
    Prologue

    When the big race in Särna had come to an end, it had become clear to me that I would no longer participate in any races with my dogs.

    Over the years, I have witnessed on occasion that for some mushers, sporting ambition went so far that dogs were sometimes doped with painkillers. That during the major races in Alaska and Canada, dogs have repeatedly lost their lives during the race. I myself experienced that after the race in Särna, the Polardistans, mushers had complained about the condition of the trail.

    We’re talking about a distance of approximately 300 km. How is such a course supposed to be kept in impeccable condition throughout its entire length and over the course of several days? In the breeding of sled dogs, the focus is now solely on speed. All these developments that I’ve witnessed over the years have led to a significant shift in my attitude toward sports involving animals. I have a hard time accepting the idea of projecting one’s personal ambition onto animals in order to achieve sporting success.

    Of course, there are mushers who participate in a race simply because there is a beautiful trail, because everything is organized, and because you can just be out there with your dogs. That’s fine by me, and it certainly applies to a large portion of those who take part in such sled dog races.

    But at some point, that was no longer my intention. My vision of being out on the trail with my dogs was to travel self-sufficiently in the wilderness, following the example of the indigenous peoples of the North.

    For me, that means embracing the unpredictability of the wilderness, relying on my dogs’ abilities, and trusting my companions and my own skills.

    I wanted to experience what it’s like to manage on my own with only what is necessary for survival. To venture into regions where there is no cell phone reception. In other words, to be completely on my own. This has nothing to do with seeking an adrenaline rush, but rather with being thrown back on oneself as a human being and learning to cope with that.

    For me—and I speak only for myself here—this way of working with sled dogs is the only meaningful way to interact with them.

    
      Of course, I can  understand all those mushers  
      (sled dog drivers) 
      who compete in races with their dogs, and the big races in Alaska and Canada do have something of the situation of the indigenous peoples who depended on their dogs, but there is a difference between being on a race that is essentially under constant supervision and setting out entirely on my own and under my own responsibility.
    

    This creates a symbiosis between human and animal that began long ago in the distant past of human history. Whether it was horses, donkeys, yaks in the Himalayas, or sled dogs in the Arctic several thousand years ago—humans and animals worked together in this way for their mutual survival.

    Of course, I realize that in today’s world there is hardly any room left for truly understanding such endeavors. Our world has become almost too small for that. Unless, of course, one ventures to Antarctica or the far north of Greenland. But even on the northeast coast of Greenland, one of the most remote regions in the world, you would eventually come across the Sirius Patrol, which has been stationed there by the Danes since World War II. This patrol consists of a dog team with 12 dogs and two elite soldiers from the Danish Army.

    This patrol monitors the Northeast Greenland National Park, which covers an area of nearly 1 million square kilometers. And there are always two teams on the move, one traveling from north to south and another from south to north.

    So even here, you wouldn’t be completely alone. Even if the likelihood of encountering one of these teams is extremely low.

    My idea now was, under today’s conditions, to experience just a tiny bit of what used to be the norm long ago. To travel as the Arctic nomads did. I know, of course, that this will only give me a very small glimpse into this way of life, but for me it’s an attempt to understand it a little.

    Our world is so thoroughly organized, technologized, and covered by all kinds of insurance that wilderness—in the sense of the unpredictability of being out in the open—has all but disappeared.

    I believe that respect for our environment can also arise, to some extent, by exposing ourselves to that very environment without much safety net. Winters in Lapland are perfect for this.

    Whether on skis or with a dog sled, it’s equally exciting and full of adventure. Though, of course, I prefer my dog sled. Simply because I love being out on my own with my dogs.

    Exposing myself to the harshness of Lapland’s wild nature means—at least for me—that I don’t take the comforts of our way of life for granted or view them as the norm, but rather cherish them as a precious gift.

    About a year after the big race in Sweden, Jokka died, and that plunged me into a kind of pain and grief I had never experienced before. Jokka was like a brother to me; I loved him as one can only love a companion. He opened my eyes to the world of animals in a way I had never experienced before. Since Jokka, I have understood more about animals than ever before.

    His companion Kasuuta, my mountaineering dog, lived with me for several more years and helped me rebuild the team time and again with dogs I always got through Gaby. Kasuuta was a textbook Malamute. A fantastic lead dog, a hard worker, and on the many mountain tours I undertook with her over the years, she was always a reliable companion.

    When dogs pass away, it’s always a very painful and extremely sad time for me, but with Jokka and Kasuuta, my first dogs, it felt as though a piece of my heart had been torn out.

    But after Gaby, my good friend and Malamute breeder, kept receiving dogs that their owners no longer wanted, it was clear: these dogs were coming to me. And so, over the years, I always had four Malamutes, with whom I traveled more and more frequently in northern Sweden and then in Lapland.

    And so, at some point, the desire arose to travel with my dogs in a very primal way and explore the lonely landscapes of the North.
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