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Approaching Corner Brook. L to R: P. Bloomer, L. Chapman,
The Skipper in very characteristic pose, D. Dunlop,
C. Seymour cutting the chief's hair, Charlie Smith.

Gordon Anstey











13A

Columnar basalt, Henley Harbour

Charlie Smith and I, Henley Harbour
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wood and heard nothing. Gordon made good progress across the current but
he was carried past the island at a distance of 20 or 30 feet and there
was no way he could swim back to it against that current. Perforce he had
to carry on towards the river bank beyond, but by now he was tiring and was
being carried more rapidly downstream. He would swim for an interval and
then shout for help; soon he would swim for an interval, shout, and then
sink. Several times he sank, and then I saw him stand up, apparently on a
boulder. But he was in water up to his shoulders and the current washed
him off the boulder, so he started the swim, shout, sink routine again. By
this time, I and my canoe were disappearing around a bend in the river. I
saw him sink once after he left the boulder, rise and begin swimming again.
Then I was out of sight. When he shouted the next time, the shout ended
in a gurgling sound.

Meanwhile, I was riding the canoe downstream and was thoroughly
thankful for the hours we had spent as boys playing in a water-filled dory
on Trout River. Like the dory, the canoe was right side up, upside down,
pitching one end up and then the other, but, like the dory, it was no
problem to stay on, or in, it as was appropriate at any instant. It was
obvious that I would have to swim ashore, and the "logans" I was wearing
were obviously not going to make swimming easier.
So I used my sheath knife to cut the laces and
dropped the boots. It was immediately obvious also
that such was not a wise move; my feet began to be
numb almost as soon as the cold water touched them.

As I came around the bend, however,
rescue came in sight. Dunlop, with his plane table,
was on the bank and Charlie Smith and Bill Chaffey,
with the dory, were farther downstream and acting as
his rodmen. At first, Don didn't recognize the
source of the shouts from the river, but a quick
look through his telescope made everything only too
clear. Some furious signalling alerted Smith and
Chaffey, who lay onto their oars .and, in short order,
picked me off the canoe and took me ashore. Chaffey
never used profanity, but as they approached he-was
standing, facing forward, rowing like the good New-
foundlander he is, and cursing fluently and with
feeling. He cursed the canoe, the dory, the river,
Claude Howse, the government of Newfoundland, me, the weather, and many other
things. A most remarkable reaction.

I told them I thought Gordon had drowned and sent them off to see
if they could find him. They found him on the river bank, near where I had
last seen him. He was able to walk, and they accompanied him back to camp.
On the way they had to cross a little trickle of water coming out of the
bank; Gordon refused to cross until they demonstrated it was safe. They took
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felt we were now becoming real Arctic explorers. I'm not sure what we
thought we were doing— moving the ice? protecting the propeller?—but
we had a great time at the rail, armed with oars or anything that would
serve as a pole, and pushing at the ice cakes alongside. The Skipper ignored
us, possibly on the ground that, though we weren't doing any good, we weren't
doing any harm either.

After 50 years I wonder at communication between the chief and
The Skipper. The chief was down with his engine. My memory says there was
one bell signal to go ahead and another to go astern. There may have been
two for each, i.e. slow ahead and full ahead, and corresponding slow and
full astern, and there must have been one for stop. However the chief man-
aged to interpret the signals, the ship would ease up and just kiss the ice.
Sometimes the engine would push very gently; at others it would run at full
power. Sometimes it would push gently at first and then run up to full power.
I suppose, from the sequence of engine orders, the chief would have some
picture of what was going on and what The Skipper was trying to do, but from
this distance it is almost as if one was in some way communicating the fine
details of the orders to the other. And he certainly could not do that with
the bell signals.

Iceberg off Henley Hbr.

The next day we got out of Indian Harbour but only made about six
miles before the ice forced us into Sloop Cove, where four other schooners
were also ice bound. The following day the main ice field was about ten miles
off shore, but with much relatively loose ice inside that. The main ice
field breaks up any swells and the water inside it is absolutely calm, which
makes for very pleasant sailing on a sunny day.
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At Indian Harbour we learned about sailing directions for the
coast, and about how they were then compiled. We did not have a radio
transmitter in 1946, but we did have a receiver. Every evening this brought
aboard the skipper of every vessel present in the harbour so he could hear
"Gerald Doyle's News" from St. John's. This reported briefly on the general
news and then reported the really important news— what vessels were in what
harbours and how many quintals of fish each had secured. This would be dis-
cussed briefly by The Skipper and our guests. The conversation in the cabin
then drifted to sailing tracks. One captain would describe his approach to
Windy Tickle, for example, and the sailing marks he used. Another would
comment, and recite the marks he had used for the same passage; sometimes
that would include the rueful admission that on that track he had hit a reef.
And so on, till everyone who wished had had his say. That would usually
remind someone of another place and time and the process of analysis and
reminiscence would repeat. It was very clear that on this coast, where there
were no published sailing directions, the individual skipper relied upon his
memory of his own experiences and those of his colleagues.

Ice at Indian Harbour. We came in through this.

At Indian Harbour we also learned that ice is not to be trifled
with. Another schooner tried to force a way through the ice in the harbour,
broke the propeller, and was then left dependent on sails alone.

According to Nordau we left Sloop Cove at 10:10 a.m., 25 June,
travelling inside the ice and, according to my weather report for midnight
GMT, we spent the night of 25/26 at Adlavik Harbour. From there the
following day we reached Hopedale.
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Zach's motor demonstrated for us the day after their return. We
went to Tabor Island to visit a quarry where Grenfellhad hoped to be able
to produce a colourful building stone as an additional revenue for the
people of Nain. The motor stopped several times on the return journey, but
Zach's cheerful comment each time was: "Just a little bit of trouble. Get
her going bye and bye." I no longer remember what his problem was — probably
ignition but his repairs seemed to involve mostly safety pins and string.

Zach and Tobias on Tessisoak

Zach, with a brand new engine, was my boatman at Ramah in 1947.
He was a convenience and our insurance and I am sure that, if he had been
required to take us back to civilization, he would have done so very capably
indeed and without even wiping the grin off his face.

All of the labradorite that has been lying around our house, in
Bobbie's planters and in Geof's fish tanks, came from Tabor Island, and much
of it from a single crystal about sixteen feet long. I took one specimen
with the intention of cutting a pair of tear-drop earrings for Bobbie. Because
of the cleavage in the mineral I never had the nerve to cut them, nor did
Bobbie, even in her most enthusiastic days as a lapidary.
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The Skipper working ice, on approach to
Rowsell Harbour. Mount Dalhousie behind him.

The sea trout came into the harbour at this time, in pursuit
of the capelin I think. They were easy to see in the shallow water in front
of the camp and we set a short net there to get some trout for the table.
When Andrew Mullet found that we liked sea trout, he proceeded to serve sea
trout three times a day. Yes, it is possible to get sick and tired of trout,
even though these were very good.

Rowsell Harbour and Mount Quartzite in the background.
Our tents show as tiny white specks at the head of the
harbour.
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Mount Razorback and a pocket glacier.

Four Peaks
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At Ryan's Bay we were fog-bound for three days. That was followed
by one day when we sailed through patches of fog between Ryan's Bay and Clark's
Harbour, where we had two more days of fog. Clambering around on the rocks
at Clark's Harbour we came upon a pile of boulders that had apparently been
arranged as a grave. In it we found a skull, all that remained of the
deceased, whom we promptly named Joe Mukkluk. (Mukkluk is a sealskin boot.)
Douglas took the skull back to Halifax and gave it to the Medical School at
Dalhousie. Some months later, Dr. Saunders, the professor of Anatomy,
reported that he had measured the skull; no doubt it was that of an Eskimo,
but there had been a Caucasian somewhere in his ancestry.

In his impatience to get away from Clark's Harbour, GVD decided
to try Milligan again, despite his poor performance as a single-observer
forecaster at Paradise River. Douglas volunteered to read the barometer
every hour and I could plot this to see what was going on. We did that, and
added wind direction and speed; there was no other weather element we could
use, because all we could see was fog. I plotted the hourly observations and
separated them by the amount and direction suggested by the wind speed; this
was more or less assuming we were in the warm sector of a depression and
moving the centre of the depression at a rate equal to that of the wind on the
warm sector. Whatever other mental gymnastics I went through, I have now
forgotten, but I told GVD that the fog would probably clear by morning. It
did, and he thought I was a fine forecaster. I had concluded we were in a
weak depression with its centre north of us. When we returned to Halifax, I
told this story to Rube Hornstein and he was kind enough to dig the appropriate
chart out of his files. Sure enough, there was an occluding depression north
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Martin Sturges and GCM at Chidley

Thomas and Robert between islands at Cape Chidley
13 August, 1946
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On the summit of Mount Dalhousie

Torngat's Castle. A cliff on Mount Dalhousie.
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Rowsell Harbour to Cartwright

From Rowsell Harbour we made an overnight stop at Saglek on
15 August, and then went on to Hebron. Again Siegfried Hettasch gave us
the use of the schoolroom and we spent that day and half of the next on
working up our maps. We learned that Dick had died. From Hebron we went back
to our old anchorage at Anchorstock, which is reached via Mugford Tickle.

Hebron, from the anchorage

Between Hebron and Mugford Tickle, we passed to seaward of the
Kaumajet Mountains, which include Mount Brave and the Bishop's Mitre. In
Forbes1 party that explored the northern coast for the American Geographical
Society in 1931, was N. E. Odell, a geologist and mountaineer, who climbed
both peaks of the Bishop's Mitre on 21 August of that year. He found the
eastern peak to be 3750 feet high, and the western 3700. He estimated Mt.
Brave to be 4200 feet. The cleft between the two peaks of the Bishop's Mitre
is due to erosion of a basic dyke and is 300 feet deep. In his description in
the Geographical Journal, in 1933, Odell commented that "the view from the
gap down a continuous 3000-foot icy couloir to the sea was as impressive
a sight as the writer can recall." This is a remarkable comment from a man
who, in 1924, had been at 28,000 feet on Everest!

As we approached Mugford Tickle, The Skipper was feeling relaxed
and reminiscent; he told me of one of his experiences there many years before.
Off the north end of the tickle is Nennoktok (White Bear) Island, which The
Skipper called "Nannytuck." As a young skipper, he was on his way south in
the fall with his summer's catch of fish, and he stopped for the night with
many other schooners in the small harbour on "Nannytuck". As The Skipper
described it: "I had a feeling we were going to get a blow, so I spread
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Bishop's Mitre to left, Mt. Brave to the right.

both anchors and put two lines ashore from the starn." During the night it
blew. At dawn, his was one of half a dozen schooners still afloat. The
Skipper said they spent the next ten days searching up and down the coast.
They found wreckage for a hundred miles or more, but very few survivors. As
I remember his story, about a hundred vessels were wrecked.

That a hundred vessels should be wrecked in one storm seemed to
me to be a bit dubious, and I have good reason to know that my memory is not
reliable, so I had doubts about that figure. From what we saw on the coast
in 1946, that number would probably represent more than half the fleet. In
casual conversation with John Samson, however, he mentioned that in earlier
days, and even when he was on the Labrador in the 1930's, as many as 5000
vessels would be on the coast during the fishing season. In that case, the
loss of 100 vessels concentrated in a relatively small area does not seem
to be so unlikely.

My weather report for 1800 GMT (1430 Nfld Time) puts us on the
east side of Okkak Islands and Nordau's diary says we arrived at Cutthroat
Harbour at 1630, so that harbour must be nearby. For us its claim to fame is
that an Eskimo had shot a walrus that day. Of course, we had never seen a
walrus before, and we were impressed by tusks 18 inches long and by the size
of the animal. Estimates by the locals ran from 900 pounds to "a ton".
Walrus apparently are sufficiently rare that this was a major event in the
harbour. I quote Nordau about the harbour's other claim to fame: "This is
the northern Cut Throat and is famous as the village of the red-headed
Eskimos."
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Fishing fleet anchored at Cutthroat

Nordau's diary also reminds me of the exasperation of the Mora-
vians at Nain over the ignorance of the people in St. John's. At Nain,
many of the dogs had died of an ailment resembling distemper. This was a
very serious matter for the dogs were winter transportation, and Dr. Hettasch
appealed to St. John's for guidance about treatment. The advice he got was:
"Clean the kennels, isolate the sick dogs, and wash the dishes each time the
dogs are fed." In reality, the dogs sleep in the snow in winter and in the
open in the summer, and feeding involves throwing to them frozen fish or meat
in winter and whatever is handy in summer.

Nordau records that, between Nain and Hopedale, The Skipper gave
us a test; Nordau was to splice an eye and I was to do a short splice in a
piece of one-inch rope. I don't think this was new to either of us, and we
surprised, and pleased, him by doing a reasonable job. I do remember, how-
ever, that either that day or later, he gave us the job of a long splice in
a rope about three inches in diameter, and composed of seven strands. What
to do with the seventh strand in the core of the rope?? We married one end
of it into the other in some clumsy way, and then dealt with the remaining
six in the usual fashion. The Skipper examined the result, nodded, and
seemed to approve, but I noticed that the next time he needed a large rope
he did NOT use that one!

At Hopedale we took on fuel oil and then sailed for Aillik.

By 2030 the weather was miserable, and getting worse. The Skipper suddenly
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decided he had had enough and that we should spend the night at Turnavik. A
90° change of course and we headed straight for what appeared to be a sheer
cliff. As we approached, however, a narrow channel came into view and we
slid through it into a small enclosed basin. In Nordau's photograph, the
entrance channel looks respectable, but in my memory it is hardly wider than
the Thomas and Robert . Nordau records that the whole village came aboard—
all five of them.

Turnavik

At Cape Strawberry, we spent 23 and 24 August mapping the geology.
The weather was sunny and, Nordau says, "hot". (The 0830 temperature was
52.8° F.) At the end of this pleasant day, Nordau and I did one of our regular
observaions of the sun to determine the amount of magnetic declination. (The
mice have since chewed up my notebook, so I don't know the result.)

At Strawberry also we had what is probably the briefest swim on
record. Near where we were doing the solar observation was a hollow in the
nearly horizontal surface of the granite, and water had collected in it to
form a pool a few inches deep. After this "hot" sunny day the water in the
pool was warm and so were we. After we finished our solar measurements, we
stripped, got into the pool, and lathered ourselves up. It was wonderful!
The quick way to remove the soap was to jump into the sea, which was only a
few feet away. Nordau went first, dived in, emerged a few yards from shore,
swam quickly back — it required only a half-dozen strokes and climbed out.
I did the same thing. As The Skipper would have said: "Lard Jasus, b'y, it
was cold!!" I doubt that either of us was in the water more than ten seconds.
We had been busy with the sun and had not noticed a great iceberg about a
half mile away. (Our sea thermometer had been broken long before, so I have no
record of the water temperature.)
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Bathing on the T & R

At Strawberry The Skipper got back to fishing. He sent Mat-tin
Sturges, the mate, off with a dory and a cod jigger, and when we returned
to the schooner in the evening, he had a splitting table rigged and was busy
splitting "feesh", with Martin and Pat Douglas to help him. He was as pleased
as if someone had added ten years to his life. I don't remember where he
found the salt for the fish, but as we went south they were spread to dry
each day on the roof of the cabin and the wheelhouse.

Cartwright to St. John's
We still had to see that mica prospect on Paradise River, but this

time we did not mess about with blind exploration. At Cartwright was a
"livyere" who knew where it is and he agree to lead us to it. I have an
impression that he was, in fact, one of the owners of the prospect. The
party consisted of our guide, Douglas, Goodman -and I with two canoes.

The black flies were still out, though this was 27 August, and they
are my most vivid memory of this episode. Nordau says our guide's name was
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Pat, The Skipper and Martin splitting fish.

Lethbridge, and he carried one canoe over the two-mile portage from where we
left the schooner. We had all our boys to carry the other canoe, motor, gas,
etc., etc. Before we started, we were all anointing ourselves with insect
repellant but, when we offered it, Lethbridge refused. His comment was: "I've
tried them all. None are any good." He picked up his canoe, put it on his
shoulders, and marched off, leading the whole party. He carried the canoe for
two miles across the muskeg without a pause, no mean feat in itself. En route,
from brushing against small bushes, his shirt had come open down his front.
When he put the canoe down and turned around, he presented a sight I have
never seen again; his chest was literally dripping blood from the insect
bites. I must say this gave a different sense to the entry in one of Logan's
reports from Gaspe in 1843, where he remarked that: "We washed off the blood
and then had breakfast." (He had already travelled several miles to examine
a hilltop.)

According to Nordau, we left the schooner after noon, and were
across the portage by 3:00 p.m. Our outboard drove one canoe and towed the
other, while we spent the next four hours travelling along the length of a
narrow lake. Four hours suggests we travelled at least 16 or 18 miles.
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Mt. Dalhousie from Cirque Peak, 18 July, 1946

An Eskimo in a seal-skin kyak at Ramah




































































































