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A Canadian icon gives us his final book, a memoir of the events that shaped this beloved writer
and activist.Farley Mowat has been beguiling readers for fifty years now, creating a body of
writing that has thrilled two generations, selling literally millions of copies in the process. In
looking back over his accomplishments, we are reminded of his groundbreaking work: He single-
handedly began the rehabilitation of the wolf with Never Cry Wolf. He was the first to bring
advocacy activism on behalf of the Inuit and their northern lands with People of the Deer and
The Desperate People. And his was the first populist voice raised in defense of the environment
and of the creatures with whom we share our world, the ones he has always called The
Others.Otherwise is a memoir of the years between 1937 and the autumn of 1948 that tells the
story of the events that forged the writer and activist. His was an innocent childhood, spent free
of normal strictures, and largely in the company of an assortment of dogs, owls, squirrels,
snakes, rabbits, and other wildlife. From this, he was catapulted into wartime service, as anxious
as any other young man of his generation to get to Europe and the fighting. The carnage of the
Italian campaign shattered his faith in humanity forever, and he returned home unable and
unwilling to fit into post-war Canadian life. Desperate, he accepted a stint on a scientific
collecting expedition to the Barrengrounds. There in the bleak but beautiful landscape he finds
his purpose – first with the wolves and then with the indomitable but desperately starving
Ihalmiut. Out of these experiences come his first pitched battles with an ignorant and uncaring
federal bureaucracy as he tries to get aid for the famine-stricken Inuit. And out of these
experiences, too, come his first books.Otherwise goes to the heart of who and what Farley
Mowat is, a wondrous final achievement from a true titan.
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memoir of my life between early 1937 and the autumn of 1948, excluding my descent into the
black horror of the Second World War. Essentially it is a story of discovery that goes to the heart
of who, and what I am. It may well be my last hurrah.Because I’ve always written books drawn
from my own life and experiences, some sections of Otherwise inevitably revisit parts of my life
that have appeared in greater detail in earlier works, notably And No Birds Sang, Never Cry
Wolf, No Man’s River, The Dog Who Wouldn’t Be, and Born Naked. I make no apologies. This
book overlaps these in time, and seminal incidents in one’s life inconveniently remain so.PART
ONEBEFORE THE STORM1937–42– 1 –THE LAST BEST WESTBorn in mid-May 1921– lilac
time in the small town of Trenton on the northern shore of Lake Ontario’s Bay of Quinte – I spent
my early years messing about in swamps, woods, and farmyards; falling in and out of boats; and
surviving in various decrepit houses while establishing fundamental relationships with such
disparate beings as snapping turtles, portly spiders, rapier-billed herons, honeybees, a bear
who visited me in dreams, Charlie Haultain’s silver foxes, crayfish and eels, water snakes along
the Murray Canal, a passel of mongrel dogs, and Beatrix – an enormous earthworm who lived
through an entire winter in a tin can by my bedside.When I was eight we moved to Windsor, a



grungy industrial city given over to the manufacture of cars and rye whiskey. This move brought
about a severe disruption of my universe; never theless I was able to find natural companions
even here. These included a black squirrel named Jitters; a toothy but chummy baby crocodile
(gift of a relative in Florida); an enormous and complacent toad who lived under our back porch;
gorgeous luna and cecropia moths as large as a human hand whose caterpillars I reared in
glass jars until they metamorphosed and I could let them fly to freedom; and Hughie, son of a
vagrant victim of the Great Depression, who was so en amoured of grass snakes that he got
himself expelled from school for carrying writhing knots of them in his pockets.Some people felt
that Helen, my raven-haired, dark-eyed beauty of a mother, and Angus, my dapper, sinewy
father, were recklessly permissive in letting me consort so freely with creatures of such
questionable status. But because she possessed infinite faith in a protective providence Helen
did not fear for my safety. And Angus was of the opinion that broadening one’s associations with
animate creation and taking chances were essential to a well-rounded life.He was so convinced
of this that in 1933, just when the worldwide economic meltdown known as the Dirty Thirties was
at its worst, he abandoned a secure position as Windsor’s chief librarian to accept a similar job
at half the pay in distant Saskatoon, Saskatchewan. Similar, but by no means equivalent, for the
desiccated prairie town had been so battered by the Depression and by several years of
blistering drought that many of its residents were on relief and the town was all but
bankrupt.Years later, when I inquired why he made the move, my father seemed surprised.”Well,
you see, Saskatchewan was a dust bowl by then, barely able to afford to feed its human
inhabitants. Nothing much left over for the mind, you understand. Library services had all but
collapsed just when people needed books as never before. I couldn’t bring them bread but, by
Heaven, I could at least help them get books to ease the misery a bit…. And then too, what an
opportunity it was for the three of us to explore new horizons and perhaps learn a little
something about how others lived….”A generation earlier the Great Plains had been devastated
by steel-shod plows in the hands of modern men, but had not as yet been utterly laid waste.
Although most of the larger natural inhabitants, including bison, grizzly bears, antelope, wolves,
whooping cranes, trumpeter swans, and aboriginal people, had been exterminated or reduced to
vestigial remnants, a wealth of life still survived even within Saskatoon’s city limits. And where
the city gave way to the remnant prairies the world of the Others remained in full and vital
ferment. This was my entire world during the years between 1933 and 1937, although I did make
one singularly exhilarating foray beyond it – one which was of crucial importance in shaping my
future.My passion for the Others had brought me to the notice of Frank Farley, a great-uncle on
my mother’s side. In 1882, at the age of twenty, Frank had left his family’s farm in Ontario and
gone homesteading in the Golden West, where he broke several hundred acres near Camrose,
Alberta, and farmed them to such good effect that when he retired almost fifty years later, he
was wealthy enough to indulge his lifelong fascination with birds. A self-made naturalist in a
tradition that sanctioned and encouraged killing wild animals with such avidity that many species
were literally pursued to extinction, Frank’s specialty was birds’ eggs. By the 1930s, he had



amassed such an enormous and varied collection that he was accounted one of Canada’s
outstanding scientists.Although he and I had never actually met, the far-flung family net had
informed him of my fascination with wild creatures. In January of 1935, he wrote my parents
proposing that, come spring, I accompany him on an expedition to Hudson Bay to collect the
eggs of arctic birds, a project in which ”a quick young fellow could be of great assistance.” This
proposal was as entrancing to me as the offer of a trip to the moon might be to a youngster of
today. My parents, bless them, acquiesced without demur and so it was arranged that Frank
would pick me up on June 5, a little more than three weeks after my fifteenth birthday.My
mother’s diary for that date notes: ”Bunje [my nickname] up at 3:00a.m. No peace for any of us
until 7:30, when Uncle Frank’s train arrived from Calgary and we went to meet it. Bunje terribly
excited.”When Frank Farley swung down from the step of the parlour car, I could hardly have
been more agitated if God himself had alighted. My great-uncle seemed so much bigger than
life. He stood well over six feet and wore knee-length, lace-up boots. His head was a huge bald
dome dominated by the large family nose. His eyes were hooded and had the unnerving stare of
a turkey vulture. He was the most awe-inspiring human being I had yet encountered.But,
thankfully, he was smiling. One hand clamped my shoulder so powerfully I almost squealed.”This
is the bird-boy, eh?” he boomed as he shook my slight frame none too gently. ”Not much bigger
than a bird at that.”He let me go and turned to introduce his companion – Albert Wilks was slight
and dark-haired, a young school teacher who had also been enlisted to my uncle’s
expedition.Frank explained what he had in mind for us. We would camp on the tundra near
Churchill until the pack ice covering the inland sea known as Hudson Bay had slackened
enough to permit travel in a boat belonging to someone called Husky Harris. Who would take us
north along the coast to Seal River, where we would spend a month making the first scientific
collection of animal life from that region. Frank said our collection might include white wolves,
arctic foxes, perhaps even a walrus.I was so bewitched by heroic fantasies of this northern
summer that I hardly felt the train pull out of the station. By dinner time the train had left the ”big
prairie” behind and was trundling north and east through poplar and birch parkland. At midnight
it drew to a halt beside the small Hudson Bay Junction station. Here we dis embarked to await
the arrival of a northbound train that would take us to the enigmatically named town of The Pas.I
dropped into a broken sleep on a station bench until a baleful whistle roused me and we
stumbled aboard our train, a colonist car built in the 1800s to ferry European immigrants west
from Montreal. It was constructed mainly of wood. The seats were hardwood slats without
upholstery of any kind. Lighting was provided by oil lamps whose chimneys were dark with age
and soot. It was heated by a wood stove upon which passengers could make tea, cook, and
heat water for washing. The toilet was a tiny cubicle with a simple hole in the floor through which
one could see the ties rush past – an experience that gave me vertigo, and constipation.Our
fellow passengers were mostly trappers of European, native, or mixed blood. I was fascinated by
a trio of middle-aged Inuit (the first I had ever met) on their way back to their homes in the High
Arctic after having spent many months in a tuberculosis sanatorium in southern Manitoba. They



spoke no English and, since nobody else in the car spoke Inuktitut, I could not begin to satisfy
my enormous curiosity about them.At the ramshackle frontier village of The Pas, our car was
shunted onto the recently completed Hudson Bay Railway to become part of a train pulled by a
steam locomotive that would in its own good time haul us to Churchill. The train consisted of a
long string of boxcars filled with wheat to be shipped from Churchill to Europe, with our solitary
colonist car, a baggage car, and a caboose attached to the back end.Entering the boreal forest,
we bumped along at a lethargic twenty miles an hour through a seemingly endless shroud of
black spruce trees and peat-filled quagmires. Frank joined me at one of the dirt-streaked
windows as I peered out at a seemingly endless sweep of scraggly forest dotted with saturated
”moose meadows.””That’s muskeg, me boy. Goes all the way to Churchill, which is why they call
this train the Muskeg Express.”Whatever it might be called, it was vigorously alive. The stove was
well fed with billets of birch, and the aroma of bannocks fried in pork fat mingled with the burnt
molasses reek of the ”twist” tobacco most trappers smoked. Those who did not smoke chewed
”snouse” (snuff). There were no cuspidors, and few addicts could resist spitting on the hot flanks
of the stove in passing.Tea billies came to the boil and were passed from seat to seat so
everyone could have a swig. Bert heated us up a pan of pork and beans. I watched, fascinated,
as a Cree matron across the aisle breast-fed her youngest while an older child sucked
condensed milk out of a beer bottle.The first night aboard the Express was given over to
celebration. There was lively singing in Cree, French, English, and tongues unidentifiable to me.
Bottles were freely passed around. Some men played poker and there was a fight during which I
thought I saw the flash of a knife blade.At this juncture, one of the trainmen came along and
leaned down to yell something in Frank’s ear. My uncle nodded and pulled me to my feet,
bellowing, ”Grab your bedroll and follow me!” We swayed out of our car and to the rear through
the baggage car, which contained several canoes and a line of Indian dogs chained to a cable
along one wall. Beyond it was the caboose, where the crew had its quarters.”You’ll sleep here,
Farley me boy. Keep you out of trouble, and it’ll be a damn sight quieter.”The crew gave me a
bunk and next morning shared breakfast with me. The brakeman allowed me up into the cupola.
Reached by a short ladder, this small tower on the back of the caboose provided a stunning view
of the country we were passing through. It was rather like having one’s own observation car. I
was also free to step out onto a porch at the rear of the caboose and I was having a pee from
this vantage point when something flipped up from the road bed and spun viciously past my
head. When another followed, I jumped back inside and told one of the crew about it. He
laughed.”That’s spikes popping out. You see, kid, the roadbed over the muskeg is so spongy the
tracks sink down with the weight of the train, and when they spring back up they flip the spikes
out of the ties like stones out of a slingshot.”Thereafter I used the indoor facilities, intimidating as
they might be.I spent a lot of time in the cupola watching for wolves, moose, deer, but saw
disappointingly few of these others. Occasionally the Express would ooze to a stop in the midst
of nowhere and a couple of people would emerge from the forest to take delivery of packages
tossed out of the baggage car. Sometimes a canoe would be offloaded at a river crossing and a



Cree family would go paddling away in it. Civilization was limited to the section points, spaced
about fifty miles apart, where two or three men charged with track maintenance lived in tiny
shanties that bore enigmatic station signs such as WETUKSO … WABODEN … LA PEROUSE
… SIPIWESK.During the morning of our second day out from The Pas, we crossed the mighty
Nelson River flowing eastward into Hudson Bay. Then the right-of-way headed due north and the
train crawled over a roadbed floating on muskeg, which in turn floated on permafrost. Even in
these first days of June the land was still half-buried under snowdrifts and its major lakes and
rivers were icebound. Uncle Frank worried that spring seemed to be exceptionally late this year
and grew increasingly gloomy about the prospects of travel on Hudson Bay.The trembling
roadbed slowed the train to a virtual crawl. There was little to interest me in the snow-streaked
country beyond, and I was reduced to entertaining myself by clocking the distance we had
travelled from The Pas by counting the black-and-white mile-boards nailed to telegraph poles. I
had just watched mile-board 410 slide past when the rusty whistle of our engine disturbed the
quiet. At its first blast I looked forward from the cupola over the humped backs of the grain cars
and beheld what appeared to be a tawny brown river surging out of the thin forest to the
eastward and pouring across the track in front of us.The French-Canadian brakeman scrambled
up into the cupola beside me.”C’est la foule!” he shouted. It is the throng! This was the name
early French explorers had given to one of the most spectacular displays of animate creation to
be found upon our continent or, perhaps, anywhere on earth: the annual mass migration of
Barren Land caribou, wild reindeer of the Canadian north.Although the train’s whistle rasped
with increasing exasperation, the caribou did not deviate and at length the engineer gave up his
attempt to intimidate the multitude and the train drew to a halt with a resigned huff.For an hour a
living river flowed unhurriedly across the track. When the last stragglers had passed, the engine
gathered its strength again and we continued north.At 11 in the evening we rolled sluggishly into
Churchill in broad daylight. We had arrived in the Land of the Long Day at a latitude not far short
of the southern tip of Greenland. Winter still held Churchill in thrall, its unpainted clapboard
shacks and shanties half-buried in dirty grey drifts. The vast sweep of Hudson Bay extending to
the northern and eastern horizons was still icebound. The tidal estuary of the Churchill River was
a frigid mix of open water and breakup ice. The treeless waste of frozen mosses, peat bogs, and
ponds surrounding the townsite was smeared with dirty snow. It all made for a singularly
desolate scene, one that was not made any more welcoming by a colossal man-made object at
its centre – a gargantuan concrete grain elevator. Fifteen storeys high, and looming monstrously
over the surrounds of Churchill, this behemoth with its adjacent storage silos and docks for
ocean-going vessels was the reason the Hudson Bay Railway and Churchill existed.Discovered
by a Dane, Jens Munk, in 1619, Churchill became and remained a linchpin of the Hudson’s Bay
Company’s empire until the early 1930s, when it was reinvented as a subarctic port from which
to ship prairie grain to Europe. When I first saw it on that grey day in 1936, its massive structures
seemed to rival the pyramids. However, before I had been many days in their shadow, they lost
their appeal for I became enchanted by the wonders of another world, one in which man’s works



played no significant role.Soon after our arrival we loaded all our gear aboard a little jigger – a
hand-propelled rail trolley – then with Uncle Frank and Bert pumping its handles, we rattled out
of Churchill on a narrow-gauge spur line to an abandoned shack some eight miles southeast of
the townsite. Not much more than a shanty with tarpapered walls, it contained a barrel stove,
double-tiered bunks, a broken table, and the desiccated corpse of an arctic fox that had
apparently jumped in through a broken window and been unable to find a way out.We intended
to remain here only until the pack ice withdrew from the coastal waters of Hudson Bay. But the
ice remained implacable so we stayed on at the Black Shack for the duration.We may have
stayed at the shack but were seldom in it because Frank was not one to waste time.”Look about
you,” he lectured me as I tried to linger in bed one shivering morning when our water pails were
skimmed with ice. ”The birds out on the tundra haven’t slept a wink. Too darned busy! And here it
is 4:00a.m. and you want more sleep! Up and at ’em, sonny boy!”I had thought we would be
”living off the land” but neither caribou nor seals were procurable so Bert, who acted as our
cook, fed us oatmeal porridge, bannocks, boiled beans, and, on special occasions, cornmeal
mush. What protein we got came from Uncle Frank’s double-barrelled shotgun with which he
vigorously slaughtered ducks, ptarmigan, and shorebirds. Bert added some of the corpses to a
thin concoction he called Mulligan stew, but many more ended up in the ditch that served as our
garbage dump.When I agonized about these wanton killings, Uncle Frank put me straight.”Don’t
be so soft, boy. There’s millions of birds out there and if we don’t get them something else will.
It’s honest sport. Besides, we’re doing it for science. I measure every specimen I shoot and note
the condition of its plumage. Science needs all the information it can get.”My duties, as specified
by Frank, were to ”find every nest you can. The rarer the bird the better. If she hasn’t finished
laying her full clutch of eggs, leave the nest alone until she has. If you aren’t sure what species
she is, shoot her and bring her back along with the eggs.”Mine not to question why – especially
when orders came from such an Olympian as my great-uncle. I set about doing as I was told
feeling no qualms of conscience.The subarctic nesting season was short so Bert and I were out
roaming the tundra almost every day, even in fog or freezing rain, relentlessly searching for
nests, especially those of waterfowl and shorebirds. I was a good finder and loved the work. To
flush such a rarity as a Hudsonian godwit from her four eggs elated me as much as if I had
uncovered treasure. Between us Bert and I took a heavy toll from the plover, curlews,
sandpipers, ducks, geese, and loons who thronged the morass of water and mossy tussocks
intent on reproducing during the all-too-brief summer season.”The pair of you will make first-rate
scientists if you keep up the good work,” Frank told us encouragingly.We emptied the eggs of
their contents by blowing air through a pipette into a small hole bored with the business end of a
dentist’s drill in the side of the shell. If fresh, the contents would come bubbling out. If the egg
was incubated, we would have to delicately fish the embryo out, using a needle with a bent tip.
We saved the contents of fresh and slightly incubated eggs for omelettes. As the incubation
season advanced, these omelettes acquired an increasingly pink tinge and meaty
flavour.Lemmings abounded. This was a peak year in their cycle and they were making the most



of it. Friendly little rodents somewhat resembling hamsters, they ran around the cabin floor
paying little heed to us unless we tried to sweep them out the door.One morning we three went
”collecting” along a high granite ridge fringing the still-frozen bay. We were after the eggs of
rough-legged hawks (famed lemming hunters) who occupied a chain of nests spaced at
intervals of a mile or so along the seaward face of the cliffs. Bert and I were delegated to do the
climbing while Frank supervised from below. Rough-legs are large soaring hawks who normally
avoid humans. Bert and I had stolen the clutches from two nests and delivered the eggs to Uncle
Frank, waiting below, when the owners of a third nest decided enough was enough.As I began
ascending, they both stooped upon me with talons outstretched and beaks gaping wide. Missing
me by inches, the first attacker made me cower against the cliff. The second hit home.My head
was buffeted against the rock by fiercely beating wings. When I raised an arm to protect myself,
it was raked from wrist to elbow by sharp talons. I thought I was going to fall, then Frank’s
shotgun bellowed and my attacker soared away, still screaming defiance.I slid down the face of
the cliff to land on the beach, scared and shaken. Bert bound up my arm with his handkerchief,
but Uncle Frank had scant sympathy for me.”You must have done something to upset them,” he
said crossly and completely without irony.To do him justice, he did try to make amends. When
next he went into town for supplies and to see if any possibility yet existed for the proposed
voyage to Seal River, he took me along.We went to ”Ma” Riddoch’s tavern, in whose dark depths
we met the redoubtable Husky Harris, a former trapper renowned for having had numerous Inuit
wives. He was equally notorious for his addiction to the use of one particular adjective. I listened
in awe as he told us there was no effing hope of effingly well getting to the effing Seal River, but
he would be effing happy to effing well take us hunting effing white whales in the effing estuary
(where the whales were gathering to calve).Later that day I went alone to the docks to watch
several hundred beluga (another name for white whales) feeding in the estuary shallows. When
a pair of motorboats put out from shore and their crews began shooting at the whales with heavy-
calibre rifles, a marine version of shooting goldfish in a bowl ensued. The whales churned the
shoal water in their efforts to escape, and I could see splashes of crimson appearing on the
backs and flanks of many.When I later told my uncle about this, he was mildly dis approving.
”That’ll be some of the men employed at the grain elevator having their sport. Bit of a waste. The
natives can use a couple for dog feed but most of the ones hit will roll up on the beach dead and
stink the place up with no profit to anyone.”The natives were mostly Chipewyans from the interior
of northern Manitoba who made their way out to Churchill each spring to trade pelts at the
Hudson’s Bay Company post. They were of interest to Frank as a possible source of specimens
so we visited their tent camp on the flats by the river. While he dickered with them for some white
fox pelts, I looked about with awe.They were unlike any people I had ever seen. Small, dark, and
solemn (at least around strangers), they spoke a language full of rustling sibilants. Partly
dressed in caribou skins, they lived in teepees made of soot-blackened canvas full of rips and
tears. When I approached one teepee too closely, an old woman shook a gnarled fist at me. But
a much younger woman – hardly more than a girl – smiled and beckoned while at the same time



opening the front of her shirt. Unsure whether she was being seductive or mocking, I
concentrated on what my uncle was doing.He was being offered something so exotic I could
barely contain my excitement. A live wolf pup! When Frank shook his head and turned away from
the little creature straining at the end of a dog chain, I could not contain myself.”I’ll buy it!” I cried
urgently. ”I’ll take it home and tame it! Please, Uncle Frank, tell them I’ll buy it!”He continued to
shake his head. ”You can’t afford it. They want its bounty value.””Lend me the money,” I pleaded.
”I’ll pay it back, I promise!””You’re talking foolishness, boy. Come along now.”Summer finally
arrived during the last week in June and temperatures soared into the sixties. Except for hordes
of mosquitoes emerging from the ponds, we could have gone around half-naked. The last of the
ice and snow vanished magically. The egg-laying season was ending and all too soon it would
be time for both the birds and us to go south.But first I felt I had to collect one more set of rough-
legged hawk’s eggs to make up for the clutch I had failed to get. Although Frank had said no
more about this failure, memory of it rankled, so one warm and sunny morning I set off alone for
the coastal cliffs. I did not go to the stretch we had already robbed but went farther east, where
nests turned out to be few and far between. Finally finding one, I climbed down to it and its three
eggs from above, keeping a wary eye on the parent birds wheeling overhead.Although I knew
that this late in the season the eggs would be ready to hatch, I collected them anyway, wrapped
them in cotton wool, and packed them into my haversack. Then I took the opportunity to look
around from my high vantage point.The waters of the great bay sucked and seethed at stranded
floes below me. Open-water leads crisscrossed the decaying ice to seaward. A mile to the east
along the coast a strange object loomed. Field glasses revealed it to be the remains of a
wrecked ship.It was irresistible. Sliding down the cliff I hurried off to examine the wreck. It proved
to be the forward section of a small freighter that had driven ashore many years earlier. I climbed
into it through a maze of twisted, rusty plates and girders until I found myself standing high on
the angled rise of the bow. Only then did I discover I was not alone.Three ivory-coloured bears
were ambling along the beach toward me. Two were not much larger than spaniels but the leader
was enormous.”Stay the hell away from a sow bear with cubs!” was a maxim that had been
drilled into me in southern climes where relatively small black bears were to be found. I assumed
it would apply in spades to the monstrous apparition padding toward me now with such fluid and
lethal grace.Briefly I thought of trying to flee, but to move at all would have meant revealing
myself – and I had no stomach for a confrontation. And since the light breeze was in my favour,
blowing from the bears toward me, there was a possibility they might pass the wreck without
ever realizing I was crouching in it only a few feet above them.They were within a dozen yards
when, for no apparent reason, the female stopped and reared back on her ample haunches. She
extended her forelegs for balance, displaying immense paws and long, curved claws. Her pink
tongue protruded from between a gleaming palisade of teeth. Perhaps she heard my heart
pounding. She looked up and our glances met. Her black nose wrinkled. She sniffed explosively
then, with a litheness astonishing in so huge a creature, turned and was off at a gallop in the
direction from which she had come, the cubs bounding along behind her.My departure in the



opposite direction was as precipitate. By the time I regained the haven of the Black Shack, I was
winded and the hawk’s eggs had been churned into a bloody mess in the bottom of my
haversack.I enjoyed a triumphal return to Saskatoon where my tales of Inuit, Indians, and polar
bears, together with a cracked walrus tusk found on the beach, a carton of arctic birds’ eggs, a
pair of friendly lemmings, and a crippled but ferociously lively jaeger – a species of gull
possessed of the attitudes and attributes of a bird of prey – provided me with consider able
status among my peers.Through the long winter that followed I was haunted by dreams of the
Arctic. Just before Christmas Uncle Frank had written to ask if I would be interested in going
north with him again come spring. This time, he assured me, we would certainly reach Seal
River and might even travel farther north to the legendary Thlewiaza River, where a trapper had
reported freshwater seals of a kind not to be found elsewhere.Again my parents agreed to let me
go, and perhaps they were relieved for they were preoccupied with other problems: my mother
with despair at what she referred to in her diary as ”this ghastly exile from everything I’ve ever
known”; and Angus because he was at war with his library board over his efforts to provide
books to impoverished farmers far beyond the city limits.Angus was also preoccupied by what to
do about a new job offer – that of inspector of public libraries for Ontario, a job that carried with it
the prospect of his eventually becoming director of library services for that province. He did not
tell either Helen or me about the offer until he had accepted it, so it was not until April that I
learned instead of accompanying Uncle Frank back to Hudson Bay I would soon be moving to a
new home in Ontario.
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Linda H. Levy, “Marvelous. I loved this book. Read about the way things were on a piece of our
marvelous earth before man messed with its indigenous people and creatures. This book paints
a picture of these and his adventures in the great north of Canada. One gets an armchair
adventure in the wilderness with its people and creatures. Farley Mowat loves the environment
and those who knew how to live in it. This tale includes these, as well as describing his
childhood of exploration of the wild and its critters. We also learn of his wartime (WW2)
experience.  It's a great read”

Carol S Finger, “Farley Mowat Forever for any lovers of nature. What can I ever say about Farley
Mowat, that hasn't been said, glowingly, by tens of thousands of others, in hundreds of
languages? He's a classic, and a MUST READ especially if you appreciate the great outdoors,
and are a lover of animals. Mowat is a gorgeous writer; deeply observant of everything around
him, and appreciative, funny, sometimes uproariously so, generous and humble, and yet so
highly intelligent, without flaunting it, and being condescending. Mowat is a writer that I return to
again and again, if only as an affirmation that life is good, and that there are so many wonderful
things to partake of, surrounding us, if only we will open our senses, and be appreciative of the
life that teams across this gorgeous little planet of ours. Mowat makes me remember, and he
makes me look forward to good things to come, because in a way, he's a philosopher; a thinker
of simple, but deeply profound thoughts, that anyone could benefit from, who wants to coexist
with the natural world. I would recommend Mowat as a tonic to the weary, and an potion for the
cynical.”

Ebook Tops Reader, “Core Mowat. For fans of Farley Mowat's writing, this autobiographical work
covers the core formative period from a young teen through his military service and, finally, to an
assignment that ultimately provided the basis several books (including NEVER CRY WOLF),
and nudged him toward a career as a writer.”

james clarke, “The Lonely North. This is modern day exploring. It's in the tundra of one of the
world's most desolate and inhospitable places - the icy wastes of N Canada. I suffered frost bite
just reading it but learned an awful lot about the natural and human history of this blank place in
my atlas.”

Tania, “I loved the environments and the everyday details and his intereaction .... Fascinating
book. Explores the development of a life philosophy through real experience over the years. The
complexity of actuality is transmitted with intelligence, compassion, honesty and realism. I loved
the environments he shares, the everyday details of the natives' lives, his interactions with
friends and the tension in relations with the patrons whose sponsorship is critical. I often read
about exploration of the unknown areas of our planet such as the Amazon or Siberia. In this



book, I am persuaded and inspired by Mowat to embrace a fair and symbiotic relationship with
the rest of nature.  The book is a success.”

SimonB, “Consider Yourself Canadian?. Everyone who considers themselves a Canadian either
by birth or naturalization should read this book. If it isn't already it should be mandatory reading
for all grade 10/11 students. A balance of what is truly great about Canada and to be a Canadian
along with an equal dose and slap in the face of the dark side.”

Vadik, “I'm trying to learn English thanks to Farley Mowat. The books of Farley Mowat make me
go on catamaran trips every summer to the wildest and remote places of Yakutiya and Evenkia.
And this is the best vacation of all known to me. Thanks to the great author. I wish I had not read
all his works yet.”

dont use name, “Five Stars. good book”

Keith C. Armstrong, “Useful insights into the devolpment of a deeply significant writer. Enjoyable
discovery of more of this remarkable man's life and love of nature. Particularly the North.
Intersting to read additional accounts of his adventures.”

The book by Farley Mowat has a rating of  5 out of 4.8. 36 people have provided feedback.
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