IN THE SHADOW OF SHISHALDIN.

by
Irens Finley

The camp was peaceful under the dreamy whiteness of Shighaldin,
& magnificent cone with a glowing crater like a fish's mouth upturned to
the heavens end the sver moving, misty clouds. Although the sun had set
long ago, it was still so near that it illumined the sky and put out Hhe
stare. The tents rested on a bed of sedge grass in the bend of the little
river. A wind blew out to sea where the yacht, Westward, rocked at an~
chor half a mile away in the Bering. Inthoevonin;ealmwgouldhm
the crash of the breakers just beyond the turn of the river Iuhsrt it
spread ite silver fingers across the wide beach to join the sea.

As I sat in the tent door with a cosy fire at my back, the dhim
distances of the mose barrena and rolling hills pulsed with secrecy as
i€ concealing shadowy forms and watchful eyes. It was for a glimpse of
the wandering caribou and great brown bear that we had sought out this
remote and little known island. But for tonight the mountain had spreal
a pale cloak of invisibility about them. Just now uﬂj;!’:ad hidden behind
the fog. Intermittantly the white veil partislly brushed away and there,
1ifted aloft, was the lighted tip of a candle resting upon billowy elouds.
For a few minutes the pointed cone hung suspended in the sky, then was
blotted out again, and the fog snuffed out the light. And out of this
veil came the lark-like notes of the Alaskan longepur. Now from the top
of the hill above the river they sounded, now from aseross the flat marsh-
land in answering cheer against the muffling myestery of the coming night.

It was a brave effort in this far nort.h?q"n country, but I

doubt if the longspur felt any lonliness even up \l_-_;éx'-e at the top of the
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world. Over the gentle solitudes of the tundra, through the hours of
the day and into the long twilight, the lon,glpuri. one after another,
gleyrocketed from the tussocks of grase here, there, in all directions.
Up, up into the sky the birde launched, flosted there for a minute, poi.ni-
ing the tips of the wings upward, then weavering lightly down on the wind
like little kites, they spilled their tinkling notes as they dropped.
When not hanging in the air, the birds were zligzagging over the fields
feeding on the abundant weed seeds. And they were as jaunty in dress ms
in song,- black breast in sherp contrast to grayish-white under parts,
a white line from the eye to the neck, back streaked irregularly with
black, brown, buffy and gray, wings also streaked, and noticeable even
from the field a deep rufous collar around the back of the head. He gets
his neme from the long, nearly straight hind claw which may be used as =
-ncrat.ohing instrument. His heavy, bedmped bill is distinctly yellow.
Longspur doesn't live long on the northern tundras. Coming as
far as he does for his honeymoon and home meking, he must live like mad
to get through and flee on the long journsy south before winter catches
him. His summer home extends along the Alaska Peninsula out on this cHain
of ielgnds, and even as far to the north in the Bering Sea. Before the
snows fall and hie food is covered up, he migrates to the prairies and
treeless plains of Colorado and Kansas, and even to Texas. As I gazed
out into the misty twilight, my eyes hovered over a spot some fifty yards
in front of the tent where I knew longspur had 2 nest in a bunch of
grase. It was cupped under with a half covered top and finely lined with
woven graseses and feathers. Already there were three egge in it, speckled
with brown on a pale greenish background. As I sat listening, I heard
his last notes for the night, far away and sweet like a spirit of the
mist.
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Perhaps it is herd for a bird to sing with no bough of a treea

on which to perch. It may be that he must sit high above the hills and
the fioldn. that he loves in order to express to them and his companioms
his vibrant exubersnce. Thus ere the birds that live on these far, tree-
less islands hard pressed fpr perches. One late afternoon 1 wandered up
the bed of a nolsy, flashing little stream that came bounding around the
bage of a steep, high cliff not far back on the islend. Its banke were
es bere as & wave-washed beach except that the thick carpet of moss over-
hung its edgee like a soft, rounded padding. Even the face of the cliff
was old ;nd mose-grown, dripping green splotches of color where persis-
tent graes clung. It was damp gnd the wind drew oolﬁ around its corners.
All et once high above my head, from a crevice of the crumbling rock,
a white form touched with black, fleshed up and up. This wee another
singer that perched in the air, I thought. It was the bunting or snow-
flake, & showy bird that summers as far north as the Arctic islands sur-
rounded by an icy sea. Like the longspur, he ascended like a shooting
gtar to shower his notes as he wafted down to earth. As I was watching
this bird, another one with a bright Ased-dress swung out from the cliff,
The Aleutian rosy finch or leucosticte was a neighbor of the az_nrﬂaka én
the face of the rock, making a bulky nest of grasses and stalke with a
lining of feathers in which were five glossy-white eggs. Both the bunt- |
ing and the finch tucked her nest so high and so neatly in the cracks
that they ﬁorc hard to see and harder to reach. A prying fox had no
chance at them. In the rocky pethe of the Aleut villeges the sociable
rﬁy finches were as much at home as the natives and as numerous as the
English sparrows in a city street, at—home.

The next morning a gale was blowing, bending the coarse grass

and tipping the tents toward the stream that gurgled by their doors. A



white dew dropped by the fog of the night, lay spread out like & glisten~
ing sea as far as the eye could reach. I felt as if the clouds had fallen
and flattened, end I was wading in them. Under foot in the wet moss white
strawberry blossoms and blue violets were bedded with a myriad of other
flowers,~ spring beauty, purple primrose and saxifrage, and pale clusters
of orchids. They were all too timid to stretch above the shelter 6: the
wiry grease and the dwarfed willows that clung as persistently as if they
were anchored to the foundations of the islands. And they do have to bs
fore-sighted and rock-rooted to keep their footing in these wide, rolling
reaches that are contimually swept by tormenting winds. For this would be
called & lonely land off here on the narrow, volcanic ferice that stretches
far to the westward between two stormy oceans. . ;

"This is the right time to stalk caribou," broke in Campbell,
es he laid down the axe and took off his hat to scan the horizon for moving
objects.

*Ho; about a bear?™ I said. "A big brown fellow ought to be
eating his breakfast just over that little rise," and I pointed to a
rounded mound across the ;ivor a hundred yards away. All eyes turned quick-
ly and felt their way up the slope. But it was not a caribou, nor a brown
bear that occupied the rim of that ridge. The frosty sun lighted up the
reddieh coat of a fox sitting straight and slim watching the crowd in camp.
His ears loomed lerge againet the light which flared a burnished band about
him., He was curious. His whole attention was fixed on these newcomers
with their caravan of accoutrements and tents flapping in the wind.

The cemére man sauntered out from the group and walked up a
little lmoll almost facing the red watcher. How close could he get? At
the same time, with his little movie camera under his arm, Cam ak@rted.tha

hill on the opposite bank of the river to come up behind the fox's lookout.



But a seventh sense of danger guards the wild things from surprise and before
Can'sp c;np had hardly tipped the rise, the fox spied it. He turned his
back on the other one, although nearer. Caution in every line, he sat on
his haunches reedy to spring away., OCam moved slowly into view of the
bushy-tailed, red form. Instead of scaring him, this reassured him. He
merely awaited the approach of the imtruder with the air that he could at-
tend to him when the time came.

And so he could. When Cam came close, the fox got up and trotted
on shead of him, looking over his shoﬁlder casually as if leading this
good fellow on. 8ly old fox! He wasn't aware that the camera was shoot-
ing him like a repeating gun, edging nearer at every step, getting new
pictures as he took different positions, or stopped to scratch his ear.
The geme now pleased them both and left a pretty morning record on the
film. But suddenly it ended. A noise startled the fox, and under the
very eyes of the camp watchers the spot on the slope where he had beez'b.
became vacant, The empty grass waved in the wind.

"That's the way of a fox for you," mused Cam. %"She leads you
on and then gives you the slip.”

Two evenings before when the camp crowd was out for a walk,

;o had wandered along the ridge of ‘one of the inevitable high sand-

dunes that broke off into deep, grassy hollows, when down at the very
bottom a red fox rushed out af a hole’ and bolted up the slope as if a
demon was after her. Over the top she leaped, and later when we followed
her tracks up the ridge and looked over the brink, which being on the sea
gide was a wind-blown face of soft sand, we found the trail of her wild
escape in a straight streak down across the next ewale and into a little
gep between two hills where it was swallowed by sedge grass. It was the
evidence of a heart that was beating as fast as her fest.
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But why such a hurry to get out of the country? We pondered w
aover fox philouop_}w‘md concluded that she had been caught too near her
den. Then the den must hold something prescious. What cute pets little
red foxes would make with their bright eyes and cunning tricks! Forth-
with we raced down to the bottom again to eniff the air at the mouth of
the black hole where not even & scraggly bush dissembled its whereaboute.
Pheu! What a musky smelll! Foxes in there somewhere! The shovel began
to work. The chammel started gradually downward, going along in an en-
couraging incline for some -eight feet in soft, black sand, then it dropmd
suddenly as if the bottom had fallon out of it. After an hour's digging
the shovel lagged in its heavings, although it had changed hands freguently.
The serpentine tunnel now wound like a crooked, underground river and
finally returned not far from the main entrance, but far below. It looked
1likes an antedsluvian lizard. When finally the shovel hroke through and
- almost disappesred in the dark depths, that ended it. We didn't wamt any
fox pets, and started home with smutty faces.

"Well, foxes are only foxes. Let's be off for some real game,"
i;:g;utad Campbell, the father of Cam.

My field partner and I slung our knapsacks on our backs filled
with cameras, lenses, film and field-glasses - always field-glasses- and
were ready to strike out toward the mountain, for over there were the
ragged ravines of the great bear and the slopes where the restless caribou
ranged. We followed the two Campbells. The thick moss under foot was a |
soundless carpet 2s we padded along in rubber packs and warm, light-weight
Filson jackete. The sun had eaten off the dew leaving a green surface waving
away into the distance. As we topped a rise a myriad of little lakes lay
linked in ;. valley below us, like pools of light in green beds. All eyes

were straight ahead, and the field-glasses came up.



"On your knees!" whispered the camera man. "The sun is glinting
on some animel down the slopel" All four dropped to the moss and erept inch
by inch nearer the rim of the lmoll. Through a fringe of marsh grass that
looked es big as bayonets to our excited eyes, off near the first lake
border we beheld en indistinet soft outline of something with bent head
grazing in the gray-green, silvering expanse. It was made out to be a
bull caribou. There must be a herd nearby! All four of us wers flattened
on our stomachs in the deep moss which was in the condition of a perpet-~
ually satursted sponge. This is the tundra which covers such ‘great, ex-
panses of the fog-blown coestline of Alaska. Further north only the upper
surface ever thaws out. By this time other members from camp had crawled
up behind us, hitching along to get & look. We were in the lee of the
wind which could carry no tales of our presence to the caribou. But that
same secretive wind whizzed over the top into our faces like a stinging
whip. Lying motionless most of the time for fear of detection, the cold
and campness soon bit through our clothing, But any discomfort was only
a stimilant to the exhiliration of trailing wild game on this misty morn-
ing in the land of the Aleuts. :

The field-glasses soon picked up other tawny forms lying im-
movable and indistinct on the slope beyond. Only the tell-tale sun
light ing up their yellow coate betrayed them. After loakiﬁg at the lay of
the land from all points, the eituation didn't appear promising. It seemed
impossible to get near enough to plcture them , as there wasn't even a dwarf
willow between our smbush end the animals. The foreground wes the dip of
a big open hollow that sloped evenly off to the lake shore. The h&d hed
risen and wee munching pescefully toward the water two or three miles
away. Finally Cempbell voluntoered'to nmaneuver around a big hill that

formed one rim of the valley. There might be an approach by low ground
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or intervening mounds beyond the grazing herd. But this was only & chance
as it would bring him where the wind would instantly spread the n;u. The
camera crowd erouched behind the knoll to await his signal if the venture
weg feasible. We envied him the long walk. It is the way to keep warm
on these mershy plains. Deeper into our soggy beds we sank, pulling our
coats around our noses for a long wait.

The caribou had seen us. In keeping sentinel over the top of
the rise, a hat or e head had been discovered. The animals were alertto
pick up any strange object or movement even at & long distance. The wisd
told them nothing, however, so they were not frightened, but merely uneasy.
Two of them lay down with heads pointed toward the eaves-droppers, eyes on
the watch, noses to test the breeze. They were suspicious and eurious
about.ﬂtt lay behind our hill-top. They might have rested easy: there was
net & gun in the crowd.

But something else was happening. A watchful old cow had levelled
her eyes off toward the h;ll near the end of the lake. It wes from this -
direction that we were impatiently awaiting a sign from Campbell. Slowly
and dimly a lumbering object loomed up in the distance, moving straight
out into the open toward the caribou. It was a brown bear' But where was
Cempbell? What had happened? There was a tense silence behind the knoll.
Down the slope the two caribou also lay quiet with eyes riveted on the
bear. The rest of the herd had grazed off to a higher level. On came the
bear deliberately stopping once in a while. The caribou guards got up
liesurely, but with an evident purpose, and began feeding slowly back to-
ward the main herd, keeping their eyes on the clumsy bear. Soon they
dipped over the rim of the knoll and were out of sight and danger. Then
the bear stood up and walked toward the astonished crowd. It wae Campbell.

But there was no time to be lost. The camera man and I jumped up



and made a dash for the next hill beyond which our game had disappeared.
Now, running over the tundra with its surface like a bubbling sea of nigger-
heads or hummocks, constantly hopping up and down with packs Jolting on our
backs, felt slmost like & hobby-horse race. We were working hard against
the deep mat of moss which pulled our feet back at every step, and the long
grass which frequently caught and tripped us. When we reached the next
stopping place we were winded and ready to drop down for ancther vigil. In
this way by relays, we made the next hill where we strétched out 4o hunt

up the caribou again.

Thére they were, sixteen of them now, some lying down, others
feeding on the moss, lichens and dwarf browse. They were a pale golden-
brown as if bleached by the sun end wind on these treeless, open moors.

The old bull stood grazing not far away. He was a stocky, heavy-bodied
animal with thick, cow-like legs and a large head with ungaagful entkers.
Even the females have adopted this masculine adornment and wear slender
horns. His broad-spreading, split hoofs with sherp, cup-shaped ediges fur-
nish him a flat footing for travelling over the soft tundre in summer, and
& steady step on the slippery ice and snow of winter. wWell is he called
the barren ground caribou as he and hie relativee range the desclate Arctic
barrens end marshes beyond the tree line, even to the northerrmost 1limit
of land, where in early daye his herds were like waves moving over the
pleins., Altogether he looked slow-witted and little fitted for self-
preservation in 2 land of humen and animal enemies. Else why should he
stand there looking into the muzzles of cur guns, which by accident weme
cameras? Oampbedl spoke quietly es he squinted through the glassds. "There
is only one way to get near this herd in its present position, as they

are on high ground and cen see every object below them. Your only change
is to skulk along in the hollows on your hands and knees down to the lake



shore where a cut-beank borders it end leads around to thelr lookout., In
this way you may come around a point squere upon them. Then stand up and
pump your gun for all the pictures you can get in the few minutes thath
they will etand for it." So eaying, he departed for camp.

The cemera man and I were alone. We still stared over the top
of the knoll, contemplating the long caterpiller crawl over the no-man'g-
land which lay spread beflore us. We tightened our hatﬁ against the push
of the wind, settled our packs and made the break. Taking a slow gait, we
moved our hande and knees methodically up end down in the wet moes. I
thrilled as if we were creeping along under the eyes of en enemy, expedWing
to be picked off any moment. It seemed an endless, blind going before we
reached the top of the bank and dropped over the edge to lis iimp and ob-
livious to everything for a space.

When I looked up we were in a new world. Wind-blown tundra and
rolling hille alike were gone. At our feet lay the wide, flat, marshy
mergin of the leke, and those who lived there were not bears fior caribou.
e looked down upon a clear spring bubbling cut of the benk. ‘£ palir of\
pintails flushed with excited eyee and movements out into the tall marsh
grass. They didn't go far, but for some minutes sidled eround in the tiny
tricklets of water that threaded in end out of the boge, eyelng us side~
wise and suepiciously as if they couldn't meke out what we were. Cer-
teinly we had no business there. Thies pesceful nook by their spring hhd
never been found by humens before. Anyway, the best thing to do was to
fade away before our eyes sc we might be deceived about that nest that
lay cuddled in a cool corner of the bank. 8o all at once they were gone
with no noise, not even & tell-tale ripple of the water nor rustle of the

m'ﬂq
But still the broad marshland bubbled and breathed with life.
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Least sandpipers by the dozens, elways in pairs, were so busy courting
thet they couldn't pay any attention to other folks. They, like the

®s0f the mossy slopes, soared up like little sigy-rockets and flabted

back to earth, pouring forth a plaintive, qutatio song of love. Ths mornhg
in the mersh was musical with rippling whisﬁloa as here end there in quick
suceession the delirious eprites shot into the air.

1 sat silent and half smothered in sedge under the bank. Two
little lovers fluttered up and settled just in fronmt of me. With gentle
eyes they looked me over, but finding me quite inconsequential thoy‘bent
their heads close over a tempting tussock of grass, twittering confiden-
tially as to whether this might not be the very time to commence building.
They bowed, and whispered, and considered. But no, it was early. They
must not be too hasty. And ewsy they went again out over the waving marsh
gress to commence their courting all over. And so the daye would go until
: they must settle down to the serious problems of nursery life.

il But we must go on to bigger geme than ducks and sandpipers.
Haltingly we lifted our packs and started off, picking our way along the
steep bank just below the top to be out of sight of sharp eyes ahead. Peek-
ing around a point, we found that the caribou on the hill had separated,

e few lying down while eleven hed straggled out on the mersh to feed. This
was a puzzle. We could herdly avoid detection by both bunches, and once
seen, one group of animale would undoubtedly convey its fright to the resdt
end stampede the whole herd. But the chance had to be taken.

It was the bear trick or nothing now. With heads bent, the two
of us moved close together like a shaggy old fellow. We plbddnd out toward
the foot of the hill where five or six animsle lay resting., They eyed this
approaching object in surprise for a scamt few minutes, then all got up

nervously and began to mill eround in indecision. They were afraid of
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this ‘aﬁtnouni:hhing‘.-‘.u.ﬁ;gey started q\_mrtaring down the slope and coming to
their usual trail, they lost comtrol and tore straight toward us. This
wes thai:l line of enoapd_é or they thought to take the ghortest cut to Bhe
rest of the herd beyond us. It looksd like a héad-on gollision., We threw
&homion 4o the winds, straightened out of our bear figures and ran head-
long for the oncoming animals. By good fortune we hit the main trall shead
of them, which seemed to bewllder them. They stopp;d short and stared, not
at & bear, but at humen beings} The three bulls with flering antlers took
the lead, standing defiantly close together, & cow and calf behind, The
cameras were grinding away unmindful of arything but a fine shot, All et
gnce the big leaders bolted squarely down upon us, barely ewerving where
we stood in the trail, as they dashed by. Cirelinz around to get our wind,
they flered their rump patches and furnished broadsidee as they raced across
the mersh bottom and up onto the tundra, By this time they haed a full whif
of the enemies' scent. As soon as they felt they were out of range, they
paused in battle array on the ridge top, outlined a,g_einat the sky end the
white clouds. The excitement was over. They trailed on with that long;
ghambling geit that covers eo much ground, frequently stopping to stam
down wonderingly at those queer disturbers of their island peace. Hade ve
been gumners, we would have had all three big stage in our begs. ;
Persistence is the greatest virtue in this country where walking,
and more walking ie the only method of transportation. The best of the
dey remained, for the eleven carihou on the marsh bottom grazed on obli-
vious that a battle of wits had just been weged around the corner. We
crawled stealthily up the steep ridge that dropped down to the marsgh, and
flattened behind a hummock. As the caribou renged further along the lake
ghore, we kept pace on our hands and kneee ebove them. We were at the
top now. Alming over the rim with the long lens, the cameras men wes blise-

fully shooting his prey below, when suddenly we caught & movement of some
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cbject aoniiug down the‘long ridge opposite. It came out into the light,-

en Alesia brown bear smbling solemnly domn the mountain, There was no mistake
this time., The caribou below saw him also, for they stood with raised heads
end all eyes up the hill. We wera somewha! ahashed to come upon this

great hermit of the hills whose ghost had so lately concealed us.

I knew that men had bteen killed by this great grizzly. And
here wr:\}:i;h a euspicious lmﬂng gun which carried film for bullets,
and only the open hills and the heavens to protect us. We had been
warned that this largest of living carnivores wae a dangerous animal to
moet at close quarters sand that we should never tramp the tundra without
a rifle. But starting out in the morning from the bustling camp for a
mere recomnoliter in the vicinity could hardly boast the serious purpose
of a real hunt backed by Mannlichers or Mousers. So we had quietly de-
parted with the usual arsenal of EMI and Eastmans. These to us had
seemed undeniably peacgrul and reassuring. But now six miles from home,
and pointing that seme blunt-nosed cemera down on Bruin suddenly brought
upon me the almost sure conviction that he would interpret quite differ-
ently our attitude and intentions., ¥e had to edmit that we had been
looking for him end were eager to meet him,-- a ghort time before. I
wented to believe thét he would play true to the code ©f all wild cres-
tures that I had met before, to live and let live unless som§ belliger-
ant move was made on our part. This was our first eight of the great
Alagke bear,-- and he was so great that I was shaking in my shoes.

I took & good look through t.l_no glasses. 0ld Bruin was lumber-
ing liesurely down, stopping here and there to paw cut a squirrel hole, =
usually to his own discomfiture, for he seemed to be an indifferent digger.
We were now close enough to stamp his pleture on our eyes. It was true

that he was a2 surly, unfriendly looking fellow with the melancholy manner
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of one who prefers Lo go his way alone, an? I judged he was given a wide
berth gy the other wild folks of these hills. Heavy of head and shoulder,
with an awesome breadth of chest and a great, loose-jointed, shambling
frame, I could plainly ses that tha Xadiak bear was made for massive power
and high speed, if he felt ineclined. But it was when I looked into his
face that I shuddered and knew him for whet he was. That bulging hulk of
a skull with a jowl as forbidding as an ox's, from which protruded dis-
gusting, gnarled snags of teeth which had spent themeelves in crunching
the bones of his own kind in the et®rnal battles, told something of his
SEEES Jife, - Ais aree sere all cid Tienisk, and slesned ShEes Sith
hatred. One look chilled and peralized.

Then thinge happened so suddenly and so rapidly that all spec-
ulation asbout the temper of the Kadiak bear wes settled without argument.
i afauohsd close to the tundra on top of the hill with my eyes glued to
that tewny figure that calmly held the fort on the opposite ridge against
all comers. He was shuffling on again. The camera man was ahead of me,
bending dowa and running low to head the bear off at the foot of the slope.
He carried his little camera in his hand ready to shoot when he came close
enocugh, or jump for safety. Following the camera, I saw Bruin reach the
bottom of the hill and disappear over the bank. The camera men stood up
and made a deash for it. He reached the top soon after the bear, and I w
saw him duck down behind some tussocks of tall grass,- or perhaps he went
over, too. Everybody wes out of sight. The landscape wae empty from where
I labored on down with the pack-sack. No, not guite. The caribou below,
frightened by the imminent disaster which I kneg they were beholding, were
in full flight around the end of the lake.

I was out of the field of action and could only guess what was

going on. It would have been easier to see it. All was still, except for
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the wind following the reecing caribou. Yhy had the csmers man rughed peli-
mell into a situstion that he knew nothing of, and where was he now? Was ke
down there with the bear? Whet wes happening? 'i'ha eilence and great space
around me were oppressing. I couldn't stand it any longer, so I begen to
hurry towerd that brink where men and bear had been swallowed up. I erept
to the edge and looked over. Fifty yards away, the bear was leaning over
the leke rim , drinking and splashing in the water. Just then, imedie-
tely below me the ceamera man raised up. The motor of the movie was hum-
ming. Both of ue were now in plain sight. At the sound, the bear turned,
startled. What would he do? The camera man was too close. That enormous,
shaggy form rose slowly on ite hind feet; his head lowered ominously and
his neck bowed up under his heavy mene. The camers buzzed on. I was pet-
rified. . I could not make a gound, All at once that great, lumbering hlk
bolted straight up the hill upon ue and passed swiftly, loping like a fast
horse. As he rolled up and down one knoll after another, be looke_d baolk
over his shoulder to see if the demons still pursued him. At last I came
to life. I waved my hand to him as I watched him drop over the last rise.
Then it seemed ss if the bottom had dropped out of things, it was .no still.
Far in the distance at the end of the lake againet the white slopes of the
mountain, the herd of caribou grazed peacefully again.

That night before I went to bed, I stepped to the door of the
tent to take a last look at Shishaldin. The little river rippled at my
eide. Above the top of the bank the moon hung. The dim reaches of Lhe
tundra melted into the white night, and there like & tale emethyst in #he
sky stood the mountain glowing with the reflection of its ‘nurning hggn.
Somewhere at its feet the caribou lay asleep: somewhere the big brown
bear mouched about in the moonlight.

LRt e
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Pae camp. wes peaceful under ths dreamy whiteness of Shishaldin,

e magnificent cone with a glowing erater like a fish's mouth upturned to

the heavens and the ever moving, misty clouds. Although the sun had set

lanf 280, it was still 80 near that it illumined the eky and put out the

sters. The tents rested on a bed of sedge grass in the bend of the little
river. A wind blew out to sea where the yacht, Westward,; rocksd at an-
chor half a mile away in the Bering. In the evening calm we could hear
the crash of the breakers just beyond the turn of the river whgre it
spread its silver Tfingers aeross the wide beach to join the aégf

As I sat in the tent door with = cosy fire at my back, the @im
distances of the mose barrsna and rolling hills pulsed with secrecy as

ie concealing shadowy forms and watchful eyes. It wae for a glimpse of

P aribou and gr-ee'b—-bmn'(ljear that we had scught cut thie
N o o

remote and little known islan But for tonight the mountain had spres

a pals cloak of inyisibility_about them. Just now it haed hidden bshind

A - o e, - - e

the fogs Intermitbaptly the white vell partielly brushed away and bthare,
1ifted aloft, was the lighted tip of a candle rasting upon billowy cloudg.
For o few minutes the pointed cone_hung suspended in the sky, then was
blotted out agsin, and the fog snuffed out the light. And out of this
vell cems the lark-like notes of the Alaskasn longspur. Now from the tsp

of the hill above the river they sounded, now from across the flet marsh-

-

land in snswering cheer against the muffling mystery of the coming night.
It wes a brave effort in this far northern countszy, but I

doubt if the longepur felt sny lonliness even up here st tWe top of Lhe

e . - e .
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world. Over the gentle solitudes of the tundrs, through the hours of
the day and into the long twilight, the longspurs, one after another,
skyrocketed from the tussocke of grass here, there, in all directiocns.

Up, up into the sky the birds launched, floated there for a minute, poinb-
ing the tips of the wings upward, then wavering lightly down on the wind
lile little kites, they spilled their tinkling nobes as they dropped.

When not hanging in the air, the birds were zigzagging over the fields
feeding on the abundant weed sceds. And thsy were as jaunty in drese as
in song,— black breast in sherp contrast to grayigh-vhite under parts,

o white line from the eye to the neck, back sireaked irregularly with
bleclk, brown, buffy and gray, wings also streaked, and noticeable even
from the field a deep rufous collar around the back of the head. He gets
his name from the long, nearly straight hind claw which may bs used as &
scratching instrument. His heavy, pointed bill is distinetly yellow.

Longspur doesn't live long on the northern tundras. Coming as i

far as he does for his honeymoon and home making, he must live like mad i
to get through and flee on +the long joufney south before winter cabtches i
him. Hia sumner home extends along the Alaske Peninsule out on thie chain
of islends, and even as far to the north in the Bering Sea. Before the
sriows fall snd his food is covered up, he migratea Lo the prairies and i
treelese plains of Colorado and Kensas, and even to Texas. As I gazed

out into the misty twilight, my eyes hovered over a spot some Pifty yards ;

in front of the tent where I knew longspur had & nest in e bunch of

gress., It was cupped under with e half covered top and finely lined with
woven grasses and feathers. Alrsady there were three egge in it, speckled ‘
with brown on a pale greenish background. Ahs I sat listening, I heard

his last notes for the night, far away end sweet like a spirit of the

mist.




Perheps it is hard for a bird to sing with no bough of a tree

on which to perch. It may be that he must sit high above the hills and
the fields that he loves in order to express to them and his companions
his vibrant exuberence. Thus are the birde that live on these far, tree-
less islands hard pressed fpr perches. One lete afterncon I wandered up
the bed of a noisy, flashing little stream that came bounding around the
base of a stesp, high cliff not far back on the island. Its banks were
s bare as a wave—-washed beach except that the thick carpet of moss over-
hung its edges like a soft, rounded padding. Even the face of ths cliff
was old amd moss-grown, dripping green splotches of color where persis-
tent grass clung. It was damp and the winﬁ drew cold around its corners.
All at once high above my head, from a crevice of the crumbling rock,
a white form touched with black, flashed up and up. This was another
singer that perched in the air, I thought. It was the bunting or snow-
flake, a showy bird that summers as far north as the Arctic islands sur-
rounded by an icy sea. Like the longspur, he ascended like a shooting
star to shower his notes as he wafted dowmn to earth. As I was watching
this bird, another one with a bright head-dress swung out from the cliff,
The Aleutian rosy finch or leucosticte wes & neighbor of the snowfleke an
the face of the rock, making a bulky nest of grasses and stelks with a
lining of feathers in which were five glossy-white eggs. Both the bunt-
ing and the finch tucked her nest so high and so neatly in the cracks
that they were hard to see and harder to reach. A prying fox had no
chanee at them. In the rocky paths of the Aleut villages the sociable
rosy finchee were as much at home as the natives and as numerous as the
English sparrows in a city streetgatihoms.

The next morning & gale was blowing, bending the coarse graes

and tipping the tents toward the etream that gurgled by their doors. A



white dew dropped by the fog of the night, lay spread cut like a glisten-
ing see as far ms the eye could reach. I felt as if the clouds had fallen
end flattened, and I was wading in them. Under foot in the wet moss white
strawberry blossoms and blue violets were bedded with a myriad of other
flowers,- spring beauty, purple primrose and saxifrage, and pale clusters
of orchids. They were all too timid to etretch above the shelter of the
wiry grass and the dwarfed willows that clung es persistently ae if they
were anchored to the foundations of the islands. And they do have to be
fore-sighted ﬁnd rock-rooted to keep their footing in these wide, rolling
reaches that are contimually swept by tormenting winds. For this would be
called a lonely land off here on the narrow, volcanic fence that stretcheg
far to the westward between two stormy oceans.

"This is the right time to stalk caribou," broke in Cempbell,
a8 he laid down the axe and took off his hat to ecan the horizon for moving
objects.

"How about a bear?" I said. "A big brown fellow ought to be
eating his breakfast just over that little rise," and I pointed to a
rounded mound across the river a hundred yards away. All eyes turned quick-
ly and felt their way up the slope. But it was not a caribou, nor a brown
bear that occupied the rim of that ridge. The frosty sun lighted up the
reddish coat of a fox sitting straight and slim watching(£h;¢g;bw§)in camp,
His ears loomed large againet the light which flared a burnished band about
him. He was curious. His whole attention was fixed on these newcomers
with their caravan of accoutrements and tents flapping in the wind.

My companion sauntered out from the group and walked up &
little knoll aimoat facing the red watcher. How close could he get? At
the same time, Cam, son of Campbell, skirted the hill

on the opposite bank of the river to come up behind the fox's lookout.




But a seventh sense of danger guards the wild things from surprise and
before Cam's cap had hardly tipped the rise, the fox spied it. He turned
his back on the other one, although nearer. Caution in every line, he sat
on his haunches ready to spring away. Cam moved slowly into view of the
bushy-teiled, red form. Instead of scaring him, thie reassured him. He
merely awaita@ the approach of the intruder with the air that he could
attend to him when the time came.

And so he could. When Cam came too close, the fox got up and
trotted on ahead of him, looking over his shoulder casually as if leading
this good fellow on. 8Sly old fox! The game now pleased them both.

But suddenly it ended. A noise startled the fox, and under the very
eyes of the ca;p watchers the espot on the slope where he had been be-
came vacant. The empty grass waved in the wind.

"Thet's the way of a fox for you," mused Cam. "She leads
you on and then gives you the slip."

Two evenings béfore when the crowd was out for a walk, we had
wandered along the ridge of one of the inevitable high sand-dunes that
broke off into deep, grassy hollows, when down at the very bottom a red
fox rushed out of a hole and bolted up the slope as if a demon was
after her. Over the top she leaped, and later when we followed her
tracks up the ridge and peered over the brink, which being on the sea
gide was a wind-blown face of soft sand, we found the trail of her
wild escape in a straight streak down across the next swale and into
a little gap between two hills where it was swallowed by sedge grass.

It was the evidence of a heart that was beating as fast as her feet.
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But why such a hurry to get out of the country? We pondered
over fox philosophy and concluded that she had been caught too near her
den. Then the den must hold something precious. What "cute" pets little
red foxes would make with their bright eyes and cunning tricks! Forth-
with we raced down to the bottom again to eniff the air at the mouth of
the black hole where not even a scraggly bush dissembled its where-abouts.
Pheu! What a musky smell: Foxes in there somewhere! The shovel began
to work. The channel started gradually downward, going along in an en-
couraging incline for some eight feet in soft, black sand, then it dropped
suddenly as if the bottom had fallen out of it. After an hour's digging
the shovel began to lag in its heavings, although it had changed hands
frequently. The serpentine tunnel now wound like a crooked, underground
river gnd finelly returned not far from the main entrance , but far below.
It looked like en entedeluvian lizard. When at last the shovel broke
through and almost disappeared in the dark depths, that ended it. We
didn't want any fox pets, and started home with smutty faces.

"Well, foxes are only foxes, Let's be off for some real geme,"
suggested Campbell."

My field partner and I slung our knapsscks on our backs, with
field-glasses, light lunch, efc, and were ready to strike out toward
the mountain, for over there were the ragged ravines of the great bear
and the slopes where the restless caribou ranged. We followed the two
Campbells. The thick moss under foot was a soundless carpet as we pad-
ded along in rubber packs and warm, light-weight Filson jackets. The
sun had eaten off the dew leaving a green surface waving away into the
distance. As we topped a rise a myriad of little lakes lay linked in
a valley below ue, like pools of light in green beds. All eyes were

straight ghead, and the field-glasses came up.



"0n your knees!" whispered the leader. - "The sun ie glinting
on some snimel down the slope!" All four dropped to the moss and crept inch
by inch nearer the rim of the knoll. Through a fringe of marsh grass that
looked as big as bayonets to our excited eyes, off neér the first lake
border we beheld an indistinet soft outline of something with bent head
grazing in the gray-green, silvering expanse. It was made out to be &
bull ceribou. There must be & herd nearby! All four of us were flattened
on our stomachs in the deep moss which was in the condition of a perpet-
ually eaturated sponge. This is the tundra which covers such great ex-
panses of the fog-blown coastline of Alaska. Further north only the upper
surfece ever thaws oub. By this time other members from cemp had crawled
up behind ue, hitching along to get & look. fie were in the lee of the
wind which could carry no teles of our presence to the caribou. But that
same secretive wind whizzed over the top into our faces like a stinging
whip. Lying motionless most of the time for fear of detection, the cold
and Jampness soon bit through our clothing. But any discomfort was only
& stimulent to the exhilirstion of trailing wild game on this misty morn-
ing in the land of the Aleuts.

The field-glasses soon picked up other tawny forms lying im-
movable and indistinet on the slope beyond. Only the tell-tale sun
lighting up their yellow coatis betrayed them. After looking at the lay of
the land from all points, the situation didn't appear promiéing. It seemed
impossible to get near SEsmbe—mwobeours "hen , os bhere wasn't even a dwarf
willow between our ambush and the animals, The foreground was the dip of
a big open hollow that sloped evenly off to the lake shore. The herd had
risen and wae munching peacefully toward the water two or three miles
away. Finally Campbell volunteered to maneuver around a big hill that

Pormed one rim of the valley. There might be an approach by low ground
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or intervening mounds beyond the grazing herd. But this was only a chance

ag it would bring him where the wind would instantly spread the newe. The
erowd crouched behind the knoll to await hie eignael if ths venture

wes feasible. We envied him the long walk. It is the way to keep warm

on these marshy plains. Deeper into our soggy beds we sank, pulling our

coats around our noses for a long wait.

The caribou had seen us. In keeping sentinel over the top of
the rise, a hat or a head had been discovered. The animale were alertto
pick up any strange object or movement even at a long distence. The wimd
told them nothing, however, so they were not frightened, but merely uneasy.
Two of them lay down with heads pointed toward the eaves-droppers, eyees on
the watch, noses to test the breeze. They were suspicious and curious
about what lay behind our hill-top. They might have rested easy: there was
not & gun in the crowd.

But something else was happening, A wetchful old cow had levelled
her eyes off toward the hill near the end of the lake. It was from this
dirzection that we were impatiently aweiting & sign from Campbell. Slowly
and dimly & lumbering object loomed up in the distance; moving straight
out into the open toward the caribou. It was & brown bear! But where was
Campbell? Whet had happened? There was a tense silence behind the knoll.
Down the slope the two caribou also lay quiet with eyes riveted on the
bear. The rest of the herd had grazed off to a higher level. On came the
bear deliberately stopping once in a whiia. The caribou guards got up
liesurely, but with an evident purpose, and began feeding slowly back to-
ward the main herd, keeping thsir eyss on the cluﬁay bear. BSoon they
dipped over the rim of the knoll and were out of sight and danger. Then
the bear stood up and walked toward the astonighed crowd. It was Caumpbell.

But there was no time to bs lost. My companion &nd I jumped up



and made a dash for the next hill beyond which our game had disappsarad.
Now, rumning over the tundra with ite surface like a bubbling sea of nigger-
heads or hummocks, constantly hopping up and down with packe jolting on our
backs, felt almost like & hobby-horse race. We were working hard against
the deep mat of moss which pulled our feet back at every step, and the long
grass which frequently caught and tripped us. When we reached the next
stopping plece we were winded and ready to drop down for another vigil. In
this way by relays, we made the next hill where we strétched out to hunt

up the caribon egain,

Thére they were, sixbeen of them now, some lying down, others
feeding on the moss, lichens and dwarf browse. They were a pale golden-
brown as if bleached by the sun and wind on these treeless, open moors.

The old bull stood grezing not far away. He was a stocky, heavy-bodied
animal with thick, cow-like legs and a lerge head with ungraceful antlers.
Even the females have adopted this mesculine adormment and wear slender
horns., His broad-spreading, split hoofs with sharp, cup-shaped edges fur-
nish him a flat footing for travelling over the soft tundra in summer, and
a steady step on the slippery ice and gnow of winter, Well is he called
the barren ground caribou as he and his relatives range the desolate Arctic
barrens and marshes beyond the trees line; sven to the northernmost 1limit
of lend, where in early days his herds were like waves moving over the
pleins. Altogether he locked slow-witted and little fitted for self-
preservation in a land of humen and animal enemies. Else why should he
sﬁand there looking into our faces?

Campbetl spoke quistly ae he squinted through the glessds. "There
is only one way to get near this herd in its present position, as they
are on high ground and cen see every object below them. Your only chance

is to skulk along in the hollows on your hends and knees down to the lake
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shore where a cut-bank borders it and leads around to their lookout. In
this way you mey come around a point square upon them! So saying he Olic F}?;
' He

departed for camp. e, [ iZ

viﬁﬁj,?§&*f0¢f‘iéu vl ©) Caerag,
The two of ue were alone, We still stared 6ver the top of

the knoll, contemplating the long caterpillar crawl over the no-man's-
land which lay spread before us. We tightened our hats against the push
of the wind, settled our packs and made the break. Taking a slow gait, we
moved our hands and knees methodically up and down in the wet moss. I
thrilled as if we were creeping along under the eyes of an enemy, expect-
ing to be picked off any minute. It seemed an endless, blind going before
we reached the top of the bank and dropped over the edge to lie limp and
oblivious to everything for a space.

When I looked up we were in a new world. Wind-blown tundra and
rolling hills alike were gone. At our feet lay the wide, flat, marshy
margin of the lake, and those who lived there were not beare or caribou.
We looked down upon a clear spring bubbling out of the bank. A pair of
pintails flushed with excited eyes and movements out into the tall marsh
grase. They didn't go far, but for some minutes sidled around in the tiny
tricklets of water that threaded in and out of the bogs, eyeing us side-
wise and suspiciously, as if they couldn't make out what we were. Cer-
tainly we had no business there. This peaceful nook by their spring had
never been found by human beings before. Anyway, the best thing to do was
io fade away before out 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 & tell-tale ripple of the water nor rustle of the
grass.

But still the broad marshland bubbled and breathed with life.
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Least sandpipers by the dozens, always in paire, were so busy courting

that they couldn't pay eny attenmtion to other folks. They, like the
Longapurgpf the moesy slopes, soared up like little sky-rockets and flomted
back to serth, pouring forth a plaintive, ecstatic song of love. The mornh g
in the marsh was musical with rippling whistles as here end there in quick
succession the delirious sprites shot into the air.

I sat silent and half smothered in sedge under the bank. Two
little lovers fluttered up and settled just in fromt of me. With gentle
eyes they loocked me over, but finding me quite inconsequential they bent
their heads close over a tempting tussock of grass, twittering confiden-
tially as to whether this might not be the very time to commence building.
They bowed, and whispered, and considered. But no, it wes early. They
must not be too hasty. And away they went again out over the waving marsgh
grass to commence their courting all over. And so the days would go until
they must eettle down to the serious problems of nursery life.

But we must go on to bigger geme than ducka and sandpipers.
Haltingly we lifted our packs end started off, picking our way along the
gteep bank just below the top to be out of sight of sharp eyes ahead. Peek-
ing around a point, we found that the caribou on the hill had separated,

a few lying down while eleven hed streggled out on the marsh to feed. This
was a puzzle. We could hardly avoid detection by both bunches, and once
seen, one group of animals would undoubtedly convey its fright to the rest
and stempede the whole herd. But the chance had to be taken. .

It was the bear trick or nothing now. With heads bent, the two.
of us moved close together like a sheggy old fellow. We plodded out toward
the foot of the hill where five or six animals lay resting. They eyed this
approaching object in gurprise for a scant few minutes, then all got up

nervously =2nd begen to mill around in indecision. They were afraid of
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this ominous thing. They started quartering down the slope and coming to
their usuasl trail, they lost control end tore straight toward us. This
was their line of escape,'or they thought to take the shortest cut to &he
rest of the herd beyond ue. It looked like a head-on collision., We threw
diseretion to the winds, straightened out of our bear figures and ran head-
long for the oncoming animsls. By good fortune we hit the main trail ahead
of them, which seemed to bewilder them. They stopped short and stared, not
at a bear, but at humen beings! The three bulls with flaring antlers took
the lead, standing defiantly close together, a cow and calf behind., The
cameras were grinding away ummindful of enything but a fine shot. All at
once the big leaders bolted squarely down upon us, berely swerving where
we stood in the trail, as they dashed by. Circling around to get our wind,
they flared their rump patches and furnished broadsides ae they raced acrose
the marsh bottom and up onto the tundra. By this time they had a full whif
of the enemies' scent. As soon ss they felt they were out of range, they
paused in battle array on the ridge top, outlined agsinst the sky and the
white clouds. The excitement was over. They trailed on with that long,
ghambling gait that covers so much ground, frequently stopping to stam
down wonderingly at those queer disturbers of their islend peace. Had we
been gunners, we would have had all three big stags in our bags.
Persistence ie the greatest virtue in this country where walking,
and more walking is the only method of transportation. The best of the
day remainéd, for the eleven carihou on the marsh bottom grazed on obli-
vious that a battle of wits had just been waged around the corner. We
crawled stealthily up the steep ridge that dropped down to the marsgh, and
flettened behind & hummock. As the ceribou ranged further along the lake

ehore, we kept pace on our hande and knees sbove them. We were at the

top now. Blissfully epying on our prey below, suddenly we caught a move-
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ment of some object coming down the long ridge opposite. It came out
into the light,- an Alaska brown bear ambling solemnly down the mountain.
There was no mistake this time. The caribou below saw him also, for they
stood with raised heads and all eyes up the hill. We were somewhat ab-
ashed to come upon this great hermit of the hille whose ghost had so
lately concealed us.

I knew that men had been killed by this great grizzly. And here
were we with only the open hills and the heavens to protéct use We had
been warned that this largest of living carnivores was a dangerous animal
to meet at close quarters and that we should never tramp the tundra with-
out a rifle. But starting out in the morning from the bustling camp for
e mere reconnoiter in the viecinity could hardly boast the serious purpose
of a real hunt backed by Mannlichers or Mousers. We considered ourselves
undeniably peaceful and reassuring. But now six miles from home and face
to face with Bruin suddenly brought upon me the almost sure conviction that
he would interpret quite differently our attitude and intentions. We had
to admit that we had been looking for him and were eager to meet him,-- a
short time before. I wanted to believe that he would play true to the code
of all wild creatures that I had met before, to live and let live unless
some belligerant move was made on our part. This was our first sight of
the great Alaska bear,-- and he was so great that I waes shaking in my shoes.

I book a good lock through the glasses. Old Bruin was lumbering
liesurely down, stopping here and there to paw out a squirrel hole, use-
ually to his own discomfiture, for he seemed to be an indifferent digger.
We were now close enough to stemp his picture on our eyes. It was true
that he was & surly, unfriendly looking fellow with the melancholy manner
of one who prefers to go his way alone, and I judged he was given a wide

berth by the other wild folks of these hills. Heavy of head and ehoulder,
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with an awesome breadth of chest and a great, loose-jointed, shambl ing
frame, I could plainly see that the Kadiak bear was made for massive power
and high speed, if he felt inclined. But it was when I looked into his
face that I shuddered and knew him for what he was. That bulging hulk of
a skull with a jowl as forbidding as an ox's, from which protruded dis-
gusting, gnarled snage of teeth which had spent themselves in crunching the
bones of his own kind in the eternal battles, told something of his brutish
life. Hie eyes were emall and piggish, and gleamed green with hatred.
One look chilled and paralized.
Then things happened so suddenly and so rapidly that all specu-
letion about the temper of the Kadisk bear was settled without argument.
I crouched close to the tundra on top of the hill with my eyes glued to
that tawny figure that calmly held the fort on the opposite ridge against
all comers. He was shuffling on again. My companion was ahead of me, bend-
ing down and running low to head the bear off at the foot of the slope. Fol-
lowing on the run, I saw Bruin reach the bottom of the hill and disappear
over the benk. His pursuer stood up and made a dash for it. He reached the
top soon after the bear, and I saw him duck down behind some tussocks of
tall grass,-- or perhaps he went over, too. Everybody was out of sight.
The landscape was empty from where I labored on down with the pack-sack.
No, not quite. The caribou below, frightened by the imminent disasteér which
I knew they were beholding, were in full flight eround the end of the lake.
I was out of the field of act;on and could only guess what was
going on. It would have been easier to see it. All was still, except for
the wind following the racing caribou. Why had we rushed pell-mell into a
situation that we knew nothing of, end where was my companion now? Wae he
down there with the bear? What was happening? The silenee and great space

around me were oppressing. I couldn't stand it any longer, so I began to
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hurry toward that brink where men and bear had been swallowed up. I crept
to the edge and looked over. Fifty yards awey the bear was leaning over
the lake rim, drinking and splashing in the water. Just then immediately

below me, the man raised up. Both of us were now in plain sight. At a (="
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sound, the bear turned, startled. What would he do? The man below me

was too cloge. That enormous, shaggy form at the edge of the water rsoe
slowly on its hind feet; his head lowered ominously and his neck bowed up
under his shaggy mane. I was petrified. I could not make & sound. All at
once that great, lumbering hulk bolted straight up the hill upon us, and
passed swif'tly, loping like a fast horse. Ae he rolled up and down one
knoll after another, he looked back over his shoulder to see if the demone
still pursued him. At last I came to life. I weaved my hand to him as I
watched him drop over the lest rise. Then it seemed as if the bottom had
dropped out of things, it was so still. Far in the distance =t the end of
the lake against the white slopes of the mountain, the herd of caribou
grazed peacefully again.

That night before I went to bed, I stepped to the door of the
tent to teke a last look at Shishaldin. The little river rippled at my
side. Above the top of the bank the moon hung. The dim reachee of the
tundrae melted into the white night, and there like a pale amethyst in the
sky stood the mountain glowing with the reflechion of its burning heart.
Somewhere at its feet the caribou lay asleep: somewhere the big brown

bear mouched about in the moonlight.

LEE S 2 2ty
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UNDER THE SHADOW OF SHISHALDIN 3\5 I it

‘fa’o‘?

The camp on the bend of the little river wae peaceful in the pale
evening light. Although the sun had set long ago, it wae still so near that
it illumined the sky 2nd put out the stars. The tente rested on & bed of sedge
grass almost under the dreamy whiteness of Shishaldin, a magnificent cone with
a glowing crater like a fish'e mouth upturned to the heavens and the ever moving,
misty clouds. A wind blew out to sea where the little yacht, Westward, rocked

Ot
at anchor half a mile 253 in the Bering. In the evening calm we could hear
the crash of the breakers just beyond the turn of the river where it spread
its eilver fingers ecross the wide beach to join the sea.

As I sat in the tent door with a cosy fire.at my back, the mountain

brughed
had hidden bshind the fog. The white veil partiallyh?way and there, lifted
aloft, was the lighted tip of & candle resting upon billowy cloude. For a few
minutee the pointed cone hung suspended in the sky, then was blotted out again,
&_o—
and the fog snuffed out the light. And out of this vell came the lark-like
notee of the Alaskean longspur. Now from the top of the hill asbove the river
they sounded, now from across the flat marshlend in answering cheer against
the muffling mun inssa f the coming night.

It was a brave effort in this far northern country, but I doubt
if the longspur felt any lonlinees even up here at the top of the world. Over
the gentle sclitudes of the tundra, through the houre of the day and into the

t_,g,u._.\fvv
long twilight, the longapurs,one after anotheﬁ,in &i##emeat directions, sky-
rocketed from the tussocks of grags, - Up, up into the sky the birds launched,
floated there for a mimate, poinfing the tips of the wings upward, then waver-
ing lightly down on the wind iike little kites, they spilled their tinkling
notes ag they dropped. When not hanging in the air, the birds were zigzag-
ging over the fields feeding on the abundant weed seeds. 'And they were ae
jeunty in dress aes in eong,- black breast in sharp contrast to grayish-white

under parts, a white line from the eye to the neck, back streaked 1rregulér1y




with black, brown, buffy and gray, winge also streaked, and noticsable even
from the field a deep rufous collar around the back of the head. He gets his
name from the long, nearly straight hind claw which may be used as & scratching
instrument. His heavy, pointed bill was distinctly yellow.

Longepur doeen't live long on the northern tundras. Coming as far
a8 he doee for his honeymoon and home making, he must live like mad to get
through and flee on the long journey south before winter catches him. His

out on thie chain of islands

summer home extends along the Alaska Peninaula,ffknxiun tadumie ond even far
to the north in the Bering Sea. Before the enows fall and his food is covered
up, he migrates to the prairies and treeless plaine of Colorado and Kansas, and
even to Texas. Ae I gazed out into the misty twilight, my eyes hovered over a
spot some fifty yerds in front of the tent where I knew longspur had a nest in
a tussock of grass. It wes cupped.under with a half covered top and finely lined
with woven grasses and feathers. Already there were three eggs in it, speckled

notes for the night d gnd eweet like a spirit of the mist.

with srown on a pale Egaeniah background. As I sat listening, I heard his last

Perhaps it is hard for a bird to sing with no bough of a tree on which
to perch. It may be that he must sit high above the hills and the fields thﬁt
he lovee in order to exprese to them and his companions his vibrant exuberance.
Thue are the birds that live on these far, treeless islands hard pressed for
perches. One late afternoon I wandered up the bed of a noisy, flashing little
stream that came bounding around the base of a steep, high cliff not far back on
the island. Its banke were as bare as a wave-washed beach except that the thick
carpet of mose overhung its edges like a soft, rounded padding. Even the face
of the cliff was 0ld end mose-grown, dripping green splotches of color where
persistent grass clung. It wae demp and the wind drew cold around its corners.
All et once high sbove my head; from a crevice of the crumbling rock a white

form, touched with black, flashed up and up. This was another singer that'parched

dn the air, T thought. It wae the bunting or snowfleke, a showy bird of black
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and white thet sunmers ae far north as the Arctic islends surrounded by an
icy eea. Like the longspur, he ascended like & shooting star to shower his
notee as he wafted down to earth. As I was watching thie bird, enother one

or leucosticte
with a bright head-dress swung out from the cliff. The Aleutian rosy fin°§Afa
& neighbor of the snowflake on the face of the rock, meking a bulky nest of
graegses and stalks with a lining of festhers in which were five glosey-white
egge. Both the bunting and the finch tucked her nest so high and so neatly

in the cracks that they were hard to see and harder to resch. A prying fox

( ._tjd .
had no chance at them. 1In the rockgzéi;eégéﬂof the Aleut villages, the sociable

rosy finches were ss much at home as the natives and ae numerous ss the English
sparrows in a city street at home.

The next morning a gale was blowing, bending the coarse grass and
tipping the tents toward the stream that gurgled by their doors. A white dew,
dropped by the fog of the night, ley spread out like a glistening sea as far
o o °3§u‘fd oot 1 Fobk 8s 1abe sonts ik fallen and flettened, and
I wes wading in them. Under foot in the wet moss, white strawberry blossoms and
blue violets were bedded, with a myried of other flow re,- spring beauty, purple
primrose and saxifrage, They were all too gi&éﬁa;o streteh above the shelter
of the wiry grass and the dwarfed willowe that clung ae pereistently as if they
were anchored to the foundatione of the island. And they do have to be fore-
eighted and rock-rooted to keep their footing in these Widﬁy‘?blling reaches
that are continually sﬁapt by tormez;t:f.ng- winds. For this would be called &
lonely land, off here on’ the ‘nerrow, volcanic fence thet gtretches far to the
westward between two stormy oceans. v

"This 1s the right ‘time 6 stalk caribou," broke in Campbell, es he
leid down the ax and took off his hat to scen the horizon for moving objects.

"How about ‘'a beer?"'I ‘daid.. "Mere is no one i::ﬁégxcapt the wild

animals, and they don't know'we are here yot. A big brown fellow ought to be

faating breekfast right over that little rige," and I pointed tc & rounded.mpu.&
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acroes the river a hundred yards eway. All eyes turned quickly end felt: their

way up the slope. But it,was not a caribou, nor a brown bear that occupied the -
rim of that ridge. Thejégigzg;; lighted up the reddish coat of e fox eitting

etraight and slim wetching the crowd in camp. His ears loomed large egainst the
light which flared a burnished bend ebout him. Fe was curioue. His whole at-
tention was fixed on these newcomers with their caraven of accoutremente and tents
flapping.in the wind.

The camersa man eaﬁntered out from the group and walked up a little
kncll almost fecing the red we.‘c.b S low cloege could he get? At the same time,
with hie little movie camere under hie arm, Cem skirted the hill on the opposite
bank of the river to come up behind the fox's lookout. Bul a geventh sense of
denger guards the wild things from surprise and before Cea's cap hed hardly

tipped the rise, the fox spied it. He turned his back on the other one , al-

"2 -

though nearsr. Caution in every linme, he sat on his haunchss resdy to spring
jﬁ.ﬁ, J;moved slowly into/zi.:j of the buehy—tailed, red fcrm;ﬁ-"m
bo—bo pore—ronssused—thamwenred. He merely awaited the neersr approach of the
intruder with the air that he could sttend to him when the time ceme. .

| And so.he could. When Cam came close, the fox gob up and trobted on
gheed of him, looking over his shoulder casually es if leading this good fellow
on. 8ly old fox! He wasn't aware that [thel ca_mef'a'waé ghooting him like a re-
_p_,,ea.ﬁ_iﬂg gun, _ad_g,i.ng nearsr at every gte_p,l__getting new pictur_as a8 he took dif—
ferent pos‘-itions_,_.-nﬂdﬂé stopped & :iin;kt'é'to'-acratch h:t.'e.'..i.a'éf‘. The game now
pleeged bhem bokh snd left a pret.ty mornmg ;'ecord on the film, - Bub: .sud'daz&f@' it l
&n@gﬂ; ‘A noise utartled the fox, and under the very eyee of the camp waw.oher&
the iggog--ﬁﬁ-‘_ﬁ_ﬁg elope where he had been bscame vacant. The empty grass m_wﬁd_ in |
the wind. | e " ; 4

o "That's the way of & fnx for you, P im,uged Cea, "B"'fe ],egda you on and

then givea you the slip.
‘.f;‘_ 3 f ' Two aver;ings before when the ca:np crowd yae out.) for a- walk, wa %
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dered along the ridge of one of the inevitable high, sandf*z that break off
into deep, grasey hollows, when down et the very bottom liedrhaioriow, a red fox
rughed out of a hole and bolted up the sppesite slope ae if a demon was after har.
;ziiilthz top, she leaped &T:V:jééaéfzizgjg followed her tracks up the ot ridge,
which being on the sea side was a wind-blown face of soft sand, we found the trail
of her wild leape in kkm a straight streak down acroes the next swale and into a
little gep between two hills where it wes swallowed by sedge grass. It was the
evidence of a heart that was beating as fast me-her feet.

But why such g hurry to get=edess cut of the country? We pondered
ovar fox philosophy and concluded that she had been caught too near her den. Than
the den must hold something prescious. What cute pete little red foxes would
make with their bright eyes and cumning tricks! Forthwith we raced down Lo the
bottom egain to eniff the air at the mouth of the black hole with not even o
ac:aggly bush #e»dieeambla*its vhereabouts. Pheu! What a musky smell! Foxes
ikzﬁf%hare somewhere! The shovel began to work. The chernmel sterted gradually
downward, going elong In en encouraging incline for some eight feet in soft, blak
sand, then it dropped suddenly as if the bottom had fallen out of it. After an
‘hour'e digging, the shovel lagged in its heavinge, although it had changed hands
frequently. The serpentine tunnel nnwﬁound like a crooked, underground river
and finally returned not far from the main entrance, but far below. It looked
like an entedeluvian lizard. When finally the shovel broke through and nearly
disappeared in the derk depths, thet snded it. We didn't went any fox pets, and
started home with smutty faces. | |

"Well, foxes are only foxes. Let's be off for some resl game," sug-
gested Campbell, the father'of Can. |

My fieldipartner and I slung our knapsecks on our backs filled with
camerag, lenses, film end fleld-glesses - alwaye field-glasses -~ and were ready
to strike out toward the mountéin,'?orfovef'there were thsa§;;;;4¥é§inee of the
great bear, and the(mogay)alopes whére the faatleas caribou renged. Ws followed

the two Camﬁbelle. The ihick moss under foot was a soundless carpet as we paddal



elong in rubber packs and warm, light weight Filson jackets. The sun had consume
the dew leaving a green surface waving awey into the distance. As we topped a rise,
a myriasd of little lakes lay linked in & valley below us, like pools of light in
green beds. All eyes were straight ahead, and the field-glasses came up.

Daiyour knees!" whispered the camera man. "The sun is glinting
on some animal moving down the slope!" All four dropped to the moss and crept
inch by inch nearer the rim of the knoll. Through & fringe of mersh grass
that looked es big as bayonets to our excited eyes, off near the first lake
border we beheld an indistinct, soft outline of something with bent head
grazing in the gray-green, silvering expanse. It was made out to be a ﬁgégﬂg"
caribou. There must be a herd neerby! All four of us were flattened on our
stomache in the deep moss which was in the condition of a perpetually satur-
ated sponge. This is the tundra which covefalauch great spaces of the fog-
blown coastline of Alaska. By this time othe;\membare from the camp had crawled
up behind us , hitching along to get a better view. We were in the lee of the
wind which could carry no tales of our presence to the caribou. But that same
secretive wind whizzed over the top into our facee like a stinging whip. Lying

motionless most of the time for fear of detection, the cold and dampness soon

bit through our clcthing(\ But there is no other way to stalk w ‘{} §¢c° En n2¢i£3t;:r
f (&

tho 090“’5&%521088 undra except by thies stoical method. ,& ]?+ KA Sty
o 5
B = g%p ¢
, { 7 R Zéhc4f
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The field-glesses soon picked up other tawny forms lying immovable
and indistinet on the slope beyond. Only the tell-tale sun lighting up their
yvellow coats betrayed them. After looking at the lay of the land from all
pointe, the situation didn't eppear promising. It seemed impossible to get
neffy enough to picture them , as there wasn't even a dwarf willow between our
ambush and the animals. The foreground was the dip of a big open hollow that
sloped evenly off to the lake shore. The herd had risen and wes munching peacefully
toward the water two or three miles awey. Finally Campbell volunteered to man-
euver around a big hill that formed one rim of the valley. There might be an
approach by low ground or intervening mounds beyond the grazing herd. But this wms
only a chance as it would bring him where the wind would instantly tell his
whereabouts. The camera crowd crouched behind the knoll to await his signal
if the venture was fessible. We envied him the long walk. It is the <ondy way
to keep warm on these marshy plains. Deeper into our soggy beds we sank, pullingg

our coats around our noses for a long wait.

The caribou had seen us./ They were slert to pick uﬁ an& étrangé”ob:“

Cﬁggi or movement even at a-long distance.

e ———

——— e

In keeping sentinel over the top of

the rise, a hat or a head had_been discovered.N\ The wind told the enimale noth-
ing, howéver, 8o they were not frightened, but merely uneasy.;fThey-gmn:miJ&bong,
edging ﬂo;lympiamd_the.lsko) Two of them lay down with heads in the
direction of the eaves-droppers, eyes on the watch, noses to test the breeze.
They were suspicious and curdousabout what ley behinditgétggill—top. They
might have reaﬁed easys there was not a gun in the crowd.

But something'md&faa happening. A watchful old cow had leveled her
eyes off toward the hill near the end of the lake. It wae from this direction
that we were impatiently awaiting a sign from Campbell. Slowly and dimly a lumber-

ing object loomed up in the distance, moving straight out into the open Handea



toward the caribou. It wes a big brown bear! But where was Cempbell? Had
he and the bear crossed tracks? What had happened? There was a tense silenpe
—in—tire~orowd behind the knoll. Down the slope the two caribou also lay quiet
with eyes riveted on the bear. The rest of the herd had grazed off to a higher
level. On came the bear deliberately stopping once in a while. The twe-car-
ibou guards got up liesurely, but with en evident purpose, and began feeding
slowly back toward the main herd, keeping their eyes on the clumsy bear. Soon
they dipped over the rim of the knoll and were out of sight end danger. Then
the bear stood up and walked toward the astonished crowd. It was Campbe}lv

But there was no time to be lost. The cemera man and I jumpaéj;ﬁa'mado
e dash for the next little hill beyond which our game had disappeared. Now,
running over the tundra with its surface like a bubbling sea of nigger-heaﬁs,
or hummocks,constantly hopping up and down with packs jolting-wp-end-dewn on our
backs felt almost like a hobby-horee race. We were working hard against the
deep met of moes which pulled our feet back at every step, and the long grase

frequently caught and tripped us.

en we got to the next stopping place we were winded and ready to drop down
for ancther vigil. In this way by relaye, we reached the next hill where we
stretched out to hunt up the caribou again.
There they were, sixteen of them now, some lying down, othere feed-
ing on the mose, lichene and dwarf willow browse: They were a pale golden-mﬂ/
as if bleached by the eun and wind on these treeless, open moors. The old~buck
etood grazing not far awey. He was & stocky, heavy-bodied animal with thick, cow-
like legs end a large head with ungraceful entlers. Even the females have ad-
opted this masculine adornment and wear slender horns. Hieg broad-spreading,
split hoofs with sharp, cup-ghaped edges furnish him a flat footing for travel-
ing over the scft tundra in summer, and a steady step on the slippery ice and
end hisreddtives

snow of winter. Well is he called the barren ground ceribou, as hemrangqﬂ'the

desolatie Arctic barrens and marshes beyond the tree line, even‘kn 'jtg,g_,
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northernmoet limit of land, where in early daye his herds were like waves
moving over the plains. Altogether he looked slow-witted and little fitted
for self preservation in a land of human and animel enemies. Else why should
he stand there looking into the muzzles of our guns, which by accident were
cemeras? Cempbell spoke quietly as he squinted through the glasses. "There
is only one way to get near this herd in its present position, as they ere on
high ground and cen see every object on the QEEEE' Your only chance is to
skulk along in the hollows on your hands and knees down to the lake shore
where & cut-bank bordere it and leads around to their lookout. In thies way
you may come around & point square upon them. Then stand up and pump your
gun for all the pictures you can get in the few minutes that they will stand
for it." 8o saying, he departed for camp.

The caemera man and I were alone. We still stared over the top of the
knoll, contemplating the long caterpillar crawl over the no-man'e-land which
lay spread before us. We tightened our hats against the push of the wind, settled
our packs and made the break. Taking a slow gait, we moved our hands and knees
methodically up and down in the wet moss. I thrilled as if we were creeping.ﬁLQA»

Mz{.éc jg
wpen an enemy, exp tlng to be picked off any moment. It seemed an endless,.

Y
!
blind going before we reached the top of the bap@_?§§:§r09ped over the edge to
lie limp and oblivious to everything for a ;fa;e.' When I looked up, we were
. rolling hills
in a new world. Wind-blown tundra and sarkbuu alike were gone. At our feet lay
the wide, flat marshy margin of the lake, and those who lived there were not
bearéggérg;ribcu. We looked down upon a clear spring bubbling out of the
bank. A pair of pintaile flushed with excited eyes and movements out into
the tall marsh grass. They didn't go far, but for some minut&a gidled around
in the tiny tricklets of water that threaded in and out of the bogs, eyeing us
gidewise and suepiciously as if they_cpuldn't make out what we were. Certainly
we had no business there. This peaceful nook by their spring had never been

found by humans before. Anyway, the best thing to do was to fade away from
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before our eyes so we might be deceived about that nest that lay cuddled in a

cool corner of the bank. 8o all at once they were gone with no noise, not even
8 tell-tale ripple of the water nor rustle of the grass. ;% é L

But etill the broed marshland bubbled and breathed with life _\Band—
pipers by the dozens, elways in pairs, :@iﬂ&iﬁ busy courting that they couldn't
pay any atention to other folks. Thaylaloe soared’ s Ut he—aley lik;?;;::f%
sky-rockets and floated back to earth, pouring forth a plaintive, eestatic song
of love. The morning in the marsh was musical with rippling whistles as here
and there in quick succession the delirious sprites shot into the air.

I sat silent and half smothered in sedge under the bank. Two little
lovers fluttered up and settled just in front of me. With gentle eyes, they
looked me over, but finding me quite inconsequential, they bent their heads cloee
over a tempting tussock of grase, twittering confidentially ae to whether this
might not be the very time to commence building. They bowed, and whispered,
and considered. But no, it was early, They must not be too hasty. And away they
went, again out over the waving marsh grass, to commence their courting all over.

And so the days would go until they must settle down to the gserious problems of

nursery life.

N
yre
we*?tcﬂéﬁgﬁg our packs and started off, picking our way along the steep bank just

)9 But we must go on to bigger geme than ducks and sandpipers. Haltingly
below the top to be out of sight. Peeking around & point, we found that the car-
ibou herc}m the hill had sepaz"ated, a few lying down while eleven had straggled
out on the marsh to feed. This was a puzzle. We could hardly avoid detection
by both bunches, and once seen, one group of animals would undoubtedly convey its
fright to the rest and stempede the whole herd. But the chance had to be taken.
It was the bear trick or nothing now. With heads bent, the two of us

moved close together like a shaggy old fellow.
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/Q,oward the foot of the hill we-wskieed where five or six s.nimala lay resting. Even

those on the marsh had & clear view. The five on the hilleide eyed the approach-
ing object in surprise for a scant few minutes, then all got up nervously and
began to mill around in indecision. They were afraid of this ominous object.
They started quartering down th? 8 ope-and coming to one of their usual trails,

- . '
they lost control and torezgz::afézz;d thédmenacing thing. Thie was their line
of escape, or they thought to take the shortest cut to the rest of the herd
beyond us. It looked like a head-on collision. We threb?diacretion to the windef
gtraightened out of our bear figures and started headlong for the oncoming

nain
animals. * By good fortune we hit the trail shead of them which seemed to bewilder

/

them. They stopped short and stered, not at a bear but at human beings. The

)
three bulls with flaring antlerg took the lsad, standing deflantly close to-
gether, a cow and calf behind. The camerﬁa were grinding eway unmindful of
.anything but & fine shot. The big leaders all at once bolted squarely down upon
us, barely swerving whegre w stood in he trail, as they dashed by. Circling &xx
around to get our wind, th y furnished §§323313§:?: tEZ?”?Eiea'iéiﬁéi the marsh
bottom and up onto the tundra.. By this time they hed a full whif of the enemies'
scent. As soon as they felt theyf were.out of range, they paused in battle array
on ﬁhe ridge top, outlined against the eky and the white clouds. The sxcitement
was over. They trailed on with that long, shambling gait that covers so much
ground, frequently stopping to stare down ﬁonderingly at those queer disturbers
of their island peace. Hed we been gunnefs, we would heve had all three big
stags: in our bags.

Persistence is the greestest virtue in this couniry where walking, snd
more walking ;a the only method of transportation. The best of the day'ia-
mained, for the eleven caribou on the marsh bottom grazedigﬁaivioua that a

battle of wite had just been waged around the corner. We crawled stealthily up

“the steep ridge that dropped down to the marsﬁband flettened behind a hummock.
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Az the animals ed further along the lake shore, we kept pace on our hands and
kneeq4 We were at the top now. Aiming over the rim with the long lens, the

_ , “p camera men was hlig?ully shooting his prey below, when suddenly we caught & movemnt

of some object coming down the long ridge og??site. It came out into the light,

Lo gAML 71-L4.¢J;(/' 2 4,'»
an Alaska brown bear ambling solemnly down the mountain. The caribou on the

’gi;i? below saw him algo, for, they stood with raised heads and all eyes up the hill.
VU Al s ¢L4£aab#a4ﬁf

to come upon this great hermit of the hille whose ghost

had sc lately concealed us.
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' wes aided by a movement a little ahead, and thére about thirty feet away, a big,

hatless and\gunless, with a ugquet of wild flowers in hand. The bear

stared intent

at him for a mogent, then dropped down andiwas gone., The dis-
e A S N e ,;-w
concerted wandeder back-tracked oM\his own trail. /After all)\ it goes back td)
e R e s (s S SR, SRS
{ ;ndividuality.,-It oceurred to the ligtener at the door of the koods that per-

- A st "

aps a bunch of wild\flowers was about appropriate as anything else to stalk

e 4 took a good look through the glaeses . 0ld bruin was lumbering

Linae LOCR2. “Ugrer
his own discomfiture, for he seemed to be an indifferent digger;1 It was true /
o7

lieaurely down, stopping here and there to paw out a squirrel hole, usually to CLZ
that he wae a surly, unfriendly looking fellow with the melancholy manner of one , . IW’/—
who prefers to go his way alone, and naturally I judged he wes given a wide Z;£¢,~;, .
berth by the other wild folks of these fields and hills. Heavy of head and Qu,:;”.
shoulder with en awesome breadth of chest, and a great, loose-jointed, shambling
fr e, I could plai y see ,that t.he Kadia.c bear wag mede for massive power and

% lﬁfaﬁﬂg s_p_ead Rumor id that he lived up to his looke. But it was when

' I looked into hie fece that I shuddered end knew him for what he was. Thet
bulging hulk of a skull with a jowl =s forbidding es an ox's, from which pro-
truded disgusting, gnarled snags of teeth which had spent themselves in crunch-
ing the bones of his own kind ‘in the eternal baftles, told something of hig
brutish life. His eyes were small end piggish, and gleamed green wiﬁh'hatrad..

One look chilled end paralized.










ing speed.

into his £

disgust

arider, ‘o crunch the bones of his own kind in the eternal battles,

tgld something of his bwt.ish life. His eyes were amal]. and piggish, and gleameid

%&i\gf human beings,
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Then things happened so suddenly and so rapidly that all specula-

tions about the temper of the Kadiak bear were settled without argument. I crouched

close to the tundra on top of the hill with my eyes glued to that tawny figure

that cglmly held the fort on the opposite ridge against all comers. He was
‘/d'ﬁl, s M i
« The cemera man wae ahead of me;trunning low and(E;;E:_:)

down to head the bear off at the foot of tha slope. He carried his little cam-
era in his hand, ready to shoot when he came within range, or jump for safety.

Running behind the éémgié;-I saw big bruin reach the bottom of the hill and dis-

appear over the bank. The camera man stood up and made a dash for it. He
reached the top soon afte; the bear , and I saw him duck down behind some tus-
socks of tall grass- or perhaps he went over, too. Everybody was out of sight.
The landscape was empty from where I labored on down with the pack-sack. No, not
quite. The caribou below, frightened by the imminent disaster which I knew they

were beholding, were in full flight around the end of the lake.



~ I was out of the field of action and could only guese what was

¢  going on. It would have been easier to see it. All was still, except for the
] wind following the racing caribou. Why had the camere men rushed pell-mell
into a eitustion that he knew nothing of, and where was he now? Was he down
there with thet bear? What was going on? We hadlbeen told that it was never
safe to roem the tundra without a gun. The silence and great space around me
were oppressing. I couldn't stand it any longer, so I began to hurry down
toward that brink where man and bear had been swallowed up. I crept to the
edge and looked over. Fifty ysrds awey, the bear wes leenidp over the lake
rim, drinking and splashing in the water. Juet then, immedistely below me the
c;mera men reised up.- The motor of the movie wes hummirig. Both of ue were now in
plain sight. At e sound, the bear turned; startled. Whet would he do? The

camera men was Loo close. That enormous, shaggy form rose slowly on its hind




'htad-feat; his head lowered ominously and his neck

bowed up under his heavy mane. The cemera buzzed on. I was petrified. I could

not make a sound. ;¢l at once that great, lumbering hulk bolted straight up the
4 Ul daed it :
X

hill pestsme, lopi ike a fast horse.’ As he rolled up and down one knoll efte
another, he looked back over his shoulder to see if the demons still pursued him.
At last I ¢ to life. I waved my hand to him as I watched him drop over the
last rise. T%w;;amad as if the bottom had dropped out of things, it was so still.
Far in the distance at the end of the lake, against the white slopes of the moun-
tain, the herd of caribou grazed peacefully again.

That night before I went to bed, I stepped to the door of the tent
to take a last look at Shishaldin. The little river rippled at my side. Above/ji?/
the top of the bank the moon hung. The dim reaches of the tundra melted into
the white night, and there like a pale amethyst in the sky stood the mountain
with e candle lighted in ite-tip, the—glowing reflection of its burning heart.

Somevwhere at its feet the caribou lay asleep;' somewhere the big brown bear

mouched about in the moonlight.
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M-:m&b’r%aee who have tramped the tundra and got glimpses of of‘"f.his

right ident have had it
{‘/g ful residen ve

J

brought home to them that this lergeat’of all living carnivores does nomm‘l
men ou;c., ie not looking for trouble, and in fact dodges his human treil;i'e at W
every turn even on his own hunting and fishing grounds. Man's mishap with this
descendent of the great cave bears is usually brought upoxe himself by persistent
Presuiptitisnd persecution. If the wild thing is frightened and irritated by
being trailed and tormented by a bunch of boasting hunters leveling an arsenal of
Mousers and Mannlichers at him, and objecte to stretching across some polished
floor as "a magnif‘icent trophy," ie it any wonder that he turns into a towering

y .

demon of 1500 pounde of ragin.g fleeh and fleshing clawsl LA
Then thinge happened so suddenly and so papidly that all speculations

B

e =

about the Kadiak hear were settled \‘\K\ithout argument. The golden form dawdled gf‘iv‘

e jumped up and mede a run for it, bthe camera man &'

A
\

reaching the rim shead, of me. I saw himm dh\ck down behind some tusgsocks of grzEx X

tall grass o the top of the be.nk, Zi(perhep\he went over, too. Everybody was

,,__'\,r\ A L 4

out of eight. Jthe lande’éepe wers empty from where\ I labored on with thé knap-

\
sack. No, mt quite. - The\bunch of caribou, frightTd by the imminent Hgisaster
which I knew they were beholding, were in full flight

\ \
The silence and great space around me were oppreseing. I couldn'\

around the end of tl\‘\e lake.

stand it eny longer, so I began to hurry down toward that brink where man a,nd\\

bear had been swallowed up. 8 insane frenzy seized me, My feet flew reckless-
ly over protruding humps of grase as I bounded on like a wild thing in flight.

At the top I dropped, crept to the edge and looked over. Fifty yards away, the
bear was leaning over the lake rim, drinking and eplaehing in,._lt.he water. Just

then immedietely below me the camera reised up. The motor\'\bf the movie was
humming. Both of us were now in plain\eight.. At a sound, the bear turned, statled.

What would he do? The camera man was co>nered, and too close. That enormous,
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