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    The Arctic has many hard working, dedicated, professional workers. The authour would like to thank them for supporting his 'unusual' projects: Chuck T., Chuck A., Dennis P., Fiona O'., Sandy M., Sue B., Bert R., Dick S., Terry H., Greg H., Luke M., Trudy P., Mike P., Nick N., Hilary, Nolan S., … Sorry—I probably missed thanking a few. I was lucky to meet you.
But mostly Lisi Qavik—boundless energy, skills, and true representative of Inuit Culture. A treasure on a small, isolated, wind-swept island in Hudson Bay.
After working and living for decades in small communities in Africa and Arctic Canada, I am constantly reminded that talented and enthusiastic people are universal, especially in small communities. If you find them, support them.
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Chapter 1: BURIED SECRET
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On December 22, 1982, a King Air medical plane charter, with two pilots and one passenger, took off from the Belcher Island airport, heading to Winnipeg. It climbed over the hill at the end of the airfield, rose in the sky, leveled off, and suddenly turned nose down and drove into the three feet deep-sea ice in Hudson Bay at full speed. The loss of radio communication from the plane to the airport tower caused the local radio station to notify the community that the plane lost contact and might be in stress. A slew of snowmobiles searched the area over a wide area, with no discovery of the plane. Hunters waiting quietly at seal breathing holes, a great distance from the community, did not see any sight of the plane, which would be easily spotted in a clear blue sky when it headed to Winnipeg. Hunters suggested that the plane was under the ice.

Canadian Air Force in Trenton scrambled a Hercules plane to search for the plane. Numerous transverses of the area revealed no trace of a plane either on the sea ice or on land. But, a small group of experienced hunters, dressed in bulging coats of eider down and fur-lined parkas, found a small lime-yellow piece of metal stuck in the ice, hidden under drifting snow and notified the air-searching pilots. The pilots said it was the internal color of the fuselage and would be the missing plane.

Numerous hunters appeared with ice chisels and removed their parkas to prevent overheating, as the area around the colorful metal was uncovered. Young men dropped into the hole and shoveled out the chipped ice. The hole enlarged and the tail of the plane, stuck in the ice just under the surface was badly mangled. The men increased the size of the hole, hoping to pull the complete plane out of the water. After probing the water with long poles, it appeared that only the back half of the plane was lodged in the ice; the engine with the pilots had broken off and was on the bottom of the bay. Ropes were placed around the broken fuselage and attached to snowmobiles. Poles under the plane rested on the ice and guided the wreck as it slowly emerged from the ice.

The hunters watched in amazement as the only passenger in the plane, Alex Tee, still strapped in his seat, slowly emerged from the water headfirst. Alex’s blue parka was still intact, glove on his hands, toque on his head as well as both his running shoes in place. The chunk of the tail cleared the water and slowly tipped to the side, with the corpse, bound to the seat, twisted to the ice on its side. The men rocked the seat; the metal attached it to the floor of the plane detached and Alex in his seat, rolled awkwardly on the ice.

As the hunters looked at this bound passenger, draining water, they had no idea that Alex might possess a secret to solve a 400 hundred year mystery. Alex knew he had a valuable asset, which might gain him a few dollars in Winnipeg ... enough of a feeling that he punched his hand into a concrete block wall to damage his hand and request transportation on a medical charter to Winnipeg, which was in the community. He wanted to exchange his possession for cash, making the pain endurable and unfortunately fateful.

Alex, mid-twenties, short when standing, tightly strapped in his plane seat, started to frost over, coated in a film of ice in the -25 degree temperature. Rolled and lashed onto a komatik sled and dragged by a snowmobile to the Department of Public Works garage in the hamlet, he was unceremoniously pushed onto the road for the carpenters. None of the workers volunteered to unfreeze Alex from his seat, pull him onto the road and attempt to straighten his now completely rigid body. Alex would never fit it into a regular coffin still strapped in his plane seat. So the workers estimated the size of a box that would allow Alex to be stuffed in and capped with a wooden top. 

A very large box was made for Alex out of old skidding pallets. It sat on the road as the lay minister thought about what to do with Alex ‘in a box’. Usually, a ‘normal’ corpse is placed in a wooden coffin, tailored for the size of the person, taken into the church and placed at the front for a religious ceremony. But Alex’s box would not pass through the doors of the church, so it sat unattended on the roadway outside the church. Children were discouraged from scaling the box and jumping from the top into a snow bank.

A group of workers went to the cemetery to prepare a grave to accept the box. An initial measurement had been made of the box and the workers traced out the exterior dimensions after sweeping away the snow. The soil was frozen and only sharp picks, forcefully thrust into the ground, would release and loosen the frozen soil, splashing up pieces of soil and ice into the air. After several minutes, sharing the onerous work between workers chiseling the soil, a worker was sent to measure the dimensions of the box again, as Alex rested quietly inside the box in front of the garage. The crew of diggers could not believe the ‘hole’ needed extreme excavation and took a cigarette break. The measurement-worker returned and relayed it was correct. The hard pick axing continued. After about 20 centimeters of hole-depth exposed, another worker was sent to measure the dimensions of the box again. Again the measurement was correct—the box had not shrunk. But, this time the workers decided that the box had to be made smaller and the crew left the cemetery as a group, and travelled to the public works’ garage. They told the carpentry crew to cut the sides down, rearrange Alex and reconstruct a smaller box. Once again, Alex was rolled onto the road and now he was a community attraction. Alex, at this point, was a frozen ice sickle, impossible to release him from his seat without first thawing out the body—which was not going to happen and then bending the body after releasing him from his seat. So Alex would have to travel to the ‘great beyond’ in a properly belted plane seat as a cube of ice. 

Eventually an excavated grave waited for the smaller, although still quite large, Alex ‘in a box’. Carried on the back of a pickup truck, after a church ceremony held on the road, the funeral gathering observed the box being carried, or struggled, with a crew of four strong men from the back of a pickup truck to the grave excavation. Numerous glances between the size of the hole and the size of the box led to a belief that perhaps the workers had miscalculated the hole dimensions and Alex would have to wait for more excavation. Many women placed their hands over their mouth as they expected the excavators made a mistake; they knew the measuring technician was a school dropout. The coffin was lowered with two sets of ropes and four men easing, or jiggling it down. The box tightly fit the opening, but the top of the box was exactly equal to the surface of the cemetery; apparently one vertical measure into the permafrost was inaccurate. After goodbye prayers, and moss thrown over the box, a mound of the frozen soil was heaped on the surface of the box, which would be required when the surface of the soil warmed in the summer and the box started to implode. The mound height of excavated soil could hide viewers on opposite sides of the grave.

It appeared that Alex was going to take his secret to the after world, although no one knew if he would arrive upside down in his seat—except for the carpenters who did the final orientation and push on Alex before nailing the top while standing on a short ladder.

The Gods of history intervened to trap Alex in the ice, in his seat, and prevent his sinking to the bottom of the salt water Hudson Bay and thus eliminated from pre-Canadian history, with no references in school textbooks. He rested in peace, under a high pyramid heap of dirt, which slowly collapsed in a warming global climate—dominating the cemetery—until the Gods of history stirred and resurrected his story. Alex was not forgettable.
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Chapter 2: TWO YEARS LATER
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Dr. Ekman Fransky, 65, medium height, slightly overweight, grey hair, sat at her computer in the university zoology building, composing the final pages of her draft book on the elimination of the Belphegor ‘devil’ cult worshipers discovered on Radar Island in the lower Hudson Bay a year ago. Simon and Schuster book editors were anxious to read the first draft. The discovery of the body of Jimmy Hoffa on Radar Island had caused major public interest and sales would be welcome if the book was quickly ready for sales.

Fransky’s climate research crew had discovered the bodies of several ‘devil’ cult members buried on an isolated island on the western side of Hudson Bay—Jimmy Hoffa was the most famous. Although the reason for his death and beheading was not discovered, the stuffing of his head over his genitals was considered a death of retribution, possibly due to his involvement with the Mafia and union organizing. The Belphegor cult, possibly involved with Hoffa, based out of Louisiana, with small branches throughout Canada and the United States, had basically been eliminated and several court cases discovered illegally held assets and disposed of the money and property found ...some in Canada. 

Jackson Billings, a year ago, completed his Master’s research thesis on human parasites found in fish in the high Arctic, and had attached himself to Fransky’s climate research crew for the trip to Radar Island for one summer of research. He became an integral part along with other research students and asylum seekers from the US who uncovered the Belphegor cult. Fransky held one Ph.D. position open for Jackson in the hope that he would tackle research in climate change under her supervision. She proposed a meeting with Jackson.

Jackson Billings, tall and lanky, with sinewy arms, had shown an ability to adapt to two Arctic environments without much difficulty. With long blonde hair down to his shoulders and wire-rimmed glasses, he looked like a throwback to the 1960’s hippies. With an easy-going attitude, he worked seamlessly with others, never showing frustration or anger with others with less experience. Being single and unattached to anyone, Fransky believed that he could be encouraged to challenge the research on climate change in the Arctic for four years to add a Ph.D. to his career. She figured out a strategy.

Jackson knocked on Fransky’s door and entered without waiting for a request to enter. She looked up and saved her work on her computer. “Thanks for coming Jack. You’re a hard guy to track down. I guess that you have been inundated with investigations into the cult on the island. It’s good that it is winding down. I have to finish this book.”

Jackson waved his head and smiled. “If this ever happens again, Ek, I’m going to use a small recorder and keep it around my neck. So much happened in a few weeks. It is hard to reel it off for investigators. I guess you will get me to read your book before publishing? I hope you are putting some humor in the book. I’m just starting to laugh about the summer in the last few days. What a journey.”

Fransky pushed a chair towards him. “Sure. Sit down, kid. We have to talk. You know that I want to get you into my program for a Ph.D. I have money that I have to use up and I am hoping to ... let’s say entice you ... to settle into a program.”

“Ek, you know that I’m an invertebrate zoologist. I don’t have much experience with climate change. I know there is lots of statistics to learn and I really hate evaluating and crunching numbers. Give me a scalpel and some small animals and I’m totally enthralled.”

Fransky flipped her hands to disregard his comment. “Jack, there’s a plane going to the Belcher Islands ...”

“Yeah, almost same latitude as Radar Island, but on the opposite side of the Bay. Right? It is a strange grouping of several islands. I’ve seen them on a map.”

“Yeah,” Fransky added. “A strange amalgamation of islands. In fact, one of the last areas of Canada to be visited by white men. Apparently Henry Hudson sailed past them in the early 1600s and noted them on a map. But the first actual, documented landing seemed to be Robert Flaherty, around 1911 or 1912.”

“Flaherty—is he the one who did the film Nanook of the North?”

“True. It came out around 1921. Some of the footage probably came from the Belchers, but most was from the coast of Quebec.” Fransky was surprised he knew about Nanook of the North. “How did you know about this movie? I guess you can call it an early silent documentary. Not well known by many. But popular in the 1920’s.”

“I had to take a general interest, non-scientific course as an undergrad. I had a choice between music, aboriginal culture or some other silly courses—like psychology. It was shown in the aboriginal course. The course was only pass-fail and attending the course was all that was required. It caught my interest. Surprisingly, when an opening in my parasitology course came up to do some research in the Arctic I applied and took it. Maybe the film was an omen.”

“Yeah, your Master’s supervisor, Ray, told me about you. That’s why I asked you to work with us on Radar Island, because he said that you were an excellent ‘catch’—as he described you. But Ray said he offered you a Ph.D. program and you turned it down.”

“Well, I needed a little time to think about the future. I might even leave academics and venture into construction. In my early days of university I worked with a pipeline company in the summer. Great money! But you have to travel long distances for work. Good for a single guy with transportation.”

Fransky drew her chair closer to Jackson. “Jack, the Archaeological Survey of Canada has a charter going to the Belchers next week. I know the director and he offered me two seats; I still have to pay for them, but the flight is direct from Ottawa. They need to take some resources to an archaeological survey that they are doing on the islands. The plane is scheduled to remain for three days and return.”

“Ek, you have an interest in archaeology?”

“A bit. One researcher there is Margaret Bertulli. Very good researcher and she took one of my courses. I have kept in contact with her. But I am not going for that reason. I’m a scuba diver and Margaret let me know that Flaherty had a boat that he left behind on the island. Flaherty overwintered and ran out of fuel—coal and driftwood. So they started to strip down the boat and it sunk. It’s in an isolated bay in about maybe 5 meters of water. I think I might be able to reach the location. Margaret sent me a circled map and it is some distance from her excavations. There is no record of anyone scuba diving on it. I might be the first.”

“Ek, I spent 6 months in an Inuit community for my research—actually very little time in the community since I was on Baffin Island most of the time. I know how difficult it is to get around. You have to make contact with hunters that can take you around. But they have camping areas with families and it is not easy to get them to do what you want. Plus I found that many can change their plans quickly and leave you without any transportation. Plus, many don’t speak English. Does Margaret, your old student, know how to get you to the dive site? You don’t have many days to dive.”

Fransky slid her chair to the front of her computer, lifted the top, and searched around for a photograph of Margaret Bertulli and her crew. She pointed and named the group: Margaret, graduate student Anne Keenleyside, Lisi Qavik interpreter, Joanassie owner of the transportation boat and his teenage son Julie. 

“Jack, Joanassie is under a contract to deliver Margaret and Anne to a site that they are excavating, quite close to the hamlet. He leaves his son there and Margaret has funds to employ him. Joanassie returns at various times to check on them. But, fortunately the dive site is at the same location as the soapstone mine. Joanassie is a carver and he goes there to gather rocks in the summer. He mines the stone, stacks it up and returns in the winter when the ice forms and brings it back to town on a komatik sled pulled by his snowmobile. The boat I want to dive is called the Laddie.” Fransky skipped through photos on her computer and pointed out the Laddie, from a photo taken by Flaherty, half submerged in the water in 1915 or 1916.

The Laddie was a deep-water schooner 23 meters long and powered with a diesel engine. Flaherty commissioned the boat from Newfoundland along with a crew of ten men to search around the Belcher Islands and gather rock samples that might show the possibility of minerals for mining. In the fall of 1915, they harbored the boat in a small bay and prepared to overwinter and leave in the following spring when ice permitted travel. They built a small cabin and a small group of Inuit lived in igloos around the cabin and supplied harvested animals for food. They went through their coal from the boat and unfortunately, there was a scarcity of driftwood for the wood stove and the crew resorted to slowly taking apart the Laddie as it was frozen in the ice. By March 1916, most of the Laddie was ‘cannibalized’ for fuel. When the ice melted in the spring, the parts of the boat they could not harvest, being under water, sunk to the bottom in about 5 meters of water. Since it was a known archaeological site, Fransky had contacted the Prince of Wales Heritage Centre in Yellowknife and Inuit Heritage Trust in Iqaluit to get permission to dive on the remains and report the results.

“Ek, you are going to travel to the Laddie with Joanassie when he mines soapstone?”

“That’s my plan. There’s a principal in the hamlet that is a diver and has a compressor for filling tanks. I only have to take my own diving gear and use one of his tanks. I talked to him and he is also interested in diving the Laddie. I’ll pay Joanassie to take us to the site. Of course, the trip will also be used to buy some soapstone carvings directly from the carver. I’ll probably do a photo story on the dive for a magazine.”

“So, you are going to give me a trip to the Arctic to accompany you to a dive site?”

Fransky nodded, smiled, and elevated her eyebrows. “Jack, I trust you. You’re like a protector for me in an Arctic environment. I’ll keep you on my payroll and you’ll get to see science being done by Margaret. She’s working on a site perhaps two thousand years old.” Fransky stuck out her hand and waited for a handshake to consolidate the agreement for a northern trip.

Jackson hesitated. “I think this is a trap to get me to do a Ph.D. with you.” He smiled and extended his hand and they shook. “You are a clever schemer.”

Fransky laughed. “Yeah, that too! You can do your construction work after a Ph.D. and people will call you Doctor Jackson Billings—expert on climate change and bulldozers.”

“You’re a devious person, Ek. Okay, I’ll get some books and start reading up about the Belcher Islands. When do we leave?”

“Okay, I’ll purchase two plane tickets to Ottawa for early next Wednesday. The charter leaves at 1 p.m. Call me tomorrow morning to confirm. I probably have some books on my shelf about the Belchers. Take a look before leaving.”
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Chapter 3: DORSET ARCHAEOLOGY
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Fransky sat in the Tim Horton’s restaurant at the Ottawa Airport. Jackson arrived dragging a small suitcase on wheels. He ordered a black coffee and donut and walked to her table. Fransky had discarded her customary ripped jeans and wore a fresh, shiny pair of blue jeans, pulled tight over her light brown, high-heeled cowboy boots. Her red bandana, covering her white hair, set her off as perhaps a 1960 Willie Nelson groupie and not a sixty-five year-old university professor and an expert on climate change. For this flight she wore a dark brown-fringed vest she bought from a Cree lady in Porcupine, Ontario. 

Jackson smiled and nodded. “Ek, you look outstanding! I feel as if I should dress differently for this flight. I hope you get through security.”

“Sit down, kid. Don’t be silly. You think I should pretend to be a university professor with a suit and tie. Not my style. Anyways, we’re on a government charter and I think we will avoid close scrutiny. We go through a different gate to the plane.”

“Just kidding.” He raised his coffee cup and took a sip of coffee. “To a successful trip.” Jackson stroked his beard. “Ek, I’ve been trying to get as much reading done about this Belcher Island. This guy Flaherty, first known white man to reach these islands, was some interesting guy. Have you read about his American wife, Frances, through her diaries? Plus all the turmoil around filming Nanook of the North as a documentary film. He was a big name in the film industry. He did many films. Unfortunately he did lot of filming on the Belchers but lost most of it due to a careless cigarette.”

“A bit of reading. What interested you?”

“Apparently she knew, or guessed, that Flaherty had a relationship with an Inuit woman and gave birth to a child on the Belchers. But she continued on with her relationship to Flaherty. They had at least one child, Monica. She got involved in filming and did some archaeological work,” Jackson added. “Maybe other children also.”

“That I didn’t know. Maybe we’ll find out more about it during the trip. I assume it is common knowledge in the hamlet.” She looked at her watch. “We got twenty minutes. The Dash 8 is in a special government hanger. The plane is also chartering in an accountant to introduce a new business computer program and do a cursory evaluation of the hamlet’s bookkeeping. There are also some supplies for the archaeology crew working on the island and I’m doing a mail drop for them.” She looked at the entrance to the Tim Hortons. “Our pilot is here. Let’s go.”

Fransky and Jackson walked behind the pilot to the Dash 8. The pilot, Stan, introduced himself to Jackson and pointed to the accountant, Gerald, already in the plane and his co-pilot Laura in the cockpit. The pilot said the flight would be about two hours; weather was clear and the gravel airstrip in good condition. 

The Dash 8 approached the community of Sanikiluaq, the only community on the Belchers Islands, from the south of the island. The main island looked like narrow strips of land running north and south. Two large islands bordered on the east and west side of the main Belcher Islands, named Flaherty Island. A long lake, Kasegalik, sat in the center of Flaherty Island. The island was tree-less, desolate and dominated by bare rock, a dream for mineral exploration, which was the reason Flaherty arrived on the islands. 

The pilot came on the intercom. “I’m going to fly near the soapstone mine and old Hudson Bay Post. If you look out the east windows, you will see a series of white camping tents and maybe some people gathering soapstone from the mine. At the bottom of the small bay in the south, you can see a line of old white stones. The Hudson Bay Company marked paths around their various buildings. Perhaps you can see the footprints of their old buildings. The buildings are gone. Hudson Bay Company left in the 1950s when the fur trade was not profitable to keep an outpost.”

Fransky leaned forward and yelled to the pilot. “Stan, can you see the remains of an old boat sunk in the water in front of the old post. It was over seventy feet long and is in about fifteen feet of water. It sunk in 1915. I’m planning on diving on it.”

Stan turned and spoke to Laura. She shook her head, and then nodded. “Doc, we don’t know about this boat. But Laura is going to turn the plane around and we’ll make a slower pass over the bay. Look carefully. The miners on the ground will be excited to see us make a low pass. They probably think we’re an unusual medical charter.”

Laura circled the plane around. They spotted the Inuit on the land waving at them. She tipped her wings to them and slowed the speed. Although there was some wind, the water was basically calm but there was no sign of the boat under the water.

“Nothing!” Fransky yelled. “Maybe I’ll get to see it later.”

Stan lifted his hand in acknowledgement and pointed Laura to the airstrip.

The gravel airstrip was at the top of a flat cliff area, about 20 meters above the water. The plane landed smoothly, turned around at the end of the runway and taxied to the terminal. Opposite the airstrip, the community cemetery was clearly marked with many white crosses and rocks circling previous burial sites. Alex Tee still bound in his airplane seat, wearing his winter clothing, rested quietly in a large box, under a heap of soil, which was slowly caving in under warm summer conditions. A small group of all-terrain-vehicles were parked at the side of the airport building. Fransky spotted Margaret Bertulli standing with another woman beside two all-terrain-vehicles.

Margaret, wearing heavy brown canvas overalls spotted with dirt, a black toque, and rubber boots waited at the bottom of the Dash 8 plane stairs. Fransky gave her a big hug and Margaret introduced Fransky to Anne, the graduate student working with her, also wearing similar clothing as Margaret. Fransky introduced Jackson to the two researchers. 

Stan and Laura gathered packsacks of material for Fransky from the Archaeology Department and handed them to the researchers. Fransky and Jackson had one suitcase each. Stan told Fransky that he planned on returning on Saturday morning and asked them to be ready to depart. If they required more time, they could contact the Archaeology Department and extent the departure date; Stan stated that time was not a factor in being picked up for return to Ottawa. Fransky and Jackson could take their time to depart.

Margaret and Anne picked up the packsacks and placed them on the front of the all-terrain-vehicles. The suitcases were attached with bungee cords and strapped to the back of the vehicle. 

“Ek, the weather is warm for the next three days and the sun is still high in the sky for most of the night. We want to keep working and maybe—just maybe—we might be done our excavations and leave with you on the weekend. We have been here for a month and we have collected some information,” Margaret said. “We can stay with the Principal, Harry Leggs, at his place if the weather is bad. We stayed with him for a few days already. He is very interested in archaeology. He was trained by Luke McCarthy at the Canadian Museum in casting Inuit artifacts and has a nice sample in the school. He’ll hear that you have arrived and will probably pop over to our site tonight.”

“So we stay in tents tonight? At your site?” Fransky asked quietly.

“Doc, we have sleeping bags and insulated sheets for the ground. Lots of can goods for food. Joanassie has brought some mussels for eating. Lots of coffee. You’ll be fine,” Anne added. “And wood for a campfire.”

“Anne, please call me ‘Ek’.”

“Will do ... Ek.”

Jackson raised a hand. “I’m looking forward to hearing about your work. I know nothing about archaeology of the north. I’ve done some reading about Flaherty, but that is it.”

“Well Jackson, you are very lucky. With our four-wheelers right now, we are going to travel through about two thousand years of history. Just past the airstrip, you are going to see a cluster of old Thule sod houses—perhaps within a thousand years. We’ll stop and walk through them for a tour,” Anne said with smile. She lifted her toque and ran a hand down her short blonde hair and shook her head. “The first time I walked into a sod house my mind was transformed back a thousand years. I could see the middens of bones piled up outside the sod house: seal, walrus and even whale bones. The sod houses were so small, but with massive walls, of course collapsed right now. I could imagine a family sitting around a seal oil lamp with numerous points of flame while eating seal meat. Our cluster here has about a dozen houses. Unfortunately it is close to a gravel deposit and we are worried that the hamlet may destroy the houses to get gravel. We’ve let them know to stay away. After all, it is their culture.”

Jackson climbed on the all-terrain-vehicle behind Margaret and Fransky got on behind Anne. They waited for the plane to leave and they drove down the center of the airstrip and watched the plane turn and head to the south. Laura waved her wings to say goodbye. A path at the end of the airstrip took them to a collection of Thule sod houses with eroded thick walls and tall grass growing from the interior. The vehicles stopped, the engines shut off and they walked towards one large structure.

Anne walked across a spongy moss covered field to a pile of bones and picked up one large white bleached bone. “This is from a whale—maybe a beluga or something larger. It is hard to believe they had the skill to kill these animals and drag them back. You see we are quite far from the water but a thousand years ago, we would be at the seaside. The islands are isostatically rebounding from the ice age. They are rising at 5 feet per 100 years. We can get a rough age from the height above sea level. But this is not our area of research.” She pointed up high on the hills. “We’re doing the Dorset culture that extends back maybe 3000 years. Their dwellings are very high.” Anne picked up another bone. “Well, look at this. It looks like a walrus bone. It’s heavy and starting to fossilize. But look at this.” She pointed at cross marks on the bone. “These are cut marks from the butchering. See how they are in a line, forcing the rock edge through the meat and scratching the bone. Cool to find this without looking for it. We always look for signs of humans working on bones. But, we also look for bite marks from dogs. There is a big debate about Dorset culture having dogs. For sure they had dogs when they crossed the Bering Strait. But there is not real evidence that they used the dogs to pull sleds. There does not seem to be any finds of dog harnesses. We were hoping to find something about this on our survey. But nothing yet. Sometimes research doesn’t yield much info.”

“Yeah, valuable information we want. Anne is doing research on the precursors to the Thule. The Dorset culture on the hill was quite different. Many refer to them as Arctic Small Tool Culture since they were excellent at working on small artifacts. As opposed to the Thules, who did ‘big’ work, like umiaqs—large boats made of skins and hunting large animals. Dorsets travelled quite a bit and never seemed to make sod houses. They used skins to make small cone shaped shelters. Elders said that they slept with their legs against the walls. When you see the shelters we are working on you will understand. Elders called them Tunit. Anne is also looking for evidence that Dorset culture used bow and arrows. No evidence. Yet, although they seemed to lack technology that the Thules later had, they survived and maintained their existence for over a thousand years. We’re not sure how they disappeared. We don’t seem to find graves.”

“So, are you saying that the Thules lived in communal groupings like this community here?” Fransky asked. “Looks like about a dozen old sod houses here.

Strange that the Dorsets could be so successful and not work in a communal group. I read that early humans in Africa hunted in groups—maybe Dorsets were different.”

“Correct. Dorsets were usually separated from each other,” Margaret replied. “Difficult for prom night! Okay, let’s go to our camp. It is only about ten minutes away. We can almost see it from here. Remember, every 5 feet vertical we go, is about a hundred years of isostatic rebound.”

Two small white canvas tents, 8 x 10 feet, were placed against the side of a steep hill. A small fire pit lined by rocks was in front of the tents. Cooking utensils were turned upside down on flat rocks on the ground. A small area was marked with red markers and signified the quadrants being excavated. A small teenager wearing a jeans jacket, blue jeans and a Blue Jays baseball hat stood up in an excavated area and came over to the arrivals while holding a trowel.

“Hi Julie,” Margaret said, pointing at the visitors. “This is Fransky and this is Jackson. They will stay in the small tent.” Julie nodded and made a weak smile. “Please take these packsacks from the four-wheelers and take to my tent.”

“Julie has a mosquito-proof cot with a sleeping bag. We have several cots and he seems to like sleeping in it. He sleeps outside looking at the stars. But of course it is light most of the time in the summer. Anyways, if a bear comes it will eat him first,” Margaret laughed. “Just kidding Julie. We’ll protect you.”

Anne motioned for Fransky and Jackson to look at their excavation site, which was close to the tents. There was a circle of rocks, about 20 centimeters in diameter in a small circle, just over a meter wide. The sides of the excavation created a vertical dug wall beside the rock circle and went down about 15 centimeters. The excavated soil neatly placed on plastic sheets beside the excavation.

“This is a Dorset dwelling. Small, eh? I can believe the tales from elders stating that they slept with their legs up against the wall. There were probably pieces of driftwood that formed a teepee design and they wrapped skin hides around to enclose the inhabitants. There is another excavation over there.” She pointed to the east and closer to the hill.”

“Have you found artifacts?” Jackson asked as he knelt beside the hole.

“Next to nothing. It seemed that this location might not have been used for very long. It was set up probably quickly and taken down for moving on. We got a few flakes from someone who was flint knapping in the tent. Plus a few microblades. The other dwelling was excavated in front of the rock circle and we found an old campfire. Pieces of burned driftwood and a few seal bones. But nothing hand made.”

“Do you have much more to do?” Fransky asked.

“Well, we don’t have any more Dorset sites. They are always hard to find since they didn’t seem to form camps and stay for a long time. We have been walking at this height above the shoreline for many hours. At one time this site was at the edge of the beach. A circle of rocks is usually easy to spot. We’ve walked many miles and this is the only place—and we only found two sites to excavate,” Margaret added with a sense of resignation and exasperation in her voice. “We’re not getting much from this summer about Dorsets. But we got lucky and found a fantastic site of flint knapping on the top of this hill. We guess that the hunters made their harpoon tips while checking the water for beluga that would come down a bay. We have enough information for a small paper to publish. At least Anne will have something published. We really would like more. But we have not decided if it is Dorset or Thule knapping area.”

Anne folded her arms and looked at Margaret. “Well, we know of one site about an hour walk from the hamlet to the south. It is a single Thule sod house. We don’t have it in our plans, but I think we can do a quick excavation of the interior and at least find something of value for our summer of work. For sure there must be some harpoon heads and a midden with evidence of the animals being eaten.”

“Well, we can find some high areas and try to find some more Dorset sites. We know that they were here, but probably in too small numbers. Why don’t we brew a coffee and talk about it. Julie has gone to sleep in his neat mosquito-proof cot.”

“Oh, almost forgot. The pilot gave me a bag of mail for you ladies. I’ll grab it as you make coffee.” Fransky grabbed a plastic bag from her packsack and handed it to Margaret. 

Margaret opened the bag. She handed several letters to Anne. Margaret had one letter. She looked at the return address: Milton Freeman. “Gee, I talked to him about a month ago. Strange he would write a letter to me. He worked, I think, on settlements in the sixties and seventies and did some anthropology studies. He has several monographs on Inuit settlements.” Margaret opened the letter and would soon, unknowingly, discover that her world was about to change. She quietly read the typewritten letter:

‘Hi Margaret. I guess you are on the Belcher Islands right now. I hope you are making some success on your ‘digs’. I should have mentioned something that you might investigate if you have some time. I mentioned this to Lucassie Kittosuk also. I found an old grave on a raised beach maybe three or four km east of South Camp. It struck me as being a non-Inuit burial and very old (judging by the appearance of the skull and wood in the grave). But what struck me most was that it appeared the body had been placed in a wooden coffin, as there were fragments of wood making a coffin-shaped border surrounding the corpse. The small number of rocks associated with the burial was in marked contrast to the Inuit stone burial vaults.

A few days later, when thinking about this, I could not help but wonder if it was a Henry Hudson’s burial site! (After all, he was cast adrift with a ship’s carpenter, so why not a nice box?). When I tried to find the grave some days later, I was (of course) unsuccessful. I had hoped to look carefully in the grave to see if I could see a brass button or any other European artifacts, or failing that, hope to find an incisor tooth (I recall shovel-shaped incisors will distinguish an Inuit from a Caucasian skull) or take a wood or bone fragment for carbon-14 dating. Alas, I never returned so the puzzle remains in my head.’

“Geezes Anne. Listen to this letter.” Bertulli read the letter out loud. She turned her head to Anne. “Christ Anne—this is from out of the blue. Freeman is a good social scientist. He thinks that maybe the Belchers could hold the remains of Hudson! Crazy!”

“Margaret, I read lots about Henry Hudson,” Anne added. “In fact I did a major paper in history class on him. I know that he over wintered in James Bay, around 1610-1611, if I remember correctly. Maybe on Charlton Island at the bottom of James Bay. There was a mutiny after they got the boat, the Discovery, out of the ice and headed north out of the Bay. The Belcher Islands are directly north of James Bay and the current runs directly north to the islands. He was cast aside, in that mutiny, around June 22, 1611 in a small boat with his son and six crewmembers—and one was a carpenter who was allowed to take a bag of his tools. The boat could have drifted directly to the islands. South camp is at the bottom of the Belchers and that is the general area where Freeman found a grave. A little to the east.”

“Anne, what happened to the Discovery crew after Hudson was cast away?” Jackson asked, intensely interested. “Did they survive back to England?”

“Well, only 8 of the 23 crew survived and arrived back in England. It is assumed that they destroyed Hudson’s journal to stop the writing from incriminating them. Other records were lost in a library fire in 1666. There was a trial but no one was found guilty. Most were wanted to go on future northern trips.” 

Anne placed a handful of coffee grounds onto a pail of boiling water on the propane stove, set it aside for a minute and counted out as she banged it seven times on the side of the pail. She looked at the pail with each strike. “Most of the mutineers had expertise for future trips; they had valuable Arctic experience. No penalty for a mutiny.”

“Anne, why are you counting the strikes on the side of the pail,” Jackson said as she counted out the strikes until she reached ‘seven’.

“I learned it from some trappers in Ontario. They said it is tradition—only seven hits. The hits knock the air off the coffee grains and they fall to the bottom. It is necessary to bang them down. I use seven smashes ‘cause I was taught that. Easier to drink if the grounds are on the bottom. I like trappers’ mythology and try to conform.”

“Hey, you guy—stop this coffee talk! We might have found that we’re on an island that holds Henry Hudson!” Margaret raised her voice at Anne and Jackson. “Hasn’t it sunk in? We might be on the exact island. My God ... what a revelation! The mutiny cast the men adrift in James Bay. The current goes directly from James Bay to the Belchers—the southern part of the Belchers would have received them.”

Fransky nodded her head. “But they probably didn’t have any guns. They might have starved. Probably they we’re not given any food or water. But I’ve never researched about what they were given.”

“Ek,” Margaret started. “If they made it to this island they could have survived on seafood—mussels and sea urchins. They could get them at low tide. They could even eat seaweed. Or the ugly sculpin fish; they live along the shoreline and are easy to catch.”

“They could have froze to death in the winter. No clothes or sources of fuel,” Jackson added with a shrug of his shoulders.

“Well, there is lots of driftwood. Trees drift up from rivers in Ontario. Problem is starting a fire. They probably would not know how to make friction fire. Unless they had flint and iron for striking and creating a spark. But, what if they came in contact with Inuit on the island. There might have been people here. In fact, they might have had sod houses close by. I don’t remember any studies done in the southern parts of the island. Maybe there were some Thules around the 1600 hundreds on the southern parts of the islands,” Anne said. “If the Thules didn’t massacre them.”

“I wonder if the elders know of any stories about the past that might indicate that white men arrived on the islands a long time ago, before the Hudson Bay men. Often these stories, although they would change, could let us know the possibility of Inuit finding them.” Margaret poured coffee into four metal mugs from a pail. “Sorry, you have to drink the coffee black.”

“Margaret, we can’t let this story go to waste. Freeman might have given us a chance to make a major discover. We have been given a chance of finding the final resting place of Henry Hudson. What a story that would be! I think we should finish our excavation here tomorrow and find a way of getting to the south of the island. We can stay at Harry’s place and set up a plan. He’ll just have to find room for 4 people now.” Anne raised her mug in a toast position. “Margaret let’s do it. This is our chance. It has been gifted wrapped in a letter.” She raised her coffee mug. “Salute.”

Jackson looked at Fransky. “Maybe I have an angel looking over Ek and myself. You know that we were involved in finding Jimmy Hoffa not long ago on Radar Island. In fact, probably at the same latitude as the Belchers, on the other side of the Bay. What a story that was! Now, there is a possibility of finding the location of Henry Hudson. Too much for our angels! Maybe we are blessed. Maybe the government will give me a special award.”

“Wait! I knew about Fransky’s involvement in the finding of Hoffa, but not you, Jackson.” Margaret looked at Fransky. “Is this correct Ek? He was involved in it also. I read about it in the newspapers, but there was not a Jackson discussed.”

“Yeah. A major player for us. In fact, he was a major contributor of bringing down the Belphegor cult. You heard about them, eh?”

Anne held up her cup towards Jackson to make another toast. “Well done kid. You are one famous guy. And now you can team up with us and find Hudson. What a coup that would be! You have some sort of luck.”

“I could have brought a bottle of champagne, but the community is dry and for sure the RCMP would be notified that I had alcohol,” Margaret added. “Okay, let’s finish our work here tomorrow and make plans to get to the end of the Belchers.”

The four raised their coffee mugs—‘salute’!
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Chapter 4: SOUTH CAMP
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The two all-terrain-vehicles, piled high with camping material, carrying Margaret, Anne, Fransky and Jackson, pulled up in front of Harry Legg’s house, dominated by a 10 foot diameter satellite dish at the side of the house. The NWT government provided housing for employees from the south for a rental fee. Harry purchased his house during a government phase to shed the problems of supplying maintenance services to these houses and Harry quickly bought his house from the government. Harry welcomed visiting scientists to stay in his house; this allowed him to learn more about the work that they were conducting. Margaret Bertulli had learned about this ‘welcoming’ principal and contacted him before her summer research. Harry’s house became a staging area for their archaeological research. In turn, Margaret mentioned to Fransky that she would have a place to stay if she visited the Belchers. But more importantly for Fransky, she learned that Harry operated an air compressor and scuba dived around the island.

Harry saw the all-terrain-vehicles arrive when looking through his house window that faced the bay. He opened the porch door to greet them. Harry, 35, tall, muscular with a balding head waved his hands and told them to come into his three-bedroom bungalow. Margaret had informed Harry that Fransky might be a summer visitor, but Jackson was a late addition. 

“Sorry Harry. We should have let you know that the two additional people added to our project arrived yesterday.” Margaret pointed to Fransky and Jackson. They shook hands with Harry. “Hopefully they can join us. Is that okay with you?”

Harry smiled “ I heard they came in. Absolutely welcome. It will be ‘better than excellent’. A bit crowded, but we’ll be fine. It’s great to have scientists stay with me. I’ll put coffee on for us. Drag your material into the porch.”

Fransky introduced herself. “Harry, I work at the university on climate change.” She pointed to Jackson. “Jackson is ... was a summer worker for me. I’m trying to get him into a Ph.D. program on climate change. I know Margaret from her being a student of mine a few years ago. I was offered a direct flight to the Belchers and Jack joined me.”

“Yeah,” Harry replied. “Margaret gave me an update on your research, but Jackson was an addition. Doc, I didn’t take any of your courses at U of T. Sorry about that.”

“Harry, what was your field of study at U of T?” Jackson asked.

“Ichthyology initially. I did some summer research on pike in Algonquin Park, in preparation for a Masters. I had an interesting professor. Unfortunately he died unexpectedly and I never had any interest to pursue further studies. I got into teaching and ended up here as principal of a small school.”

“Harry, how long have you been living on the island?” Jackson asked.

“Well, it guess it is twelve years now. Hard to believe. Time goes fast.”

“You have a family here with you?” Jackson continued.

“My partner is away for the summer. I’m staying here and working on a diving project for Economic Development right now.”

“Really! Sounds interesting. What are you doing?”

“I’m surveying the possibility of harvesting sea urchins and mussels from the island for retail sales in the south. This island has a wealth of seafood. I’m preparing to send some sea urchins to the Japanese embassy in Ottawa. They call it ‘uni’ and put it on rice.

“Jack, I heard about Harry being a diver. We talked about diving the Laddie, Flaherty’s boat.” Fransky looked at Harry. “That’s still possible Harry?”

“Absolutely. That would be fun. Local people know about the boat; it’s at the old Hudson Bay post. You can walk from shore for a dive. Only about fifteen feet deep in the water. I heard it went down in 1916. Flaherty ran out of wood and they scavenged the boat to burn. Too bad. I guess they didn’t like living like Inuit in igloos. At least they had a group of Inuit with them and would not starve.”

“You saw the boat, Harry?” Fransky asked.

“I saw it from a boat floating above it. I didn’t have any diving gear. The ribs are really well defined. It’s sitting upright. But, we’ll have to put our heads together and set up a trip. I have money from Economic Development and I’ll hire a crew to take us over. Doc, you said you’d like to write a magazine article about the boat?”

“For sure. It is a great part of Canadian History. I understand that Flaherty also fathered a child on the Belchers. You know about that I guess, Harry.”

“For sure. He’s still alive and I’ve met him—Allie Appaqaq. It’s a long story and I’ll talk about it later. I have lots of information on Robert Flaherty also. But right now I want to know what information you have obtained from your archaeological evaluation of the Dorsets. It looks like you have completed the survey.”

Margaret turned to Anne. “Go ahead Anne, give Harry the grim story of our work.”

Anne took a deep breath and rolled her eyes. “Well, we’re fairly sure that we found the only Dorset dwellings on the north of the island—but there must be more that we missed. Most of the area to the south would have been underwater 2000 years ago. We excavated two small tent structures quite close together. Basically we found a couple of flaked chips in each of the dwellings. Nothing else. Both of them had a small campfire in front of the tent footprint—charcoal and some seal bones. It looks like they didn’t stay in this area very long. No sign of dog bones—we don’t know if Dorsets used dogs. No sign of a midden of bones that you would expect from a habitation. But, we did find a flint knapping area high on the hill not too far away. There was a great pool of chert flaking debris. We assume that the hunters went up on the hill to view belugas in the bay and use the chert that was present. There were some pieces for harpoon heads that had fractured and discarded. But we assume it was Thule culture and not Dorset culture. The Thule sod houses are much lower on the flat areas. This was a new flint knapping discovery since previous archaeological research don’t show it on any of their maps.”

“Too bad not much Dorset material,” Harry said while shrugging his shoulders. “I was hoping to do some casting of your results. Luke McCarthy at the Museum of Civilization in Ottawa trained me. I taught it to my students. We do casting into silicone molds and make the artifacts with a two-part epoxy and add some color. It is great having the students make them and then appreciate holding an artifact in their hand that was made by their ancestors. If the artifact breaks or goes missing, we make another with the same mold. I’ll show you some later.”

“That’s outstanding. How many have you made?” Jackson asked.

“Right now we have 160 molds. Probably the best collection in the Arctic. Better than the museum in Iqaluit.”

“Harry please pour us a coffee. I want to suggest some changes in my project. We have some information that will knock you out. I think!” Margaret gave a giggle. 

Harry brought the pot of coffee and put it on the table. “Take a mug and pour it. Okay, let me know that you have some great information.”

Margaret took Milton Freeman’s letter from her jacket and handed it to him. He looked at the return address on the envelope and took out the letter, unfolded it and read it. He slowly shook his head as he read the information provided by Freeman. He looked over the top of the letter at Margaret. “Is this for real? Not a joke!” He looked at the letter again and reread it. “Margaret—what do you think? Am I holding a major piece of pre-Canadian history in my hand?”

Margaret squinted her eyes. “Look, Milton is not a freaky anthropologist. He wouldn’t make something like this up. It seems like all the pieces fit together to make it possible. Let’s review: Hudson’s men mutinied ... cast off a crew in a small boat in the James Bay ... the tides and currents in the eastern Hudson Bay run to the north ... the Belchers are dead center in the flow of the water ... a possible outline of a coffin with a skull ... one of the men was a carpenter ... lack of boulders around the coffin ... damn! The more I think about it—the more I think we are on the brink of a major discovery.” 

Anne spoke up, finding it difficult to control her emotions. “We are all amazed. Why didn’t Freeman follow up on this? He said he thought about it later. Look at us! We just heard about this now and we’re hard pressed to control our enthusiasm. I mean—Henry Hudson—my God! Could we be the ones to finally solve the final resting place of his exploration life?”

Fransky looked at Margaret. “What are you going to do Margaret? This is your project now. You’re in charge. I should mention, you better keep this information quiet. If it leaks out, you will be inundated with adventurers heading to the Belchers to make a fortune and a name for themselves. Bertulli, this is your project. You should embrace it and not let it get away from you.”

“Fransky’s correct,” Anne added as she moved to the edge of her chair and scanned her eyes towards the others. “Keep this information a secret. We should do the research in Canada. England and the US would love to butt in and make the discovery. I mean we are talking about a major discovery. The end of Henry Hudson! An unsolved mystery.”

Margaret folded her lips together. “Harry, could we find a way to the southern part of the island in the next day or so? I still have research money for transportation.”

“Not for a few days. I have a French anthropologist coming tomorrow. Bernard Saladin d’Anglure. He always stays with me when he comes to town, about every year or so. He has been working in the Arctic for over fifty years. Totally fluent in Inukitut and he has amassed a fantastic geneology of Inuit families on the Belchers and other communities. He has a total grasp on the families and evolution of the Inuit on this island. When he walks around town, people come up to him and introduce themselves. He pulls out a stack of postcard-sized cards and reads off, their mother and father and grandparents and siblings. Right now he seems to be working on ‘third gender’. That references Robert Flaherty is a strange way. Too much to talk about right now. Maybe we’ll have a chance later. Best that he describes it properly.”

“Third gender—never heard of that. Did he ever mention Henry Hudson,” Anne asked.

“I don’t think he did to me—that I would have remembered. I haven’t seen any reference to it in his writings. I am sure that he would be interested. For sure he must know Milton Freeman. He knows that Margaret is tracking down the Dorsets on the island—what a surprise if he finds she wants to track down something far more outstanding!” Harry added with a giant smile.

“Okay,” Margaret said. “We still have to pick up Julie at our camp and bring some more gear back. Anne, why don’t you take one vehicle and Jackson the other? By the time you get back we might have supper ready.”
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Chapter 5: BERNARD SALADIN D’ANGLURE
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Harry met Bernard by accident several years ago. A fellow teacher mentioned that an anthropologist was staying at the local co-op hotel. Immediately Harry rushed to the hotel, met Bernard and immediately recommended that Bernard pack up his belongings and stay with him, instead of the hotel. It was a great decision. Harry learned that Bernard, an acclaimed anthropologist, focused his studies on Inuit in Arctic Canada for over fifty years. A major part of his research was on shamanism and the novel concept of ‘third’ genders, as opposed to two genders. Bernard also benefited from meeting Harry. Bernard learned that Harry was trained to make archaeological castings of important archaeological Inuit artifacts. Harry used the process of mold casting from the Archaeological Survey of Canada and introduced it into the school program; this allowed the students to appreciate artifacts from their ancestors by holding replicas the made in their hands. Bernard mentioned that he had uncovered some important artifacts from the Pond Inlet area years ago and, as it happened, Harry had made molds for them from copies he obtained from the Archaeological Survey of Canada. Harry cast them up in two days and gave copies to Bernard. The original items were in the museum in Ottawa. Both men benefited from the relationship. 

On his second visit to Harry on the Belcher Islands, he first toured Igloolik, and several Quebec communities as a consultant for a film company, Northern Productions, based in Igloolik. He planned to make a film with northern actors, which would bring international attention to traditional Inuit values before Euro-Canadian settlements. Harry notified the local RCMP of Bernard’s arrival and they agreed to take Bernard to Harry’s house, which was already a ‘greeting’ station for the Dorset investigative women, Margaret and Anne as well as climate control scientists Fransky and Jackson.

The Dash 8 plane with Bernard landed and taxied to the terminal building. As the plane door was being lowered, a number of elders approached the base of the stairs. When Bernard appeared at the top of the stairs, there was a cry of joy from the elders and shouts of greetings in Inuktitut to Bernard. His empathy for Inuit and his knowledge of their personal genealogies was known for several decades. The crowd around Bernard surprised Harry, since he had never seen a similar greeting at the plane. Bernard shook everyone’s hand. They slowly dissipated and Bernard spotted Harry.

“Harry, thank you for meeting me. It has been a few years since I was here.” He warmly shook Harry’s hand. “I just have one bag. Am I staying with you?”

“Bernard you are staying with me. We are a bit crowded right now, but one bedroom is set-aside for you. Meet RCMP officer Graham. He’ll take you to my house.”

Bernard shook Graham’s hand. “Officer, can you drop me off at the house of Allie Appaqaq. Maybe he is in a different house now. Then they will take me to Davidee Qavik. These two elders are the first to meet when I get to town. Do you know where Allie lives?”

“Graham nodded. Certainly. It is right beside Harry’s house.”

“Bernard, I’ll take your bag,” Harry said. “You can walk over to my house after your meeting.” Harry watched as Bernard took out a small present for Allie and handed Jackson the bag.

Another group of Inuit arrived on all-terrain-vehicles and descended on Bernard with greetings; he was distracted away from the RCMP and Harry. The RCMP officer lowered his voice and leaned to Harry. “Harry, does Bernard know that Allie was charged with murder? I assume he knows and I find it difficult to believe Allie is the first one he wants to meet in town.”

“Yeah, he certainly knows,” Harry said. “The murders of 9 people which are commonly called the ‘religious’ murders occurred in 1941. Allie was perhaps the first one who took the butt end of a gun and smashed his sister in the head—at least that is what the trial records describe. Other men took her outside and harpooned her. At least that is in the trial records. This is hard to believe because he is such a gentle man, now.”

“But Allie was not sentenced by the court, so he avoided being sent away. Anyways, I’ll take Bernard down to Allie’s. Talk to you later.” The RCMP truck with Bernard left the airport and drove towards town. As Harry followed the RCMP truck, but it turned off the road into the cemetery. Harry glanced at the cemetery as he drove by. The burial location of Alex Tee dominated the cemetery and was easy to spot. A large heap of dirt, removed during excavation to make room for Alex ‘in a box’, dominated the small cemetery. Harry slowed and watched Bernard and the officer as they started to walk around the burial sites.
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