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e Rl of e Viling Bowd



MACLEAN'S

SAT IN THE DOORWAY of my tent watching
Haluk at work and for the hundredth time I looked
into the old Eskimo's lined face and tried to pene
trate its mystery. His high straight brow shadowed

o it was difficult to see that they were

piercing blue.
eyes, but lurking far back in time
glimpse its meaning, though as an archaeologist it
has long been my work to pry into the ancient secrets
of man.

Idly I watched him work. Those strange eyes
dreamed over his task so that he neither saw nor heard the world around
him; for Haluk was intent on giving new life to an almost forgotten
‘memory from another age. I waited silently until his task was done.

When the long Arctic sun was lying gently on the west horizon of the
barren plains Haluk came to my tent bearing the completed product of
his memory and of his hands. It was a thing of antler bone and black
spruce wood; a crude mockery of the crossbows that won a thousand
victories upon the battlfields of Europe seven hundred yeats or mors
ago. But it was much more than that to me, for the crossbow’s existence
i thase Arctic plaina was & bafling riddle

Only a few days earlier Haluk had been telling me stories of his child-
hood and of the hunts made after the musk ox, and he had spoken casually
of a weapon that I knew did not exst n the culture of the Eskimos.
Thinking that I must have misunderstood his words, tioned him
until at st he drew a picture of & crossbow in the sand o show me what
he meant. Still I could not believe it, for it was impossible that his isolated
inland raes, cut offfor centuries rom thecutakle word, should have known

and used a weapon that no other native men in the Americas had ever seen.

It seemed impossible, and yet I asked Haluk if he could make one of
the weapons that he had described. And now the crossbow was reality.
T could no longer doubt.

A slow smile drew the weathered skin taut over his sharp cheekbones
as Haluk watched me strugeling with my disbelel. He did not peak but
laying an arrow on the grooved shoulder piece, he drew back the sinew
string. On the dark and shadowed river near st nd an Arctic loon dipped
and swam quie
HE e S [
loon half ros, fashing ta wings in dying agony betore it foated down the
patch upon the sullen waters.
lowered his bow and, placing it beside him, squatted down to
light his staived sione pips. He did not we for the outburst of my eager
questions but, g to watch the river, he began his tale, a tale called
it words across uncounted centuries by the vibrant song of the crossbow:

H, HALUK began, but this was a weapon for a man! It was t ngth
that gave uslife for many generations; and it was the tool we

to rot when you white men brought rifles to our land. That was a wrong

thing we did, for men should not discard the gifts that make them great.
t came to us in times almost out of memory, but I hold the fragments

of that memory, for my fathers and their fathers’ fathers were shamen

nd workers of magic, and (o euch men it i given to know the ancient

stories of our race. So I can tell you of the Inohowik-—the Men of

and I speak not from old tales alone but Continued on Imm‘
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From the twang of a sinew string
old Haluk of the Blue Eyes
fashioned a tale of blood and love
around a red-bearded giant

who came from the far salt sea

By FARLEY MOWAT

ILLUSTRATED BY DON  ANDERSON




The Riddle of the

ing Bow
Continued from page 13

oo from what my own eyes B
a shaman too,
visions of the lnanam and
have even heard their voices. They
were mighty beings; more than human,
and yet not quite gods, for death folled
them with the same evil hand he lays

fed, but their beards were flaming
beuade i bight 12 oewly hammered
per. Their eyes were blue, but with
the depthe of akes in winter when the
cold grows so terrible that the frozen
waters boom and rumble in their tor-
ment. So also were the voices of the
Inohou doep voices that rumbled
strangely and. spoke o words my
People, understood.
As for the place from which they
o ke el ne? We only

Know that It Iny easte ard beyond the
hey traveled o oats
ten times the lengt hun.mm i

nd wi In my visions

e moen those! highprowed shis

driven on before the gales by great

are sails that carried images of fan-

tastic beasts such as we do not know.

T have even seen, and marveled at,
the rows of paddles t

from the flanks of those long ships like
rib bones thrusting from the skeleton
of o gigantic fish,
But in those times. even as now we
the coast a

stréiched outhward simost to it

7e Turther, for the foreata wore. the

homes of the [tkilit the Indians, ns

you call them. Much spilled blood lay
ctween us and those savages, for 4

follow.  We hated them and yet the
plains were ours by right and so our
Bt toed only . Tow s Joueney
from the concenfing tres.

1 tell about, a young boy
lay on a hill crest within sight of the
forest's edge, for it was his duty to bring

the long canoes of
This was

quick of eye and when he saw a moving

thing upon the Untant river e aid nok

but fled toward the

e came running over the high

plaing and h cry brought the

Hlarm to the southernmost camp where

 dozen tents stood near the river's
shore.

Ity vaa ot noun then and the men
byt K

np umn‘ their deer apears, and
the blazing light. © Women

1|un.k|y clutched their children and
ed them back into the broken hills

dden wave of fear that
filled the place and they too slunk from
camp to vanish among the grey
rocks.
But that camp had been chosen with

they hugged the looming clifs beside

was a pile of boulders, riven by the
frosts and jugged edged.  These e
e weapons of defenee for in
vl used only y spoar for
Tntig. and” hag weapon_that
could match the long hows andfeathe
arrows of the Indians

" WAS a long tense wait before
dark shape came into view far up

at it with puz
irmurs rose nmnng ¢ them. 1t won
boat, but such a one as no Innuit man

than the boat. All save one sat w
their backs Sowmrd the

gorge and U i puddies
St "Detwoen. pi, along. the mv...m
They sat in pairs, and there were

of them, but one more frced them
from n, standing

rect and look-
ing ks & gad in Ramas ocm. e wors
ad

flections from
sent. dazzling sh

now trembling with a great unease,
could not have brought into  their

These strangers ow
clad in fron—were not ekl that was
Cortaln.But were they men at il
My ancestors could ot tell, and o not
s raised against them as the
Strange craft swept through the gorge,
clinging to the shore line wi
waters were swift but deep. They were
allowed to pase on down the rive. to
deep music of their leader’s voice
that roled sven above the thusder of
the rapids.
re was no time for the Innuit to
gather and (o speal
sight, for hardly had the strange boat
passed when seven long
into view above the gorve, Thers was
o doubt who came
faces wore the frce
o et el the cancce

innts

he hungry
Tt thin time
it wag not Junuit blood they sought. Tt
who had
ready, poamad T’ Indian exnoes
raced down the river in wild pursui
and such was their frenzy that they
forgot about the men who owned that.
They forgot until the seven war
canoes were flying through the gorke,
and untl the boukdersfll upon them:

. S o
leaves. under that rain of stone,
those [thilit who survived the rocks
were at the mercy of the river's rage.
Those who survived its fury and gained
the shallows were few indeed, but there
were none who reached dry land, for
the doer spears met. them, and had no
mercy
Red was the river thens: but from the
staloed plumes of spray one casos
nscathed and fled down-
siream with the frantic sgony of those

varviving Indians were instantly pure
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gued. | A dosen kyaks wers Inunched
e purssar s

behind
M Sk wih v aiodmas it

T wie 50 Dk oy tha Killing Falla
received its name. A roaring cataract,
it blocked the river a few milea below

ven by the winter wolve
When the funneling current above the
falls was reach Todiane mw deat!

than bird:
Shiramed froe of that deadly funnel of

38

roaring water and paused inqni;l back-
¢ as the
on the brink
gy um- veriahed o the
‘white spume bel
My v weacind that sight with

of water, and had made shore. Know-
Jng Uhat the [l ware cls betind,

d hauled out their boat and
Sa et tha N Sl .l

on  rocky ridge prepared o fight what
they believed must be their final battle

heir eyes ns

ours. Put they were b
f them came slowly de

i o Lot e ks e ot
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‘when m; stranger com-
ing the u.eyy,.{mmuy out o the back-
nd hovered,on the current in
gl the

St woei e fed, m having just
wraber

furclad fgure of my forsathers were
ut the Iron Men, finger-

mull a ts and

Rehing 20 ool 403 s ety an i
all memory of the okt Kiling had
already vanished. For whether these
Ten ox st it wee

Far into that night the song-drums
sounded and my people sat with the
strangers about the fire and feasted on

wor oen eyes. It was a
night of nights for us when the Inoho-
ik into our camps. It was the

beginning of our greatness.

5 7O what happened aftarward. the
speak of many thi

gers and of the

possessed.

never before been seen in the wide

plains where the only metal was the

rare scraps of copper that we traded
h.

‘months the strangers lived with us and
learned to hunt the caribou upon the
river crossings. They 'ndlrllly e

They could strike fire from iro
rock; they ki

il their way by t ly as we

cur way in daylight. - And

it we in turn taught them the
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things they had to know-—and for the
moment it was they who learned
‘most.

Their leader was a giant even among
His mame was Koonar and
il lives,

happened that nmv came to Innuit Ku,
wndon ita handwaters met. the ki
who drove then out into. our plains.

also in that
Kiliktuk's duughter.  She w
with full rou

o oo ight of the
fenderof thestrangers. KKtk hoped

Then, on a day when summer was
almost at an end, Koonar went alone

long time even his own men despaird
und was terrible

d

tool
was he alone, for others of his

Taken: wives, and the Tnait believed
that now the strangers would stay

was said of them, by the angry Eskimos,
that evil spirits possessed their hearts
and would not let them rest.
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‘The Innuit were very bitter when

thought bi injuries would
is fellows in_their trek across t!
ut T believe it was

e woman Airut, whom he
loved, was growing big with child.

1951

Inthe wors tme o winte, when the
blizzards ruled, Inohowik
Ieft the carap, and Ief their women, to

ter they, met the ful fury of our land
' perished aa we.had known they
—r

ND SO the tale of Inohouik becomes
story of Koonar, of Airut and
of the children that she bore. First was

the son Halul bor in the spring of
In the next year thete was
d-ulhw born to them
not remer

Gom fm!y. i -n “things but one, a5
tha

Kilikeuk, wbo o i 8 r.u-m.. law,

o dir ot o o
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Koonar had known in far-distant lands.
Many of the stories Koonar
scemed terrible beyond belief for he
sometimes spoke of great battles fought
on land and on the sea and with such
weapons that men's blood flowed like
apring rain.

One day, after such a tale was fin-
isl iliktul oonar to show
the Innuit how to make weapons such
s these, but Koonar refused, saying
that he would not give us the means to

"the ‘child Haluk had scon aix

i of sled runners and other needed
thiny

the watching men to rest. He knew

s only the woek of o fen craind
grief, and et

e deup arger that bormed im Koonara
eyes that they obeyed his biddi
When sch man ownad ove of the new

Koonar shoy m how to
ahoot - aind then they saw he was not
ma as a fear-

some thing that could strike down a
caribou in full fight at three hundred
paces

For a whole month Koonar ordered

snow blocks outside the igloo he

wik this had always been

journey ard rarely underiaken, for the
foresa belong to the ki 18 the

plins belong to ut

e et s et

expedition it was planned to take some
women %o that good camps might be
eatublished for the men who felled the
trees.

Now because Koonar could not

lenve his place o toach Haluk, hie o
unters, Kiliktuk

augaeoted that, the boy sho

mitted to e b

sthering party 5o that he might begin

o know the land a
!he men who ived

might sse to it that the e

i fo 50
1t s told that they came to the place
where the forest meets the plains and

the
moundedpil
Then, on the sixth da;
ere far aw

le
nothing of it until they ret a
evening to find their women and their
hi dead uy snows, their

bodies torn and mutilated by the fury
of the illers.

Kiliktuk and his followers did not
pursue the [Uhilit for they dared not

venture inside the forests. They could
do nothing but return to the river camp
carr

I

long before they themelvbs wero seer
10 remembered that when. Kiliktuk
came into Koonar's igloo he thrust his
‘own nife deep into his arm so Chat the
blood ‘spurted freely as he fell to the
oor and wept at Koonar' fet eling
uw Inohowik that his wife and sor
" Then Koonar swors tarible anthe n
his own tongue, and so frightful was
his rage that the [nnuit shuddered and
were afraid of

FTER a time Koonar's anguish
calmed and he called all men
before him. He took the antlers of a

fashion  thing
imo had seen before.

ey
but he would not rest nor yet allow

the
cried with cold and tiredness—but he
would not let them rest. It is not my

7s way to give themselves entirely

dark blood soaked
s deerakin clothen

The month ended with the coming of
the blizaards and the long night that

Hesvy furs aguinat the brittle cold.
Tt is told how
o the forets and beldy entered them
for Koonar had banished fear out of all
hearta. For five days they drove south

he forests, and on the fifth day
they came seht of the gmoking enia
of a great Indian camp.
of Teeble daylight were almoet at an
end and the Innuit would have pre-
lay an
.mb\uh but Koonar would allow no

Und n sleds drove
at full -peed raight e, e hoar of

8 errble consion then, for the Itkilit
spilling out of their tents without

Tt ) i

MACLEAN'S MAGAZINE,

SErTEMBER

1951



1t was a killing beyond all others we
known. More t hundred

they fied believed it to
T the volee of a devilapit 'l they
fiod faster still

Men of the River!” Koonar cried,
y heart

But_hear

furthest places of the sky, nger
sha orible than al the e

ilns returned, and in that silence
h were turned into the north
i e they drove. on i the
brests ended and the plaine lay

¥
uatil they were almost in

them carry

led

sled Ko
"Late that night a strange ongue of
re was scen on the river Lo the north.
A3 i whe hudgutherod 1o sing of
the vieory ctarad 22 x £rmt. e
from the distant ridge

by Kiling F s 0 that tho long rll of
wed briefly with the

. “They were still watching
in foar and wonderment when a sled
came swiftly down the river and drew
up in 0 flarry of fine snow. On it was

uk and he was alone.

N TR peapie dene i
tions b

s fince.

n nor
ntor did ho tell them what had come
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shout. Only to s srsncdaon, the chid
of Koonar's daughter, did he tel

tale before he died. That
called Haluk

the old bont of the Inohouwsk whe eached
among the rocks. 1 have heard how
Kiliktuktenderly placed the

laid piles of dwarf willow sery

Then Kiliktuk wept and parted

from the stranger who wrs a son. and
more, to

Wiliktuk drove awny ns he was told

to do, and when he looked back red

Inohouwik, vanished from our lands.

00! was gone. and yet the

eahen of ik i fome 1w

for Koonar gave us the greatest gift

we over ha crossbow that wis

our strongth for more generation than
ised

Koonar had

There is a di
have visions

people are.
spinit,
beyond reality, and in them I have scen
who were the
Inohowsh and T have understood they

my fathers
And o it ende, the
.y race 15 heas the tle, el
Rave tokd vo beck ry

{00 wil o, nd soon, And et | have
one_all- hat 1 would
realize b-ﬁmv death comes fo
might Journcy £ the
50t e e | e e
1 wish that 1 might look out into the
east where the long ships drift with
their great sails_catching ¢
have dreamed of them.

ever eastward through the mists: (o
Koonar .
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