
BLOOD LAIRS

By LAH:-; HAN'SE~

The f')/Jowi"'J 8hor~

Rlory ;8 "" ('.I'cclle,,! e.romple ~ -
of 1I11JdCrli N ant'egian litem. -~~ ._
tllre. II hflJI the flavor of ~~
/h"t lcild harRhnua of nal,<re
a",l cl'ima/c agail18t which the l\'orweginll8 1/111,,1 1",llle "II Ihei,. li"e~, ",ore 8f) 11. ../11

moat other Ellropw'I18,

The allthor,lAra Hau.'Jen, ""'" originnl/y a skipper "f tlte ...trft'-c ,rntcr", de"I,II!!
in f1l.rs alld flah tullieh he picked flp ·ill opil8l,erY"II, 1"""/'III""'d. Irelund, 0/111 IIH'
8~Ulem,mt8 of"orihent NonJ.'oy. About lY:?5 it ul'('lIrred If) h,III /0 ]"'/ down .",,"e
of hi8 ezperlencu in "Tit·ny. and ht Illas so 8u.cc~./fRJul tI/ll/ 'ie b"'rIlIHi (I ])ru f.il,lolfJrl/,l

,,-riler, He half pttbli-8hed lIItJ1ly a/oriea olld 8eL'cml bool. .• 11'1.')"" l"ot8 (If,' Will ,n
the ;cy wastes of tI.e Fa r .\'urt/I.

'I'h;" II10ry wall traulltated .fr011l ti,e Soru;egia'i by ('ri.. Sorl"",}. Ihc 'I',/ltor
of' Europe's ,\'orth" (Octabe'r 194:!).-I\ . .l/.

ON E morning '\nton Jakoh!;en went
Ollt to examine tho fox tra.p~ amI
the f'pl'illg guns whi('h had ocen put

up for bcars, Traps und spring guns
were placed on capes and headlands
\.<:Iow thc steep fjeld and in con picuous
placcs scattered all 0\'01' the miles of
d<: alation which characterize the west
COl\8t of • pitHbt'rgen. They had put up
Au many tmps amI spring guns that a
man had to be wift-footed i1 he wanted
to ('xaminc all of them in nne day, and
then on I,\' when the ground was perfect
for kiill~.

Antoll Iaad ('u\'l'r{'c! allOlit half hiB
r{/und when he came upon a sprillg gUll,
III some inexplica.ble WH)' thc gUll went
olT when Anton wa' about to c111ulge t.he
old bait for a new one-the gUll wenL off,
and the Heruinftoll bullet \\'cnt t.hruugh
lliH thigh.

It was about six bours' l.lIarch at t.op
sl 'cd a t he crow f1i . to reach the hou' .

When the gun \\'Ol1t off Anton did not
fall; but he knew what had bappened.
It wa C'I Id and he knew that when it i~

very cold a wound will 110t bleed 11.<;

much as in hot weathcr. He had a bit
of rope and, being an old-time sailor, he
laid a lashing aroulld the wound. The
bullet had passcd through the limb ahout

eigh t inchef: a bo\'e the kne(', The oone
had not been hit: hut. jlldgillg from thc
patb of the bullet, he realized that, it had
gone through the Illuscle. \\' hen he- pu I.
ou thc lashing he usod hi"' Hki stick in
the sa,me way II a 8uilor U:,lCS a 14pike
to tighten a 1'0 pe 's end. After that.
when he ::law that the hlood no longer
ran a freely a hdore. he .~et out 011 his
way back.

The first hour passed, t 11(' .~(,(,olld too.
At short intet'vab he thrL'\\' a gliLIlC('

acro' his shoulucr III. hi. ski t.rails.
Alongside these lay a thin Jo(,(,cd Ht.I'l·ak
of red blood which tood out aga.ill·t the
glaring white snow. How (.ft<'n h(o lind
followed a flilllilal' track-a trail of hlood
from a bear whi h had nlHf) had a
hllllet t.hrough its body! He e()lIld Ilot
forget the one a week ago whieh had
had a buUet through it belly into till'
Illng and out a,gain on the other sid(o.
Hl had tracked it for nine hOllrs. 11(·
Itud :ecn it prints in tlw SIlOW where it
lltl.d lain, and there had been a I.ig clulllp
of frOZPIl blood. Then it had ri. ('II: he
recalled how the hcar had ~tagg('l'od t1 nd
'wnyed before it coulu break into a rClrular
jug trot.

Now he felt that he him.:;elf had to
rest, But then be remembered the b ar
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again-how he himself had thought that,
wh n it was so bad that the bea,r must
lie down, he knew very well that it did
not have much time left, that a rest for
the bear mcant a loss of its strength, so--

The sweat streamed down his face; he
clenched his teeth; he swayed and fell
prostrate in the snow. He lay there
t.hinklng of thc bear: it had not fallen,
it had lain down. Strange-when he lay
like this ho felt nothing, only a violent
throbbing in his thigh; it throbbed as if
omebody stood beside him beating a.

hammer against the bandage. He moved
his arms, he stretched. Theil it £lashed
through his mind that he had calculated
how many times the bear would have to
lie down before he could reach it, dead
or alive. And now-now this was his
first "blood lair." This is what they
caJ.led the places of rest of a bear which
had been hit by a spring gun. Many of
the bears which had got a bullet through
their body had never got allY further
than their first blood lair, but a few of
them had trotted on, and one had even
had twenty-six blood lairs before .:\ntoll
had found it, and still it had been so
much aLivo that he had had to beat the
life out of it with his ski stick.

Anton got to hi:> feet again and said
aloud: "1£ that bear could manage
twenty-six blood lairs, I should be able
to manage ten, and then I'll be home."

And then he walked-but he had to
train his will to the utmo t not to fall.

He gained gl'Ollud step by step. He had
to. Aiter half an hour he threw aside
his rifle, it had grown too heavy. In
throwing it aside he feU in the snow with
a. shriek. He screamed, but in his
scream wero words, for he shrieked:
"Blood lair number two already-it
mustn't happen."

And by clint of his staff and his arms
hc got ·up. Disgraceful-it seemed to
him u.s if thc othf'r foot wero bad too,
but it could only be hi· imagination,
because, after all, it ha.d not been damaged.
Strange-in spite of all his efforts he
could not help looking ba ·k. That cur 'ed
red blood line kept foJlowing him. But

there was no blood lair this time, only
prints a.ppeared where his two hands
had gone through the snow as well as a.
print of the ski tick which had dropped
out of his hand. There was all:!o a.
clear print of the ritle running across
the print of the stick.

With a grin he drove his rifle butt-end
down into the snow. In the barrel he
placed the cleaner and pulled one of his
extra woollen mittens down over it so that
Oskar could tind the r~£le when he came
this way. Now he had to go on, dragging
hi· legs through the snow.

The pain was so frightful that his face
was completely distorted. He assumed
that his leg was beginning to freeze hard.
He had ofton noticl'u, wben be had
found bear which were not yct dead,
that one of their paws-the one nearest
the bullet hole-was sometimes £rozen
as hard as a piece of wood. No doubt
the same thing had happened to his own
leg now; but as long as he ucc.eeded in
dragging it along, it would remain where
it was. And if he could not sta.nd it any
longer he would take his long k.nife and
cut off his kg at the knee. For he knew
that, when he had cut off a bear's stiffly
frozen paw, no blood would run ulliess he
chopped it off too high.

He walked on. He knew the way, he
knew precisely how far he still had to go;
and while walking he tried to calculate
whether he could get home without any
further blood lairs.

He wondered whether the bud foot
and the good foot left similar pri.nt in
the snow, ski trails of the same depth.
He looked back, but forgot to look at
that which he had turned his head to s .
For what ho SltW, or rtLther what he did
not see, led his thought i.n another
clirection. Thero was no longer any
blood in the tracks. How could this
have happened? It could only be that
everything was frozell. He tore off his
mitten and queezed the wound. Out of
the wuund, or rather from between the
tatters where the bullet had left the fle h
and where t.he hole was large, came a
thick reddiah fluid. He saw it was
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frozen blood, and when he took a lump
b tween hi ling r. it melted into blood
- red and fresh. The pain had now
spr ad to Ius whole body except the
d JUllgcd thi(1h 8mI leg.

He pressed all, walking for deal' life.
The air was motionless. There was a
full mooll. and the scene w 8S bright
ag at lIoun, so that he could foUow a
dir 'ct cour~e town,rd th house. He
wondered if he could manage to climb
th small hill which he had to era to
get home.

He could. of cour , walk through the
cleft to a v id the hill· but, in the first
place. that route would be longer, amI
ecomlly there had been now slides in

two plac which would probably cause
him diffilutie , becan. e he wotud have to
oount on using only one foot. So he
headed for the hill. The house stood not
far off on the other side. a few hundred
meters oft' Oil the hearlland, and he hoped
that. if he managed to reach the top of
the hill. O. kar would see him and come
to his re cu .

He taggerecl on. He could feel his
wounded leg now aJ1d then. That is to
say, when he hnd to put hi weight on
it and it then ..Iipped into a wrong posi­
tion. he would cream with pain. Once
he hricked so loudly that he frightened
himself. lL was as if he were torn out
of his half-l'cJIll';C'iotlsn . s hy the J10ise in
the micl.t of the ,tiLIne..:. He reeled.
'1'b' k.i on hi,.; fnot would not ~teer any
mOl·e. It wa only his eveti which told
him, because hi n~r\'e8 foit nothing. He
was only ert.ain that he was walking­
walking bent nearly double.

He renched the hill and tried to climb
it by placing hi skis athwart with his
good fout first. He lifted it a step, hut
hi~ fl'Ozen I g would not follow. H bent
down and with olle hand grasped hi leg
h Il)w the knee and lifted it. Leaning
on the !lki . tick. he placed his damaged
leg with the ,ki right be ide the good
one. Jn this way he managed to get
halfway up befor he toppled over. He
Wl.L.'i tumin ~ giddy, over ·tbing went black
before him, I ut in spite of this he fhmg

him elf in such a direction that he lav
\\;th his head above hiB body and leg~.
He was given ju t seconds to think clearly,
and du.ring these few fragments of time
he managed to fall tbe rigbt way. Had
he fallen head downward he w uld
never have been able to get up aga.in.

This, then, was to be blood lair number
thr e.

He lay there, groaning. He was in- a
rage, he cursed, pronouncing his horrible
maledict.ions on life in general and the
winters of Spitsbergen in particular.
Without standing up, he began to move
uphill by mean.s of hiB hands, his stick
and his good leg inch by inch, foot by
foot. In tllis way he reached tbe top.
A si 'kly mile p' 'ed a.cl'OSl IUs face.
He saw the house. He dared not rest,
because now he was perspiring, and to
rest now meant dea.th. If he ur-rendered
now, he wottld never wake up ugain, he
knew that. He recalled how be bud
fou.nd Ole Andersdal three years ago.
Ole bad been sitting there fast asleep in
the snow, but when he stepped up to
him he had found he was merely a frozen
block of ice. Remembering this, he got
up and set off, leaning on rns stick. In
another five minutes he was far across
the plain and quite near the house.

He shouted-but nobody answered.
He walked up till he was sta~~diug outside
the door. He shouted again, but nolJody
came out. •'0 0 kar had not yet re­
turned.

W HEN 0 ka.r came home a few
hOllr later Anton was in bed.
The stove was lit, the coffee

had been mad. Oskar stepped up to
him, but Anton had fainted in bed.
Oskar reauzed at once that there
TllU8t have been an accident, for Anton
himself had cut open bis clothes ami
hared his thigh and leg. From the water
on the floor Oskar concluded that Anton
hnd tried to thaw up the frozen muscle.
So well are these people acquainted with
arctic conditions that Oskar, when ho
saw how things were with his friend,
mn outdoors with a bucket in lus hand.
Returning with it full of snow and ice,
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he took a bag and emptied the contents
of the bucket into it, using it as a dressing
for the naked bleeding thi h.

A few mom nt,s h~ter Anton woke up.
"Was it a spring gun whioh went off,
Anton?" a.c;kcd 0 kar,

"Yes, is the thi h very much torn upf'
Anton aru wered.

"I don't kJlOW. your leg i still frozen,
and we must Jet the ice melt fil'i:lt befure
we ca.n tell anything. In fifteen minute.~

or half an hour we shall ee. WeU,
Anton-here is Bome hot coffee. How
you ever managed to hea.t up the. tove­
I must say, Anton, you're a lion-it's not
everyone who could have done that."

He went out once more and came back
with a bottle of 96-per-cent brandy, the
last of six bottles. Anton lay quiet
looking up at the ceiling; his eyes were
big. blue, llnd shining. Oskar said:

"When you feel the pain coming 011 in
your leg, let me know, though I gue s
] don't have to ask you to, because you'lI
probably roar like (L wounded tiger. You
bet it's bad, but then I'll give you a tille
treat of 96. J. uppose you haven't l"een
roally ti ht ince we went to 'l'roIIIstl, but
now you are going to be-you can be sure
of that!"

He talked and talked and while he
did so, squeals and weak screams came
from Anton, who tried to swallow the
{:ontcnts of a Lig iron mug strong black
coffee in whieh there was a full tumbler
of 9G-per-cent brandy.

The next day carne. Anton We in bed,
and he was still there after two month..
During this period Oskar Haugan lutd
a.ttenued to aU thc fox trap. ami. pring
guns. On the wall were twenty-eiO'ht
blue foxes and thirty-nine whit foxes,
tretched and dried; in addition ther

were twenty-three bears lying in brin .
Anton looked bad. He did not 'eem
the old Anton-he himself aid that h
did not f el well.

Oskar always left hi Reminaton rifle
by the kitdl~n range. One day as ho
was 'kinning a fox out in the corridor
he thought he hCUI'cl. something moving

about in the next room. He opened the
door and saw to hi Burpri e that Anton
had crawled out of bed and wa tanding
with the rifle in his hamL He rushed
in, tore the rifle out of hi friend' grasp.
and aid:

"'0 tllat's the way thing' are with
vou? Poor Anton-no. no-don't cry,
ev rvthing may still ~e all right."

Ant.on was unable to get back to bed
and Oskar had to help him. Then
Anton said: "Oskar, take a look at this
leg of mine: it is bla k, and you know
it got gangrenoll long ago. It's putrefy­
ing-I can't stand the stench-and now
that you have prevented me from putting
an end to it, what are y u going to do?"

Oskar looked him trttight in the eyes:
"Anton. we have no right to take our
own live. There are two things we
might try: one is to cut off your leg­
I can do that and then carve out a.ll the
putrid flesh-but then you 11 die, 1m
afraid. Or J can try to go to Bellsund.
There is a doetor there. But that is a
trip that might cost me my life. That,
however, is of minor importance, but
who is to take care of vou while I'm
away? The trip can't be done both
way . even with a. fine skiing round, in
less than four days, and you-you will
be dead by the time I get back with the
do ·tor."

A little farther south in the same dis­
trict, was a. hut in which one of our be t­
known wintering men lived all by him­
Relf. His name was Petter Trond en.
Oskar told Anton that he would go to
Petter and ask him if he would go for
the doctor or if he would sta\' with Anton
and look a.fter him while he ~\'ent himself.
Anton bad no objection to that.

o k I' removed tho riHe which he did
not take alon~ with him. placed food ~\nd

mink on the -table. mO\'ed t,h latter up
to the bed in order th t Anton might
rC'a·h the food. and left.

The trip took him over tcep fjelus,
and at internll- he hac! to make detours
acl' . the pack ic of the bay.. He
reacheu Petter's hou e in ten hOllrs.
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When thev reaclted the
ummit I st\\~ Anton Jakob­
en and 0 kar Haugan

among them Anton on
two legs. Uood grM'ilJlIs!
He walked up to me, gTeet­
ed me, and said:

•••
The following summer I went for llt

trip to tho FIOifjeld which is situated
above Trams/) about 2,000 feet above ea
le\·cl. The young people of Troms(} go up
there on I 'aturda,y evenings when the
weather is fine and the midnight 811n

illuminates t.he fair Nordic
summer nights. A crowd
of lads a.nd la'sies wound
their way lip the fjeld path
sinbring and laughing.

that veritable snow cloud whirled a.bout
him and a deep furrow was to be oen
where he had dashed downhill. Then
Petter Trondsen took hold of him and
explained to him tha t, if they were to
r aeh their g01l1 in time he mu·t not be
afraid: "ColUe on, man, don't ever
hesitate to follow my track, and remem­
ber that if you drop behind tou far and
happen to meet a bear you have no ritle."

From that moment on the journey
went splendidly' and by the tim they
got throllgh to the house where Anton
and Oskar were waiting for them, the
doctor was quite a good skuer.

When tJle dodor got a look at the leg
he said: ""'ell. thing;; are none too
good here," and Petter I'uid: "Phew! It's
rotten - completely rotten!"

The doctor started his work of
amputating the leg with the R~, i lance
of Petter Trondsell and Oskar. and
after four hOllrs the chopped·off leg was
carried out into the corridor by Oskar,
who cO\'ered it carefully with snow
and ice for preservation until summer.
When pring came aruund a.gain and
Anton and Oakar were ealled fur, .Anton
had taken to a wooden leg with
which he tottered down to the boat that
took him on board the waiting hip.

Petter wa iu and, alter h had hearel
o kar' explanation of what had hap­
pelled, he said: "1'J1 go for the doctor,
and if 1 don't come back, thC'n look me
up when spring come around lind bury
me-what's left of me. I'll go up tluough
the \'alley here and follow the fjeld
east ward until] bll\'c cros!:ieu the Sorfjord
at BeJlsund,"

Petter Trond. en trudged otT between
snow heaps. On his back be carried a
bag of food, and over hi sh ulder hung
hi rine.

I T cau ed a unique sensation in Bell lind
when a strange, frost-covered bearded
skuer entered the settlement asking

for the doctor. The latter was told the
whole story. At first he refused to go
back with Petter, because nothing could
be done about a man who had been
in bed for two and a hali months with a
battered thigh affected with gangrene,
and that to sueh a degree t.hat it stank
of putrefaction, However, he wa.s fL

medical man and keen on hi job. He
finally agreed to come a.long.

After a good meal, the doctor ancl
Petter put on their skis and in spite of
the fact that Petter had had n, marl:h of
thirty-six hours, the doctor could hardly
keep up 'lith him,

011 his back Petter carried the doctor'
in trument case containing in tl'llments
and bandages, as well as his own riflo
and the food bag which had been filled in
Bell und with provisions for .-\nton, All
these things together made up quitc a
heavy load.

The doctor, who was
not exactly a brilliant skiier
but on the odler hand, a
YOW1g, vigorou13, and brave
fellow, tried to follow
Petter. But this proved t.o
he impossible, for coming
down hills and knolls the
doctor invariably tried to
slow down. Either he sat
on lIi skis and steered
with his feet or he used
his two sticks as brakes so
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"Do you think that there has been
anybody up here before with a wooden
leg1 This leg of mine, which oost me
2,000 kroner, why, it's the best leg I've
ever had, far better than the one I 10 t,
ooClmse it won't ever be affected
with gangrene and it can ea ily
stand a Remington bllUet.. I

Anti with a beaming fa.ee
both he and Oskur told me thRt

now they were oing to spend another
winter in Spit! b rgen, and tbi. time
they weI' to be given IIheir equipment
by t.he fltr dealer Clau Ander ·en.
It was a well·known fact that people

trnveliog for AnderRcn were
equ.ipped in u h a way that,
ev n if the trip houlcl last two
y&l1"S, there was nothilllY to be
feared.

THE THREE SAPPERS
A TRUE STORY

By KARL SPRU GENSCH..\11D

TIuJ Bet;01Kl of the t/L'O shert stories publiahed ill tl.u. double u.~a~ hM J'U<1t
reaGhed tuI from Germany. Although il hCUI til Oerlllan- 'olliet fronl jar it8 back·
ground, it ;s nol a war alm'y in lhll ordinary If Me oj Ihe word. An Q;(Jmpl.e of
thtl broad hamer of Ihe jrollt, it allows one of the oth.e,. sidu oj lUlU.

As r£{lOrds th~ author, we "'flOW 'IOthillg aboul him except thai. la'e Ihe
Ihr" sapper" he d a(',J'ibe8, he is aile al1long 1II,IIi01\4 of Oerman men fighting on
t/i.e Eaat,er/~ Ji'ronl.-K .•\1.

T HOSE had been hard days in the
fore ts around Lake limen. For
three weeks the regiment ha.d been

in battle. But now another clivi ion wus
at the frout, /lnd the regiment was going
to the rear for a spell of rest.

The louds hung low over the forest .
P.,ain was pouring down. After the long,
tedious march, the men were dead tired.
Sapper Hotter, "Mine" Hotter, slept as
he stood leaning against a tree, while the
other two men were putting up the tent.
H tter could sleep in peace, for there
were no more mines around here. In
his company it was said that he could
"smell" the mines. His nose was long
enough, aU right. But where nobody
elso saw or even suspectod anything, he
would suddenly puU back the others,
creep fonyarrl, and dig out the rdcest
minoa, as if he had bltried them thero
himtlelf. It was not only his no 'e, it
was also hi fingers. He had fingers
they said, a,s SC1IRitive and skillful as
those of a midwife. 1\0 one would have

credited that coarse lumberman with such
a fine t.()uch; what he needed fur tho
mines be had prulll1uly learned at home
with the girls.

Lance Corporal Knapp was more fur
rough thing. Bin ting was wha.t he
liked. It waSIl t a real war for him
unless there was something he could
blow up: bridges, pillboxes, hou~es, trees,
barbed-wire entanglements, fi h out of
the water, stones out of tbe ground.
"Blow it up!" was his slogan. At t.he
moment, however, he was kneeling on
the floor of the forcst Iikn any ordinary
soldier and was pulling his end of the
canvas so tight that the third man,
Federspiel, was almost cir gged ewer the
tent post.

"What' the hurry!" yelled stout little
Fetlerspiel. trying hard to k ep his bah"nce
and stretch the canvas on his own side.
In contra t to the other two, Federspiel
\"as an all-round sapper, alwayR there,
alwa,\·s useful. He Hked a well-built tent,.
So .;e tini bed up by clig ing a small
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