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Two Big Game Animals of Unimak .

On the morning of June 15th, the wanderlust seized

#
us for seeing something of the country around our camp, so the

two camera cranks slung the knapsacks on their backs, filled
with cameras, film, ienses, field-glasses - always field-glasses-
and struck off toward the foot of Shishaldin, sparkling in the
orning sun. The two Campbell Churches had already gone on be-
fore to reconnoiter and locate the caribou beds, as a herd was
known to frequent this region. Before we caught up to them they
had spied the caribou ranging the plains ahead, so they were
crouched behind a knoll watching them, We crawled up with them,
and soon most of the members in camp had joined us in ambush
to watch the caribou. All of us were flattened on our stomachs
in the soft moss, peeping over the top of the knoll. We were
in the lee of the wind, so the animals had no chance to catch
our scent. But that same secretive wind whizzed over the top
of the mound into our faces like a stinging whip till our eyes
were blurred with tears and our breath came in gasps. Lying
motionless for fear of detection by the keen-eyed caibou, the
cold soon bit through our warm clothing, leaving us numb and
aching. But there is no other way to stalk wild gamé on thegs
open, treeless tundra except by this stoical Indian method. qa%é
After looking at the lay of the land from all points,
the situation didn't appear promising. It seemed impossible to
get near enough to the animals to plcture them, as there wasn't
even a dwarf willow between us and them. ﬁe were looking down
into the dip of a big, open hollow that sloped evenly off to the

lake shore, The herd was munching peacefully toward the water
two miles away. Finally, Campbell, Sr. volunteered to maneuver
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out around a big hill that formed one rim of the valley and
gee if there was any approach by low ground or intervening
mounds on the other side of the gfazing herd, But this was
only a chance, as it would bring him where the wind mightmv
instantly tell his where-abouts, The chilled camera crowd
erouching behind the knoll was to await his signal if the
venture was feasible., We envied him the long walk. It is the
only way to keen warm on the tundra., We sunk deeper into our
soggy beds and pulled our coats close up around our noses for
a long wait, The white mountain loomed above us, congealing
our very breath.

The caribou had seen us. They are alert to pick up
any strange object or movement even at long distances, and in
keeping sentinel over the rim of a rise, sooner or later a hat
or a head is discovered. They, however, had got no man scent,
so they were not frightened, but merely uneasy. They grazed
along, edging slowly further away toward the lake. Two of them
lay down with heads in our direction, eyes on the watch, noses
to scent the breeze, They were suspicious about what lay 5ehind
that hill-top. They might have rested eagy: there was not a gun
in the crowd.

Soon it was noticed that a watchful o0ld cow had levelled
her eyes off toward the hill near the lake. It was from this
direction that we were impatiently awaiting a signal from Camp-
bell. Slowly and dimly a lumbering object loomed up in the

distance, moving straight out into the oven tundra toward the

Yaribou., It was a big brown bear, But where was Campbell?
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Had he and the bear crossed tracks? The two caribou still lay
quiet with eyes riveted on the bear. The rest of the herd 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 guards got up liesurely, but with a
purpose, and began feeding slowly back toward the main 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 wd ked toward us., It was Campbell,

In the meantime, thg;ggmera hunters Jjumped up and made
a dash for a position nearer the receding caribou. Now running
over the tundra with its surface like a bubbling sea of green
hummocks and tussocks of grass, constantly hopping up and down,
and with packson one's back, is not so eagy as it looks, The
mat of moss 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 ready to drop down for another watch, 1In this way
by relays, the two of ue lessened the distance to the caribou
hill, and met Campbell out in the middle of the valley,

"There is only one way of getting near this herd in
its present position, as they are on high ground and can see
every object on the plain," he said. "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 around to the
foot of the caribous' lookout., In this way you may come around

a point of the bank square upon them. Then stand up and pump



- 4 - s

your gun fast for all the pictures you can get in the few min-
utes they will stand for it," he advised,

We accordingly took the hard road over "no-man's-land"
on our hands and knees, crawling over the low hummocks and squint-
ing an eye occasionally at the caribou, A herd of sixteen were
now feeding qiietly on the slope in plain view above us, We
reached the rim of the cut-bank and dropped over the edge with
relief, as it had been tedious going., And now we looked off over
a new world, On the steep slope, we sat braced behind the bank,
the crawling after caribous far away from us. At our feet lay
the wide, filat, marshy margin of the lake, and those who lived
there were not big éame. I looked down upon a clear spring bub-
ling out of the bank at my feet., As we settled down, a pair of
pintails flushed with excited eyes and paddled frantically away
into the tall marsh grass, They didn't go far, but for some min-
utes sidled around in the tiny tricklets of water that threaded
in and out of the bogs, eyeing us sidewise and suspiciously as
if they couldn't make out what we were. Certainly we had no bus-
iness there, They had traveled north many hundreds of miles to
this lonely island, and the peaceful nook by their spring had
never been invaded by human beings before., Anyway, the best thing
for them to do was to fade away before our eyes so we might be
deceived about that nest that lay cuddled under a cool corner of
the bank. So all at once, they were gone with no noise, not even
a tell-tale rinple of the water nor rustle of the grass,

But still the broad marshland breathed and bubbled with
life. Sandpipers by the dozen, but always in pairs, were so busy

courting that they couldn't pay any attention to other folks.
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Like l1little sky-rockets they soared into the air and floated
back to earth, pouring forth a plaintive, ecstatic song of love,
The morning in the marsh was musipal with rippling whistles as
here and there in quick succession the delirious sprites launched
into the air, ,

I sat silent and half smothered w;%ﬁlsedge on the
bank. Two little lovers fluttered up and settled just in front
of me., They looked me over, and finding me quite inconsequen-
tial, they bent their heads close together over a tempting tus-
sock of grass, twittering confidentially as to whether this might
not be the very time to commence building. They bowed, and
whispered, and 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 over. And so the
days would go until they must settle down to the serious prob-
lems of nursery life,

And we must go on to bigger game than ducks and sand-
pipers; Rather haltingly we picked up our packs and started on,
threading our way élong the steep bank just below the rim to be
out of sight of keen eyes on the hillside. Coming around a
point, we found that the caribou herd on the hill had separated,
a few lying down while eleven had moved down on the marsh to
feed, This was a puzzle., We could hardly 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 tramped tiring miles over

the tundra for nothing.

Then we put our heads together and planned a 1ittle
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trick. The two of us moved close together with heads bent,
simulating a loggy bear as much as possible and walked straight
out into the open toward the foot of the hill where five or six
animals lay resting. Even those on the marsh could see us, but
we should soon be behind the foot of the hill out of their view.
The five on the hilleide eyed us for a scant few minutes in sur-
prise, then all got up nervously and began to mill around in
indecision. Then they started down the hill and coming to one
of their usual trails, they commenced running straight toward us.
Evidently we were in their line of escape, or they thought to
take the shortest cut to the rest of the herd. It looked like

a head-on collision of camera hunters and caribou. They were
now running at full speed in a bee-line for ue. We threw dise-
cretion to the winds, straightened up and started for them. It
was a case of the best man wine to gain the foot of the hill
first, they for a get-away, we for plctures even at the expense
of a mix-up. By good fortune, we hit their trail at the point
ahead of them, which seemed to bewilder them for a minute, ’They
stopped and stared us in the face, three bullse with flaring an-
tlers taking the lead and standing defiantly close together, a
cow and a calf behind, The camera was grinding away unnindful
of everything but a fine shot that must not be lost. Frightened
into frenzy, the three bulls all at once bolted squarely past us
and cireling around us, to get our wind, they furnished fine
chances for pictures as they raced acrose the marsh bottom and
then dp onto the tundra, Here they stopped in battle front, out-
lined against the sky and the white clouds., On again-along the

rim of the hills, and feeling a 1little more secure at being



e 7 5

above us, they stopped frequently now and stared yonderingly at
ue, Had we been gunnérs, all three big stags, and perhaps more,
would have been dead long before. Being out of danger, they
moved gradually along the tops of the knolls, pausing now and
then as if they were loath to leave such interesting objects,

But the best of the day remained, for the eleven car-
ibou in the marsh bottom grazed 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 1lie down and rest, or to wander
aroﬁnd the foot of the point toward us as the first five had,
Finally we had dragged ourselves along on our stomachs, hitching
our packs beside us, clear to the top. Using the long lens and
ailming over the rim, we were blissfully shooting the unconscious
caribou below, when we caught a movement of some object in a
ravine above the lake and directly opposite our ambush, Soon it
came out into the light - a big brown bear ambling solemnly down
the mountain. The caribou on the plain saw him also, for all
€yes were fixed up the hill. The plot had thickéned, much to
our joy.

The 0ld bruin shuffled liesurely down, stopping here
and there to paw out a squirrel hole, usually to his own discom-
fiture, for he seemed to be an indifferent digger. He was a
surly, unfriendly looking fellow with the malancholy manner of
one who prefers to go his way alone, andnaturally he is given a

wide berth by most of the wild folks of the fields and hills,



- 8 -

Heavy of head and shoulder with an awesome breadth of chest, and
a great, loosewjointed, shambling frame, the Kadiak bear is made
for massive power and lightening speed., And he more than lives
up to his looke. 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 forbidding as an ox's from which pro-
truded disgusting, gnarled snage of teeth which have spent them-
selvee in tearing great trees asunder, or crunching the bones of
his own kind in the eternal battles, tell something of his
brutish 1ife.

I crouched close to the tundra on top of the hill with
my eyes glued to that tawny figure that calmly held the forte on
the opposite ridge against all comers, As he turned his back
and with one huge paw scooped the dirt out of a squirrel hole,
sending a shower far behind him, I saw the changeable lighte on
his golden-brown coat. Then he ambled on down the hill., The
camera man was ahead, running low and crouching down to head
Bruin off at the foot of the slope. He carried his Eyemo Cam-
era in his hand, ready to shoot when he got within range. This
little hand movie-gun is the only one to take on a hunt for car-
ibou and Kadiak bears of the nofthern tundra where one has to
run and stalk his game for long distances, or Jump for safety,
Bending and running behind the camera, I saw big Bruin reach the
bottom of the hill and disavpear over the cut-bank of the lake.
The camera man stood up and made a run for it., He reached the
top soon after the bear and I saw him duck down behind some tus-
socks of tall grasses or perhape he went over, too. Everybody was

out of sight, and the landscape was empty from where T labored on
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down with the pack-sack. No, not quite, The bunch of caribou,
frightened by the imminent disaster from two directions, ﬁere
in full flight around the far 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., ALl was
still, except for the wind following the racing caribou. Why
had the camera man rushed pell-mell into a situation that he
knew nothing of, and where was he now? Was he down there with
the bear? What was going on? We had been told that 1t was
never safe to roam the tundra without a gun, because, although
the Kadiak bear is not 1likely to deliberately attack a person,
if he is surprised or cornered at close quarters, he is an ugly
oneé to deal with, He has a tough-and-.go temper and a heavy hand,
He is not hunting trouble, but if necessary he can finish a bout
with one blow of a huge paw, Getting too familiar with a Kadiak
bear is tempting Fate too far, The result is certain.

The silence and great space around me were oppressing,
I couldn't stand it any longer, so I began to hurry down the
slope toward the top of the bank where man and bear had disap-
peared., I crept to the edge and looked over, The bear was
leaning over the lake rim, drinking and splashing in the water,
about fifty yards away, Just then immediately below me, the cam-
era man raised up. The motor of the movie was humming, Both of
us were in plain sight., At the noise, the old bear turned,
startled., What would he do? The camera man was cornered, and
too close, That enormous, shaggy form started to rise on its
hind feet; his head went down and hia.neck bowed up like a

bull's., The camera still buzzed on, I was petrified, I could
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not make a sound., All at once, that great, lumbering hulk
bolted straight up the hill where he came down, loping like a
fast horse, As he rolled up and down one knoll after another,
he looked back over his shoulder to see if the demons still
pursued him. At last I could move, I waved my hand to him,

as I watched him disappear over the last rise, Far in the dis-
tance at the end of the lake against the white, lower slopes of
the mountain, the herd of caribou grazed peacefully again.,

That night ay eleven o'clock, I stepped to the door
of the tent to take a last look at the white mountain., The
1ittle river rippled at my side., Above the top of the bank
hung the moon. The dim reaches of the tundra melted into the
white night of thie northern land, and there like a pale ame-
thyst in the sky was Shishéldin with a candle lighted in his
tip, theaflowing reflection of his burning heart. Somewhere at

th

hls feetVthe caribou lay asleep; somewhere the big brown bear

mouched about in the moonlight,



In spite of the fact that one assuree himself that thie northern
worlg is wide enough for both man and beest, and that there is no undercurrent
of real antagoniem, yet this sudden meeting with big bruin was a shock to a;J}{ﬁ
faith and almost ehattered‘ghx{self-control. I stood thinking. It seemed the
only thing to do just now. Be;ildering visions fogged my mind. Another meet-
ing with a bear flashed before me. One morning when the Weetward was anchored
off the Alaska Peninsula under the shadow of Pavlof Volcano, the camera man was
ashore scouting asbout as usual. While the other members of the party were
reconnoitering the mouth of a little river in a cance, he wandered along the
benk and happening into a wild flower garden, picked a handful. Crossing a eand
wash, he came %0 a clamp of thick alders. They could hardly be celled trees, as
they grew straggly and barely twelve or fifteen feet high. Tall grass reached
up among the spreading limbs. Striking the trail of some animal, he pushed on

MO—HR.
through the patch to the opening beyond. All at once he noticed that the grass

4
had been freshly flattened, and a few feet further on it had been uprooted and
the sand scooped out, making & big, round hollow. It came upon him that he

was looking at a bear bed, and almost e warm one. Just then'hiscimagination
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wae aided by a movement a little ahead, and there about thirty feet away, a big,
shaggy, brown face with beady eyes was peering at him. through the leaves. He
was face to face with the big fellow he had been hunting for days and weeks.
And hie cemera wae rocking peacefully on the yacht out in the bay! There he
stood, hatlese and gunless, with a little bouquet of wild flowers in his hand.
The bear stared intently at him for a moment, thsn dropped down and was gone.
The disconcerted wanderer back-tracked guieledy on his own trail. After all, it
goes back to individuality. One bear may be amiable; another may be irritable

and dangerous to temper with. It occurred to the lListener at the door of the

woods that perhaps a bunch of wild flowers was asbout as appropriate as any-

thing else to stalk a bear with.
Sl
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On the morning of June 15th, the wanderlust seized

‘us for seeing something of the country around our camp, so the

two camera cranks slung the knapsacks on their backs, filled
with cameras, film, lenses, field.glasses ., always fiald-glassoa-
Averot A Fules. wo,
and struck off toward the foot of shlahaldin. sparkling in the
morning sun. The two Campbell Churches had already gone on be-
fore to reconnoiter and locate the caribou_gxak} &8 a herd was
knom to frequent this region, Before we caught up to them they
had spied the caribou ranging the plains ahead, so they were
erouched behind & knoll watching them., We erawled up with them,
and soon most of the members in camp had joined us in ambush
to watch the caribou. All of us were flattened on our stomachs
in the soft moss, peeping over tﬁo top of the knoll. We were
in the les of the wind, so the animais had no chance to eateh
our secent, Bub that saue secretive wind whizzed over the top
of thn mound into our faces like a stinging whip t111 our eyes
were blurred with tears and our breath came in gasps, Lying
motionless for fear of detection by the keen-eyed caibou, the
¢old soon bit through our warm clothing, leaving us numb and
aching, But there is no other way to stalk wild game on the
open, treeleses tundra except by this stoical Indian method,
After looking at the lay of the land from all points,
the situation didn't appear promising. It seemed impossible to
get near enough to the animals to picture them, as there wasn't
even 2 dparf willow between us and them, We were looking down
into the dip of a big, open hollow that 8loped evenly off to the

lake shore, The herd was munching peacefully toward the water
two miles away, Finnlly. Campbell, Sr. volunteered to maneuver
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out around a big hill that formed one rim of the vggloy and
gee if there was any spproach by low ground or intervening
mounds on the other side of the grazing herd. But this was
only a chance, &8 it would bring him where the wind might
instantly teil his where.abouts, The chilled camera crowd
erouching behind the knoll was to await his signal 1f the
venture was f@asible. We envied him the long walk., It is the
only way to inep waram on the tundra, We sunk deeper into our
Boggy beds and pulled our coats close up around our noses for
'a long wait, The white mountain loomed above us, congealing
our very breath. »
The caribou had seen us, They e At to piek up
any strange object or movement even at long distances, and in
keeping sentinel cver the rim of a rise, sooner or later a hat
or a heMisrcmred. They, however, had got no man scent,
so they were not frightened, but merely uneas§., They grazed
along, edging slowly further away toward the lake. Two of them
lay down with heads in our direction, eyes on the wateh, noses
to scent the breeze,  They were suspicious about what lay behind
that hill-top. They might have rested easy: there was not a gun
in the crowd,
3oon it was noticed that a watchful old cow had levelled
her eyeas off toward the hill near the lake, It was from this
direction that we were impatiently awaiting & signal from cAn‘.
- bell, Slowly and dimly a lumbering object loomed up in the
ﬂis?ance, moving agyaight ou% ihto the open tundra toward the
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'°&r1h¢n. It was a big browm bear, But where was Campbell? '
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Had he and the bear crossed tracks? The two caribou still lay
quiet with eyes riveted on the bear., The rest of the herd had
grazed gradually over toward a higher level near the other end
of the lake and Jjoined another bunch that were leading off up
the hill., On cane the bear, deliberately stooping once in a
while, The two caribou guards got up liesurely, but with a
purpose, and began feeding slowly back toward the main herd,
keeping their eyes on the clumsy bear. Soon they dipped over
the rim of a knoll and were out of sight, Then the bhear stood
up and wd ked toward us, It was Campbell,

In the meantide, t.he;_’gfmom hunters jumped up and made
a dash for a ncsition nearer the receding cmribou., Now running
over the tundra with its surface like a bubbling sea of green
humnocks and tussocks of grass, constantly hopping up and down,
and with packﬂPn.qne'a back, 18 not so easy as it looks., The
mat of moss is soft and slackens momentum and often the long,
wiry grass tangles one's feet, It's & pull of energy and will
power, &nd when one gets to a stepping place he is sure to be
winded and ready to drop down for another watch, In this way
by relays, the two of us lessened the distance to the caribou
mn,\m& met Campbell out in the middle of the valley,

"There 15 only one way of getting near this herd in
its present position, as they are on high ground and can see
svery object oa the plain," he said. "Your only chance is to
skulk along in the hollowa on your hanns-and knees down to the
iake shore where a cut-bank borders it and leads around to the
foot of the caribous' lookout, In this way you may come around',
2 point of the bank square upon them, Then stand up and pump
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your gun fast for all the pictures you can get in the few min-
utes they will stand for it," he advised.

We accordingly took the hard roasd over "no.man's-land®
on our hands and knees, crawling over the low hummocks snd squiiit-
ing an eye occasionally at the caribou., A herd of sixteen were
now feeding qiietly on the slope in plain view above us, We
reached the rim of the cut-bank and dropped over the edge with
rellef, as 1t had been tedious going. /And now we looked off over
2 new world, On the steep slope, we sat braced behind the bank,
the crawling after caribous far away from us. At our feet lay
the wide, flat, marshy margin of the lake, and those who lived
there were not big game. I looked down upon a clear spring bub-
' 1ling out of the bank at my feet, As we settled down, a pair of
pintails flushed with excited eyes and paddled frantically away
into the tall marsh grass, They didn't go far, but for some min-
utes sidled around in the tiny tricklets of water that threaded
in and out of the bogs, eyeing us sidewise and suspiciously as
1f they couldn't make out what we were, Certainly we had no bus-
iness there, They had traveled north many hundreds of miles to
this lonely isiand, and the peaceful nook by their spring had
never been invaded by human beings before, Anyway, the best thing
for them to do was to fade away before our eyes so we might be
degeived about that nest that lay euddled under 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,

But 8till the broad marshland breathed and bubbled with
1ife, BSandpipers by the dozen, but always in pairs, were so busy
courting that they couldn't wnay any attention to other folks.



Like 1little sky.rockets they soared into the 2ir and floated
back to earth, pouring forth a2 plaintive, ecstatic song of love.
The morning in the mareh was musical with rippling whistles as
here and there in quick succession the delirious eprites launched
into the air, )

I sat silent a{:d ha.lE smothered w% sedge on the
bank, Two little lover§Af1uttored up and settled just in front
of me. They looked me over, and finding me quite inconsequen.
tial, they bent their heads close together over a tempting tus-
sock of grasa, twittering confidentially as to whether this might
not be the very time to commence building. They bowed, and
whispered, and 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 over., And so the
days would go until they must settle down to the serious prob.
 lems of nursery 1life,

And we must go on to bigger game than ducks and sand.
pipers, Rather haltingly we picked up our packs and started on,
threading our way along the steep bank just below the rim to be
out of sight of keen eyes on the hillside. Coming around a
point, we found that the caribou herd on the hill had separated,
& few lying down while eleven had moved down on the marsh to
feed., This was a puzzle, We gould hardly keep hidden from both
bunches, and once detected, one group would probably convey its .{:“ﬁﬁ
fright to the rest and stampede the whole herd. But we had to ‘
g0 on and take a chance, We had not tramped tiring miles over
the tundra for nothing,

Then we put our heads ogether and planned a little
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trick, The two of us moved close together with heads bent,
simulating & loggy bear as nuch aa_poagible and wilked atrd;ght
out into the open toward the fool of the hill whefe five or six
animals lay resting, Even those on the marsh could see us, but
we should soon be behind the foot of the hill out of thelr view.
The five on the hillside eyed us for a scant few nmingtes in sur.
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1ndacisian.N.§han they started down the hill and coming to one
of their usual trails, they ocommenced running straight toward us.
Evidently we were in their line of escape, or they thought to
take the shortest cut %o the rest of the herd, It looked like
a2 head-on collision of camera hunters and caribou. They were
now #unntng at full speed in a bee.line for us, We threw dis.
eretion tc the winds, straightened up ani started for them., It
was a case of the best man wing to gain the fool of the hill
first, they for a gete-away, we for pictures even at the expense
of a mixeup, By good fortune, we hit their trail at the point
ahead of them, which seemed to bewilder them for a minute. They
&topped and stared us in the face, three bulls with flaring an-
tlers taking the lead and standing defiantly close together, a
cow and a c¢alf behind, The camera was grinding away unmindful
of everything but a fine shot that must not be lost, Prizhtened
into frenzy, the three bulls all ai once bolted gquarely past us
and cireling around us, to get our wind, they furnished fine
chances for pictures as théy raced across the marsh bottom and
Lhen up onto the tundra, Here they stopped in batitle front, out-
lined against the sky and the white elouds. On again along the
rim of the hills, and feeling a 1ittle more secure at being
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prise, then all got uplnervoua;x_ang began Lo mill around in é?’ﬁzﬁ
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above us, they stopped frequently now and stared wonderingly at
us, Had we heen gunnere, all three big stags, and perhaps more,
would have been dead long before. Being out of danger, they
moved gradually along the tops of the Imolls, pausing now and
then as if they were loath to leave such interesting objects,

But the best of the day remained, for the eleven car-
ibou in the marsh bottom grazed 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 watech the herd below., As they moved further along
the lake shore, we kent pace on hands and knees, waiting for them
either to #nge up the hill to lie domn and rest, or to wander
around the foot of the point toward us as the first five had,
Finally we had dragged ourselves along on our stomache, hitching
our packs beside us, clear to the top, Using the long lens and
aiming over the rim, we were blissfully shooting the unconscious
caribou belew, when we caught a movement of some object in a
ravine above the lal® and directly opposite our ambush, Soon it
came out into the light - a big brown bear ambling solennly down
the mountain, The caribou on the plain saw him alse, for a1l
eyes were fixed up the hill. The plot had thickened, much to
our joy.

The 0l1d bruin shuffled liesurely down, stovnping here
and there to paw out a squirrel hole, usually to his own discome
Titure, for he seemed to be an indifferent digger., He was &
surly, unfriendly looking fellow with the malancholy manner of
ene who prefers to go his way alone, andnaturally he is given &
wide berth by mon§ of the wild folks of tEe fields and hills,

AN,
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Heavy of head and shoulder with an awesome breadth of chest, and
a great, loose-jointed, shambling frame, the Kadiak bear is nade o
for magsive power and lightening speed. And he more than lives
up to his looks. But 4t's when you leook into his face that you
shudder and know him for what he 1s, That great, bulging hulk
¢f & skull with & jJowl as forbidding as an ox's from which pro-
truded disgusting, gnarled snags of teeth which have gpent them.
sslfos in tearing great trees asunder, or crunching the bones of
his own kind in the eternal baittles, tell something of his
brutish life,

f,fk I crouched close to the tundra on top of the hill with

< my eyes glued to that tawny figure that calmly held the forte on

the opposite ridge against all comers, As he turned his baeck
and with one huge paw sgooped 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 the hill, The
canera man was ahead, running low and crouching down to head

Bruin off at the foot of the slope. He carried his Eyemo Cam-

era in his hend, ready to shoot when he got within range. This
little hand movie-gun is the only one to take on 2 hunt for ecar-
ibou and Ksdiak bears of the northern tundra where one has to
run snd stalk his game for long distances, or jump for pafety,
Bending and running behind the camera, I saw big Bruin rezch the
bottom of the hill eand disappear over the cut-bank of the lake,
The camera man stood up and made a run for it, He reached the
top soon aryer the bear and I eaw him duck down behind some tuse.
socke of tall grasse or perhaps he went over, too. Everybody was
out of sight, and the 1anﬁsc3pa‘aas empty from where 1 labored on
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down with the pack.sack, No, not quite, The bunch of caribou,
frightened by the imminent disaster from two directions, were
in full flight around the far 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, Qan was
still, except for the wind following the racing caribou.h Why
had the camera man rushed pell.mell into a situation that he
knew nothing of, and where was he now? Was he down there with
the bear? What was going on? We had been told that it was
never safe to roam the tundra without a gun, because, although
the Xadiak bear is not likely to deliberately attack a person,
if he is surprised or cornered at close quarters, he is an ugly
one to deal with, He has a touaﬁ,and.go temper and & heavy hand,
He lg'nnt hunting trouble, but if necessary he can finish & bvush
with one blow of a huge paw, Getting too familiar with a Eadiak
bear is tempting Fate too far, The result is certain,

The silence and great space around me were oppressing.
I couldn’t stand it any longer, so I began to hurry down the
slope toward the top of the bank where man and bear had disap-
peared, I ecrept to the edge and looked over., The bear was
leaning over the lake rim, drinking and splashing in the water,
about fifty yards away, Just then immediately below me, the cam.
era man raised up. The motor of the movie wes humming, Both of
us were in plain sight, At the noise, the o01d bear turned,
startled, What would he do? The camera mzn was cornered, and
00 close, That enormous, shaggy form started to rise on its
hind feet; his head went down and his neck bowed up like a
bull's., The camera still buzzed on, I was petrified. I could
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not meke & sound, All at once, that great, lumbering mulx

bolted straight up the hill where #S{d ?'&"om. loping like a

fast horse, . As he rolled u; and down one knoll after another, /1 .
—Se~looked back over hie shoulder to see if the demons stil} /(M,[{ A

pursued him, At last I could move, T waved my hand to him, 4 A ;

as I watched him disaﬁpear over the last rise, Far in the dis. ﬂ

tance at the end of the lake against the white, lower slopes of )(

the mountain, the herd of caribou grazed peacefully again.

That night-*‘_y eleven o'clock, I stepped to t‘,he door
of the tent to take a last look at the white mountain, The é . h’ﬁ{i_

1ittle river rippled at my side, Above the top of the .bmk
hung the moon., The dim reaches of the tundra melted into the
white night of this northern land, and there 1ike a pele ame-
thyst in the sky was Shishaldin with a candle lighted & his
tip, the flowing reflection of his burning heart. Somewhere at
hias feet the caribou' lay asleep; somewhere the big brown bear
nouched about in the moonlight,



W y = Akuten Bay lay empty. The whalers had gone to sea,
wheré?ﬁ?ﬁe most part, they lived. Now the Westward was after
whales, too, so she slid out of the quiet bay, set in green
hills, backed by higher, snowy peéks, Out on a treacherous
'tide, she threaded a narrow, rock-strewn pass into the Pac-
ic.after the whalers. Unsuspected islands app argg con-
stantly ahead, leaning out of misty billows and, floating
clouds, As the little boat rolled over the billows through
‘the churning narrows, birds in singles and bande rose in
fright and skimmed the surface- guillemote and puffins with
clouds of gulls winging wildly in the upmer air. Cliffs towered
on either side around which circled more sea birds of many
kinds. Borne faintly on the wind, came their plaintive, clamor-
ing babel. Then out into a wild ocean far from land went the
boat, an ocean so huge and stormy that one sat in a daze with
earth, and sky, and water in a great commotion.

But the whalers, where were they? There was no sign
of smoke curling from a funnel on the horizon. Off to the sea
in ships they had gone, and might not be back for sewerasl days,
Daily and nightly theﬁgiurdy, battered, rusty sea-farers crawled
back into their hidden bay tkat where the sea had pushed into

the very heart of an island., Up to a red buoy they sl1id, tethered
a great hulk of a whale to it, backed softly away and hung at the
dock for a little while- only a 1little while- with their smoke
puffing patiently for the next quick departure, Neither wind
nor tide could deter them from their sea Journeys. A few hours
in for food and things even more necessary to whalers, tobacco

and Scoteh, and the grizzled salte of the sea , like vikings on

T
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their stormy decke , turned their rugged faces seaward again.

Now they were far and away, scattered like specks on
the sea, some north in the Bering Sea, some south in the Pac i“
ic, hounding the beasts of the deep to their doom. NorthwardU
the greet—beasts come in the summer along a traditional route
that skirts the Aleutian chain of islands, feeding on the tiny
crustacians that current-led and wind-blown, shimmer on the
surface like wavering veils, Summer food foeroth bifd_&gd
beast, they are, and a host of sharp-winged;?gfangiﬂggéaubirds)
flutter above them as herald of their where-.abouts, In their
wake come the whales, floating lazily along at evening, billow-
ing up and down, "blowing" at intervals with jJust their long
dark backs gleaming among the white-caps.

The great rendezvoux of the whales in this region
are the deep-sunken 2;::£:£ of the Pacific, the Davidson Banks,
Here they love to lie as resting places in their journey be-
fore pushing on up into the Bering, and here the dauntless
whalers roam and roll the boisterous billows, hovering above
their shadowy beds till they emerge. Then out zﬁggtgha big
harpoon with its spear-pointed head and concealed charge of
powder, slithering over the water deadly true, to tear into
the lungs or vitals of the great animal and explode. Writhing
and thrashing, down to the deep he heads, only to bleed to
death and come to the surface, blown-up and bloated by the guﬁ
that gored him. Frequently if the aim was not true for a vital
spot, the great beast, held by the four big claws that automa-
tically spread out and hook into the flesh, starts apparently

for another ocean, dragging the lead rope of hundreds of feey)
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behind?ggich are many more coiled up in the hold of the boat, Then
a merr; chase of from tWwo to twenty hours he leads the whalers,
until he is spent or they put another harpoon into his lungs,
Probably his first harpoon of some three feet long of heavy
cast-iron is twisted and bent out of shape when extracted from
the mass of torn flesh and black blood, Then the great dark
hulk, sometimes white-.bellied, is pinned to the side of the

whale boat with the huge anchorsshaped tail high on the prow.
From afar, these whale boats are waited for and scannéd with
glasses to see 1f they bring fair game, not axx merely a badge
of black and whitéfha 1ng to one side of the boat, but hunters
that bring double Btreamlng back from their prows, The
calm, dark masterg of the whalers stands on the dock estimating
the catch as a puffing sea-prowler moves éerenely up to the
" bobbing buoy. It may be a pair this morning, a seventy-ton
female fin-back with her twenty-ton baby, the latter being
hardly worth the trouble of cutting up and frying for his grease,

In ten minutes the great mother of the sea is hauled

tall first up a wide run-way so slimy with the blubber and blood
that only a native can navigate it, and then with clumsy, spiked
boots. Watching from a distance, the great beast seenmed_to fi11
the bay, Her seventy-seven feet stretchqﬂhalong the wharf ag-
ainst the steep hillside, rearing the fan-shaped tail above the
roofs of the buildings. About a ton to the foot, safﬁ?the whaler,
and fat with blubber, He rubbed his hands together as he gazdt’
out toward the red buoy where by this time five other floating
forms were tied, The dock wﬁa lined with hundreds of empty metal

drums for whale oil, and one month from now the three hundred.
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foot freighter w&&id worm her way into this lonely, narrow bay
and loom so large that she obscuréd whales and whalers,

Walk around the prostrate monster and watch the cuttinge
up process. Great chains manipulated by machinery in nearby
buildings are run out on the wharf, Native Aleuts hustle about
fastening enormous hooks into slabs of blubber already marked
off into sections by long, razor-like knives, The signal is
glven by a raised hand, the machinery rattles, the chain tightens
and one hears a crackling, tearing sound as long slabs of pearly-
white flesh, stained here and there by trickling, black blood,
slide across the gory run-way and up another incline into the
big room lined with steam vats. This is the end of the story
for finebacks, big blues and 1little humpies alike, that cross
the paths of the whalers of Akutan,

Take one last look at the face of 0ld Mother Whale,
Seventy-seven feet ghe stretches, and it looks as if a good
twenty-five of it were head, Over her carcass swarm the hob-
nailed workers like harrying ants, cutting and slicing with
flashing knives. The great maw lies gaping toward tPe sea,

A fair.haired Norse giant steps up to the?éﬁﬂ;égégjggd_looka
like a pigmy in a mammoth cave. He stands up to his waist in a
bristling fringe of whale-bone that lines the creature's mouth
all the.way around its cavernous curve where teeth ought to be,
This is the whale's"strainer" Sometimes it is black; sometimes
it is creamy.white., When Mother Whale scente food on the waters,
she 1ifts her great 1ip from fifteen to twenty feet deep, starts
her high-powered motor and slides through the green depths with

the velocity of a submarine bent on business, She scoops in a



houseful of sea, clamps her jaws together and drains out the water
through her whale-bone strainer, And what haa;Egt in her big
trap? Millions of those same infinitesimal crustacians that

far and frail float the aurface of the sea, One has a queer,
foollish feeling - for the whale- when he looks up at that great,
fringed face with its tiny, pig-like eyes hidden in a folg back
of the corners of its mouth, and thinks of the baby fooda-&jeats.

So the Westward, eager for prowess and pictures,

ursued the whalers far to sea, and found them not that day.

s

Into a sheltered bay for the nighty she stole, and over went
the 1ittle boat and the cameras for 'an exploration. To one who
wanders the waters of Alaska, there comes the pirate's-exhili-
ration of booty around every corner., And the coastlines of
these islands are all corners with hidden coves and secret
channels,behind them.

The bed for the boat that night was a circling little
bay backed by knife-blade headlands at the end of a narrow and
tortuous water-way, a hushed, peaceful place that didn¥t even
know of the tumbling ocean and singing wind outside its ramparts,
A baby sea bird with unafraid eyes paddled serenely and alone
among the rank water-weeds at the edge of the shore pretending
to be all-sufficient for the needs and safety of his daily 1life,
A pair of diligent and secretive ravens went back and forth to
somé mysterious place above seme shale rock on the hillside,
And nearer still to the-clouds in the evening light, an eagle
wheeled and circled, restless and suspicious at the invasion of
his hermitage.

a_-
The sound of theé-paddles came softly as the 1ittle

i
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boat with the explorers nosed into green nooks around the
shoreline, till finally it edged out to the doorway of the
bay. The moon rose red out of the wild ocean, big, luminous
and near at hand, And on the horizon, lined against the sky,
rodkLa whaler with her trail of black smoke blowing straight
out to sea., B5She was acting queerly. Back and forth like an
abandoned spirit, she careered, now toward land, now puttiné
fiercely backK to sea, She was evidently hard after one of her
big prey o the depths, And redder 1nd.b%§ger glowed the moon
behind &é’r“spmdnng, black mast aa"iaiie"";é‘é" lost in the night.

Three-thirty, A. M., and the 1ittle bay lay cold and
quiet under the mist. And close beside the Westward, twin
whalers were rocking peacefully. Wind, and storm, and darkness
had sent the sister huntresses into the 1little bay to await
the day. But now the black smoke of the never-weary funnel rose
into the morning air, and the "Kodiak," big bear of the north,
was awake and ready to fare for the sea again., On the deck
stood the hardy fishermen, unwashed, unshaven, with tin cups
of steaming coffee in their hande, For the day and the night
are the same to themj they sleep and they eat on the go.

The Westward was awake, too, and after depositing the
two cameramen aboard the whaler, with movie guns ready for wild
action at sea, the twin ships moved out of the dark, deep bay,
followed by the'izzzij%;;éht. Only the rattle of anchor chains
and the scream of an excited gull broke the stillness, It was
gray and dull, and a cold wind blew into the mouth., The hills

were a wet green. A songsparrow was 8inging from the hillside;

the eagle again hung high above the rocky cliffs, now seen, now
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lost in the misty clouds. The Big Bear curved around the cor-
ners away from projecting rocks, and the Wesfward tagged care-
fully in her track. Soon & pink glory of sunrise flared back
of the white clouds and vivid green hills. It grew and fell
over the rim, painting the softly rippling water. A killer whale
flashed his black horn ahead,

And now the leader ship more and more rolled up and
down the swells. Black headlands stood out against the pale
11§ t, cut into pinnacles and points as the string of ships made
straigﬁi for the "banks." Behind they left a coastline strung
with frosted ranges. And ahead on a glowing sea, another whaler
loomed black against the gaudy horizon. Myriads of birds going
to sea in the morning, skimmed the surface like wavering, windy
gusts., Black cormorants by twos zigzagged and cgt the upper air,
and here and there a lone-wandering little gi;gzéinged swiftly
homeward toward the shore after a night out. The light changed.
The foggy mists closed in, almost enveloping the flaunting sun,
with cloud mountains etched against the red,

Underneath steamed the black whalers, ever on the
watch. A sailor climbed into the crow's-nest and behind him
went the cameraman. The crow's-nest is neither a comfortable
nor a happy place to be. It's a swaying, unstable perch buffeted
by the gales and chilled by the oceanmiste, snd made fruitless
by the perversity of whales, Up and down the huge, swinging
swells for hours, then over a calm, monotonous sea with nothing
living in sight but a lonely "goonie" skimming behind, they
steamed- and not even the ghost of a whale!

There were murmurs, and side-long looks. It was bad
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luck to take strangers aboard. There must be a Jonah somewhere,

The whales knew it. At five o'clock two frozen cameramen

dropped overboard into 2 little boat with all the "bogey guns",
. ‘ﬁa_.c, o To Lol

boarded their own little ship and streaked away for a bay to

sleep in, forty-five mlles away.

e



Axutan Bay lay empty. The whalers had gone to sea,
%tho most part, they lived, Now the Westward was after
whales, too, so she slid out of the quiet bay, set in green
hills, backed by higher, snowy peaks. Out on a treacherous

tide, sh threaded a narrow, rock-strewn pass into the Pac-

£ :
ie. a#tt; th whalern. Unsuspected islands a::zaygg con-
stantly » leaning out of misty billows L, floating

clouds, As the little boat rolled over the billows through

the churning narrows, birds in singles and bands rose in

fright and skimmed the surface. guillemots and puffins with
clouds of gulls winging wildly in the upp r air. Cliffs towered
on either side around which circled more sea birds of many
kinds. Borne faintly on the wind, came their plaintive, clamor-
ing babel. Then out into a wild ocean far from land went the
boat, an ocean so huge and stormy that one sat in a daze with °
earth, and sky, and water in a great commotion,

But the whalers, where were they? There was no sign
of nmoko curling from a funnel on the horizon., Off to the sea
in ships they had gone, and might not be back for several dayu.
Daily and nightly the sturdy, battered, rusty ses-farers Sbafie
back into their hidden bay that where the sea had pushed into

the very heart of an island, Up to a red buoy they s1id, tethered
& great hulk of a whale to it, backed softly away and hung at the
dock for a 1little while- only a little while- with their smoke

puffing patiently for the next quick departure. Neither wind

nor tide could deter them from their sea Journeys, A few hours |
in for food and things even more necessary to whalers, tobacco ‘
and Seotoh, and the grizzled salts of the sea , like vikings on |
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their -tﬁr-y decks , turned their rugged faces seaward again.
Now they were far and away, scattered like spoqkl on
the sea, some north in the Bering Sea, some south in the Pac.
iec, houn%&ng the beasts of the dpep to their doom, Northward
PP i e
the 5rnat=%oca%a come in the summer along a traditional route
that skirts the Aleutian chain of islands, feeding on the tiny

crustacians that current-led and wind-blown, shimmer on the

surface like wavering veils. Summer food for both bird and .

iy W

. beast, they are, and a host of sharp-winged, blunt-nosed birds

flutter above them as herald; of their where-abouts, In their
wake come the whales, floating lazily along at evening, billow-
ing up and down, "blowing" at intervals with just their long
dark backs gleaming among the white-caps. -

The great rendezvouz of the whales in this region
are tho doep-lunken i;::::i of the Pacific, the Davidson Banks.
Here they lovo to lie as resting places in their journey be-
fore pushing on up into the Bering, and here the dauntless
whalers roéam and roll the boisterous billows, hovering #bov'
their shadowy beds till they emerge, Then out ;ﬁ::t:ho big
harpoon with its spear-pointed head and concealed charge of
powder, slithering over the water deadiy-true, to tear into
the lungs or vitals of the great animal and explode, Writhing
and thrashing, dom to the deep he heads, 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 great beast, held by the four big claws that automa.

tieally spread out and hook into the flesh, starts apparently
for another ocean, dragging the lead rope of hundreds of feet y
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behind which are many more coiled up in the hold of the boat, ?hgi,
a merry chase of from two to twenty hours he leads the whalers, .
until he is spent or they put another harpoon into his lungs,
Probably his first harpoon of some three feet long of heavy
cast-iron is twisted and bent out of shape when extracted from
the mass of torn flesh and black blood. Then the great dark
hulk, sometimes white.bellied, is pinned to the side of the
whale boat with the huge anchorgshaped tail high on the promi'
From afar, these whale boats are waited for and scanned vithi
glasses to see if they bring fair game, not sam merely a badge
of black and white hanging to one side of the boat, but hunters
that bring double burdens dtreaming back from their prows, The
calm, dark masterg of the whalers stands on the dook;#I’

fiinating
the catech as a puffing sea.prowler moves serenely up to the
bobbing buoy. It may be a pair this morning, a seventy-ton
female fin-back with her twenty-ton baby, the latter being
hardly worth the trouble of cutting up and frying for his grease,
In ten minutes the great mother of the sea is hauled
tail first up a wide run-way so slimy with the blubber and blood
that only a native can navigate it, and then with clumsy, spiked
boots. Watching from a distance, the great beast uonmif?€; 111
the bay. Her seventy-seven feet stretche& along the wharf ag-
ainst the steep hillside, rearing the fan-shaped tail above the
roofs of the buildings., About a ton to the root.'::;ﬁ?tho whaler,
and fat with blubber, He ruﬁfké his hands together as he gazed -
out toward the red buoy uhore by this time five other floating
forns wers tied, The dock ¥as'lined with hundreds of empty metal
drums for whale oil, and one month from now the three hundred.
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foot freighter wgai%-worn her way 1nto this lonely, narrow bay -
and loom 8o large that she obueurgﬂ’whaloa and whalers,

‘Walk around the prostrate monster and watgh the cutting.
up process, Great chains manipulated by machinery in nearby
buildings are run out on the wharf. Native Aleuts hustle about
fastening enormous hooks into slabs of blubber already marked
off into sections by long, razor-like knives, The signal is
given by a raised hand, the machinery rattles, the chain tightens
and one hears a crackling, tearing sound as long slabs of pearly.
white flesh, stained here and there by trickling, black blood,
slide across the gory run-way and up another incline into the
big room lined with steam vats. This is the end of the story
for fin.backs, big blues and 1little humpies alike, that cross
the paths of the whalers of Akutan.

Take one last look at the face of old Mother Whale,
Seventy-seven feet she stretches, and it looks as if a good
twenty-five of it were head. Over her carcass swarm the hob-
nailed workers like harrying ants, cutting and slicing with
flashing knives. The great maw lies gaping toward the sea,

A fair.haiped Norse giant steps up to the entrance ana looks
like a pigmy in a mammoth cave., He stands up to his waist in a
bristling fringe of whale.bone that lines the creature's mouth
all the way around its cavernous curve where teeth ought to be,
This is the whale's"strainer" Sometimes it 18 black; .sometimes
it 18 creamy.white. When Mother Whale scents food on the waters,
she 1ifts her great 1ip from fifteen to twenty feet deep, starts
her high-powered motor and slides through the green depths with
the velocity of a submarine bent on bueiness., She 8C00ps in a

L]



houseful of sea, clamps her jaws togother and drsins out the water
through her whale-bone strainer, And what hnnrgot in her big
trap? Millions of those same infinitesimal crustacians that
far and frail float the surface of the sea, One has a queer,
foolish feeling - for the whale- when he looks up at that greaty
fringed face with its tiny, pig-like eyes hidden 1n.a fold back
of the corners of its mouth, and thinks of the baby food:‘*ﬁ;hts.
. 8o the Westward, eager for prowess and pictures,
pursued the whalers far to sea, and found them not that day.
Into a sheltered bay for the night, she stole, and over went
the 1ittle boat and the cameras for an exploration., To one who
wanders the waters of Alaska, there comes the pirate's exhili-
ration of bboty-around every corner, And the coastlines of
these islands are all corners with hidden coves and secret
channels jbehind them,

The bed for the boat that night was a ciroling little
bay backed by knife-blade headlands at the end of a narrow and
tortuous water-way, a hushed, peaceful place that didﬂit even
know of the tumbling ocean and singing wind outside its ramparts,
A baby sea bird with unafraid eyes paddled serenely and alone
among the rank water-weeds at the edge of the shore,pretending
to be all.sufficient for the needs and safety of his daily life.
A pair of diligent and secretive ravens went back and forth to
somé mysterious place above some shale rock on the hillside.

And nearer still to the clouds in the evening light, an eagle
wheeled and circled, restless and suspicious at the invasion of

his hermitage.

The sound of the paddles came softly as the 1ittle
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beat with the explorers nosed into green nooks around thg
shoreline, t111 finally it edged out to the doorway of the
bay. The moon rose red out of the wild ocean, big, luminous
and near at hand., And on the horizon, lined against the sky,
roia whaler with her trail of black smoke blowing straight
out to sea., She was acting qQueerly. Back and forth like n
abandoned spirit, she careered, now toward land, now : _ .
Tiercely back to sea, She was evidently hard after one of her
big prey of the depths, And redder and bigger glowed the moon
behind her spindling, black mast as she was lost in the night.

Three-thirty, A. M,, and the little bay lay cold and
quiet under the mist, And close beside the Westward, twin
whalers were rocking peacefully. Wind, and storm, and darkness
had sent the sister huntresses into the little bay to await
the day. But now the black smoke of the never-weary funnel rose
into the morning air, and the "Kodiak," big bear of the north,
was awake and ready to fare for the sea again. On the deck
stood the hardy fishermen, unwashed, unshaven, with tin cups
of steaming coffee in their hands, For the day and the night
are the same to themy:they sleep and they eat on the go.

The Westward was awake, too, and after depositing the
two cameramen aboard the whaler, with movie guns ready forgiﬁld
action at sea, the twin ships moved out of the dark, deen hﬁy.
followed by the 1ittle yacht. Only the rattle of anchor chains
and the seream of an execited gull broke the stillness, It was
gray and dull, and a cold wind blew into the mouth, The hilise
were a wet green. A songsparrow was singing from the hillside;
the eagle again hung high above the rocky e¢liffs, now seen, now
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lost in the misty clouds., The Big Bear curved around the cor.
ners away from projecting rocks, and the Westward tagged care.
fully in her track. Soon & pink glory of sunrise flared back

of the white clouds and vivid green hills., It grew and fell :
over the rim, painting the softly rippling water. A killer whale
fiashed his black horn ahead,

And now the leader ship more and more rolled up and
down the swells. Black headlands stood out against the'pa1o
light, cut into pinnacles and points as the string of ships made
straight for the "banks.” Behind they left a coastline strung
with frosted ranges., And ahead on a glowing sea, another whaler
loomed black against the gaudy horizon. Myriads of birds going
%o sea in the morning, skimmed the surface like wavering, windy
gusts, Black cormorants by twos zigzagged and cut the uvper air,
and here and there a lone.wandering little bird winged swiftly
homeward toward the shore after a night out. The light changed.
The foggy niitﬁ ¢losed in, almost enveloping the flaunting sun,
with cloud mountains etched against the red.

Underneath steamed the black whalers, ever on the
watch. A sailor climbed into the crow's-nest and behind him
utnz_tho cameranan., The crow's-nest is neither a comroiizyﬁgkaw¢b&&j“
nor a happy place to be, It's a swaying, unstable verch buffeted
by the gales and chilled by the oceanmmists, :nd made mli\tlou
by the perversity of whales, Up and dom the huge, swinging
swells for hours, then over a calm, monotonous sea with nothing

living in sight but a lonely "goonie" skimming behind, they

~ 8teamed~ and not even the ghost of a whale!

There were murmurs, and side-long looks., It was bad
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luck to take strangers aboard., There must be a Jonah somewhere.
The whales knew it, IAt. five o'clock two frozen cameramen |
dropped overboard into a2 little boat with all the "bogey guns”,
boarded their own little ship and streaked away for a bay to
sleep in, forty-five niles away,.



Rores of Alaskszs rivexrs:-

An abrupt tidal wave which breaks in an estuary,
the water then rushing up the channel with great violence and
noise. The tidal wave being a wave of translation, the shoal-
ing and narrowing of channels where the tide rises vexry rap-
idly produce & great increase in the height of the wave. The
forxward parts of the wave advance less rapidly than the back-
ward parxts and so cause a great cuhulation in front. The most
celebrated borxes in the o0ld world are those of the Canges,

Indus snd Brahma Putra. The last is said to xrise to a height
of twelve feet. 1In the Amazon ani othexr rivers in Brazil the
bore reaches a heipht of from twelve to sixteen feet. The
bores in some estuaries at the head of the Bay of Pundy azxe
remarkable.,

When the rise of the tide begins the suxrface of the
water is disturbed in mid-chaanel; but the water is not broken,
it is merely like & common wave. RBut as this rapid rise elevates
the surface suddenly above the level of the flat sands, the
water immediately rushes over them:with jgxreat veloeity and s
broken front, meking a zreat noise.

Billie and Ixens have made two long crulses along the
'/ cosst of British Columbia and Kladka, and out alone the Aleutisn
.Ghainipf islands. .;nffgéti alifiﬁis~noxthezn coast is bordered
with small end laxge. islands, the' laxgest being Vancouver Is-
land The shozeline is haayily 1ndented and irregular from
the heavy tldes and wash of the sea. The majority oP tbe coast
of BIlthh Polumbia slooes ahruntl; tﬁ iggmméfpz *he tldes rushing

v agai.ast 'thB shoxes &F}d up. the Ch&,ﬂnels ha»'bwean ?LJ. th rsuch force =

L]
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that they eat deep grooves. It looks like this had happened
for so many long years thet it had saten into the coast and
formsd the many small islands which protrude like tufted
knolls. All of these islands, small and larpge are heavily wooded
with fix, spruce, and cedar, the cedar growing to immense size
espacially toward the north.
The yacht usually mooxed in some Bay for a few days,

so0 the exploring party could go ashore and reconnoitre the
woods. It is unsafe to mooxr too close to tle shoreline on

accouht of the break of the sea. Small boats, rowhoats, canoes
gnd cruisers with motors on them were used for laanding. The
canoes were almost the only boais that could be usged for
threading the narrow inlets between some islands, asnd also for
entering the nsarxrow channels into the little lakes that had
forced themselves into the very centexr of these islands. The

tide ebbhs and flows every six hours along this coast. The

only time when a canoe can enter a narrow inlet is on the

cxest of the tide when the water hangs suspended. This lasts
for only about ten minutes, then it begins to pour rapidly

in a great, roaring flood that forms eddies =znd swirls that

818 Vely dangerous if one is not an expert boatman. . Once when
Billié; Irene and William attempted to enter one of-these__ :
litile ialets to got into the middle of an island, they were
iﬂét-g_famgminutes.iata. They crawled along the steep, rocky
edge of the channel; paddling for dear life to get up before
the flood fell out in & gieat toxxent. Théy worked and wozkéd
like bedveis, but cbuidn‘t'maka ityltﬁé'éuxxent ﬁés so;éwift.

Theg they crawled up oato a big roek in the center snd pulled the
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canoe up with them and tried to launch it on the upper side and
thus crawl along the shoreline above. But the current pulled
the canoe out of their hands once or twice. They finally got
into it and thought they might by hanging onto the hushes

and paddling for dear life make the shore which was only sbout
twelve feet away. But the flood had begun to fall out of the
little runway so rapidly that it lifted the canoe and tossed it
like a shell on the great billowing waves that curled and tozxe
down into the bay beyond. They were completely helpless and
expected to be capsized in the wide maelstron below them. They
lost a paddle and could not use the other one, and finally

gave up and only tried to stay in the cance. The Fatezs hoiled
like a great kettle, and in the center was a great whirlpool.
They wexre rushed into the center of this and turned around snd
around, and finally were rushed down into less frenzied waters,
whexe they wexre able to get their breaths and let themselves
float down towaxrd the sea. One of the motor cruisers saw theirx
trouble and went to theixr rxescue. It was very exeiting; but it
would have heen sure death to be forsed to swim in those rapid
boiling waves. '

The harbors along the coast of British Columbis sll
havgrto contend with the tides that come and go every six hburs.
gg:ti have to await the tide to depart from Vencouvey going out
on the flood tide. Even thean they are turned snd twisted about
until they pass the narrow mart of the bay. Coast boats going
up the inside channel towsrd Alaska fhread their way between
steep mountain sides, and if large anOugh they can Stém the

- rushing tides, but they are in dangezr of heing thrown on shozre
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or dashed against the rocky slopes and broken up by the force
of the water.

The Yukon River has a great, spreading delta at its
mouth, filled with sand-bars, and at the ebb of the tide the
waves are mountain high as they r0ll over these. But whethex
this conforms to the bores of the narrow channels along the
coast where the tide eats into the shore, I do not knmow. All
the 1little rivers of Alaska, including those on the Aleutian
Islends are precipitate, coming down from the glopes of vol-
canoes which are close to the shoreline. They are short and
rush down with great velocity. When the tide is in-coming,
the waters of the Iivex#nultme tides fight back and forth,

and a hoat cannot enter their mouths at sll at t his time.
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