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Ketchikan, Alaska,
June 4, 1926

Dear Richard:

Sent a few more quail pictures to you
the day we left for the morthern trip. Didn't get
all that we wanted, but think you cen meke out till
later if others are needed.

The expeditioners are pushing into the
far north. And it already feele far and far away.
There ien't any twinkle of lights on the wooded
shores; only the white waterfalls trailing out of
the sky as they pour down the steep mountain
sldes. Once In 2 while a pair of combative eagles
wheel at each other, flashing white heade and
taile ageinst the green. But no human beings are
seen for days at a time. The vibrating old boat
is headed for the outposts of half civilized people
who live with the salmon, the sea otter, the
seal, the big bear, moose end reindeer.

fie get into Ketchikan tomorrow morning
at six where we stay for two or three hours un-
loading a few tons of cement; then on up to Spen-
cer's Inlet in Icy Straits where we plunge out
into the wild ocean across the Gulf of Alaska.
For two or three days we roll along out to Kodiak
Island, then on to Ikatan in False Pase, where we
expect to meet the Westward. Our first venture
into the interior wilds will probably be up Uyak
Bay on Kodiak Island for bear and up into Cook's
Inlet for mooee. In July we go out to the Pribi-
lofs to the seal rookeries. Ye have been reading
Mr. Preble's report on the seals and are looking
forward to this trip. There is a botanist named
Haley sent up here by the California Academy of
Sciences and the University of California who
tells interesting things about the plant life
and the abundent flowers on the Pribilofs. MNr.
Christoffers in charge of the Pribilofs is on the
boat with us, and also several salmon canners who
have offered us accommodations at their stations
around in Bristol Bey if we want to explore that
region. It is good to have some friends up in



this forsaken land, because both transportation
and lodging are dependent upon their courtesy.
Besides we are looking for some good salmon pic-
tures.

At any rate, before I get through I
expect to feel like a Laplander, but I am afraid
I carnot act like one on the water. It looks
like breakers ahead.

The only chance of any mail reaching
us is at Seward., The Westward will probably be
in there at same time on the trip.

Best wishes to all the Westwoods.

As ever,



Steamer Catherine D,
June 10, 1926

Dear Richard:

We have just left Squaw Harbor, Unga Island,
and ere now out on the rolling ocean again, and rolling
she is. But I have got my sea legs now, 80 let'er roll.
We have had some good ones lately that trimmed us all up,
so we don't like things too tame. Vord received by wire-
less last night that the Westward is just ahead of us, e0
we are goingtomotatlhd'-mnbmnmtm. We get in
there tomorrow morning. Wirelese also said "twin mascots
aboard- bear cubs." That will help thinge a lot. It keeps
me fairly buey looking at all the massots we might have
up in this part of the world,~ the several kinds of gulls
(souls of lost sailors) that accompany us when we hug the
shorelines, the sees parrots, the jeaegers, the asuklets and
the "goonies”( black-footed alabatroes) that follow us out
at sea, the seals that bob their black heads up now and
then on their way up to the Pribilofs aleo, and the big
whales that wallow and sport sbout in the evenings. This
is a mighty live part of the earth. i

And there are other things alive, too- the vol-
canoes. We have been travelling for the last few days
into the most marvellous scenery that I have ever beheld.
We slide slong elowly, fish-boat style, into one blue bay
after another surrounded by a circle of snow=capped, jaggd
mounteins, with here and there smoke curling up from cratera

' There are many active volcanoces in this region. Ve sit on
deck till half past nine or ten o'clock and watch the sun
set behind these smoking mountains. A night or two ago it
went down back of old Mageik, which belched black smoks
clouds againet the red sun, and brillient shadows flared
out in all directions, lighting up the sky. Not far away
the hollow crater of Katmei loomed up., It has been dormart
pince it blew up a few years ago.

In every tide-water bay that we visit, the salmon
ghips lie at anchor, And we are visiting at least one fish=-
ing place 2 day now. At Larsen Bay, the Karluk River comes
out, said to be the finest salmon stream in the world. Here
we took aboard Dr. Gilbert, the expert for the Bureau of Fish-
eries, who has been conducting such interesting experiments
in the life hietory of the Alaska salmon. From the weirs in

|
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thie river he has marked 50,000 two and three-year old
(mostly two-year olds) salmon that are now going out to

gea from their inland leke for the first time. This is

to find out where and how far away from their home streem
they go, and how long before they return to it., At Squaw
Harbor where we were today, he has tried another experiment.
Out of one of the most profitable traps on the coast, belong-
ing to the Pacific American Fisheries, he took 10,000 salmon
coming in to spawn, marked them with a metal tag, and threw
them overboard again to go on their way. By thie method,

he found out that many of them were later taken in the
gill-nets of Bristol Bay, a fishing region eway to the

north around the point of the Alsska Peninsula. By this work,

 the Buresu of Fisheries keeps & regulating hand over the
commercial cennerymen and are able to protect the great sal-

mon runs from depletion. The camnerymen are agreeing grace-

fully, if not voluntarily. But the Bureau is looking out

to protect their big investments also, and I think they are

in no denger of going on the rocks. At the Karluk cannery, belomg~
ing to the Alaska Packers, they expect to take 200,000 cases

(48 cans to the case) at $12.00 to $14.00 a case. They wouldn't

- shop et thet either, if there were more fish to can. The

Alaska red salmon has a very long run, from March to October.
So much for the fish.

There ie so much to see and learn up here at the
top of the world that one could stay around for ten years
and still be at the beginning of things. New islands come
up out of the sea any old time, and others are settling out
of sight. Bogoslof Island out at the end of the Aleutian
Ohain, hae come up and gone down several times. And out on
these far snd young islande are found flelds of flowers and
plants that have come from no one knows where. It seems
impossible that the winds and the waves could have been the
planters. It may have been the birds that ply the highways
of the sky back and forth from the homes of people to the
seawbound rocks. And back to these wind-blown sea islands
come the fur ssals to breed and go again in the fall, for
they have no use for land except in the breeding season.
Icy mountaine and icy waters make good fish and fur.

This ie about all- except that we are taking pic-
turee at a wild rate. Can't tell the results as the weather
is either misty or rainy. _

Best wishes to all the Westwoods away off in warm

Washington. A J/L .



" 1BF Urilla Bay, Unimek Island
, June 18, 1926

Two Big Geme Animals of Unimak Ieland. =
On the morning ofJune 15th, the wanderlust seized us for seeing

a little something of the country around our camp, so the two camera cranke
slung the knapsacks on their backs filled with cameras, film,sm& lenses, and
field-glasses- always field-glasses- and struck off toward the foot of Shi-
ghaldin, eparkling in the morning sun. The two Campbells had already gone on
before to ekin and cut up the caribou killed for meat the night previous.
Before we caught up to them, they had spied more caribou ranging the plains
shead, so they were crouched behind a knoll watching them. We crawled up
behind them, and soon most of the members in camp had joined us in mmbush to
watch the caribou. But there seemed no way to get near enough to picture
them, as there wasn't a tree nor a 8p i;g of cover between us and them.
Finally, Cempbell, Sr. volunteered to meneuver out around & big hill and
gee if there was any approach by low ground or intervening mounde over to
the other side of the grazing herd nearer the lake shore. We were to await hiss
signal to come around that way if it was feasible.

The wind blew bitter across the :;;E;g smizz tundra. We sunk as
far as possible into the beds of moss on the lee side of the knoll end
pulled our coats and sweaters close up around our necks. But still the
breath of the white mountein froze us, and worst of all we had to keep still
and not show any movement above the rim. OCaribou are alertpo pick up eny
strange object or movementeven at long distancese.

The caribou grazed slong, edging slowly further away toward the
lake. They had seen us, or had & sense of our presence. But they were not
frightened, but merely uneasy. Finally two of them'iéi# down, but with
heads in our direction, end eyes(éha.ggggfgsgcthe watcPf The wind was
favorable to us, blowing in our élrection. If it had been blowing toward

them, they would have been up and away before this. But getting no man

scent, they were merely curious about what lay behind that hill-top. They
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might have rested easy: there was not & gun in the crowd.

Soon it was noticed that a watchful old cow had leveled her eyes
off toward a hill near the lake. It was from this direction that we were
impatiently awaiting a signal from Campbell. Slowly and dimly a lumbering
object loomed off in the distance, moving straight out into the open tundra
toward the caribou. It certainly was a brown bear. Where was Campbell? Had
he and the bear crossed tracks? The two caribou still lay quiet with eyes
riveted on the bear. The rest of the bunch had grazed gradually over toward
a higher level near the other end of the lake, and joined another bunch that
were leading off up the hill. On came the bear deliberately stopping once
in a while. The two caribou got up liesurely, but with a purpose, and
grazed slowly back toward the herd, keeping their eyes on the clumsy bear.
Soon they dipped over the rim of a knoll and were out of sight. Then the bear
stood up and walked toward us. It was Campbell.

In the meantime, the camera hunters jumped up and made a dash for the
next knoll nearer the caribou. Now running over the tundra with ite surface
like a bubbling sea of green hummocks and tussocks of graes, constantly hop-
ping up and &own, and with packse on one's back, is not so easy as it looks.
The mat of mose is soft and slackens momentum and often the long, wiry grass
tangles one's feet. It's a pull of energy and will power, and when one gets

to a stopping place, he is sure to be winded and r¥ady to drop down for another
:l‘-l' "a_'-..'('!'. ‘
watch over a hill-top. fn this way the two lesesened the distance between them

and the caribou hill, and met Campbell out in the middleﬂ:f_f;t valls
" "There 3sn't any way of getting near this herd in its preaené po-

sition, as they are on high ground and can see every object on the plain;kfiqodgtﬁj

Your only chance is to skulk along in the hollows on your hands and knees

down to the lake shore where a cut-bank borders it and leads over to the ¥%+f‘:.f,

caribous' lookout. In this way, you may come around a point square upon them.

Then stand up and pump your gun faet for the moet you can get in the few minutes
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they will stand for it,j he advdsed.

We accordingiy worked along over the low hummocks and behind hills
squinting an eye over the tops at the caribou occasionally. A herd of sixteen
were now feeding quietly on a high hill some distance away. We reached the rim
of the cut-bank and dropped over the edge with relief as it had been tedious going
over the tundra. And now we looked off over a new world. At our feet lay a
a wide flat marshy margin of the lake, and those who lived there were not bears
and caribou. I looked down uupi upon a kxkk clear spring bubbling out of the
bank at my feet, and as we settled down a pair of pintaile flushed with ex-
cited eyes and movements out into the tall marsh grass. They didn't go far,
but for some minutes sidled around in the tiny tricklete of water that threaded
in and out of the bogs, eyeing ue sideways and suspiciously as if they couldn't
make out what we were. Certainly we had no business there. This peaceful nook
by their spring had never mmam been invaded by human beings before. Anyway,
the best thing to do was for them to fade away from before,our eyes so we might
be deceived about that nest that lay cuddled in a cool corner of the bank. So
all at once they were gone with no noise, not even a tell-tale ripple of the water
nor rustle of the grass. Bukxmkiik

But still the broad mershland breathed and bubbled with life. Sand-
pipers by the dozen, but always in pairs, were so busy courting that they
couldn't pay any attention to other folks. Like little sky-rockets they
gsoared into the air and floated back to earth, pouring forth a plaintive, ec-
static song of love. The morning in the marsh was musical with #ke rippling

whistles as here and there in quick succession the delirious sprites launched

{ o N - .- Y f / { } L .
G e ek Coad 7o ol pon o Aa rUPY [ s Moy whoael A # ~ 3

into the alr.r, ¢ T et = W B

I sat silent and half smothered in sedge on the bank. Two little

lovers fluttered up and settled just in front of me. They looked me over,umgt

%u£;%b%ng qﬁite inconsequential, they bent their heads close together over a
- \

tempting tussock of grasé, twittering confiidentially as to whether this might

Gg:}
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not be the very time to commence building. They bowed, and whispered and A
considered. But no, it was early, and they must not be too hasty. And away

they went again out over the waving marsh grass, to commence their courting all ow
over. And so the days would go until they must settle down to the serious
problems of nursery life.

And we must go on to bigger game then ducks and sandpipers. Rather
haltingly we picked up our packs and started on,k;ickxéé our way along the steep
bank juet below the rim to be out of sight of keen eyes on the hillside. Coming
around & point, we found that the caribou herd on the hill had separated, a few
lying down while eleven had gone down on the marsh to feed. This was a puzzle.

We couldn't keep hidden from both bunches, and once detected, one group would
probably convey its fright to the rest and stampede the whole herd. But we

had to go on and take a chance. We had not tremped tiring milee over the tundra
for nothing. The two of us moved close together with heads bent, simulating a
loggy bear as much as poseible and walked straight out into the open toward the £&
foot of the hill where five or eix animals lay resting. Even those on the mareh
could see us, but we should soon be behind the foot of the hill out of their

view. The five on the hill eyed ue for a scant few minutes, then all got up
nervously and began to mill around in indecision. Then they started down the

hill end coming to one of their usual trails, they commenced running towerd us.
Evidently we were in their line of eecape, or they thought to take the shortest
cut to the rest of the herd. It looked like a head-on collision of camera

hunters end caribou. They were now running et full speed in a bee-line for us.

We threw discretion to the winde, straightened up and started straight for them.
It was & case of the best man wins to gain the foot of the hill first, they for |
a get-away, we for pictures even at the expense of a mix-up. By good fortune,

we hit their trail at the point ahead of them, which peemed to bewilder them for

a minute. They stopped and stared us in the face, three bulls with flaring antles

taking the lead and standing defiantly close together, a cow and calf behind.

The camers was grinding away unmindful of everything but a fine shot that must



IBF /5 June 18, 1926 e

not be lost. Frightened into frenzy, the three bulls all at once bolted
U pob iy wovivd, e B sk U AYf § Tt [ftfo from fa .
squarely past us and circling around us, furnishad fine chances for pictures
as they raced across the marsh bottom and then up onto the tundra. Hers they
stopped, the three bulls in battle front, outlined against the sky and white clouds.
On sgain along the rim of the hills, and feeling a little more secure at being
above us, they stopped frequently now and stared wonderingly at us. Had we
been gunners, all three, and perhaps more, would have been dead long before.
Being out of danger, they moved gradually along the topf of the knolls, fre-
quently gezing down upon ue as if loath to go. /,f””“‘
But the best of the day remained, for the eleven caribou in the marsh
bottom graeed peacefully on, oblivious that a battle of wits had just been
waged around the corner. We crawled stealthily up the ridge above the marsh
and settled down behind a hummock to watch the herd below. As they moved
further along the lake shore, we kept pace on hands and knees, waiting for them
either to range up the hill to lie down and rest, or to wander around the point
as the first five had. Finally we waxa had dragged ourselves on our stomache,
hitching
pulling our packs along beside, clear to the top. Using the long lens and
aiming over the rim, we were bliesfully shooting the unconscious caribou below,
when we caught a movement of some object in a ravine above the lake and just
opposite our ambush. Soon it came out into the light- a big brown bear, ambling
down the mountain. The caribou on the plain saw him also, for all eyes were
fixed up the hill. The plot had thickened, much to our joy.
The old bruin shuffled liesurely down, stopping here and there to
paw out a squirrel hole, usually to his own discomfiture, for he seemed to be
an indifferent digger. He is a surly, unfriendly looking fellow, with the
melancholy manner of one who prefers to go his way alone, and naturally he is giwm
8 wide berth by most of the wild folks of the fields and hills. Heavy of head and

shoulder with an awesome breadth of chest and a great, loose-jointed, shambling

freame, the Kadigk bear is made for massive power and lightening speed. And he
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moresthan lives up to his looks. But it's when you look into his face that you
shudder and know him for what he is. That great, bulging hulk of a skull with
a jowl as massive as an ox's from which protrude disgusting, gnarled snage of
teeth which have epent themselves dn tearing great trees asunder, or crunching
the bones of Gﬁéi; own kind in the eternal battles tell something of khmix his
brutish kiwxex life,

I crouched close to the tundra on top of the hill with my eyes glued
to that tawny figure bhatRE;Téythe forte on the opposite ridge against all
comers. Ae turned his back and with one huge paw scooped eub the dirt out
of a squirrel hole, sending a shower far behind him, I saw the changeable lights
on his golden-brown coat. Then he ambled on down hill. The cemera man was
shead, running low and crouching down to head =ff him off at the foot of the
slope. He carried his Eyemo Camera in his hand, ready to shoot when he got

machine
within range. Thie little hand movie-~gun is the only one to take on a hunt
for caribou and Kadiak bears of the northern tundra, where one has to run and stalk
his game for long distances, or jump for safety. Bending and running behind
the cemera, I saw big bruin reach the Eop?gpﬁof Fﬁ?ﬂg}l}léfﬁ disappeay ﬂyﬁ? /" 3
the cut-bank of the lake. The camera n:ua.n‘l eache& it soon aftef%Lnd I ‘saw him duck
or perhaps he went over, too.

down behind some tussocks of tall grass on the top of the bank,f\Everybody wes
out of sight, and the landecape waes empty from where I labored on down with the
pack-sackey No, not quite. The bunch of caribou, frightened by the imminent dis-
aster from two zgizzzzéns, were in full flight around the far end of the lake.

I waes out of the field of action and could only guess what was going
on. It would have been easier to see it. N1l wae etill, e;cept for the wind
following the racing caribou. Why had the camera man rushed pell-mell into &
situation that he knew nothing of, and where was he now? Was he down there with
that bear? What was going on? We had been told that it was never eafe to roam
the tundra without a gu\f"because, although the Kadiak bear is not likely to

deliberately attack a person, if he is surprised or cornered at cluse quartera
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he is an ygly person to deal with. He has a touch-and-go temper and a heavy
£
hand. He is not hunting trouble, but if necessary he can finish a bout with
2 :
one blow of a huge paw. Getting too familiar with a Kadiak bear is temptiﬁg)

Fete too far. The result is certain.

.

i The eilence and groqz space around me were oppressing. I couldn't stad
AN

it any longer, so I began to-edge-8ldwly down the slope toward the top of the
bank where man and bear had disappeared. I crept to the edge and looked over,
The bear was leaning over the laeke rim, drinking and eplashing in the water, abou

fifty yards away. Just them immediately below me, the camera man rai;a?—up. ;I:LLN&“Q/
1d . >

The motor of the movie was humming. Both of ue were in plain sight. .' ‘Ihéf. I:'iro A g
| i z > L
(W AL

that o}é;inar-do? The cemere men was cornered, and too close. That enormous
shaggy form started to rise on its hind feet; his head went down and hie neck
bowed up,ddike-e-bullls. The cemera still buzzed on. I was petrified. I could

not meke a sound., All at once that great, lumbering hulk bolted straight up the
JW e aad

hil‘Arhere he ¢ down, loping like a fast horse. As he rolled up and down oneh

knoll after arother, he looked back ver his shoulder to see if the demons still

5 152"
persued him. At last I M waved my hand to him, as I watched him

disappear over the last rise. Far in the distance at the end of the lake,

b L--’ﬂ }),L"- ]
against the whiteslejar pruuéés of the herd of caribou grazed
That night at eleven o'clock, before I went to bed, I

peacefully agai

stepped t; the dodr of the tent to take a last look at the white mountain.
The little river rippled at my eide. Ikxwamxbrighkxmmankkghk Above the
top of the bank the moon hung. @xax fhe dim reaches of the tundra melted
into the white night of thie northern land, and there like a pale amethyst
in the sky was Shishaldin with a candle lighted in his tip, the glowing re-

flection of his burning heart. Somewhere ay his feet the caribou lay asleep;

somewhere the big brown bear mouched about in the moonlight.

U SlllscEse. . e
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Akutan, Alasks, June 24,-

Dear Richard:

Today finds us at Akuten, the haunt of Bering Sea
whalers. We came into this little bay, which seems to be in
the very center of the island, to find a big whaling station
in full swing. Nearby is a village of Aleutian natives. At
nine-thirty last evening we stocd on the dock and watched a
hundred and ten foot whaling boat slide in with a big fin-
back whale hung to her side. Later when it was measured, it
was sixty-seven feet long and weighed seventy tons. This
morning we watched and pictured the process of cutting up
and cremation. Saturday morning, perhaps about the witdz-
ing hour of three o'clock, we go out on a whaler to "shoot"
one of these monsters of the deep. This means a wild ride
and some excitement.

But this cruiee has been full of excitement, so *-

the more the better. The Westward is 2 humdinger of a hunt-
ress for she noses into rough
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=y Akutan, June 26, 1926

The ten o'clock dusk of the north found me eitting in front
of the tent, the round moon hanging above the river banklnot ten miles
up in the sky, and off to the northeast the limitless, rolling tundra
fading into the end of the day. Majestic Mt. Shishaldin raised her
snow-clad cone aloft with t;e candle lighted at her tip, the badge of
her burning heart. It was the evening of June 2lst, and the Church-
Finley perty were camped on Unimak Ialangfazgt,favored or frequented
by human beings, but beloved by the caribou and Kadisk bear. The
tents stood in the bend of the little river and close to its edge, pro-
tected by the high hill from the wild winde that blew in from the Ber-
ing 8ea, now roaring not far away. From the top of the hill, could be
seen the Westward, rocking quietly in the bay beyond the breakers.

The party coneisted of six Churches, two Finleys, and Capt.
Grove, with the addition of Cuffy and Tuffy, twin mascot bear cubs. Fm-
quently Bill, the engineer and Chili, second engineer, visited camp for
a night and the "land-lubbers" hailed their coming, for it usually mest
freeh bread, a cake or some other tasty morsel to tantalize out hard-t&ck

diet. Adolph, the chef of the Westward, was a goodé@ixerf Aor
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Yesterday, June 26th, we followed the whalere to esea. Out of
the deep blue bay of Akutan, set in steep green hills backed by still
steeper, snowy mountains, the Westward slid along, threaded a rock-
strewn pass with a treacherocus tide between islande cereleesly thrown
up here and there, on out into the Pacific Ocean. More and more unsus-
pected islands appeared constantly ahead, leaning out of misty billows
and low-floating elouds. As the sturdy boat buffeted the big breakers
through the churning narrows, birds in singles and in bands rose in
fright and skimmed the surface - guillemote and puffins, with clouds
of gulls winging wildly in the upper air. Cliffs towered on either side
around which circled gea birde of many kinde. Borne faintly on the
wind came their plaintive, clamoring babel. Then out into a wild ocean
with nothing but sea and sky, and so huge and stormy that one sat in a
daze with the heavens and the waters in a great commotion.

But the whalers- where were they? No sign of smoke curling dauntless
from a funnel on the horizon. Far to the sea in ships they had gone.
Daily and nightly the sturdy, battered, rusty sea-farers roamed and
rolled the angry billows above the deep-sunken “banks" of the sea where
the whales loved to lie, or coming to the surface, to float lazily orbk
billow up and down, "blowing" at intervals with just their long dark
backs gleaming among the white-caps. Out goes the big harpoon with i
spear-pointed head and concealed charge of powder, slithering over the
water deadly true, to tear into the vitals of the great hulk of a beast
and explode. Writhing and thrashing, down to the deep, his own deep,
he heeds, only to bleed to death and come to the surface, blown up and
bloated by the gun that gored him. Frequently if the aim was not true
for a vital spot, the big beast, held by the four big clewe that automa-
tically spread out and hook into the flesh, starte apparently for another

ocean, dragging the lead rope of 360 feet(?) behind which are many more
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hundreds of feet coiled up in the hold of the boat. Then a merry chase
of from two to ten or twenty houre, he leads the whalers, until he is
spent or they put another harpoon into his lungs, if possible. Prob-
ably his first harpoon of some three feet long of heavy cast iron ie
twisted and bent out of shape when extracted from the mass of torn
flesh, kuxmmd with the deep-red blood turned almost bdack.

From all this mighty hunting, the deep-seated, dare-devil
whaling boats steam back to the quiet little bay that has eaten into
the very middle of the iesland, to pull up to a emall red buoy and
tether a hulk of a whale deftly, back softly away and hang at the
dock for a little while, with smoke puffing patiently for another
quick departure. Neither wind nor tide deter them from these sea
journeye. A few hours in for food and other things more necessary- taoe
bacco and Scotch- and the grizzled salts of the sea, like vikings on
their stormy decks, turn their rugged faces and calm eyes seaward again.

8o the Westward, eager for other prowess, lay by till the
tide was at floodand slipped away to the Pacific, bent on whaling also.
In the fair light of the evening pinnaclee end bird rocks appeared, but
no whale boats shead, and a wild sea raging. 8o into a sheltered bay
(Vulcan) for the night, and over went the cemeras into the little boat
for an exploration. On & couple of lonely rocks that had pushed up ot
of the sea, gulls, puffins and a few other birde were nesting. On the
mossy top we met a young oyster-catcher who had his baby clothes on yét,
blackish down tipped with dull buff, and an over-sized, reddish bill
for probing in mud. He had an innocent, trusting face and a gentle
disposition, so we took his picture egainst the gray, lichened rocks
of the cliffe where he fitted and would spend his life. It became te-
dious for him, so I took him down to the edge of the water. Immediately

he revived and fluttered his ineignificant tail, as he bent his head add
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jabbed into the mud, one thrust after another of the knife-like beak.
He was happy and preoccupied, and since his mother for some reason
didn't appear to take care of him, he was doing very well at starting out
in life for himself.

Thet evening as we eat by the cosy fireplace looking out be-
yond the bay at the wild ocean, the moon rose red out of the water, big,
luminous and near at hand. And on the horizon, lined against the eky,&
rode a whaler with hif trail of black emoke blowing straight out to sea.
Butvhe was acting queerly. Back and forth like an abandoned spirit,she
careered, now toward land, now puffing fiercely back to sea. SHe was
evidently hard after one of hiil big prey of the depths. And redder and
bigger rose the moon behind hiny spindling black mast, asshe was lost
in the night.

Three-thirty A, M., and the bay lying cold and smooth under
the mist. And close besid;?:\’{.w&n whalers sleeping peacefully. But
eoon the black smoke of the never-weary funnel r'&% into the morning
air, and the Kodiak, bear of the north, ‘:‘awake and ready to fare for
the sea again. Wind and etorm eand darkness had sent her and her sister
huntress into the little bay to await the day. The Westward was awake,
too, and after depositing two members of her crowd aboard the whaler,
she tagged at her heels for the sea. TWO—thO‘L‘l—.iB-BT!‘ld foot peaks, splotched
with patches of snow and running with rivulets, thrust their tips into
smoking white Elouda. The rattle of anchor c?'s.ina and the scream of ex-

AKeotrhoygled vohn Jotloyllcon ool .
cited gulles broke the stillness. Around blind alleys of the winding bgy,
led by the "big bear", went the Westward. On the deck of the hardy
ahead S '
sea~-goer stood the fishers of game of the blig waters, unwashed, un-
shaven, with tin coffee-eups—intheir hande. For the day and the

night are the same to them: they"-jgteai: ‘and they eat on the go. It was

gray and dull and & cold wind blew into the mouth of the bay; the
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hille were a wet green in the morning miet. A song sparrow was singing froam
the hillside, an eagle hung high in the air above the rocky cliffe, now
seen, now lost in the clouds. The Big Bear curved around the corners away

1 !? r—g -L(,).‘,.‘ tl““nt&-ﬁ' -cﬁqou.& f_.j B «
from projecting rockaA Soon a pink glory of sunrise flared back of white
clouds and vivid green hills. It grew and fell over the rim of the hills,

painting the softly rippling water. A killer whale flaghed his black

horn.

=

And now the leader sghip more and more ro@ited up and down the : &
swells. Black headlands stood out against the pale light, cut into \?i"
pinnacles and pointe, as we made straight for the "banks," the whale beds “"{,
of the ocean. We looked back at a coastline strung with frosted ranges. K_‘Dl‘-‘h
And shead, on e glowing sea, snother whaler loomed black against the QE
gaudy horizon. Bands of birds going to sea in the morning skimmed the - }.
water like wavering, windy gusts. Bleck cormorants by twos cut and zig- S‘ ;
zagged the upper air, and here and there a lone-wandering small bird 'g\ -.:;
winged swiftly homeward toward the shore after a night out. The light — 3
changed. The foggy miste closed in almost enveloping the flaunting sun é'?

with cloud mountains etched againet the red, snd the little clouds above = =
X,
edged with fire. b T
S
And undernesth steamed the little black wheler. A sailor _j\:-:;-;.“
ol
climbed into the crow's-nest, and there he staid for many, many long iﬂ\“
e i
houre- only he waen't the same sailor, for he waas relieved every hour. i :
\ \\“-\‘_
The crow's-nest is neither a pleasant nor happy place to be. It's i‘-{“
“
a ewaying, unstable perch, discouraged by the gales and chilled by the < s
v
3 -
mists, and made fruitless by the perversity of whales. Through rough \ o
& =<2
breakers for houre, then over a calm, monotonoue sea with nothing livimpg :Q <
in sight but a lonely goon* skimming bshind, we steamed- and not even S k‘::
T
a smell of a whale. And whales have a smell which reaches the honor d&f i& -
b
<

perfume. It's indistinguishable at first~ not the em#ll, but the per-
fume. ("{- e, g ‘ /‘ s j.- / 3 = e
; }[Lw‘f b eleoR ,” e Lepig ake ek 1L hadtvers
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Once there was a little ground squirrel that lived on the top of a
tundra tussock on the :zisgf a sand dune overlooking the Bering Sea. In June
he was about two weeks old, a round-headed, mild-eyed sleek baby with soft,
grayish-tan fur. His ears were so little yet that they were almost lost in

e iz, mc.zlzu,g ¥ ko {-\. xaila
fur. Hia feet were big and flat and even when he was too little to know any-

and instinctively
thing at all, they were always feeling around«doing some handy thing for his
comfort or safety. Ae he peeped out of his doorway to take a forbidden look
at the world, and then sidled a little further out, and a little further, his
under cover reached outasl

hind feet began to push him back into the sedge graaaaior his front feetApullad
the graes over him with the inetinct that evee-dropping eyes might be upon him.
For this is the life of the ground squirrel always and everywhere, even of his
meny, many relatives that live far to the south in warmer climes. Shakrxkixss
His life is always on the firing line of skip and scatter for hies hole and fall
head-over~heele into the bottom of it till the danger is paet- or forgotten till
the next time. '

Little Unimak lived in a big equirrel village. Each mound was an apart-
ment house where many families had their snug nests underground and close to-
gether for mutual protection. From every point of vantage on top of the mound,
doorwaye opened into hallways that ran down for a little way, then spread out
in all directions to the different households. Secret tunnels and winding pas-
sages connected with rear doore and unknown exite, so in case of attack from a
eneaking and deadly enemy the community could be aroused and flee for safety
shead of the danger and get away.

Down in the hollow below the squirrel village, lived an old red fox.

The entrance to her den was big, and dark, and ominous looking to the many watch-
P&y)” fusqeye::;;:t were turned that way all day long. She was the creeping shadow of
their deys, and the ogre of their nighte. And it was at night that they couldn't 7

keep track of her. While the squirrel families lay sleeping- always wit o eyg

L'
open- the old she fox was wandering about the grassy slopes and sniffing in their h] Ji:Jwﬁd
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doors and windows for the closest and handiest viectim to grab. For deep down
in that cavernous hole of’per own, far away from the sights and the sounde of
the wopld above, she had é}z ¥ungxy growing children that were always hungry.
At this time they were frolicksome, irreeponsible babies with not a care on
their minds. Their shrewd and venturesome mother would fetch home tender
squirrel babies and other emall animals for them to devour. When they were first
born, they slept most of the time in th;g%arm argt bed away back at the end of
the long tunnel in the pitch darknees. But now they were older and being more
active, they were menturing out into the winding passageway, cautiously smell-
ing every :z:tof the way and scanning every root and bit of wall, for it must
be used for a haven of safety all through their childhood. It must be clothed
with that emell end femiliar feel that envelopes one with the presence of pro-
over its threshold -

tection as he slips imkmxiksxdmamrway smixxkemgxiksxbksak into its blackness.

The little foxes were just coméng to the restless age when they
wanted to see what was beyond that light patch at the end of their tunnel.
They had slim, pointed noses, quick eyes and pricked-up ears to catch the g?at N

sound or smell that came upon the wind. Their coats were pale golden, lighter

underneath, and now were magimmimx showing that promise of tawny red, silky
And it was

fur of which their mother was 8o proud.f\tha posseseion of thie rich, red coatféé;Lf*

kept Mother Red Fox's keen wits sharpened eonstantly to save her skin from

the greedy fur hunters who had even invaded this far-away island in the Bering g
dea. BShe did not know that this northern home with its long winter of deep

gnow and cold, Arctic winds, and ite short, misty esummer mede of her one of the

most beautiful end valuable fur animals in the world.



ﬁjZ%/’ Cruising along the Aleutian Chain.
\.

The Weesdward bucked her way through the tide-rips of False Pass
and cast an eager eye at the weather as she pueh;diher noge through the
cold waters mf in her initial voyage into the Bering Sea. And as a sort
of foretaste to some of the thimgx events to followshe found the de-
ceitful Pass well named. Shifting sands and a changable chamnnel sud
the price mariners pay for the endless strife bmiwemm of the two oceans
in the bottle-necked passage between the smm end of Alaska Peninsule snd
*hm Unimek, thefirst-big-island 0f the Aleutian Cheim:

The Captain drew a sign of relief when the mate wikilding the

lead line yelled "And & half two! "And & quarter less three” meaning that
xB the little yacht had plenty under her keel and the north sea was
deepening. But an hour later, the baptism. Rounding Cape Lapin the L
reported later as a sixty mile gale at Capeg Sanachon
Westward picked up the tail of a sou'west twisterA elimbing its crests
and sliding into the troughs till midnight. She dripped with white
foam foro and aft but liked th- gale for she bobbed up smiling and
dropped anchor in the lea of the mountain and in a bend of the ocean
northern !Jfﬂﬁ
called Urilla Bay, and thers in the dim Jight afxthkm lifted Shis!’ glowing
at t]'le wo
The coast of Alasks is as safe as any of the caastal waters of
the north to navigate, but to be sure some of the bays and inlsts to
the west are not fully charted and a captain must know the quirks and

turns of the tides and his eraft must be staunch and fit for an emergency.

The next morning ¢

tn-%hu-we5i&T-a&8to&-uway'fﬁtu—ﬁho-biua-eka,znu we were eager to land but

in small boats
we had forgotten the gale. When one tries to landfon the shore of Unimak

when the Bering sea rollers are trying to hold back the flood waters of &

mountain torrent and the salt tid: is wrestling with the cross currents
some weré

he is playing a stiff game with the odds against him and isxYegimaiiy

due for & ducking. 1t was a cold one. The sights on Unimak were worth

it and we wemxsmtxly cot even by landing the whiale party and provisioneg
and camped there for i a waek.

N -



Closely =llied with the life and progress of this great zam
Alaskan country are the salmon and the salmon ships. As surely as
the seasons come and go, when the warm winds of spring blow over
swelling
the snow-clad peaks and glacial valleys, f£xkkimg the little
streams to freshets that pour out into the deep green currents of the
mother waters, the salmon horde that has been wintering and feeding off
the shores surge in with an impetus that is irreeistible. Persistant
with necessity and desire, they seek the riotious mouthe of their
birth streams and enliven the waters as they_;if(their way to the
cold inland lakes. Here and there zll over ::iu Bouthern shores of
the Alaska Peninsula theese glacial lakes lay bedded, some near, some
far inland, linked together by rivers and smaller streams. These make
ideal haunts for the m;:?i§:n of spawning salmon who need, not food,
but shallow pools and gravelly bars that will be mellowed by the
summer sun where the masses of golden egge may be deposited and
brought to life.
Then come the ships Eximgimg, of couree, the sailors, the
steamers es
skesmx and the little fas tendere, bringing = cargo of empty boxes,
tropps of noisy workmen, and machinery and rigging and camp equipment,
and what-not. But this is not all that the ships bring to this far
and isolated land. They bring mail, and the telephone, the wireless,
electricity and necessities of all kinde to this helpless country
with no facilities for trading and traneportation of their own, and
little money to do it with. The kings of the sea and the salmon
must be generous with their benefite end bounties to this land whence
they take their silver horde.
There was the Scotch Lassie of early fish days born to the

angry northern seas and the treacherous reefs and channels. Old

Halverson mastered her and proud he was to take his bride aboard in



 —— e ———

May 19.

The fixet thing I heaxd this morning was the sound of
something hard hitting against the yacht. I jumped out of bed and
looked through a porthole. The water around me was full of pieces
of floating ice..some lazge and some small. We were in Endicott
Arm, which is s branch of Stephen's Passage. Theze is s living
glacier at the head of the Arm, and we were already passing a ridge
of snow-capped mountsins. z

Fox anothexr moment, I stood before the porthole and was
rewaxded ﬂy a distent glimpse of the shiny whiteness of Sumdum Peak.
Fax below stretched huge rock slides and inaccessible cliffs.

"So this is our goat country!" I marveled.

‘Later when I hurzied out of the cabin, I found Fathex on
the bow setting up his Akeley camera. It was so cold that he had on
two sweaters and a sheepskin coat. !

"We're almost thexe,” he sald. "That little inlet shesd
is Ford's Texrox, one of the finest goat regions in the gountry. I
hope we can capture a young one. That was the aim of oﬁz txip, you
know. " ’ :

Wﬁen we oruised up to the entrance of Ford's Terrox, we
found the narrows blocked to us By & slack tide. The sound of the
engines dulled to a meze hum. |

Only the voice of the Engineer broke the silence as he
cast the lead line. "No bottom at tenl™

But soon we found we couldn't anchor because the bottom
was 50 harxd. The yacht kept swinging slowly around and azound; the
engines going at half speed. Then they stopped altogethex. A swift
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curxrent was pouring out of the narrows and we were in a little
basin at the entrance.

The beauty of the region fascinated me. Opposite us,
loiged against the cliff was a long, narrow piece of green ice with
a flat, white top - the whole looked like a ses-green submarine with
s white deck and conning tower. Behind it rose the steep 100k cliff,
its face pathed with abaolutely)vextical watexfall of snow white.
There was mozxe ;oek and less vegetstion ﬁeze. The trees were smal-
ler and the bushes more numexous.

Chunks of floating fosm from the falls dotted the watez
at the base of the cliff and here also, cn the rocks, were 1eddish-
brown water marks that at a distance looked like an etehing. I
watched the sunlight golden a bushy, green slops on my left. There
were 8-many shades of gzeah: turquoise watexr, olive gieen tzees,
and apple green bushes.

The camera hunters were ready. While I had heen dream-
ing, they had collected about me. Mr. Church leaned against the
forecastle, his glasses to his eyes. Bill and Father wexre trying
to get a bettex focus on the Akeléy. And Ray, the guids of the ex~
pedition, was holding an Eyemo in one hanﬁ and pointing to the
water with the othex.

"There's a marbled murrlet,” he said, indicating a small
ﬁatch of apeckied gray and white, floating on the suxfacs.

The tide was slowly coming in and as we glided into the
nayrow entmance, I heard the purr of the suxiliary engine, which
was quietexr than the pig diesel. On our port side was s rocky point
and a bar. We glided around the point, hugping the eliff and

cruised up the narrow inlet..
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"We'll lie low for a while and watch both banks," said
Mx. Churxch. "And if we spot a goat with s kid at a reasonable dis-
tance, we'll put in to shore and give chase.”

He couldn't have guessed how much action we were to have
and how soon we wexrs to have ift.

"If we do see & kid and its mothexr, they'll lead us a
me1xy chase," said Bill, adjusting a xay filtexr %o his camezs..
"Those animals can climb almost anything. If you had one of them
trapped with 100k cliffs on three sides of him and you on the othex,
he'd tiy to seale the ¢liff and failing that, he'd butt you ovex
the edge and depaxt at leisure."

But I felt brave and this didn't deter me. Iatexr, when
Ray zeally sew the goat and the kid at ite heels, I still thought
it the chance of a lifetime. My ardor remained undempened.

As I sald, Ray spotted the two goats - up some three hun-
dred feet above us in a pocket of the cliff. They had evidently
worked up from below and could go no further. A solid rock face

blocked their passage on three sides, with the exeeption of pexrhaps

8 seventy-five foot jump on the 1ight. The stage was set!

Ray aﬁg I got into a canoe with our cameras and Bill pad-
dled us over to the shore. Mr. Church and Fathexr decided to get into
another boat and stay in the bushes on the bank so that if the goats
came ‘down, they could block thei:r passage. Ray and I worked through
the bushes, slanting upward to the left of the cliff. The ledge was
steep and the branches matted, so our movie cameras were in constant
dangez. We came t0 a clump of trees and saw goat sign. From here

on, our path upward was the path of the goats.
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Some of the places were steep and along the fage of the
rock, the cedars were so thick that we could haxdly worm our way
through. From time to time, Ray picked wisps of goat hair from the
bushes and-tie limbs of the trses. ;

Befoxe us was an almost pexpsndiculax elope of so0il cov-
ered with a thick tangle of brush. Ray hed to p@ll me up thiough
this and above, we practically climbed the small trses that grew out
from the slope.

"Loock upi" he whispered. "We've 1eached the worst paxrt
now,“

I stazed shead of me at the naxrow ledge above sheerx
rock. If oné of us lost his footing here, it would mean a two-hun-
dred foot drop into desp green water faxr bslow. Thank goodness, the
ledge was fairly chort, and a clump of cedars grseted us at the othex
end. Crawling on our stomachs ineh by inech through the limbs, we
managed to pull the cameras after us. 3But it was one of the hardest
Jobs I've evexr tackled. 3Both of us were dripping with pa:aﬁization.
and the branches soratched us and to;a our elothes. One limb hit me
squarely in the ?aca and left a scrateh three inches long across my
cheek. The next minute, anothexr took a jagged rip out of my Filsen
breeches. I wondered how the goats had gotten by here. They had
left plenty of hair behind them.

Freeing ourselves of the last limbs, we stepped into the
open and thexre, foxty {?et above us to the right, stood the mothez
goat.: She had hoard us and immediately disappeared from gight into
the undsrgrowth. A minute latex, she appeared on the adge whexe the
r odiff dioPpod straight off and braced harself. It was t00 much of a

jump! Thexre was only one way down, and we wele right in the path.
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She turned around slowly, shoving the branches aside, and went into
the pocket.

"Do you want to go on up and meet the lady?" asked Ray.

"I'm game if you auxe,” I whispexed nexvously. "We'll
never have-another chance like this. Let's fix ouxr camezas heze. ™
Hoither of us had a gun. It was a ocase of sink oz aﬁii&

Aftez.pexhapa ten miautes, we stazted ;:fii:ulaat lap,
aad 1t took anothexr fifteen minutes to crawl undex the tangle as
quaietly as we aould up the leadge. _Duiing this time, tha old goat
cams -to the edge once, lookad dowan into the thicket at us, stamped
her feet, and went buck. We hada't sesn the kid but I feel sure the
mothsr would have emsined only s short time if she had been alone.

jay was ashead of me and the first to pull himself ovex
the rim of *he lsdge. He whispsrzed a parting shot of advice.

"Eeep your back against the ¢liff, Above all things,
gnn@ﬁuget between the goat and the edge because if she charged, noth—
ing-on'eazth could save youl"

: The ledge was a snarled mat of brush which, at the top,
thinaed out iato 3 clump of cedars omn the sdge of the pocket. The
pooket itself was flat and its fifteen feet of length ended abruptly
against a perpendicular wall which sxtended on down some seventy-five
feet to another ledgs of cedars. In spite of the narrowness of the
cavity - perhaps seven feet - and the still narrower shelf behind us,
the goat had most of the advantage. As long as we stayed at the top
of the shelf and went no neaxsz, shs énd the kid oouldﬁ‘t get by us
but in é butting contest, thexe could be no doubt as éo the winnez.

And, as 1 sald before, we had no means of protection.

¥e put our heads cautiously up over the rim of the pocket
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and pesped through the bushes. The 0ld nanny was backed agsinst the
rock st the othsxr end, hex front fest_ﬁ!?nad, looking directly at us.
When ouxr heads appea;ed: ghe stanmped hex front fest angrily.

"That s besutiful specimen of goathoodl" I thought. Her
coat wes long snd silky snd creamy white; it hung down below her body
and gave her 2 squaxe look, which wes offset only by the height of hez
powezrful ghouldsrs. Her chin whiskexs formed sn impressive looﬁing
beard sevexral inches long, and her hoofs were shaip and pointed.

Behind hex, in the shadow of the rock, stood hexr guarte:x
grown kid.

"We'd better get our camerss going while we have the ekan
chence," whispezed Ray, wexrily parting the bushes and crawling through

I followedé him and knelt st his side,

"Ap long a8 we don't meke s quick movement, we'xd safe,”

he said. FHe hzd tsken his camera out of its case and was ad justing

the focus.

A moment latex, I had mine to my eye. They were both mo-
vies. 33

~"411 right. Let's shootl" I whispﬁxed and pressed the ze-~
lesss.

I don't know what happened next, for about three things
happened at the same time.

I heard Ray yell and then almost simultsfeously s shout
from the yacht below. .

"Lock out! ©She's coming down!" 3

I saw hex éha:ge end instinetively grabbed a limb. My
camsrs dropped to the ledge. Thexre was nothing I could do, so there

I ¥nelt - glued to the spot. The cherging goat and the nearness of



_.7 =

the oliff petiified me. Whatever I aid, I aid unconsciously. I felt
the three hundred fest of vertical rock in front of me and, like a
drowning pexson in that mﬁment between life and death, wondered sub-
. consciously what it would feel like to fall from that dizzy height
iato tha bottomless watexr of the inlst so faxr below. I couldn't zua.
I coulda't movs. The thought dldn't even antexr my head. I was para-
lyzad.

Ray jumped in front of me sand waited for the impact., I
heaxd the thump of his cumers as it hit the ground behind him,

Bgt thore was ag impact. The old goat stopped within a few
fesot of us, staaved fh:eataﬁiggi;, then wheeled towuxrd the xim of the
pocket., On the edge, she braced herself and the next instant made & -
straight leap down thse face of tha rock to the cedars below. _

1 shall never ses another sight like that. Mx. Chuzeh said
later that thoss on the vacht saw the goat jump and land tense on the
next ledgs.

Neithex Ray nox I spoke at once. We were too weak. I leaned
agalast him and he leaned against me.

"Well, now we have anothex little job," he gaid aloud. "What—
about the kid?®"

It had eﬁuaesad back under tha zo0k and was looking at us
wlth hostlile syes. I ssnsed Qoze tz;ubla._ .

| Fox half a&%lhnuz. we worked xight there %o get the little
snlmal used %o ug anoqgﬁﬂid fhat we could touch him, and it took ano-
thex hal?® hour's careful manipulation to tie a rope around his neck.
He was much too heavy to carzry, and it would have heen impossihle to
piek him up anyway. The descent down the three hundred feet to the

inlet was a good weck's work. I carried bHoth the cameras, neithex of

-
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