one to visit all the
tribes of her kinsmen. She has received a medal from the
King of Denmark for her fine work. = After the first year, I
struck out with one team of dogs and these two Eskimos
for the trip across to Nome. Considering the rigors they
endured, I don’t know which is the more remarkable,
that I came through the three and a half years with the
same team of dogs, or with the same Eskimos. Surely,
however, it is no mere sentimental gesture to point out
that they had a bigger share in the outcome of the trip
than I have space to show.

One omission likely to be welcomed, at least by the
reader, is the almost total excision of theories about the
origins of the Eskimos. This being one of the chief
assignments of our research, T think it a mark of strict
literary discipline to have succeeded in keeping it so
nearly completely out of the story,—at least in the
manner approved by scientists. As an outlet to sup-
pressed dogmatizing, therefore, I am going to make a
compact little statement, at this point, of some of our
conclusions, and hereafter allow the facts to point to their
own conclusions.:

- The Eskimos are widely scattered from Greenland to
Siberia, along the Arctic Circle, about one-third of the
way around the globe. They total in all no more than
33,000 souls, which represents, perhaps, the outside
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number of persons who can gain their livelihood by hunt-
ing in a country so forbidding. They have a wide range
in following the seasonal movement of game, but in so vast
a territory the different tribes are scattered and isolated
from each other. Good evidence leads us to believe
that a period of at least 1500 years has elapsed since the
various tribes broke off from one original stock.

In so prolonged a separation, it would be natural for
the language and traditions of the various tribes to have
lost all homogeneity. Vet the remarkable thing I found
was that my Greenland dialect served to get me into
complete understanding with all the tribes. Two great
divisions appeared in the customs,—a land culture and a
coastal culture. The most primitive Eskimos, a nomadic
tribe who lived in the interior and hunted caribou, had
almost no knowledge of the sea, and their customs and
tabus were limited accordingly. Nothing in their tradi-
tions or implements indicated that they had ever been
acquainted with marine pursuits. But the folklore of
the sea-people, in addition to being unique in its references
to ocean life, was in many other respects identical with
that of the tribes that had never been down to sea. The
conclusion was inevitable that originally all the Eskimos
were land hunters, and that a portion of them later turned
to hunting sea-mammals. The latter people retained all
their old vocabulary and myths, and added thereto a
nomenclature and a folklore growing out of their experi-
ence on the water.

As for what happened before that, in the remote past,
the theory I came to accept was that long, long ago, the
Eskimos and the Indians were of common root. But
different conditions developed different customs, to such
a degree that now there seems to be no resemblance
between the Indians and the Eskimos. But the like-
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nesses are there, not obvious to the wayfarer, but
sufficiently plain to the microscopic eye of the scientist.

The aboriginal Eskimos developed a special culture
around the big rivers and lakes of the northernmost part
of Canada. From here, they moved down to the coast,
either because they were driven by hostile tribes or
because they had to follow the caribou in their migrations.
They developed the first phases of a coastal culture at the
Arctic Coast of Canada, most probably between Coro-
nation Gulf and the Magnetic North Pole.

From here they wandered over to Labrador, Baffin-
land, and Greenland, to the east, and westward, reached
Alaska and the Bering Sea. Around the Bering, with
its abundance of sea-animals, they had their Golden Age,
as a coastal people.

From here a new migration took place, for what reason
we cannot know, but this time from the West to the East,
and here we find the explanation for all the ruins of
permanent winter houses we discovered along the Arctic
Coast between Greenland and Alaska. The present
Eskimos do not construct such houses, which were built in
rather recent times by people known as the Tunit. The
Greenlanders, however, do, and they are undoubtedly
the original Tunit.

During all these years of migration, some tribes kept
to their old places in the interior, which explains why we
were able to find aboriginal Eskimos in the Barren
Grounds. These facts, together, explain why the spiritual
culture exhibited a certain continuity between all the
tribes. ‘

The foregoing was the theory advanced by Prof. H. P.
Steensby, of the University of Copenhagen, and all of our
researches lent support to it.

There is another general theory with regard to the
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Eskimos which has but slight relation to the question of
American origins, for it goes back to much more ancient
times,—not less than 25,000 years ago. This theory
traces the Eskimo back to a time when our own ancestors
of the Glacial Period lived under similar arctic conditions,
and, presumably, resembled the Eskimo of today. All
remains of the material culture of the Glacial, or Stone
Age are exactly comparable with that of the Arctic
dwellers, and the theory assumes that a similar spiritual
resemblance can be inferred. This grows naturally out of
the discovery that the Eskimos, intimately studied, are
much more spiritual-minded, much more intelligent, much
more likeable than the average man has been led to expect.
They prove to be human beings just like ourselves,—so
like, indeed, that we cannot avoid drawing them into the
fold, and saying, ‘‘These people belong to our race!”

For they do, certainly, react to the suffering, the
sacrifices, the hardships and the mysteries of evil which
they face, much as we do. Their philosophy, even when
untouched by any influences of civilization, has many
curiously modern slants, including such ideas as
auto-suggestion, spirit seances, and cataleptcy. Their
poetry has many resemblances to ours, their religion and
folklore often resemble, even in phrasing, as well as in
content, our earlier religious literature.

Some archeologists have made bold to assert that the

Eskimos are surviving remnants of the Stone Age we
know, and are, therefore, our contemporary ancestors.
We don’t have to go so far to claim kinship with them,
however, for we recognize them as brothers.
I believe that the following pages will bear out this
statement. Even so, I do not dare to feel that the whole
story of the Eskimo, or his whole appeal to our sympathies
will be found here.
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I have not sounded all the depths. One can never
finish exploring a people.

The Expedition started from Copenhagen on the 17th
of June, 1921, and proceeded via Greenland, in order to
pick up additional members of the party, and arctic
equipment. The vessel employed was one built especially
for the trip,—the schooner Sea-King, of something over
100 tons.

Since the scientific members of the Expedition would
be so occupied with their tasks that they would hardly
have time for hunting, and procuring food for the dogs,
this important task was to be entrusted to the Green-
landers from Thule, who are at once skilful travellers
and notable hunters.

After a favorable passage across the dreaded and ice-
filled Melville Bay, we arrived at Thule on the 3rd of
August, and engaged our native assistants. Leaving
Greenland through Fox Channel in mid-September,
forcing a passage through heavy ice around to the north
of Southampton Island, we found a harbor on a little,
unknown and uninhabited island. A whole month
was spent in building a house for our winter quarters,—we
called it the “‘Blow-hole,” by reason of the prevalent
winds—and in sledge trips in various directions with a
view t0 ascertaining our position. Our observations gave
this as 65° 54’ N, 85° 50’ W, but the old maps were so
inadequate that we could not at first mark the locality on
any existing chart.

The place was afterward called Danish Island. Here
in a smiling valley opening seaward upon a shelving
‘beach, and landward, sheltered by a great crescent of
guardian hills, we erected what was to be our home for
months to come.
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Scarcely were we ashore when we found fresh bear
tracks in the sand immediately below the location we had
chosen for our home. On our first brief reconnaissance to
the top of a neighboring hill, we encountered a hare
so amazingly tame that we were tempted actually to
essay his capture with our bare hands. Soon afterward
we spied a lonely caribou who at once was all curiosity
and came running toward us to investigate these strange
visitors. ‘The confidence of the game showed well enough
how little disturbed the region had been. Never before
had I encountered from animals such a friendly greeting.

From the top of the hills we had a fine view of a neigh-
boring fjord, and out in the open water were seen glistening
dark backs of walrus curving along the surface as they
fed. Such was our first impression of this new country,
truly a land hospitable in its promise of game.

By October, the ground was covered with snow, and a
narrow channel behind the house frozen over. The first
thing now was to get into touch with the nearest natives
as soon as possible; but as the mouth of Gore Bay was
open water we were unable to travel far, and by the end
of October all we had found was a few old cairns and rough
stone shelters built by the Eskimo of earlier days for the
purpose of caribou hunting with bow and arrow. The
first meeting with the Eskimos of the new world was
yet before us.
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CHAPTER I

OLD FRIENDS IN NEW SKINS

I HAD halted to thaw my frozen cheeks when a
sound and a sudden movement among the dogs
made me start.

There could be no mistake as to the sound,—it
was a shot. I glanced round along the way we had
come, fancying for a moment that it might be the
party behind signalling for assistance; but I saw
them coming along in fine style. Then I turned to
look ahead.

I had often imagined the first meeting with the
Eskimos of the American Continent, and wondered
what it would be like. With a calmness that sur-
prised myself, I realized that it had come.

Three or four miles ahead a line of black objects
stood out against the ice of the fjord. I got out
my glass; it might, after all, be only a reef of rock.
But the glass showed plainly: a whole line of sledges
with their teams, halted to watch the traveller ap-
proaching from the South. One man detached him-
self from the party and came running across the ice

3
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in a direction that would bring him athwart my
course. Evidently, they intended to stop me,
whether I would or no. From time to time, a shot
was fired by the party with the sledges.

Whether the shots fired and the messenger hurry-
ing toward me with his harpoon were evidence or
not of hostile intent, I did not stop to think. These
were the men I had come so far to seek from Den-
mark and from my familiar haunts in Greenland.
Without waiting for my companions to come up,
I sprang to the sledge, and urged on the dogs, point-
ing out the runner as one would a quarry in the chase.
The beasts made straight for him, tearing along at
top speed. When we came up with him, their ex-
citement increased; his clothes were of unfamiliar
cut, the very smell of him was strange to them; and
his antics in endeavoring to avoid their twelve gaping
maws only made them worse.

‘“Stand still!” I cried; and, taking a flying leap
out among the dogs, embraced the stranger after
the Eskimo fashion, At this evidence of friendship
the animals were quiet in a moment, and sneaked
off shamefacedly behind the sledge.

I had yelled at the dogs in the language of the
Greenland Eskimo. And, from the expression of the
stranger’s face, in a flash I realized that he had
understood what I said.

He was a tall, well-built fellow, with face and hair
covered with rime, and large, gleaming white teeth
showing, as he stood smiling and gasping, still breath-
less with exertion and excitement. It had all come
about in a moment,—and here we were!



THE FIRST MAN TO GREET US IN THESE NEW LANDS

His face and hair were thick with icicles,
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As soon as my comrades behind had come within
hail, we moved on toward the party ahead, who
had been watching us all the time. Our new friend
informed me that his name was Papik and that he
had come from the neighborhood of Lyon Inlet,—
the next large inlet to the North of our recently
established headquarters camp on Danish Island.
There was not time for much talk, before we came
up with the others; and I was anxious this time to
check the dogs before they became too excited. As
we approached, the men came out to meet us, the
women and children remaining with the sledges.

These men, then, were the Akilinermiut,—the
“men from behind the Great Sea,” of whom I had
heard in my earliest youth in Greenland, when I
first began to study the Eskimo legends. The meet-
ing could hardly be more effectively staged; a whole
caravan of them suddenly appearing out of the desert
of ice, men, women and children, dressed up in their
fantastic costumes, like living illustrations of the
Greenland stories of the famous “inland-dwellers.”
They were clad throughout in caribou skin; the fine
short haired animals shot in the early autumn. The
women wore great fur hoods and long, flapping ‘“coat-
tails” falling down over the breeches back and
front. The curious dress of the men was as if de-
signed especially for running; cut short in front, but
with a long tail out behind. All was so unlike the
fashions I had previously met with that I felt myself
transported to another age; an age of legends of the
past, yet with abundant promise for the future, so
far as my own task of comparing the various tribes
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of Eskimos was concerned. I was delighted to find
that the difference in language was so slight that
we had not the least difficulty in understanding one
another. Indeed, they took us at first for tribes-
men of kindred race from somewhere up in Baffin
Island.

So far as I thought they would understand, I
explained our purposes to my new friends. The
white men, Peter Freuchen and myself, were part
of a larger party who had come out of the white
man’s country to study all the tribes of the Eskimo,
—how they lived, what language they talked, how
they hunted, how they amused themselves, what
things they feared, and believed about the future
life—every manner of thing. We were going to buy
and carry back to our own country souvenirs of the
daily life of the Eskimo, in order that the white man
might better understand, from these objects, the
different way the people of the northern ice country
had to live. And we were going to make maps and
pictures of parts of this country in which no white
man had ever been.

I introduced, then, my Eskimo companion (Bosun),
—a man from Greenland who was almost as strange
to the Akilinermiut as I. He had come along to
hunt and to drive sledges, and do other work for
the white man, while we gave our time to these
studies.

My new friends were greatly pleased and im-
pressed. They had just set out for their autumn
camp up country at the back of Lyon Inlet, taking
with them all their worldly goods. Being, however,
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like Eskimos generally, creatures of the moment,
they at once abandoned the journey on meeting us,
and we decided to set off all together for some big
snowdrifts close at hand, where we could build snow
huts and celebrate the meeting.

Accustomed as we were ourselves to making snow
huts, we were astonished at the ease and rapidity
with which these natives worked. The Cape York
Eskimos, in Greenland, reckon two men to the task
of erecting a hut; one cutting the blocks and handing
them to the other, who builds them up. Here,
however, it was a one-man job; the builder starts
with a few cuts in the drift where he proposes to
site his house, and then proceeds to slice out the
blocks and lay them in place, all with a speed that
left us staring open-mouthed. Meantime one of
the women brought out a remarkable type of snow-
shovel, with an extra handle on the blade, or business
end, and strewed a layer of fine snow over the wall
as it rose, thus caulking any chinks or crevices, and
making all thoroughly weather-proof. Two technical
points which particularly impressed our Cape York
man, as an expert, were firstly the way these men
managed to build with loose snow—some degree of
firmness being generally considered essential—and
further, the very slight arch of the roof, which has
ordinarily to be domed pretty roundly for the blocks
to hold, whereas here, it was almost flat. In less
than three quarters of an hour, three large huts
were ready for occupation; then, while the finishing
touches were given to the interior, the blubber lamps
were lighted and the whole made warm and cosy.
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I and my two companions distributed ourselves
among the three huts, so as to make the most of our
new acquaintances. Caribou meat was put on to
boil; but we found also, that our hosts had both tea
and flour among their stores, which they had pur-
chased from a white man down at Repulse Bay, not
far from the camp. This was news of importance
to us, for it meant we might have a chance of sending
letters home in the spring.

In the course of the meal, I obtained some valuable
information as to the neighborhood and neighbors,
There were native villages, it appeared, in almost
every direction round about our headquarters. They
were not numerous, but the more interesting in their
varied composition. There were the Igdlulik from
Fury and Hecla Strait, the Aivilik between Repulse
Bay and Lyon Inlet, and a party of Netsilik from
the region of the North-west Passage. Only half
a day’s journey from the camp there was a family
from Ponds Inlet, on the north coast of Baffin Land.

Conversation was for the most part genmeral, as
it mostly is on first acquaintance. Speaking the
same tongue, however, we were not regarded alto-
gether as strangers, and I was able even to touch on
questions of religion. And I soon learned that these
people, despite their tea and flour and incipient
enamel-ware culture, were, as regards their view of
life and habit of thought, still but little changed
from their ancestors of ages past.

Plainly, here was work for us in plenty, and an
interesting task it promised to be. We had, more-
over, been well received, and I anticipated little
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difficulty in gathering information. First of all, how-
ever, we must go on to seek the nearest Hudson’s
Bay Company station, and find out whether there
really would be any opportunity of postal communi-
cation in the spring.

We started accordingly, on the following morning.
On the 5th of December, while it was still daylight,
we reached the spot where, according to the Eskimo
accounts, the white man had his quarters. At the
base of a little creek, behind huge piles of twisted
and tumbled ice, stood a modest looking building,
dark against the colony of snow huts which sur-
rounded it. This, we found, was the extreme ad-
vanced post of the Hudson’s Bay Company of
Adventurers, one of the oldest and greatest trading
companies in the world.

We had hardly drawn up in front of the house
before the station manager, Captain Cleveland, came
out and greeted us with the most cordial welcome.
He proved, also, to be a remarkably quick and
efficient cook, and had a meal ready for us in no
time; a steaming dish of juicy caribou steaks and a
Californian bouquet of canned fruit in all varieties.

George Washington Cleveland was an old whaler
who had been stranded on the coast here over a
generation before, and made himself so comfortable
among the Eskimos that he had never been able to
tear himself away. Nevertheless, he was more of
an American than one would expect from his isolated
life, and was proud of having been born on the very
shore where the Mayflower had first landed. He
had been through all manner of adventures, but
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neither shipwreck nor starvation, not to speak of
the other forms of adversity that had fallen to his
lot, could sour his cheery temper or impair his steady,
seaman-like assurance of manner.

We knew really very little about this arctic region
of Canada, and Captain Cleveland’s information was
most valuable to us later on. We learned now that
one of the Hudson's Bay Company’s schooners, com-
manded by a French Canadian, Captain Jean Ber-
thie, was wintering at Wager Bay, five days’ journey
farther to the south. There was a chance that we
might be able to send letters home in the course of
the winter by this route, and it was at once decided
that Freuchen should set out for the spot and bring
back news.

There was a dance that evening, to celebrate the
visitors’ arrival. The Eskimo men and women had
learned, from the whalers, American country dances.
Music was provided by the inevitable gramophone
which seems to follow on the heels of the white man
to most parts of the world. And the women were
decked out in ball dresses hastily contrived for the
occasion from material supplied by Captain Cleve-
land. . ‘

Later on, we made a round of the huts, which were
refreshingly cool after the heat of the ballroom. We
were anxious to get more information as to the
country round, but being unacquainted with the
Eskimo names of places near, we could only go by
- the old English maps, and were rather at a deadlock
when aid arrived from an unexpected quarter.. An
old fellow with a long white beard, and eyes red-
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dened with the strain of many a blizzard, revealed
himself as a geographical expert.

We brought out paper and pencil, and to my as-
tonishment, this “savage” drew, without hesitation,
a map of the coastline for a distance of some hundreds
of miles, from Repulse Bay right up to Baffin Land.
The map completed, he told me all the Eskimo place
names, and at last we are able to get a real idea as
to the population of the district and the position of
the settlements. I was elated here to note that the
majority of these names; Naujarmiut, Pitorqermiut,
Nagssugtormiut and many others, were identical
with some of the familiar place names from that part
of Greenland where I was born. And when I began
telling of the Greenland folk tales to the company
here, it turned out that they knew them already;
and were, moreover, themselves astonished to find
that a stranger should be acquainted with what they
regarded as their own particular legends.

I was looking forward to closer acquaintance with
these people and their history and traditions; Ival-
uartjuk, who had drawn the map, would, I foresaw,
be particularly useful as a source of information.
But we could not now remain longer than the one
whole day, and on the 7th of December, we took
leave of our new friends, Freuchen going down as
arranged to meet Captain Berthie at Wager Bay,
while Bosun and I drove back to our winter quarters.
After passing Haviland Bay, however, we came upon
some old sledge tracks, and decided to follow and
see whither they led.



CHAPTER I1

TAKORNAOQ ENTERTAINS GENTLEMEN FRIENDS

IN the middle of a big lake an old Eskimo woman

stood fishing for trout. In spite of the fact that
the winter was yet young the ice had already become
so thick that all her strength must have been needed
in cutting the hole for her line. Now and then she
took a piece of drift-wood shaped like a shovel and
pushed away the fragments of ice that were in her
way. Then stretching out on her stomach she thrust
half her body so far into the hole that all that re-
mained visible was a pair of bent, skin-covered legs
waving in the air.

Suddenly a puppy that had lain buried in the snow
scrambled to his feet and started to bark wildly.
Tumbling out of the hole, the old woman crouched,
bewildered at seeing Bosun and myself so near her.
At fyll speed our dogs dashed down on the odd pair.

. Uttering -a’ sharp cry, she seized the pup by the
s&znﬁoi the: neck -and set out in the direction of the

aige as fdst as her ancient legs would carry her.
The. mme of her flight only served to increase the.
wildness of our dogs, already excited by the scent
of the village, and such was their speed that, in pass-
ing the fugitive, I had barely time to seize her and
fling her on top of the flying sledge. There she lay

I2
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with horror in her eyes, while I burst out laughing
at the absurdity of the scene. At length, through
her tears of fright, she started to smile, too, realizing
that I was a human, and a friendly human being,
at that.

It was old Takornaoq. She now sat with arms
convulsively clutching the whimpering pup. Then
above the noise of the frightened dog I suddenly
heard a sound that startled me in turn. Bending
over her and cautiously lifting her skin kolitah I
discovered far down inside her peltry clothing a
small infant clinging to her naked back and whimper-
ing in unison with the mother and the terrified puppy.

Such was my meeting with Takornaoq. Soon we
were friends. We raced merrily along to her village,
which consisted of three snow huts. Here we were
introduced to the notables of the place.

Inernerunassuaq was an old angakoq, or wizard,
from the neighborhood of the Magnetic Pole. He
screwed up his eyes to a eouple of slits on being in-
troduced, and was careful to draw my attention to
his magic belt, which was hung about with zoological
preparations. His wife was a simple soul, fat and
comfortable, as befits one married to a specialist in
the secret arts. They had a large family of small
children who hung about getting in the way; none
of them had reached the age when a child is reckoned
-worthy of a name, and their parents simply pointed
at this one or that when telling them to be quiet.

Then there was Talerortalik, son-in-law to the
foregoing, having married Uvtukitsoq, the wizard’s
daughter. They looked an insignificant pair; but
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we found out afterwards that it was they who made
ends meet for the wizard and his flock. Finally,
there was Pegingassoq, the cripple, who was said to
be specially clever at catching trout. Others were
briefly introduced, and Takornaoq carried me off to
her own hut. It was clean and decent as such
places go, but chilly, until we got the blubber lamp
well alight.

Bosun and I settled down comfortably on the sleep-
ing place among the cosy caribou skins. And as
soon as the meat was put on to boil, Takornaoq sat
down between us with the unexpected observation
that she was “married to both of us now,” her hus-
band, whom she loved, being away on a journey.
Then taking a tiny infant from her amaut, she laid
it proudly in a hareskin bag. The child was named
Qasitsoq, after a mountain spirit, the mother ex-
plained. It was not her own child, but one of twins
born to a certain Nagsuk; she had bought it for a
dog and a frying pan. It was too much really, for
such a pitiful little creature, nothing but skin and
bone; Takornaoq complained bitterly that Nagsuk
had cheated, and given her the poorer of the two.

Our hostess told us a great deal about herself and
her family. She was of the Igdlulik, from Fury and
Hecla, Strait, a tribe noted for clever hunters and
good women; and she was proud of her origin, as
being superior to that of her fellow-villagers here.
Our visit was most welcome, she assured us, and even
went to the length of voicing her appreciation in an
improvised song, which she delivered sitting between
us on the bench. Her voice, it is true, was somewhat
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over-mellowed by her sixty odd winters, but its
quavering earnestness fitted the kindly, frank, sim-
plicity of the words:

Aya iya, aya ya-iya,

The lands about my dwelling
Are grown fairer this day

Since it was given me to see
The face of strangers never seen.
All is fairer,

All is fairer,

And life is thankfulness itself.

Aya, these guests of mine
Bring greatness to my house,
Aya iya, aya ya-iya.

Immediately after the song, dinner was served.
Our hostess, however, did not join us at the meal;
a sacrifice enjoined by consideration for the welfare
of the child. Among her tribe, it appeared, women
with infant children were not allowed to share cook-
ing utensils with others, but had their own, which
were kept strictly apart.

Not content with feeding us, however, she then
opened a small storehouse at the side of the hut,
-and dragged forth the whole carcase of a caribou.
This, the good old soul explained, was for our dogs.
And with rare tact, she tried to make the gift appear
as a matter of course. “It is only what my husband
would do if he were at home. Take it, and feed
them.” And she smiled at us with her honest old
eyes as if really glad to be of use.
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Bosun and I agreed that it was the first time in
our lives a woman had given us food for our dogs.

We enquired politely after her husband, Patdloq,
and learned that she had been married several times
before. One of her former husbands, a certain Quiv-
apik, was a wizard of great reputation, and a notable
fighter. On one occasion, at Southampton Island,
he was struck by a harpoon in the eye, while another
pierced his thigh. ‘“But he was so great a wizard
that he did not die of it after all.” He was an expert
at finding lost property, and had a recipe of his own
for catching fish.

“Once we were out fishing for salmon, but I caught
nothing. Then came Quivapik and taking the line
from me, swallowed it himself, hook and all, and
pulled it out through his navel. After that I caught
plenty.fl

Another of Takornaoq’s adventures shows some-
thing of the dreadful reality of life in these regions.

“I once met a woman who saved her own life by
eating her husband and her children.

“My husband and I were on a journey from
Igdlulik to Ponds Inlet. On the way he had a dream:
in which it seemned that a friend of his was being
eaten by his own kin. Two days after, we came to
a spot where strange sounds hovered in the air. At
first we could not make out what it was, but coming
nearer it was like the ghost of words; as it were one
trying to speak without a voice. And at last it said:

“‘I am one who can no longer live among human-
kind, for I have eaten my own kin.’

“We could hear now that it was a woman. And
we looked at each other, and spoke in a whisper,



WOMAN’S DRESS, FRONT VIEW

The sleeves are made so loose in the shoulder that when travelling in a blizzard the arms
can be drawn up out of the sleeves altogether, and crossed on the breast inside to warm
them. The band across the forehead, a woman’s principal ornament, is here made from a
piece of brass that had formed part of a telescope. The woman here shown, Ataguvtaluk,
is one of the survivors of a famine, when she lived on the bodies of her husband and children.

Blue veins show up prominently round her mouth, said to be due to her having eaten her
own flesh and blood.
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fearing what might happen to us now. Then search-
ing round, we found a little shelter built of snow
and a fragment of caribou skin. Close by was a
thing standing up; we thought at first it was a human
being, but saw it was only a rifle stuck in the snow.
But all this time the voice was muttering. And go-
ing nearer again we found a human head, with the
flesh gnawed away. And at last, entering into the
shelter, we found the woman seated on the floor.
Her face was turned towards us and we saw that
blood was trickling from the corners of her eyes; so
greatly had she wept.

“‘Kikaq’ (a gnawed bone) she said, ‘I have eaten
my husband and my children!’

““She was but skin and bone herself, and seemed
to have no life in her. And she was almost naked,
having eaten most of her clothing. My husband
~ bent down over her, and she said:

“‘I have eaten him who was your comrade when
he lived.’

“And my husband answered: ‘You had the will
to live, and so you are still alive.’

“Then we put up our tent close by, cutting off
a piece of the fore-curtain to make a shelter for the
woman; for she was unclean, and might not be in
the same tent with us. And we gave her frozen

caribou meat to eat, but when she had eaten a mouth-
ful or so, she fell to trembling all over, and could eat
Nno more.

“We ceased from our journey then, and turned
back to Igdlulik, taking her with us, for she had a
brother there. She is still alive to this day and mar-
ried to a great hunter, named Igtussarssua, and she
is his favorite wife, though he had one before.

“But that is the most terrible thing I have known
in all my life.”



CHAPTER III
A WIZARD AND HIS HOUSEHOLD

I RETURNED to headquarters on Danish Island

full of excitement over the promise of my first
reconnoitring expedition. Contact with these shore
tribes convinced me that farther back, in the “Bar-
ren Grounds” of the American Continent I should
find people still more interesting, and that our ex-
pedition would be able not only to bear to the world
the first intimate picture of the life of a little known
people, but also to produce evidence of the origin
and migrations of all the Eskimo Tribes.

The key to these mysteries would be found in
hitherto unexplored ruins of former civilizations on
the shores adjacent to the Barren Grounds, and in
the present-day customs of isolated aborigines who
were themselves strangers alike to the white man
and to the Greenland Eskimos I knew so well.

The ““Barren Grounds,” as they have long been
called, are great tracts of bare, untimbered land
between Hudson Bay and the Arctic Coast. Though
forming part of the great continent of America, they
are among the most isolated and inaccessible portions
of the globe. It is for this reason that the most
primitive and uncivilized tribes are still to be found
there. Despite the zeal with which hunters and

18
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traders ever seek to penetrate into unknown regions,
the natural obstacles here have hitherto proved an
effective barrier, and the territory is known only
in the barest outline. On the north, there are the
ramifications of the Arctic Ocean, permanently filled
with ice, to bar the way. On the south, and to some
extent also on the west, lie great trackless forests,
where travelling is slow and difficult, the only prac-
ticable route being along the little known rivers.
Only from Hudson Bay has the east coast of the
Barren Grounds been accessible for modern forms of
transport. And even here the waters are so hampered
with ice that they are reckoned to be navigable for
only two or three months a year. These natural
obstacles, however, which have kept others away,
were all to our advantage, because they have kept
the tribes of Eskimos I intended to visit uncontam-
inated by white civilization, imprisoned within their
swampy tundras, unaltm'ed in all their primitive
character. '

Wewerenowabletoplanmzrﬁrstywsworkm
these regions. Near our headquarters we found a
few old cairns and rough stone shelters built by the
Eskimos of earlier days for the purpose of hunting
caribou with bow and arrow. We were convinced
that the excavation of these ruins would be well
worth while. .The natives we had now met explained
that these ruins originated with a mysterious race
of “giants,” called Tunit.

We divided up our work as follows: Mathiassen,
with Kaj Birket-Smith was first to visit Captain
Cleveland, to acquire preliminary information, and
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then Birket-Smith would travel on south, to investi-
gate the problem of the early relations between the
Indians and the Eskimos. Mathiassen’s first assign-
ment was to go with Peter Freuchen to the north,
to map shores of Baffinland, and study people on
whom no reliable information existed. Then, on
his return, he was to excavate among the ruins we
had found.

I was to study the inland Eskimos, with special
reference to the spiritual side of their culture. The
Eskimo members of the party were divided among
the several sub-expeditions as needed, and two of
them would remain on guard at the headquarters
camp.

We had a pretty good supply of pemmican, both
for ourselves and for the dogs, as well as canned goods,
which would form the basis of our provisions. We
had to supplement it, however, with fresh meat.
We were told that Cape Elizabeth, toward the north,
was a good spot for walrus at this time of year, and
I therefore went off with Miteq and two of the local
natives to. try our luck. We set out on the 11th of
January. Despite some difficulty, owing to snow,
which drifted thickly at times, we had some exciting
caribou hunting on the ice during the first two days.
The thermometer stood at about minus 50 C. (63
F.) and every time we picked up our guns with the
naked hand the cold steel took the skin off. .

We purchased some stores of meat at Lyon Inlet,
and devoted a few days to fetching these; after which
we set out again to the Northward to find the village.
None of us knew exactly where it was, as the natives
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had not yet moved down to the coast, but were en-
camped some way inland where they had been en-
gaged on their autumn caribou hunting.

The 27th of January was fine, but cold; it was
bright starlight towards the close of the journey,
but we had had a long and tiring day, and wished
for nothing better than to find shelter without having
to build it ourselves.

Suddenly out of the darkness ahead shot a long
sledge with the wildest team I have ever seen.
Fifteen white dogs racing down at full speed, with
six men on the sledge. They came down on us at
such a pace that we felt the wind of them as they
drew alongside. A little man with a large beard,
completely covered with ice, leapt out and came to-
wards me, holding out his hand white man’s fashion.
Then halting, he pointed inland to some snow huts.
His keen eyes were alight with vitality as he uttered
the ringing greeting: ‘‘Qujangnamik’ (thanks to
the coming guests).

This was Aua, the angakoqg. ‘

Observing that my dogs were tired after “their
day’s run, he invited me to change over to his sledge,
and quietly, but with authority, told off one of the
young men in his party to attend to mine. Aua’s
dogs gave tongue violently, eager to be off again and
get home to their meal; and soon we were racing
away towards the village. A brief dash at break-
neck speed, and we arrived at the verge of a big lake,
where snow huts with gut windows sent out a warm
glow of welcome.

The women came out to greet us, and Aua’s wife,
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Orulo, led me into the house. It was, indeed, a
group of houses, cleverly built together, a real piece
of architecture in snow, such as I had never yet seen.
Five huts, boldly arched, joined in a long passage
with numerous storehouses built out separately,
minor passages uniting one chamber with another,
so that one could go all over the place without ex-
posure to the weather. The various huts thus
united served to house sixteen people in all. Orulo
took me from one to another, introducing the occu-
pants. They had been living here for some time
now, and the heat had thawed the inner surface of
the walls, forming icicles that hung down gleaming
in the soft light of the blubber lamp. It looked more
like a cave of stalactites than an ordinary snow hut,
and would have looked chilly but for the masses of
thick, heavy caribou skin spread about.

Through these winding passages, all lit with tiny
blubber lamps, we went from room to room, shaking
hands with one after another of the whole large
family. There was Aua’s eldest son Nataq, with
his wife, and the youngest son Ijarak who lived with
his fifteen-year-old sweetheart; there was Aua’s aged
sister Natseq with her son, son-in-law and a flock of
children; and finally, out in the farthest end of the
main passage, the genial Kuvdlo with his wife and
a newborn infant. |

It was the first time I had visited so large a house-
hold, and I was much impressed by the patriarchal
aspect of the whole. . Aua was unquestioned master
in his own house, ordering the comings and goings
and doings of all, but he and his wife addressed each
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other and the rest with the greatest kindness, and
not a little fun; an atmosphere of genial good humor
was evident throughout.

Hot tea, in unlimited quantity, was welcome after
our long hours in the cold, and this being followed by
a large, fat freshly cooked hare, it was not long before
appetite gave way to ease, and we settled ourselves
comfortably among the soft and pleasant smelling
caribou skins.

We explained that we had come down to hunt
walrus, and the news was greeted with acclamation
by our host and his party. They had been thinking
of doing the same themselves, and it was now sug-
gested that the whole village should move down to
some snowdrifts on the lowlying land at Cape
Elizabeth. They had been hunting inland all the
summer, and there were numerous good meat depots
established in the neighborhood. There was oil
enough to warm up the houses for a while, but the
last bag of blubber had already been opened.  We
decided therefore to go hunting on the ice. It was
necessary first of all, however, to spend one day in
fetching in stores of caribou meat from the depots,
as there was no saying how long it might be before
we procured any other.

On the day of the final move, all were up betimes
and busily at work. Pots and dishes and kitchen
utensils generally were trundled out through the
passages, with great bales of caribou skins, some
new and untouched, others more or less prepared,
and huge unwieldly bundles of clothing, men’s,
women's and children’s. The things had not seemed
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to take up much room within doors, where every-
thing had its place and use, but the whole collection
stacked outside in the open air looked as cumbrous
and chaotic, as unmistakably “moving” as the
worldly goods of any city and surburban family
waiting on the pavement for the furniture van.

Just at the last moment, when the sledges were
loaded up to the full, and the teams ready to start,
I had the good fortune to witness a characteristic
little ceremony; the initiation of an infant setting
out on its first journey into the world.

An opening appeared somewhere at the back of
Kuvdlo’s house, and through it came crawling Mrs.
Kuvdlo with the little new-born infant in her arms.
She planted herself in front of the hut and stood
waiting until Aua appeared. Aua, of course, was
the spiritual shepherd of the flock. He stepped
forward towards the child, bared its head, and plac-
ing his lips close to its face, uttered the following
heathen equivalent of a morning prayer:

I rise up from rest,

Moving swiftly as the raven’s wing
I rise up to meet the day—
Wa-wa.

“My face is turned from the dark of night
My gaze toward the dawn,
Toward the whitening dawn.”

It was the child’s first journey, and the morning
hymn was a magic formula to bring it luck through
life.
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The winter ice extends some miles out from the
shore, to all intents and purposes as firm as land.
Then comes the water, with pack ice drifting this
way and that according to wind and current. When
the wind is blowing off shore, holes appear in the ice
just at the edge, and the walrus follow these, diving
down to the bottom to feed.

Aua and I had settled ourselves, like the others,
in comparative shelter behind a hummock of ice,
with a good view all round. The vigil was by no
means monotonous; there was something going on
all the time, calling up memories of past hunting.
The pack ice was in constant movement, surging and
straining and groaning at every check. Now and
then a gap would appear, and the naked water sent
up a freezing mist like blue smoke, through which
we could just discern the black shapes of the walrus
rising to breathe. We could hear their long, slow
gasp—and then down they went to the:r feeding
grounds below.

Wehadbothexpe:mmdﬁaﬂmanyatmebefore,
and the familiar sights and sounds loosened our
tongues in recollection.

“Men and the beasts are much alike,” said Aua
sagely. “And so it was our fathers believed that
men could be animals for a time, then men again.”
So he told the story of a bear he had once observed,
hunting walrus like a human being, creeping up and
taking cover, till it got within range, when it flung
a huge block of ice that struck its victim senseless.

Then suddenly Aua himself gave a start—he had
been keeping a good look out all the time—and
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pointed to where Miteq was standing with his har-
poon raised. Just ahead of him was a tiny gap in
the ice, the merest puddle, with barely room for the
broad back of a walrus that now appeared. Miteq
waited till the head came up, and then, before the
creature had time to breathe, drove his harpoon deep
into the blubber of its flank. There was a gurgle
of salt water, a fountain of spray flung out over the
ice, and the walrus disappeared. But Miteq had
already thrust his ice-axe through the loop at the
end of his harpoon line, and the walrus was held.

We hurried up and helped to haul it in, despatched
it, and set about the work of cutting up. This was
completed before dark, and when we drove in that
night to the new snow palace at Itibleriang, I was
proud to feel that one of my own party had given
these professionals a lead on their own ground.

There was great rejoicing at our arrival; a full-
grown walrus means meat and blubber for many
days, and this was the first day we had been out.
There was no longer any need to stint the blubber
for the lamps, and there was food in plenty for our-
selves and the dogs.

A well-stocked larder sets one’s mind at rest, and
one feels more at liberty to consider higher things.
Also, our surroundings generally were comfortable
enough. The new snow hut was not quite as large
as the former, and lacked the fantastic icicle adorn-
ment within; but it was easier to make it warm and
cosy. The main portion, the residence of Aua and
his wife, was large enough to sleep twenty with ease.
Opening out of this, through a lofty portal, was a



A WIZARD AND HIS HOUSEHOLD 27

kind of entrance hall, where you brush off the snow
before coming in to the warmth of the inner apart-
ment. On the opposite side again was a large, light
annex, accommodating two families. Aslongasthere
was blubber enough, seven or eight lamps were kept
burning, and the place was so warm that one could
go about half naked and enjoy it.

Which shows what can be made out of a snowdrift
when you know how to go about it.

Aua gave me leave to ask questions, and promised
to answer them. And I questioned him accordingly,
chiefly upon matters of religion, having already per-
ceived that the religious ideas of these people must
be in the main identical with those of the Greenland
Eskimo.

A prominent character in the Greenland mythol-
ogy is the Mistress of the Sea, who lives on the floor
of the ocean. I asked Aua to tell me all he could
about her. Nothing loath, he settled himself to the
task, and with eloquent gestures and a voice that
rose and fell in accord with the tenor of his theme,
he told the story of the goddess of meat from the
sea.

Briefly, it is as follows: There was once a girl
who refused all offers of marriage, until at last she
was enticed away by a petrel disguised as a handsome
young man. After living with him for some time,
she was rescued by her father, but the petrel, setting
out in pursuit, raised a violent storm, and the father,in
terror, threw the girl overboard to lighten the boat.
She clung to the side, and he chopped off, first the tips
of her fingers, then the other joints, and finally the
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wrists. And the joints turned into scal and walrus
as they fell into the sea. But the girl sank to the
bottom, and lives there now, and rules over all the
creatures of the sea. She is called Takanaluk Arna-
luk; and it is her father who is charged with the
punishment of those who have sinned on earth, and
arc not yet allowed to enter the land of the dead.

I enquired then as to this land of the dead, and
the general arrangements for their after-life. This
falls mainly into two parts,

When a human being dies, the soul leaves the carth,
and goes to one or the other of two distinet regions.
Some souls go up into heaven and become Uvdlor-
miut, the People of Day. Their country lics over
towards the dawn. Others again go down under
the sea, where there is a narrow belt of land with
water on cither side.  These are called Qimiujarmiut,
the People of the Narrow Land.  But in cither place
they arc happy and at case, and there is always plenty
to eat,

‘Those who pass to the Land of Day are people who
have been drowned, or murdered. It is said that
the Land of Day is the land of glad and happy souls.
It is a great country, with many caribou, and the
people there live only for pleasure. They play ball
most of the time, playing at football with the skull
of a walrus, and laughing and singing as they play.
It is this game of the souls playing at ball that we
can sce in the sky as the northern lights.

The greater among the angakogqs, or wizards, often
O up on a visit to the People of Day, just fur pleasure,
Such are called Pavungnartut, which means, those
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who rise up to heaven. The wizard preparing to
set out on such a journey is placed at the back of the
bench in his hut, with a curtain of skin to hide him
from view. His hands must be tied behind his back,
and his head lashed fast to his knees; he wears
breeches, but nothing more, the upper part of his
body being bare. When he is thus tied up, the men
who have tied him take fire from the lamp on the
point of a knife and pass it over his head, ‘drawing
rings in the air, and saying at the same time: “Nior-
ruarniartoq aifale” (Let him who is going on a visit
now be carried away).

Then all the lamps are extinquished, and all those
present close their eyes. So they sit for a long while
in deep silence. But after a time strange sounds are
heard about the place; throbbing and whispering
sounds; and then suddenly comes the voice of the
wizard himself crying loudly:

“Halala—halalale halala—halalale!”

And those present then must answer “ale—ale—
ale.”” Then there is a rushing sound, and all know
that an opening has been made, like the blowhole
of a seal, through which the soul of the wizard can
fly up into heaver, aided by all the stars that once
were men. "

Often the wizard will remain away for some time,
and in that case, the guests will entertain themselves
meanwhile by singing old songs, but keeping their
eyes closed all the time. It is said that there is
great rejoicing in the Land of Day when a wizard
comes on a visit. The people there come rushing out
of their houses all at once; but the houses have no
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doors for going in or out, the souls just pass through
the walls where they please, or through the roof,
coming out without making even a hole. And
though they can be seen, yet they are as if made of
nothing. They hurry towards the newcomer, glad
to greet him and make him welcome, thinking that
it is the soul of a dead man that comes, and one of
themselves. But when he says “Putdlaliuvunga’
(I am still a creature of flesh and blood) they turn
sorrowfully away.

He stays there awhile, and then returns to earth,
where his fellows are awaiting him, and tells of all
he has seen. (

The souls that pass to the Narrow Land are those
of people who died of sickness in house or tent. They
are not allowed to go straight up into the land of
souls, because they have not been purified by violent
death; they must first go down to Takanalukarnaluk
under the sea, and do penance for their sins. When
all their penance is completed, then they go either
to the Land of Day or stay in the Narrow Land, and
live there as happily as those who are without sin.

The Narrow Land is not like the Land of Day; it
is a coast land, with all manner of sea creatures in
abundance, and there is much hunting, and all de-
light in it.

I enquired whether the wizards did not make other
excursions into the supernatural, for some special
purpose. Aua informed me that this was the case,
and kindly gave me further details.

Should the hunting fail at any season, causing a
dearth of meat, then it is the business of the Angakoq
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to seek out the Mistress of the Sea and persuade her
to release some of the creatures she is holding back.
The preparations for such a journey are exactly the
same as in the case of a visit to the Land of Day,
already described. The wizard sits, if in winter, on
the bare snow, in summer, on the bare earth. He
remains in meditation for a while, and then invokes
his helping spirits, crying again and again:

“Tagfa arqutinilerpoqg—tagfa neruvtulerpog!”
(The way is made ready for me; the way is opening
before me.)

Whereupon all those present answer in chorus:
“Taimalilerdle” (let it be so).

Then, when the helping spirits have arrived, the
earth opens beneath the wizard where he sits; often,
however, only to close again; and he may have to
strive long with hidden forces before he can finally
cry that the way is open. When this is announced,
those present cry together: - Let the way be open,
let there be way for him! Then comes a voice close
under the ground: “halala—he—he—he” and again
farther off under the passage, and again still farther
and ever farther away until at last it is no longer
heard; and then all know that the wizard is on his
way to the Mistress of the Sea.

Meantime, those in the house sing spirit songs in
chorus to pass the time. It may happen that the
clothes which the wizard has taken off come to life
of themselves, and fly about over the heads of the
singers, who must keep their eyes closed all the time.
And one can hear the sighing and breathing of souls
long dead. All the lamps have been put out, and the

















































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































