"'g\ . The sunshine of a late April morning was falling into the wooded canyon
£ s ;J

of 8till Creek and through the wild garden of deep ferns, Solomon's seal, and
bleeding hearts down to the stream. Brown water sghaded and curled into colored
patterng that ever floated away. Here the stresm bumped into mossy rocks and
impatiently frothed with the rush of a qu;gk turn; there it sombered to a secre
tive pool at the feet of slim alders, pale-barked like white birches. Now and
then a foxy trout ventured from his hiding pléca under an gmber rock and flipped
at a fly on the eilvered surface, or a soft young butterfly winged lazily
againet the green bank.

On & rock below an old cedar stump stretching out over the stream, a
little gray bird bobbed and dipped like the wimpling weter at her feet. Dir-
ectly in front of her, the current boiled over into a white cascade. Down to
the edge she waded and shoved her nose under water along the base of the rock,
hunting for the larvae of the éaddis—fligs. She would find theee little animels
in rough, cone-shaped houses sticking to the sides of the rocks, and tid-bits

they would be to thies sprite of the stream.

;_yﬂ Half swimming and helf wading through the shallow water, sometimes

wiggling dextrously through swift places, she teetered around the rim of the
rock; and as she came up on top again, her dress had the changeable sheen of a
water-proof coat. Perhaps becausge of the water in her eyes, she blinked rather
rapidly; and each time & gleam of white flashed above her eye like an eye-lid
lowered quiclkly. It was a tell-tale mark, her only badge of discovery; but who
was there to see it along her home stream except her own friends of the woodse
and a chance figherman or two? And who would harm her anyway? 8he wae the witich
of the watere, and without her the canyon would be empty.

She pattered and bobbed on the rocks close undarlkn}bld stump .that thung
out over the streamn. Q?hen ahg3st oped ovaﬂ'to peek under the log, and there. :

: s Uoe aiiekly dirke will,  afumed

rxExsxranrdymaxxxxhakkx snuggled into a crevice, was & round, mossy bsll. It . L

prs
was still in the ma¥%ing, for the entrance was large and opend. When finished, ﬁé?i
i - "H-l M

the doorway would be on the under side so the birds could fly into it from the



water below. No wonder this lover of the sumny aofitudea carelessly kept an ey
on this spot.

Then with the humming of the stream there mingled a wild, ecstatic
song, rippling as it rose end fell. It was coming nearer. A gray form flasghed
ebove the water and 1it on the rock.besid; her. The water ouzel was dinging
to his mate. He spread his wings and tail and lifted his head to pour forth
a more passionate greeting. Apparently oblivioue but listening, she went about
her business of caddis-fly fishing in a matter-of-fact wey. So her mate flew
up to inspect the cosy bungalow and ee he dropped out, he lilted a low approval.
For a little while, the happy peir dabbled beneath the rocks; and then at
some unspoken gignal, side by side they fleshed awey down stream low over the

ﬁ'w;‘?_}i Tee.
water. Over all hummed the peasceful ngise of Nature's silence.



/ : Bogoslof, a Jack-in-the-Box.

ft is not surprising that skippers do not want to go fuseing around
aﬁ uncertain island like Bogoslof, that ie up today end down tomorrow, as it were.
A captain's first consideration is for the safety of his boat and passengers. Un-

-

charted waters are a nightmare for one can see the rooks and reefs, if above or

evev with the surface but where there are many that show above the ocean it is

reasonable to think that some may come up to within six feet of the top. With

the Westward feeling her way a reef nine feet under may be as safe as several fathoms

deep especially if you slip past and do not know it is there but how were we to know

of the other reefs and rocks ready to clutch at the keel and greedy to tear a hole ink

the bow. One day passing through an inlet at low tide the roof af & rock just showed -

on the surface, returning at high tide the jagged points were get just right for =a
wreck.

The Westward kept well out and pushed her way slowly around the southern
end of the tall pinnacles of Bogoslof. On the west side was the entrance of a bay
but. ghe at the entrance the blue color of the s-a changed to a whitish tone that
might indicete a place too shallow to enter. But with the lead line to test Lhe
depth the little Yacht edged her way in and we found we were in the crater of one
the volcano, the hole where one of the former peaks had sunk. Water of sulphur hue
and warm currents indicated thet the crater below wee not quite dead and so the
Captain set a watch for the night Qnﬁ later eaid he was glad to get out of the hole.

Deseription of Bogoslof in the past and at present.
Sea lions that ceme u- on the east ehore. Great bulls that loped with =
rocking geit. At = distance looked like great bears. Mothers with calves.
The great murre rookeries. The crumbling rocks the death of many birds
13 dead murres on one slide where the rocke were started by the birds above.
The golden plover and two emperor gsese

4>, The hot ssnde the smoking fumeroles. the warn lagoon where the water

the hand at the end but good for a bath further up. The change

8 YOI Tagerried gruptiot: IR BN WL Bu . v July 16 or 19 rens



The engines were slowed: the boat ab;ted her pace and hung ntittngx weidekmg x
watching. This liﬁtle island booked steaming and treacherous, as if she were hid-
ing under the water for socme evil purpose. But nothing happened except the burst-
ing awsy of bands of sea birde as they stretched their necks and scattered for
saf'ety over the surface. And this wes their home, the sulphurous, steaming

cliffs of Bogoslof. Aleo it was the home of great colonies of sea liona that ;

f : humped mlong the beaches like animated logs. Here was adventufe, 80 into the -
crater of the sunken island, pale green and warm, steamed the little bomst. It :
was the only mnchorage in these wild depthe, and furnished a pleasant end ex-

citing bed for several days.
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A living straalﬁ/of white doubled ang straightened, doubled en

@traightened, along the faint line of the road and faded into the moon-

afj f’f&"‘ Qlight. The eilence of a desert evening stretched taut to the breeking N T
“'-\;ﬁ“x ‘_\, R T ‘ _
. \\;3 ~point down the sagebrush slope and awsy and away over the dim reaches. A | T e
JJ ‘-ﬁ'% b /‘ ~ ‘h:{ \}'-_; 3
3¢ - Y D-iman end at on the ecabin doorstep, their following the flight . \ o o
q‘: ;:jt an end a women s n the ca 00 p, their eyes wing the ghL\\\ Rt
x_‘ s § “of that white shadow down the road. At their feet 1&3; e battle-ecarred, old = ¥ e
: 1 B 1 "3 o
\E -f \F‘{airdale, and a little way off a mild-eyed sheep-dog sat with pricked-up ¢ rcg-.{\
L st .::;_ ‘;‘, = ‘? n,
T S W “fears, eleo intent upon that soundlees sea of sage. No living thing could “& o

‘3 ST ‘?ba out there, But yes. That hollow dearth of sound and moon mystery veiled *= & “‘L"-"L\

\‘:i d'iﬂphant.om shapes agtir, for night is the play time of the desert folk. And H‘-h:: X

= ;ﬁ& ;ginto that still whitenese, Flash, the white coyote, had disappeared. f :‘,?{_'\?"“@x

¥ ‘2%1:‘3 The air wae breathless, ready to be shattered by sound or motion. %xff‘;:‘* é‘.;
5‘\\5?‘: T“I:;eaently two round, furry shapes with puff-balls bobbing at the rear like f‘x ‘;

i < \j‘{corks and big ears set high like sails to catch every whisper of the wind, : l
‘S} % é%tm hopping up end down, one behind the other, as softly as if the breeze were ‘
k\ \:ﬁwbillowing them along. And two more eilent sprites ceame to life out of the 1
:\x: chiaaga and hobby-horeed into the open. Half protruding from a deceptive |
H: ;?:}:bgeh, a corpulent one squatted with ears flattened back and a placid look

\"\"“\.} §\“ in his round eyes.J So, after long hours of freezing close in the heat of
the daw t.ill they were a very part of the sage that sheltered them, the
jackrabbits were gatharingére—pi:w)mder the moon. Every bush gave up its
little ghost till the desert danced and dervished.

Down in the sink of the waste valley below the rabbite' play-
ground, other forms were moving. The antelope had come in from the high
mesas and rimrocks to the water hole for their evening drink. Twice a day
only did the shy prong-horne visit the trysting place, in th&/dpale, eerie
night light, and again at the break of day when the red sun shot slanting
shafts across the bluish wastes and 'ohea'1:;10;;;01.115‘l of the strutting sage

cocks sounded fitfully. Now night end the moon had calmed the withering



e,

wind of noonday and/égid the stinging alkali dust to sleep. Lithe bodies
with spindle legs, slim heads and hooked horns padded softly about in the

crusted salt grasa or out upon the scabby, cracked shore of the dwindling

e —

1ake’(f“ick with a@ﬁi@gni “hauseous watgsa Here and there about the margin

the up-turned horns of starved steers told the story of a struggle for bare
life. But in thie ghost-garden the antelope played and pushed, ever pushed
head against head, legs braced, sinews taut, in the oldest game of the desert,
supremacy to the strong bucks. Juet now it was play, or practice, for the
geason of battle for mates was over. Already, behind them and €or miles
around in the sage antelope fawns-of a few deps old lay sleeping or nursing
at their mothers' sides. Or alone, the little, lank, wobbly-kneed forms
lay frozen flat in the bare, open spaces, peaceful under the wide skies;
protected only by life's luck, and that the slenderest thread of chance. For
hark! A long, quavering, dog-like cry} serie, mournful, full of longing,
mellowed across the moonlit stretches-- no, not sinisternor savage in sound,
but a brute tongue telling his communion with the night and the tormenting
moon. But brute he %gfithe melancholy prairie wolf, end death to othere in
the dessrt.H;fhe clicking of horns at the water hole ceased abruptly. All
'hﬂFﬂB‘ggo_h
heads lifted in the direction of the cry; a dull thudding of front feet.as
e challenge. Out over the whitening expanse of the sage not a movement.
The baby antlope still slept peacefully.in their moonlit beds.

Flash, low to the ground, slid back up the road toward the wait-
1nglfigures on the doorstep. The hair bristled along his back end rose
f%i%g@ﬁéﬁ hie neck. A half hour ago running, running down through the sage,
his ears straight back, hie eyes unseeing, the ecstasy of the wide night in
his yeine, he had come c]f)se to the ézﬁlm of his own race, t.he coyot:e clan. ;

e Gt Mo Al ars :-ﬁ.%{rM -3 f,)’(_a, f?ff:tlf‘f; A g "i*--g— Lt pf ‘
b£~tha-dinkfw&irie.E,Running abandd&vh a sound had shocked him into a

;
el

peralysis of feer end he had frozeyintc the sagebrush not far above the

phantom perade on the lake shore. He viegioned the dim shapes below. His
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ears were cocked tense for every small stirring, a scratching on one side,

a cautious padding on the other, a soft swish as of some body %ving%hrough
the eair. toward him. Things were moving all around him. Every sag; h -
concealed something, he didn't know what. Perhspe the bushes themselves

were all alive. He tingled till he could hardly hold himself. Then came
that unearthly, weiling cry just below hig._ﬁHis reflex muscles catapulted
him into the air, and the next instant he/\f;ound himself fleeing back up the
hill with that awful thing ready to clutch him from abové.'-Thé open dpace in
front of the cabin came into view and he felt the presence of the two psople 7
Qand the dogsa These were his own folks, the only ones he had ever known.
There they were) sitting solidly on the doorstep as he had left them. The
man's light shirt shone in the moonlight. Flash scuttled low and skirted

the circle cautiously, coming up behind the still féggy?a. Low voices came

& a niade, Theo,

to him. Yes, everything was,ié} right sgain. Hg)pounced out of the 52511‘
e g 2:{&1. i o #J& LB . .-“,A,q.w,. s -

iy B E

noes and wlth manalca}, glee
!

&L{.f—-a_, hq,oﬂ;—ﬁ s 4 8 s U""‘-——U—do?ﬁg_‘ﬁ/txr; WH’QE_AI'
./iﬁﬁgbeharp teeth pen Q%rated deeper than the ‘24, fL«t ‘f i

nf
shirt and took a skes=p nip in the man's ribs. )ﬁﬁég;uqigzbacb—handed cuff qtr ?’4’ hﬁr4mJﬂ
ket Tod behind him, P ‘f r*uuﬂ;,‘,
the little tormentor, who, all worries and troublea fergetten, trotted A&,(,gé R
}‘%,.‘)j . "Wy -é,’.a-’fa <N -{,u, o,ea. ’q-&h_ ‘{9
about for something new to tease.  He was young and goa@ curled up in & Eﬂﬁw ‘, ﬁfﬁy

in the grass
balﬁﬁand went to sleep. The fleeting moonlight glimpse of the freedom and *“*”L“”%? toieh

Fae ..—u,,, o

fear of the great desert had touched him lightly. But could he forget thabﬂé&;, :J = ‘

chilling cry of his kind? He had nsver heard it before, could not even ?{} ’;’A_Q“‘:'"__rzq_ﬂ,: 1

L,

dream what"itemeant to him. Though it made his flesh creep and his hair é:" ~ el
bristle, and semkxhkimxterror-stricken, sent him flying eassk.to his only
known refuge, his human family, yet it would come back to him out of the

dark and haunt him until he followed it.
Jake's
Flash had been a member of i{hewhmapxharizrks fousshold for three
weeks, QMf wful ,respite of life that didn't belong o him a ordiny to the
e _M‘ﬂ? (,@._ , f ﬁ—k t..-wq &) s Aspax I
sheepherdar) No wvarmint should live three weeks and make himeelf so /cussed
N



- | | o r“» 1‘; } 1
underfoot3"-\.;'5-.—’;.-/:;1__5_,. Qoad s et S SRS Wy
3 and knowin'f\ . ‘ y—e&hi;—{i&km : ¥
“:3 e ghnxeby i thy # ok .*mfri‘?ar}h; oo e l.:;-:';:;—-f;;,__.
: er. Doy 30 ) :
§ i(\“ﬁq\ yell:!}::r:ni frrom alpl ’indicazior:a@e;var would become the tawny-gray of 2}1?1 et
Y :‘\:5 ordinary coyote{iof-thg plaids. For he wasn't ordinary at all, as the/\cgyozza

- ™
o od 3
KXQ g@ killers had recognized that early morning in May w en, mkdxgkxzaasxkaxakiad
e L

_;3 gunnysacks clanking with shovels and traps, thaz«;I across the eyaporated
.
‘}C alkali flate aﬁed up before an old badger burrow. Ons man\knelt and

S —
a,‘_‘“? N examined the hole while the other walked around it, tapping the ground as
24\ g f.f following its hollow descent. About nine feet back f{'om the mouth, he
: %q-lg’ stopped and began digging. And soon a big mound of dirtlpiled up and the
\ ‘-ts-.\; two were spelling each other at the perspiring task as they stood more than
;: "‘?_ waist deep below the surface. For it was a long, hard way down in that baked
Q‘J : \ soil to the bottom of the coyote den. ‘a‘it wag-worth while for there
‘T;\ might be ten or a dozen fuzzy yellow pups down there, a feather in the cap
? \:; of the government hunters
E_/ \%.“ . Some time after noon the huntera{anpeared at Jake's ehjp ranch, :
g( ﬁ;\;’ -; 29 n?;izut source of food and shelter,for many mlles; mnd F i:f;g:”id’}.lake g
s ", _

ehreep of this coyote menace, he wesn't surpriced when trh-ey dec:.ded to stay
with him a few days. He ‘grateful, of course, even if they did let the
old female get away and }brought this peaterir; , pale pup onto him. He hated
the coyote tribe more than they did, for he knew well that he had lost a
lot of lambs by them. {

That night the leader of the rz_ id]spat. tobaeco into the low log

0,

fireplace above a row of stretched-out $fee®¥. There was a gloating looki in
his bloated, red eyes, and & black-steined ring around hie thick, puckered
mouth.

"There was only four little brate in the hmie bottom of the hole,
bunched bacic against the dirt, their eyes almost poppin' out at sight of

me. Then I sesysomethin' light and furry in a corner. I thought it was
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a dead rabbit they'd drug in. Té&é?l seen its eye wink, and it wes a funny
lookin' eye, pale bluish-gray with a2 black ring around xk like the watch
eyes of them old polka-dot hounds that used to run under the wagons. It
was a empty, stary eye, and give me the creeps. 'Ccme out, you little cuse,'
saye I, and I snatched him out by the back of the neck. Without a sound, he
turned snd grabbed me with them devlish sharp teeth. I thumped him on the
head and threw him down with the other carcasses. Then I took another look
at him. He was pure white, the first one I'd ever caught or seen in my
life. And I been trappin' for fifteen years. And them blue syes-- then I
knewt he was & albino, one of them freaks that ain't got no color, and just
happens once in a lifetime. Quick I jerked him out by a hind leg to see if
he'd come to life, and I thought I seen a quiver of an eyelid. He was
plenty stunned, all right; but he didn't want to wake up too scon with me
lookin' at him. Well, I chucked the dead ones into a sack and him on top,
and toted'em up here. And see what I done for my self-- got the only record
for a alhino coyote in the state. And as soon as he ie old enough to travel,
he's goin' back to live among them fed-up animale in the government park.
with a badger
No amewe starvin' for him, or snarlin' and fightin{ROVer the crmcass of a
ground-digger.xkklk No treps or poison;- just"a“ﬁﬁny”“happy~¥i£a,with evsry—

body 1oqkin? Puf%ylit him. [Fi?“ﬂaﬁf T(J;, iéib‘LiﬁiJth*Aﬂ A <;6’¢4¢€:?\

syes |jglowed almoet green like a wild animsl's

the sentence of onliness for he when Flash ahould be

2 it £l Etand - R A rxu jl"iii_ L}§

taken away,/ She thought of 1is coming so s ort a time ago, sick and life

less from mistreatment and disagreement of the only food she had for him.

ffﬁeg;he was a lop-eered, bleary-eyed runt with a limp rag of a tail, in-

sensible to everything but hunger, and cold, and pain. For a week the little
/‘—f’ A ]

pathetic, white form-&%j’faveriah and glassy-eyed, languid and indifferent

to the sunshine of every new spring day. Shelképt him warm, watched over

him and fussed with his food as if he were a humen baby. Then one morning
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the tide}turn@d. Hgdf;ig.better and looked around on things about him. He
pitched in and ate ;is horrid boiled porridge as if to get rid of it once for
all; then perhaps he could conquer the world. And in three days he{found one
of hiq}main gources ?{szhiliration in teasing Shep;—the—good-natured shesp-—-

-1%&fdogs;f28ut there was.a good deal of difference between tackling the opin-
ionated old airdale and the good-natured sheep-dog. From the beginning,
there hegfg;;h no brotherly love between Flash and old Bob, the one who,
when a coyote wag found fast in-hia—ngkiazla.trap, fell to and finished it
properly. He agreed with his master that this measly mongrel from the sand
and sagﬁdghpuld have been dispatched immediately. From that first morning
after F%éigye recovery when the wobbly wild dog had rushed, cringing low
and fawning with flat ears, whimpering eagerly, plump against Bob, and be-
gan to nuzzle in his hair and nip here and there, the offended old dog had

]
bared his teeth and with angry eyes snapped out a sudden warning. That.nﬂmagq

Tt i Ltk c—-.7

ended Bob's intereet in the young coyote and settled once for all his status.

Not so with Flagh. The world was large and full of sunshine, and the more
Lo, Aore — ey
dogs to play with, the better.~” The little outcast! ted at once the
whole playground as his own, trotting like a busy child from one interest-
ing thing to another. And the cabin yard was chock full of mysterious
thinge to a simple-minded little coyote, with possibilities in every one.
But to an old dog like Bob, who had been born (as far as he could remember)
in thie very yard, the suspicious movement of the wind emong a thick ékd of
leaves, or the mere rolling of a rock in the roadfgﬁgaght no sudden shock
of fear, nor even a quivering suspicion that they might come to life and
chase him. For Flash wanted to be shocked, and he wanted to be chased, per-
haps with that sure intuition that nothing but the wind could catch him,
Nz --——ﬁ)<\Ramb1ing around(hunting for things to happen;)Fﬁ&;hlperiodically
cast his weird, blue eyes upon Bob, comfortably dozing near the step with
his head on his crossed paws. The irrepressible 1::5}9 of perpetual motion,

ambling sidewise in search of relief from boredcm,,dropped, sprawled=-out
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¥ = {<gzbelow Bob, hti fro)t and hind feet atretcegd ag far apart as possible, his
V & \-u'j N 7 T s g At
\;:ﬂ J rquizz:.eallyja&;%;ea cast up at thn&#ﬂ%;@lejeping face as if to lure
¥ % s A\
“hé§ aﬁé‘hlm out of the land of dreams by sheer meemericbbower. But the lethargig old
o o

dog seldom responded to such subtleties, whereupon, becoming impatient, Flash /Zai
.{!’-....‘-

-t G“
suddenly leaped straight into the air andL‘ doyg,fplunk, on Bob's back,
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die.
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at the same time pulling hair and worrying any accessible t oth-hold. And

M#
perlodically Bob'{":m to life with a disgusted snarl and}put to rout the

o=

cowardly coyote, scores of times, in.e-dey. o
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\\\E;?It was a warm spring morning. Over Flash's head in a scanty aspen, A\

brood of young birds were softly maXkimg clamoring, on tip-toe to be out

Otoa,
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in‘the world. It wse time for them to be abroad, for they were fully fledged
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and almost spilling out of the nest. For some reason their -parents had been

elow about serving the meals this morning, although they were close about and

s 2

frequently flew up to the dmax tree. Once the father'sht on a limb in plain

~]Aw
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sight and a worm right under their bulging eyes. This was too much.
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“‘\‘ : g: tub of water the back door. The parentslfollowad his firet outing & =
% % ] {
Y

only to find h _ruggling feehly and unaple to rise from the water abovs F*wxs

s:j \1\ the rim of the tub.{ Flash quick earsicaugh_ ”hgycries of-bh.-old rﬁa,

¥ " “‘e“}‘“*“-“ el cvern W&HFE*_W AL AA AL Rar 8 Jzuc.. Lt F“v

i and flattening in the grass so y the points of is ears ehowsd, hejaneaked “1[
(

i &, ) N .
up to the edge of the tub. splashing in the waterllured him to look over.
w‘;\ .—1’

"Bird for b akfast"
w
A

gasps would end the strugglea.,The 1£ le.coyote,lay looking at it 1limp and

flaa d ovz;Afls face. And like a streak, a paw

ou ontd the’ground. Lifg was almost gone; a few
1 r >

quiet between his p& "j{iHe put one paw over it. Then he stretched hies head

out, covering it entirely, as he rolled his eyes about reconnoitering the

yard. The old dog still lay asleep. Shep as usual was off with the sheep.
| The human being who had become a mother to him sat sewing in the door. He {

kﬁdidn't feel inclined to call the attention either of the testy old dog or
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startled eyes must have watched with a charmed fascination the mystery of the
heavens as sizzling stars shot upwerd from the hilleide as if fired from a
pump-gun. Long gashes of flame curbed into the sky to buret in showers of
fire that fell sprinkling to earth, scattering the frightened beasts into a
mad desh for higher lookoutes.

The bonfire in front of the cabin was the scene of the innocent fire-
works whose lurid lights had cast a spell over the desert. Maggie had her
accustomed seat on the steps, while the men clumped around the fire, lost in
e
the fun of firing crackers and their coarse jokes. They were a grotesque bunch,

M‘ !
these Basque sheepherdere,- tousled heads and red facee, high-heeled boots and
high-water trousers, legs bowed like barrel hoops meeting in pigeon-toed feet,--
a waddling bunch of rioters. The dogs looked on suepiciously from a safe place

in the shadows. Behind Maggie in the darkness of the doorway,(?fﬁgbfahiuered in

a panic of nervous fear, twitehing as if each sputtering cracker hit him as
it popped. Yet he couldn't teke his eyes off that red scene. A morbid curiomity
forced him to see more. A helf-luny, leering clown spied the trembling pup.
Something flipped into the grass near the step.(ifgéiﬁfﬁeered down. Nothing stirred
and the ground was dark. He crept down and stealthily approached the black spot.
Suddehly a red hole opened up under him and a fiery thing hit him squere in the
nose with a fleafening pop. His reflex muscles catapulted him into the air,
and he didn't etop running until he was lost in darkness. Now he was in a
deathly stillness. Even the pungent sage brushing his flanks filled him with
terror. As softly as thistledown h?ft°°$ each step. He couldn't stop: some-
thing pulled him on into the pulaiﬁéiﬁt?é?ﬂuntil he begen to feel that he
\ .

belonged there, was at home. i

It was three days before Maggie lald eyes oqr;i;ghthgain, but if she
had known where he had been and what ﬁe had seen, she Q;&Id have rejoiged.

For Flash had come into his own and was e real dog of the desert. That thoughtlbss

firecracker had broken in 6ne blow the chains that held him to his humén



pre

his mistrese at the present time. So with elanting eyes and slow movements,

hé“ia&k:the bird in his mouth and noiselessly akirting the danger zone, thrust
it under a leaf. A vZ:z5:P1m31031 burial it wes, but 1Ede§f£igad'1a:f"ffﬁ_.fWﬁ
Cerlcinf Fos oy p s
Thet off his mind, helea tered innocently out into the middle of the yard T ooy
el

again. ;JXapping toe‘caught his eye. With a rush he was upon it, nipping the

ankle above. Then he grabbed the hem of the skirt, shaking it and worrying it .

A movement from the sleeping dog took him scampering in that direct%o&b'jﬁgvh

pounced upon a hairy hind foot and tweaked it sharply. When Bdﬁiwokb'up, it

was too late to retaliate. The pale imp was clear across the yard, his sye bent

oﬁ e moving trouser legs nesr a tent. With his pinched loins and dwindled

rear parts side-stepping the track of travel of his poddy paunch and big headJ
~and=sere, he loped aeross the yard, the very essence of innocence and meek-

ness. Coming to a tent rope, haibuttad head on into it, tumbled over and

rooted his nose in the dirt. No matter: the trouser legs were close by now.
fore

———r

ag he could at the same time. Needle teeth sank into the flesh and hung on as
he worried his victim vigorously, practicing for future needs when he should
pounce on a rabbit or squirrel in the lean desert. -

"Let go my leg, you d--- little varmint! You're the meanest pest

that's ever come on the place to harass & man!" The sheepherder's fask heavy
l

boot |lifted the furry, white ball high and landed it out in the road. f”Flash

s

didn't stop to figure things out, but swinging low, his gangling legs bent,
gmd his big knees sticking out, hie frowsy feet flattened for running, he raced B
for his mistress, fell into her lap and lay quiet with his head burrowed under

her arm. She patted him and smoot¥e aﬁhﬁ:i§3¥f”35at, fingering the limber

40 30Id40
little body gently. He looked up at her _and touched his pointed nose to her
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face in rgcognition of the haven in time of need,(snd hie complete trust. .>

Then h off again, There were so many things that had to be investi-

gated. He couldn't sit still long; and he couldn't remember long. His

race was aceustamai to bumps and bruises. They didn't smount to ng in

his life. He wea still a blundering baby. Curiosity, not courag ;| Tet hin
into all kinds of ticklish situations. In truth, he wae timid and shrinking.
No slightest noise escaped him. He constantly heard sounds that didn't exist.
If he wase trotting casually across the yerd, a glight cound nearby was re-
flected by an involuntary twitching of his body. It arrested his progress
the fraction of a second, and on he went to the next brink. His nerves were
so sensitively attuned to the dangere of the desert that his emergency
brakes worked without volition.

But still he was a foolish, fanatic little pup that needed a
guardian to watch his step for him. Ona day a epell of running wildly was
A tinds. Pallsmeil dden the Ril1L Be rensd towsrd the corral. Unable

to check his speed, he plunged headlong into th deep, nﬁﬂ!ﬂ! ~diteh ‘that had

iz? 122 ?:n path in thebZZLfom of the gulch. ° > without
$ﬂ effort an ewim instinctively. As g carried

down with the swift current, Flash paddled from one bank to the other and
tried to clamber out. But the sides of the stream were almost perpendicular

and the coyote's short legs clawed frantically for the top, only to slide
just matter
back. It was amkx a cxxxe of time when he would be exhausted snd drown.
frightened
Flash did not whimper, but his breath ceame in quick puffs and hie ayxes

eyes roved here and there for a way of escape. Shep, coming in from rounding
look out for
up the sheep, took in the situation. His lifelong business had been to -sewve-

foolish animale, and as a life -saver he didn't distinguish between a lamb
his little white dog was a member of the famllyj
end its traditional enemy, thu coyote.) Trotting, sure-footed and-serens -

petted and cared for by the mistress the same-as himeelf., He waes a partner.
elong the bank opposite Flash, his knowing eyes watching for the chance of

a quick movement, suddenly as the current billowed the bedraggled pup in-
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shore, he knelt over the wataf and graeping the Llimp bunch iy the. back of

doid- Lt o
the neck, lifted him out ‘on the ground. “Flagh was pretty well spent and, E&y* EL g
Al . an accustomed :
Bt&%%*- Shep lay ddwn by him as if taking up &he vigil. By and by/ihan
B 0t Phrradgine Simacih b

{‘ Flash had regoVered hie breath,A}hey trottod up to the cab for\%upper, as
- if life,and death were o jokes anyway.

And thus it wafﬂthe strangemess began to happen around the place.
The white witch had woven a spell over Maggie, a good spell. Jake was a
heavy sleeper and esnorer. While Flash had been sick in his early days,
he had become accustomed to be awakened by Maggie getting up in the night
snd covering the shivering little beast, or soothing its fretful whining
with warm food. Once he aroused enough to see her sitting as still as the
night itself in a chair by the low fire, the white coyote in her arms. It
wes as if she was afraid to stir . for fear of waking it.

In the morning Jakelremembered and pondered over things in his

Tt ?(j‘ A~ N -f-"\L.- "

dull way. The tension in tha c?pin had aure eased up. gbnt about, ‘“x» AL w«f(

Rhdder jo Ahnns. Troyed bans /%= The,

?1‘1— ‘Q
her simple housework pi.e&i&wﬂ;nnn though she w%f"ﬂbt talkntive, the ~% u@1b, Bir
L {,?

haunted look had left her eyes. It was evident that her whole day hung on
the little waif. Jake was mystified that a scurvy varmint could mean 80
much to & woman. But the miracle had happened, and he didn't try to fathom
it any further. It was certain that his wife wasn't 'queer“-—&s. It
didn't occur to him to ask what might happen when Flash was not around the
cabin any more and she was alone again.

But to Maggie, busy as she was, it had occurred. And at the
sound of a horse's hoof in the dooryard , or a strange voice coming up the
dusty road, she grabbed Flash up in her arms and waited, afraid to go to
the door. Then had come word from headquarters asking Jake if he would
keep Flash till fall as they feared to have so young an animal travel across
country in the heat of the summer. The government office/ would, of course,

pay for his care. Jake looked glum, growling that he wouldn't get even the



price of a three dollar bounty for the coyote'e keep. But when he caught sight
of Meggie's transfigured face, he boldted out of the house without ano_ther
word.

Fall came and with it an eating suspense for Maggie. How could
the day of doom for her be put off yet another time? Daily she scanned the
thin line of road coming down the desert valley and her heart almost stopped
beating for feer the shimmering heat waves might turn intc dreaded humen
forme coming toward the cabin. Fikushxhmd 8She looked around to see that
Flash was close at hand. He had grown into a trim, self-poised young being,

with calm eyes watching everything that went on ebout him, conjuring the

>

4
meaning of this or that. There was a distinct difference now between him ani u,{fﬁ’
|.

o

the doge, a gentleman's agreement. Bob was old and accepted the changed po- <

sitions of the two by a studied indifference. 8Shep, mild-eyed still and \ f’f;

puzzled, coming in from a long day's work with the sheep, gazed at this

lordly chosen one from afar, once the silly little white pup that he had

dragged out of the ditch in the nick of time. Flash acknowledged a brotherly

relation to the other two because all three still lived in the dooryard and

were ministered to by the mistress. And Maggie, happy but half grieved at

the growing change in her "white dog," was filled with a presentiment of

things tc come.(iIf only the days would keep on going by till Flash was

a full-grown, wise dog of the desert, till he felt the call of his own kind
that vacant

and should finally disappear into khmxdim vestness where no eye could find

hhnl;> For many a day now she had watched him steal out to a jutting

edge of rimrock and eit silently looking far end far away over the misty

/
sage.i Ajzfsometimaa the point of rock was empty as hour after hour went by.

Atwniéhtf

caged cresture. He wae waiting for something.

e came back absorbed and restless, pacing back and forth like a

One listless, hazy day came the rumor of rabies started by a wander-
,ing sheep dog that had been bitten by a mad coyote somewhere up the valley.

And on the same day came the order from the govermment office for Jeke to
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take great paines in crating the valuable white coyote and express him from

. the nearest railroad station on his long journey to hie eastern home,

) (\mmaggie, working in the cabin, saw only a neighbor sheepherder down at the

i corral, nor did she ever know of the rabE?a rumor nor see the long en-
velope with the government seal on it, JJ;;e wag busy teking his turn at
watching his prize band of sheep that pastured just below in the sink of
the valley where a bottom seepage of water furnished green grazing. He
had other bands that ranged out several days from the home ranch whose
herders he could not even warn of the impdnding danger. He toock the firet

watch of the night, and.when he did come in, tired and dusty, he dropped down

on a blanket with his boots on}é;?éﬁ:ft the flire, -wibh he door of tha
Adud 732@

abin wide open inviting soundsS % ; 0 perencs
Eifydtahméﬁig 2 g THo e4nf 2 f e ez i 7 Sags
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*nobiggdi hat Fladh waé gol 2 o good desl now
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at night. And somelimes she didn't know\whether he came home\ at all. But
et some time in the day she found his pointed nose, pricked-up \ears and

straight, steady eyes in\the doaway asking for\the food she had elways fur-

nished him. o
,_p-ﬂ“"""d“ i N T
= One moonlight night, Maggie sat alone on the cﬁi;i/fggrstep. Jake “
ff was down with the\gheep where he spent much time lately. Even old Bob ‘was x\\

2L
/ down st the corral. sk Maggie was thinking of Flash. He hed been gone

/ three days now, long dsys\for her, but st/il er heart wes at peece. He
would come back sometime to her, ifﬁoni§ for a glimpse and a bite of food,

It wae just such a white night ae“this, she thought, that she used to sit

and watch that pointed-earéd white puppy fly down the road, lured by the

changing shadows i e sage and the white mesmerigm of the moon. And hark!
A long, quavg; ng, dog-like cry, eerie, mournful, and full of longing, mel-

lowing acfaga the moonlit stretches.

—— ————
\»_’/"‘—_ "



2
b
’daggiv an& oh were alone at the cabin. Jake was down at the

sheds where he apen’é‘/_ ch time lately. She could hear a busy hammering,

but she couldn't know that a prison was being built for Flash, a prison that g )
once entered would never open for him except to usher him into another, more “T
strong and eternal. Thers would be light and food for him in abundance, - N

and many people paseing by. But always within those four impregnable walls q

the maddening hours would be ticked off till bones grew weary with lying h ¥

N
on & bed of straw, and eyes grew dull with waiting. Better the weltering

long-1limbed 4
wdtes with a lean living , and the freedom of the starry nights as from -~
ir -
the high rimrocks he answered the call of his kin, Better the cla.nk }af a
N

steel trap and the gruesems amgmimhxafxgmmwirxz long hours under a searing
frenzied IS W9
sun, perhaps with the'\ang.:ish of gnawing off his—ewn paw that pinioned him,

for freedom-- freedom, almost the only boon in a coyote's life!
Something was coming up the road, .a-hng-a," lean dog with a bushy
Maggie's eyes followed him questioningly. émzf;_/
tail. /\He was too big for a sheep dog. Straight up the road he his

head hanging low and swinging from side to side. Once at a turn, the sage,

shimmering, melting into the sky with the moving heat, hid him, and ehe 8 g\,:;

the huge, dishevelled figure

! thought he had turned off into the desert. But all at Once/\ Wal- ]
#__} ¥R vld =

a ” ’Lmost in E’ront of her his jaw hanging, his frothing tongue lolling, his

1

\
I Aot

/ }g{vlgﬁ blood-red eyeepfull of a savage misery and( half unseeing4- a mad coyote! (ﬁ

]_{..I LY A N ; 3

4

( All of his shrinking fear of a human being , all of his desert wariness waregg\g%

gone. His brain crazed and on fire, all he knew was to wander, biting dogs,

or sheep or men, tort.urf,ing something es he was tortured.ﬁ?laggie screamed
Cetnie

and started for the deer, but the movement only drew his gttention to her.

ety

Baring his fangs, he hurled himself ‘upon her; bat.l% them flashed a
white form, dis hair bristling, ai.news taut, all hie angry soul flaming

against. this w:l.ld interl er. The igpact of the two bodiee almost knocked

el
% do puahed the cabin door shut and bolted it. Inside, trembling

JArk _an _"’ aken at QEI tl'f;:;ight, she stood lganing against the door
"\ Ei'?'klla '. ., .‘.‘.‘- 3 &-’(-'C/L M




X § “It—wes-the first—day of June. A Great Northern train was spesd-
.jng us on to{_&\Balllingham, for at three o'clock that afternoon we were to
embark for Alsska. We mclickﬁ“mrrny in-and out of the gungle-like,
wet woods of Washington along the seashore where the mud-flat fingers of
&.:;und crept almost up to the track in places. The smell of morning
wag on the air, a whiffof fog on balsam boughs mingled with the tang of salt
inlets. The sea had retreated almost out of sight, marked only by the inter-
mitt@nt flashing line of a comber. My eyes came back over the expanse of
gray ooze in the foreground to the wooded shoreline thet curved swiftly on a.heat:lj,/
away and away to the north- to Alaska! So many happy events have begun on the \
first day of June.

It was evident that the approaching departure of the Catherine D.
had touched the whole town,i?ﬁé£)hung on the forested hillsides above the
cirecling bay. 1In tha(cosy)harbor lay several gray battleships. We walked
liesurely the block or so along the tracks from the station toward the dock.
No need to be guided; one had only to lock and listen. Trucks, autos and pedest-
rians were migrating in the same direction and disappearing through one big
gaeteway like bees diving ipto a hive. The confusion was cant,&'seous. We joined ‘
the procession and along with..;ciat'hera threaded in and out among the autos, or
crowded them ewer to the edge -o-ﬁ-ﬂw:phr that hung over the restless, blue-
black water. At thiaan wa big, white vessel hugged the _?_:l_.er. It
had a strenge attraction for me. I took in every movement about it. TFreight : 1
of all kinds wes being hoisted M}f over the rail, . cra.te of ora ﬁl,.T
apples, ‘boxes of green lettuce heads.wit.h a dizzy regularit . Groupa of flutter- s ?
ing girle mingled with the{\paaaengers and hurrying workmen f\rﬁfmt : ghdak;c;ﬁr in—dﬂﬁ,lb /’

vested the whole scene.
s
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AL
~La-the (gvening we—were in the Straityof Georgia, gliding W-
I # o S
KS& less over emooth, wide water between the mainland and Vancouver Islandseselong
(\,’ guardisn of this coastlina) jhe whole world moved softly by,- mountain peaks

rising out of pale clouds, & glint of sunset Adght on a window pane revealing =
little craft lost on ths surface, a funnel of black smoke trailing into the sky,
/\\ a wa.varmg rwe.];:e on the water, a apindle maat}zl;tmt little islands coming into ™~
: beix;lg out cf ‘blue nobthing, a low-flying -bird late returning to home ghadowe, &nd |
quiet, quiet/,\" as if we were going nowhere and no matter.
I wae swinging on the after-deck with the children. Three new rope
ewings hung from the big epar by a genial captain were the most popular place on

the boat. At times they were quite inadequate for some sixteen high school boys

who were headed for fun and fortune in the salmon riessand two or t.hree smal],l
0 ape

folks who were exuberant voyagers. Black-eyed Mickey wae everybody's friend.

xkakk

X kig, xgmiakxmam She was going to some beautif‘ul ialanda away up in the Bering
) Wl Vg

Sea to live forever, and she had a new baby brother. Later the E:.der, a little
Vs i /.ff

gray government boat, took Mickey, her baby brother and her pstreufﬂ'm/J and a few
others, crowded into unbelievably close sleeping and living quarters, a three days™ )
journey up to the storm-swept Pribilofs, to begin a new life. Just now a tall,

guiet man in a checked mackinaw and cap drawn over hie eyes was swinging her. He

soon joined his own group again who were chatting at the rail. Lhmmﬂ%&&

/h:.gray-haired, dﬂ"_’tlnguisiii man m\dark blue suit and cap-whe drew the others araemd
him, - a young fellow in cordurgys and heavy shoes, with eager eyes that devoured g_'-_
everything in this new l.and:\!L ;néther\in a knicl«:le; ;:it and golf shoes, frank and- N
ﬂm, and Ec;rpulent Chrie with a sheepish esmile alnd a canny tongue. These T
were the salmon c:x;exj(e of Bristol Bay, each onem"for more fish, end still '

ore fish. And at tml;d of the short season, loaded to the limit, the galmon ‘>

CAAN N ey Al
ships plied back and forth #ﬂl \%ir freﬁight of fine food. For t.he Lur

Y

Llead today is the silver hoﬂe, as yesterday it was the golden one.r"
0
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What a romence is cast about the life of the salmon. The snow and
ice that cover the mountsins and pile up on the shores have no more started
the firet spring freshet than the taste is caught by the myriade of salmon
in the coaatal-ﬁatera.sf‘f?&ii&a The puleing message is as quickly caught dut
here in the depths of the sea as the first warm breath of spring, blowing up
from the eouth, is sensed by the dormant roote of the flowers. They have been “)

wetiyg o 0 .7’“ P J\» ¢

hanging expectantly on the tap of the bell that loosens the winter-locked f
streame. All noses are turned to the north, and the dark depths throb with
the awakening mfxkhexmpmwmingximmkinzkx urge of that migration. Nothing can stop
it. A million strong- yes, millione upon more millions- they cloud the coastal
currents, trailing like silver skeins upon their wey. They curve close around
the shores of the Gulf of Alasks, where the first toll of their numbers is
sifted into the seié? and trepe. Unknowing and uncaring, the plundered schools
push on, following the coast arpund to:the southwest, leaving great numberes behid
at the mouth of many a fine stream where the inevitable red roofs of the can-

Threading thaewgh
nerias block the entrances. ZXkrmmgimg the passes of the Aleutian chain of ie-

epld,
lends, they taste the salt waters of the Bering 8ea and swing sharply about
Nk ey

A

kokwims Not far inlaend at the heads of these streams, lie. large lakes, Ilaimna,
Naknek, Ugsehik, Becharof,
and others, between which lies the Valley of Ten Thousand Smokes, and over which

on the lest lap into Brietol Bay, to the Nushagak, the Koichak, and the

hangs the caved-in crater of Katmﬂi and other volcanoces smoking threateningly.

For many,dthls is the end of the Journey, A feﬂ forge on even into the &rctic
clear

Circle and straggle, across to Siberia. The Bristol Bay region is the home of

the little Aleska red salmon, or Sockeye, from the Indian neme, Sckaye. Along
s

with th big King, oS?Ehinook salmon of the long, mountain streams of the north-

west, 4t is the flnast fish food in tha world, flavored, perhaps, with the claa?
I-t,

strength and vigorous life of the race. Whet en imagination it takes to‘k34@k1 i
course of

i

- up~with theﬁ}ittle red, a path as clearly marked to ite leaders as that of the';(;ggi

goose that heads the wedge from the southland to its nesting places on the

'ngthern tundra.



That night at our sunset gathering on the upper deck a graye, white-

e
Potq T a A Cff-'t-k"‘?“"L-;'
haired man joined the crowd. . Immediately there were whispers that he—wap—the ¥

ek |
o Namd -

{ governmont guardian of the fish. He had been working at the wiers of Karluk, s

L /c.
a2 noble salmon streem, where it was rumored that f'i.f‘t.‘;lr thousend young fish were
held im-the-wiere and
/Smarked as they surged from their inland lake,/\down the stream, seized by their

first longing for the sea. And again, from a trap full of fine, big fish, he
had asked for ten thousand to tag end turn dees® egain on their way to learn
on whet far shores they are finally btranded. M.I this, and more, in order that

more mey be known about the life of the salmon, hat the rune of these £ime fish

C‘awm{,ui‘*
may be insured for those beyond r tim a., was empowered by the United

St.atea Bureau of Fisheries to b i. mat ras of this ki (Although it was

& Larsv S

against all precedence of the years that enyone should ques ion %ﬁon can- {,f..,fl-:, -

ner's right to teke all the fish, anywhere an any time )ia #n right of-she™
Yy Lo
ingle aut.horit.y wes se ;led without ergument. /\@ooperation and goodwill wene—

b L Kot A
ﬂ*y’f’all concerned/\for the’ welfare of those of toda.y and those of tomorrow.
J

“—Out_of Squaw Harbor, a message dropped o £ the sky to emy that the
m%ﬂmmw the little yacht—of cur fried,-

mgha&ghumh,_ma_
nine C s TE’«; e \J'“Lg:
(/ It was k®mr o'clock. The sun was ting bdi’lind smoking mountains.
(/ JL‘L Ht orb, eending rays -
—lMegetk belched black clouds again&t t,he red m ' Brillian’o ;hsm fle.rggg
o7 i ne ;R - - )"*2---1—-5; 't;. '-'5!
in e halo about its peak. L ,,,)ib” caught. and/acint}llaf.ed om one =
’f!':[, 6/‘(.(,2'-"" '(16 LA A Mr“r s
poi},t to | her of & jagged, saw—’hopthed \l'.‘.ﬁBJ showgring reflected gokd h:lg; i
"‘h‘ "N.--"- F(_ ek, oupt /(Jv;b—-n ' B ¢ Erleler ’LI’.A—L«L—%_"{ "\ﬁﬁj o{l “Hc/“‘ i
—a—,h& 8ky. @a and on we slid from one blue ba.y to another under t.he ves
~Wo e n A hed
of;\ froated ranges. The gulls and sea-parrots of the seaghores haxm deserted the
were
sBip and in their pleces mra the jeegers, the shearwaters and the alebatrosses.

i Lm‘_'

One "Goonie" or alabatfoas tha.t. found us out,; followed in our wake now on one

w 14
2AAAAANAA \-t L

_glde, now on the other,- slanting nd curﬁng on long, unbending wings. Planing

/\
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down easily for a lending on the surface of the water,-it glided.sofbly intoC] ~
the hollow of a wave with his big, squaere-jointed wings only half folded. D liheh

tely he adjustet;tifgffj:lixkhnl shuffled them until they-£imelly settled E%—the

-jideé) - Rockimg" ntly in his cradte, Hé eyed the world serenely,

3 = _dean { “

like tha\aﬁirlt of the deep, whether of protection or premonition we could not
too,

tell. The whales were about, pf4¢;} in the syeningnlight and/‘glowing.w\ B

W-khm_n‘};; great lazy black hulke '-'7--;"-,_ difgm directions about

wallo Stk AL eo_ Soren,
the boat, with just their backs xakkimg mt._nf_ugub-

e in a while the black
4
head of a seal bobbed up, looking us over curiously as if asking if we were on omr

wide
way to the Pribilofe, too. The water world was awake, each creature sporting

with his fellows on their pleygrounds in these long, pale nights, and each one an
his wey to his own suwmmer home in the north.

Drip, drip on the roof. Drip, drlp and splash on the water. Drip,

+|-'-'_.-<) {" - :".{‘-\ o

L1

drip on the emerald hills that darkened ths window. It was morning, end we were
at Ikatan, the last westward port of call of the Catherine D. The raucus, com-

pleining clamor of gulles somewhere near came to my ears. There was not much

-
¥

to be seen from the window but big red cannery buildings backed by darkening
hills. And continuously this strident din of the gulls came from somewhere out
of the fog and rain. I thought the mouth of a etream must be nearby where the
offal of the cannery is sent on its way to the tidal sewer. This is the usual
hang-out of hungry gulls. But no; %ﬁ? I wakged out, oq the sodden dock, there

: row AL gt K A A—6r
sat the gray gull chorus in a kirm othhe brailer that brings the salmon up
from the scows. Intent and watchful every one,inor would they éive an inch of
adventage to a neighbor or a newcomer, but craned their necke and clamored with
-wide mouths, what for I could not understand., I looked around. It sifted into
my mind that the morning fish from the traps were late in coming in and the
birde were impatient for their belated breakfast of fresh scraps. Why shouldn't
they be impﬁtient? Weren't they partners of all fishermen to propitiate the

finny gods and induce larger rung of salmon for man and bird? So they ==k



cried and complained and worked themselves up to a fanatical frenzy for their
rights. The air wes filled with their wierd screaming, as I turned away at &

new sound. A little white yacht was sidling in to the end of the dock, and I

caught the black letters, Westward. It came over me that this was the end of

one journey and the beginning of another for us. It meant a new home on the water,
a new family to live with, and a new voyage to strange and little known shores
'g%:the weet. I stood looking ss far as I could see into the fog that hung like

level
another\eea at the middles of mountains, and more mountains, and beyond islands

PSP,
and more fzi;nda, %2335 ould eeg 3 fur%a:%iétﬁg:agttd‘ 6?:%::kiif:;v;ﬁaza_Jﬁbgqg
h______;? Tethered t.ﬂ her twin, the Morzhovoi, that was built for wild winds "‘7%/;}
and waters, the Westward was provisioning and eniffing the sea for signs of a
ichance to make a apur£ through the twisting, tiicky tides that batted® between tlhe
'end of the Alaska Peninsula and the long line of Aleutian islands. The water gur-
gled like liquid through the narrow ck of a bottle. p“\q tide ruled, and

e, Yol ol
not till the appointed hour did she plow her way intolthis felse pass where the

currents of two oceans pushed and wrestled with each other, shoving and shifting
the shallow sand bottom into shoals and bars barely under the surface.

All at once we were in the Bering Sea, but how we got there, I don't
know, for I was seasick and off in another country. It was night. The boat
. Tor-the one~big-eye~that sped -ehead -

€2,

N./\j‘,he captai %c;o[l grimly at the wheel with eyes out
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The slickered crew moved methodic ly about. Far intoc the

went to sleep. The lightg wenj out,

night we climhed the crests and dropped down into the troughs with the sickening
sensation of falling, falling into the bottomless epace of a bad dream. The inker-
mittent crash of billows breaking over the decke, the continuous pounding of a
iooee davit; the dropping of small articles within, the banging of an unlatched
door, the creak and groan of the timbers, and the whistling of the sixty-mile

gale m“‘iyi’n all night accompanimsnt to my surging, onward march.

Anchored in a little bagy which was not more than an indentation of



the coastline of Unimek, the first big island of the Aleutian chain, the ship met
2 morning that was still wild. Thg sun broke a way through the clouds and gent

a path of light across to thU‘;:;%;%%;ahép. We scrutinized these lifeless, Roh-
inson Crusoe sghores with curioai%y and not a little doubt. They looked lonely
and fearsome, but we persuaded ourselves that this was the land of adventure. A
dory with fPur men put off to scout along the coast for the entrance of a nameles
- bl % ear amguuuztﬂ-ianahcnu-r abandoned native hut. Anxious eyes fol-
lowqd its course as it hunted the shoreline. fe hunted, too, with the glasees, iix
but the only encouraging signs were a few seale sporting in the waves and mumber-
less birds winging and squawking near a silvery spot on the beach. All at once,
volces: the explorers were back. From the boat they had seen a beautiful camp-
ing plece on a little streem running close to the shelter of a hill, two Alaska

brown bears on & slope, and some caribou asleep and unconscious of intruders. T

words tumbled out for waiting ears. Hurry, so cemp could be pitched before d
Thereks wes a dey'e work for everybody. White tents haed to be put up for the com-
miseary and the stoves, and brown tepee tente for sleeping; and thef; wap moss to
be pulled from the thick beds of the tundra for carpets and pade under the beds,

for the ground here was eternally sodden. There was instant etir of excitement.

We looked with new interest on these wild shores, under the eaves of snowy peaks
with hot steam trailing from their tips.

That, evening(hsdﬂltziunéneuautniiéght?)ba climbed the steep river bank

where the greedy stream persistently undermined it and wandered over the higher

2
tundre picking wild flowers in the luminous twilight. Beds of blue violets gofty

tinged the hills ahead of us, splsshed with the stronger tones of purple orchide
in spotted, tiger-like leaves. On up the ridge of the sandy headland that banked
itself boldly ebove the beach, with its face swept clean and bare by the wind, =e
tramped, to look down on & big band of gater birds rocking on the water of a shelt-
tered curve of the coast. We could aeé the slim heads of 4he«harlequins with vel-

bleck .
vety greenferests and snowy ghemags collars - These richly barred end spotted



summer in
ducks TreyusKt the cold regions of eastern Asia, Greenland, Iceland and north-

ern North America, going south to the middle states in winter. They are kha rol-
licking apiriia of these white streams flashing down from snowy peaks, where they
bob and dive as they fish in the rough water. How does such a great, tempestuous
mother as this northern sea protect and nourish these countless, frail children
of the wild? Surely she inspiree them with unbounded courage and love of life.

- Wading in wild grass to our knees on our way home along the roof of the
sand dune, suddenly we ceme upon the habitations of men, but not of today. I
wondered why the coarse grass was so tall here, and wes looking for a way around
some greet patches that blocked my way almost to my shoulders, when I stumbled
against something hard. It was too much smothered for me to even guess what it
wag, but when I tried to avoid it in seversl directione, I found I was struggl-
ing along an over-grown wall of some kind. The tale of an old RuEmbem barabers
village flashed into my mind, snd I began to search excitedly. Soon I fo nd my-
self at the entrance of e doorway, and althpugh it wes almost entirely cevered
with grass, I felt along the edge end Ec:und ww to be eret thieck and
made of sod. As I pushed my way down into a square room, through the tangle of
grass that covered the floor and walls, the spirits of ite builders ceme up
about me, swarthy Aleuts with dull faces and slant eyes of the early Ruszimr days
when the Russian invaders ruled here with & herd hand. I went softly and gin-

: more than
gerly about, feeling the hard floor tramped and baked foqka century perhaps until

}
I was bewildered and lost in this ancient town. One room opened into another,
with thick walle and foundations welded together like a fortification, until
I had counted thirty or more. All at once I ceme out into the center of the
village where a circular sod structure stood- a community gathering place, I
thought. Searching about, I picked up & spear head, and then another. Was it
“
an early weapon? Certainly it wee primitive m%umay hewing.
at the top of the crest £
I stood/{ooking down on the humpy] mopnds of tall grass that =mmxa bur-

jed this early human fort, for that was what it had been. Why had it been built



on the top of a wind-blown slope, the coldest and stormiest place on the island?

I turned and looked down on the sea, crashing and pulling againet the shore. Yes,
thexﬂscanned the ocean in all directions. No invaders could land without being

seen. And behind them on the island, they again were high above the river and

the lower reaches which spread away in all directione. For all this, I remem-

bered that they had been easy mrs victims to their strong, cruel Russian masters,

who made slaves of them and slaughtered at random. As I looked u«ﬁvtge green
stretches, there waa not a native village or human being of any kind living j.‘€1®*“a .-

'I'L_‘J Qh‘-—¥“t\h < ;- lQ-'C‘—EV“'\% \_,r \
the main extent of this largq ielend, onity eme cannirtll eu_ohe ond, an a
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_ﬁghie atati;:L# he oéther. And ggf; hgg ﬁben he ﬁf;togy of the Aleut race oA
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in the islands of tha Bering 8ea and along thie long chain which Beached almost
explorers
atmagt over to Asia as stepping-stones for foreign imvedere and adventurers.

The next day was one of high adventure with a bounding, buoyant end-

ing. There was subdued haste emong the group that sat upon sawed-off weed blocks
. n the frosty morning.sCups of coffee and
in front of the cook tenﬁiﬁ owls O rolled oats were handed mwk from the
es of ascended
red-hot stove ineside. Rxizkizmxzf Rak steem krkekkedxdp into the air. The arom
of this bourgoo(as the Captain called hot porridge) mixed with butter end sugar
will alwaye bring back to me the misty moors of thse tundrz?d:;:apendent, BNOWy
BENEX3RXx volcano, the muffled roar of a boreal ocean waiting for us, Food wae
low in camp. We had been on these lonely shores for ten days, but no one wanted
to leave. There were still rolled oats,-which meant three times a day now;ﬁper%l,#kli
& dozen hardtacks and & little package of raisins. The rice-(may the gods be p¥
praised for growing it!)- was gbne, there was a little butter and a few teas-
poonfuls of sugar and coffee. 8till we lingered for one more exploring trip
persuading oureelves that sufficient unto the day would be the food thereof. And
the scarcer it got and the smaller the portions, the better it tasted. It only
’

served to drew ue closer together, that subtle sharing.

Three small boats were loaded, the motor cruiser, the rowboat and the

little cance. Camerae, knapsacks, film cases, rubber costs, and boots, a=bmg-af
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a waterptoof bag of frugal lunch, with odds and ends for a day's trip were
packed in. In the lead boat, towing the other two, were Campbell,xmd the Captdin
and the engineer, with the cameremen,smt Ben-year old Betty and I in the row-
For four or five miles

boat, end Cam bringing up the rear in the canoe{/\ﬂe slanted eastward along thef
coast, bobhing dizzily over the waves which were fretted into froth by a high
wind, as we searched for the entrance of & salmon stream. Towed sgharply uphill=
and down, we were continually balancing the load and bating our breath, for the
next moment we pulled up the face of a green wall jﬁat in time to glither down
its towering crest before it combed. The singing of the water against the sides
of the boat filled my ears. As we topped a crest, I caught a glimpee of the
nouth of the stream, but between us wes & sea of tumbling, white breakere, piling
one upon another. I looked &t the neering shore and braced my feet against it
instinctively. H&Allnat once we were tossed this way and that: we were among
EEEEL_ The waves broke over us faster than we could right ourselves, the lead-
boat still anéking us along. We cut loose, and behind us the cance did the
seme. It wes each one for himself now. The three boats were pitching about like
tooth—piéks. All three men in the motor boat wore slickers and rubber boots;
Now, I saw one boot gome off, and then eanother. Campbell peeled off a heavy

behind me.
sweater. Confusedly I heard Cam callingpx He was standing up in the rolling
cenoe and geesticulating wildly. I looked. The lead bost, which was more heavily
loaded end with three men in it, was settling slowly. Soon they were sitting in
water up to their arms. Then they were struggling in the bféakars while the
boat floated bottom up nearby. Frenzy seized us. We back-paddled away from
that seething sargasso where boat, bundles and humen beings were boiled back and
forth. Picking the least maddened spot between the creshing breekers, we rode
helplessby to shore on the tops of the pounding weves and were sprawled upon the
beach like wreckage. The cance hed fared the same. Emptying the remaining stuff
out of the boats, back they went to the rescue. The three men were tossing about
in the white-caps, trying Lb-ewim and pull off their clothing et the same time.

But they made no headway toward shore, ss thsre wes & continuous surging back
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and forth of the currente. The water wae like melted icebergs. The swinmers

could not hold out long. I saw the Captain trying to get astride the bost, which

was twisting about in the seething whirlpool. But the waves washed him off as fat
I saw Cam in the’ rowboat dash into i,

ee he climbed on. Something had to be done. Rimxkwaxkitdckexhawhmxdaaadxintaxiiyx

and somehow one by one, snatchas the drowning men to safety.

It was a shivering party, blue with cold, that gathered with chatter-
ing teeth about the little beach bonfire. There had been two dry matches in the
crowd. The four of us who came through partly dry, pulled off coats, sweaters
and ghaérte to divide with the waifs. Betty and I tended the bonfire and hunted
driftwood on the beach, boxes, bits of spar and any refuse washed ashore from

on theee far, forsaken sm
passing boats. But passing boats were almoet ag scarce s trees ere
wasn't even a ghost emxkhaxigksmix of a tree. Sodden socks and bedraggled gar-
mente hung about the fire, and everybody ley on the hot sand refreshing hie feel-
ings and his vigor. And it all came back with a rush. By noon it was & hilar-
ious end happy crowd that explored the meandering mouth of the river, so thick
with surging salmon that one felt he could almost walk across on their backs.
Three white-headed eagles stood solemnly fishing on sandbars in the middle of
the shallows. And the gulls were congregated, clemoring and goseipping in loud

tones.as usual.

In the efterncon, we girded ourselves for the long tremp homeward on
the beach., The ocean was still in no temper to brook any liberties, so the ro?boat
and cance were pulled high upon the beach and left bottom up on the aan@. Thé
cruising cance had drifted asshore some way further down, and was also left by tk
we.y as-wa:paased it. Tramp, tramp, tramp we tracked the sand rythmically as the
waves rolled in at our feet and hardeﬁad it. When we came to a fﬁ sized river
rushing medly down from the highlends, mmxhudxkaxskapxsxs end cutting deep
as it crogsed the beach, we had to stop end consider our resources for fording it.

Two

fxare @Ws pair of rubber boots hed been salvaged. There were seven of us. With

gome deley, the army finally crossed the Rublcon. Each one had & peck on hie ba&k,
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and as the water was swift and deeper than it looked, it took some juggling end not
& little maneuvering to gain the other shore. When it came my turn,to put on the
waders, I felt like Puss-in-Boots. I was lost in them and could hardly navigate

soft "N\It waes difficult to tell where the deep spots were. I stepped
on land. (The mamdx bed of the stream shifted constantly, pulling the sand from
igéer my feetand giving the bolisterous current e chance to buffet me over. I took
my time and put my mind to each step that I took, beating the river at his own
game.

Up against the dark clouds above the vivid green of the shores, the

sun flared, turning them to a roseate salmon. Behind loomed Shishaldin, snow clad

to his feet, feathering hie tip with a wisp of warm breath from his ragged throat.
evening
A little further back, dimly outlined in the mist, hung the white cone of Ragged

Jack. Ahead a column of smoke trailed into the air, and soon the tents came into
view.

I ley in bed between eider-down quilte with an air matteees underneath
on & bed of thick moss, basking in the glow of a fire in the little sheet-metal
stove in my tent. On the rough rail behind the stove the ususl array of heavy

woolen socks were strung, and on & line over my head were other clothes. Throuagh
a%? sound of guiet voices sifted from the other tents. There was a stillness and a
the open door the ri ripples on the little river were 1 ghted upsy Wes there any place
wideness all about.

in the world that I had rather be than this? Nowhere,
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A Great Northern train was speeding us on to Bellingham, for at three
o'clock that afternocon we were to embark for Alsska. We clicked merrily in and
out of the jungle-like, wet woods of Washington along the seashore where,the mud-
flat fingere of Puget Sound crept almost up to the track in placéE?fﬁﬁi?emell of
morning was on the eir, a whiff of fog on balsam boughs mingled with the tang of
salt inlete. The sea had retreated almost out of sight, marked only by the inter-
mittent flashing line of a comber. My eyes came back over the expanse of gray
ooze in the foreground to the wooded ghoreline that curved ewiftly on shead of us,

away end away to the north,- to Alaska! 8o many happy events have begun on the
first day of june.

It wes evident that the epproaching departure of the Catherine D. had
touched the whole town where it hung on the forested hillside above the circling
bay. In the harbor lay several gray batt}eehipa. We walked liesurely the block
or go along the tracks from the station toward the dock. No need to be guided:
one had only to lock and listen. Trucks, autos, and pedestrians were migrating
in the same direction and disappearing through one big gatewey liks bees diving into
a2 hive. The confusion was contagious. We joined the procession snd along with the
others threaded in and out among the M’or crowded them to the edge that hung
over the restless, blue-black water. At the far end a big white vessel hugged tle
.pler, It had « Qtrange attraction for me. I took in every movement about it.
Freight of all kinds wes being hoisted over ths rail with dizzy regulerity, crates.
of oranges and apples, boxes of green lettuce heads, along with heavy mechinery
and numberless oil drums. Groupe of fluttering girls mingled with the hurrying
workmen and the passengers on the pler.  What e glamour invested the whols scene. .

Evening found ue in the Straite of Georgie, gliding effortless gver
emooth, ‘wide water ﬁeﬁwaen £h§ mainland end Vencouver Island. Behind th{3:231¢
d;an of the eoastlina, the whole world moved softly by,- waterfalle flashing

down like white ribbons, mountain peaks rising out of pale clouds, & glinh of sun-
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set on & window pane revealing a little craft lost on the surfece, a funnel of black
smoke trailing into the sky, 2 splndle mest and a wavering wake on the water, little
islands coming into being out of the blue, & low-flying bird late returning to

home shadows,- and quiet, quist, as if we were going nowhere and no matter.

I wee swinging on the after-deck with the children. Three new rope ewinge
hung from the big sper by a geniel ceptain were the most popular place on the boat.
At times they were quite inadequate for some sixteen high school boys who were headed
for fun and fortune in the salmon camneries, and two or three very small folk who
were exuberant voyagers. Black-eysd Mickey emiling from e hooded cape was every-
body's friend. 8She was going to some beautiful islands away up in the Bering See
to live forever, and she had a new baby brother to take along. Later, the Eider,

a gray government boat, was to take Mickey, her baby: brother and her parents, and

a few others, crowded into unbelievebly close living quarters, a three daye' journey
up to the storm-ewept Pribilofe to begin a new life. Just now, a tall, quiet men
in a checked mackinaw and cap drawn over hie eyes was swinging her. He soon joined
his own group agein who were chatting at the rail. A diestinguished, gray-haired men
in a dark blue muit and cap drew the others around him,- a young fellow in cor-
duroys and heavy shoes, with eager eyes that devoured everything in this new land,
another frankly jovial one in a lkmicker suit and golf shoes, and corpulent Chris
with a sheepish smile and a canny tongue. Theselwere the salmon kings of Bristol
Bay, each one longing for more fish, and still more fish to catch and can. And at
the end of the short season, loaded to the limit, the salmon ships ply back and
forth cerrying away their fréight of fine food., For the lure of Alaska today is

the silver horde @s yesterday it was the-gdiden one. And the silver hae not panned
out ae the gold did. The little streems that flash down from the snowy peake are
the beds for the silvdr rush as they were for the gold.

Whet e romance is cast sbout the life of the selmon. - The snow and ice
that mask the mountaine and pile up on the shores have no more started the first

spring freshet than the taste is caught by the m&ria&s of ealmon thaet have wintered
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in the coesstal waters. The pulsing message ts—=s—quielsky—eeupght/out here in the

depths of the sea as the first warm breath of spring, blowing from the gouth,
is sensed by the dormant roots of the flowers. They have been hanging expectantly
on the tap of the bell that loosens the winter-locked streams. .All noses are
turned to the north, and the dark depbhs throb with the awakening urge of that
migration. Nothing can stop it. A million strong- yes, millions upon millions-
they cloud the coastal currente, trailing like silver skeins along their way.
They curve close around the shores of the Gulf of Alaska where the first toll of
their numbere is eifted into the seins and trape. Unknowing and tncaring, the
plundered schools pueh on, following the coast around to the southwest, leaving
great numbere behind at the mouth of many a fine stream where the inevitable red
roofs of the canneries brighten the bays. Threading the passes of the Aleutian
chain of Mjlands, they taste the cold salt waters of the Bering Sea and swing
sharply about on the lest lap up into Bristol Bay, to the Nushagek, the Koichak,
and the Neknek. Not far inland at the heads of these streams, lie large lakes,
Iliamna, Nelmek, Ugamehik, Bacharof, and others, between which lies the Velley of
Ten Thousand Smokes, and over which hangs the caved-in crater of Ketmai and other
Qalrrrens v

volcanoes emoking threateningly. For meny, this is the end of the journey. A few
fish forge on even into the Arctic Circle and straggle clear acroes to Siberia.
The Bristol Bay region is the home of the little Alaska red salmon, or Sockeye, from
the Indian neme, Sokaye. Along with the big king, or spring Chinoock.of the long
mountain streams of the lower northwest, thie is the finest fish food in the world,
flavored, perhaps, with the clean strength and vigorous life of the race. What an
imagination it takes to follow the course Ef the little red, a path as clearly .
marked to ite leaders as that of the wild goose that heads the wedge from the
southland to its nesting places on the northern tundra. ;

That night at our suneet gathering on the upper deck, a white-haired

man joined the crowd. Immediately there were whispers that his name was Gilbert,

the government guardian of the fish. He hed been working at the qu}s of Karluk,
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a noble salmon stream, where it wes rumored that fifty thousand two-year old fish
were held and marked as they surged from their inland lake down the stream, seizmd
by their first longing for the sea. And again, from & trap full of fine big fish,
he had asked for ten thousand to tag and turn again on their way to learn on what
far shores they are finally stranded. All this, and more, in order that more mgy
be known about the life of the salmon, and that the runs of these fish mey be in-
sured for those beyond our time. He was considered by the United Stetes Bureau

of Fisheries a fair judge in matters of this kind, so the right of hie authority
was settled without argument. The cooperation and goodwill of all concerned met
his efforte for the welfare of those of today and those of tomorrow.

It was nine o'clock. The boat plied peacefully on into the glowing
twilight. A volcano belched black clouds against the red orb, sending brilliant
rays flaring in a helo about its peak. As the sun dropped from sight, flaahegA\ )'
caught and scintillated from one point to another of the jagged, saw~toothed ridges
showering gold high into the sky. #fogmak Islandsstood on our west lighted by a
pale sunset glow. On and on we slid from one bay to another under the eaves of
these frosted ranges. The gulls and sea parrots of the seashores had deserted
the ship and in their places were the jaegers, the shearwaters, and the ala-
batrosses. One "goonie" or black-footed alabatross that found us out, followed
in our wake now on one side, now on the other, skimming low, slanting and curving
on long, unbending wings. Planing down easily for a landing on the water, he
glided smoothly into the hollow of a wave with his big square-jointed wings only
half folded. Deliberately he adjusted and shuffled them until they finally set-
tled at his sides while he rocked gently in his cradle, eyeing the world serenely.
He seemed like the spirit of the deep, whether of protection or premonition we
could not tell. The whales were about, too, playing in the evening light and
blowing. The lazy, black hulks broke water and epouted in different directions
about the boat with just their backs wallowing on the surface. Once in a while

the round, black head of a seal bobbed up, looking us over curiously as if ask-



ing if w?)é:§e on our way to the Pribilofs, $@e« The water world was wide aweke,
each creature sporting with hies fellows on their playgrounds in these long, pale
nights, and each one on his way to his own summer home in the north.

Drip, drip on the roof. Drip, drip and eplesh on the water. Drip, drip
on the emerald hills that filled the window. It was morning and we were at Ikatay
the last westward port of call of the Catherine D. The raucus, complaining clamor
of gulls somewhere near came to my ears. There was not much to be seen from the
window but ®ée red cannery buildings backed by darkening hills. And continuously
this strident din of the gulls came from somewhere out of the fog end rain. I
thought the mouth of & stream must be nearby where the offal of the cannery is
gent on its way to the tidal sewer. Thie is the usual hang-out of hungry gulls.
But no; when I walked out on the sodden dock, there sat the gray gull chorus in a
row on'the rail above the brailer that brings the salmon up from the scows. In-
tent and watchful every one, nor would they give an inch of advantage to a neigh-
bor or a newcomer, but craned their necks and clamored with wide mouths,- for whit,
I could not understand. I looked around. It sifted into my mind that the morn-
ing fish from the traps were late in coming in, and the birds were impatient for
their belsted breakfast of fresh scrape. Why shouldn't they be impatient? Weren't
they partnere of all fishermen to propitiate the finny gods and induce more runs
of salmon for man and bird? 8o they cried and complained and worked themselves
up to a fanatical frenzy for their rights. The air was filled with their weird
screaming, es I turned away at a new sound. A little white yacht was gidling in
to the end of the dock, and I caught the black letters, Westward. It came over e
that this was the end of one journey and the beginning of enother for us. It meant
a new home on the water, a new family to live with, and a new voyage to strange
and little known shores far to the west. I stood looking as far as I couid see
into the fog that hung like another level sea at the middles of mountains, and
more mountains, and beyond islands end more islande, until 1 could feel no further.

By noon we had said farewell to the big selmon ship and were new bedded



and boarded on the little yacht. Tethered to her twin, the Morzhovoi, that was
built for wild winds and waters, the Westward was provisioning and eniffing the

sea for signs of a chance to make a spurt through the twisting, tricky tides that
battle between the end of the Alaska Peninsula and the long line of Aleutian islands.
Thé water gurgled like liquid through the narrow neck of a bottle. Time and tide
ruled, and not till the appointed hour did the boat plow her way into False Pass
where the currents of two oceans pushed and wrestled with each other, shoving and
shifting the shallow sand bottom into shoals and bars barely under the surface.
Bump! Bump! Grind! Grind! cemethe groaning sound ae the boat scraped. The
engines were still in the act of elowing down when the bow heaved into the air,

the tide caught under her and she lurched over on her side, stuck tight on the

sand. The air was filled with the hissing and:swirling of the water around her =
she reeled helplessly in a wide channel increasing in its boisterocusness as the wind
rose. For three hours the‘boat tossed in the white-caps. Gradually as the in-
coming tide rose, she righted herself. The engines rumbled agein. We edged
cautiously out.

All at once we were in the Bering Sea, but how we got there, I don't
know, for I was seesick and off in enother country. It was night. The boat wert
to sleep. The lighta went out. In the dark pilot house, the captein stood grimly
at the wheel with eyee lowered upon the lighted well that held the compess. The
slickered crew moved methodically about. Far into the night we climbed the creste
end settled ehivering into the troughe with the aickening sensation of falling,
falling into the bottomless space of a bad dream. The intermittent crash of
great seas smothering over the decks, the continuous clattering of a loose davit,
the dropping of small articles within thet scurried over the floor, the bangingqg.
an unlatched door, the complaining of the wracked body of the boaﬁbs she rolled
first on one eide and then the other, and the whistling of the sixty-mile gale
were an all night accompaniment to my surging, onward merch.

Anchored in a little bay which was not more than an indentation of tle



cogetline of Unimek, the first big island of the Aleutian chain, the ship met a
morning that wae still wild. AviI;:; vibrant picture hung before ue. We rocked
on an indigo sea under the white dome of a great volcano with roiling, green hills
sweeping down at our feet. The sun broke a wey through the clouds and sent a
path of light acroes the water to us. We scrutinized these lifeless, Robinson
Crusoe shores with curioeity and not a little doubt. They were lonely and fear-
some, but we persuaded ourselves that this wae the land of adventure. A dory with
four men put off to scout along the coast for the entrance of & nameless river
near an abandoned native hut. These directions were enything but definite, -for
this land is full of nsmeless rivers and sbandoned huts. Anxious eyes followed
the course of the bost es it hunted the shoreline. We hunted, too, with the glagses,
but the only encouraging signs were a few seals sporting in the waves and number-
less birds winging and squawking near a silvery epot on the beach. All at onece,
voices: the explorers were back. From the boat they had seen a beautiful camp-
ing place on a little stream running close under the shelter of a hill, two Aleska
brown bears on a slope, and some caribou asleep and unconscious of intruders. The
words tumbled out for waiting ears. Hurry, so camp could be pitched before night!
There wae a day's work for everybody. White tents had to be set up for éhe com-
missary department, and oiled silk tepee tente for sleeping; and there was moss to
be pulled from the thick tundra for carpets and pads under the beds, for the
ground here was eternally sodden. There was inataﬁt stir of excitement. We looked
with new interest on these wild shores.

ﬂgngSvening we climbed the steep river bank where the greedy stream

ate it away fields
J)}) persistently undermined it, and wandered over the higher tundra picking flowers

'1n the luminous twilight. Beds of blue violets softly tinged the hills ahead of
uu, splashed with the stronger tones of purple orchids in spotted, tiger-like leaves.

_%,
/f On up the ridge of the sendy headland that banked itself boldly above the beach,

-\:,f

/\
W\V with its face swept clean and bare by the wind, we tramped, to 1look down on a

big band of birds rocking on the water of a sheltered curve of the coast. They



showed the slim heads of harlequins with‘velvaty)green—black:crestsuand snowy
collars., These richly barred and spotted ducks summer in the cold regions of
eastern Asie, Greenland, Iceland and northern North America, going south to the
middle states in winter. They are rollicking sprites of these white streams
born of snowy summits, where they bob and dive as they fiesh in the rough water.
How does such a great, tempestuous mother ag this arctic sea protect and nourish
these countless, frail éhildren of the wild? Surely she inspires them with un-
bounded coﬁrage and love of life.

Wading in wild gress to our knees on our way home along the roof of the
sand dune, suddenly we came ﬁpon the habitations of men, but not of today. I won-
dered why the ccarse grass wes go tell here, and was looking for a way around some
lerge patchees that blocked my way almost to my shoulders, when I stumbled against
something hard. It we.g too much smothered for me to even guess what it was, but
when I tried to avoidain several directions, I found I was struggling along an
over-grown wall of some kind. The tale of an old barabara village on this island
fleshed into my mind, and I began to search excitedly. Soon I found myself at the
entrance of a doorway, and although it was almost entirely choked with grass, I
felt along the edge and found the wall to be several feet thick and made of sod.
As I pushed my way down into a square room through the tangle of grass that
smothered the floor and walls, the epirits of its builders came up about me, swathy
Aleuts with dull faces and slant eyes of the early days when the Russian invaderes
ruled here with a hard hand. I went softly end gingerly about, feeling the hard
floor tramped and baked for more than a century perhaps, until I was bewildefed
and lost in this encient town. One room opened into enother, with thick walls and
foundations welded together like a fortification with narrow passageways between,
until I hed counted thirty or more. All at once I came out into the center of the
village where aigifcular sod structure stood, a community gathering place, I thought.
Searching about, I picked up a spear head, and then another. Wae it an early

weapon? Certainly it was primitive in its clumey hewing.



I stood at the top of the crest looking down on the bulging mounds of tall
grass that buried this early human fort, for that was what it had been. Why had
it been built on the top of this wind-blown slope, the coldest and stormiest place
on the island? I turned and looked down on ths ses, crashing and pulling against
the shore. Yes, these dark hunters and fishers had scanned the ocean in all dir-
ections. No invaders could land without being eeen. And behind them on the islaﬁd)
they esgain were high above the river and the lower reaches which spread away &n
all dirxsziikamxx sides. For all this, I remembered that they had been easy victims
to their strong, cruel Russian mesters, who made slaves of them and slaughtered at
random. As I looked off over the green stretches, there wes not a native village
or human being of any kind living in the mein extent of this large island. A
couple of salmon porte brought life to the eastern end, and a lonely light-house
held the other. A native population was gone, leaving only buried barebaras. And
thie had been the history of the Aleut race in the islands of the Bering Sea and
along this long chain which reached almost over to Asia as stepping-stones for
foreign explorers and adventurers.

The next day was one of high adventure with e bounding, buoyant ending.
There was subdued haste among the group thet sat upon sawed-off wood blocks in
front of the cook tent in the frosty morning. Cupe of coffee and bowls of rolled
oats were handed from the red-hot stove inside. r1oklostor otoan aagended ks
the aipw-The aroma of this bourgoo (as the captain callesd hot porridge), mixed Wi th
I butter and augar will always brihg' baék & uO ‘g e miaty.mnaralof'thatﬁgbrhihg"_

(ot uIN:

{ under a penﬁbnt “yolceano, ,and the guffled. ruar,uf a boreal ocean waiting for- ue .
‘ I0MYLHYY DO W B Lesm

Food was low i cenp.” ﬂﬂrhed been on ‘hese lbnely 8

but. no one wanted to leaWewu-Whare-weme-still.raLlad oats- wh ch meant three times

a dey now- perhaps & dozen hardmaeka, and arlittle package of raisins. The rice,-
were

(may th&gq_da; ?ﬂ_ pxia:i,_gte@.JfQ:.z'! ;gf';owz;ﬁg 71,,1)1 i.w?s _gpne, » There, m?ia.l}iptlra butter anl

a few teaspoonfuls of sugar.iend coffees: Stiﬂ@ya-lingered for juet one more ex-
pfariggjb}i ELereqﬁdiﬁg ourse}véh’tﬁat d&fficienﬁLQﬁ%bfiﬁallayriﬂhld 1$£Hfoaﬂ
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thereof. The scarcer it got and the smaller the portions, the better it tasted.
It only served to draw us closer together, this subtle shering.

Three small boate were loaded, the motor cruiser, the rowboet and the
little cance. Cameras, knapsacke, film cases, a waterproof beg of frugal lunch,
with odde and ends for a day's trip were packed in. In the lead boat towing the
other two, were Campbell, the captainand the engineer, with the camera man, ten~
year old Betty and I in the rowboat behind, end Cam bringing up the rear in the ¢
cance. For four or five miles we slented eastward slong the cosst, bobbing diz-
zily over the weves which were fretted into froth by =2 high wind, &8 we searched
for the entrance of a salmon stream that led back to the forty lekes. Towed
gharply up hill and down, we were continually balencing the load and bating our
breath, for the next moment we pulled up the face of & green wall just in time to
glither down ite towering crest before it combeq:1y¥gghgzéging of the water ag-
einst the sides of the boat filled my ears joyously. As we topped a crest, 1
caught a glimpse of the mouth of the stream, but my eyes widened at the sea o}
tumbling white breakers between, piling one upon another. I looked at the nearing
ghore, and instinctively braced my feet against it. All et once we were tossed
this way and that: we were in the midst of en immense, roaring tumult. The favaa
broke over us faster than we could right ourselves, the leed boat still snaking ue
along. We cut loose and jerked spnemodically ﬁé ihe rbpe éﬁve way. Behind us
the cenoe did the eame., It was each one fgrﬁhimself now. The three boats were

~pitching about like toath—picﬁé;";"! i';“"" R

All® three men .in, tha mntor boat ahead wore alickera and rubber boots.
The latter were pondaro&a and would snon fill with water and drag them down 1f
<'hhsy were forced to swlm,ibnmét o watched I sew one boot come off, and then
another. Gampbeil peeled off 'a heavy'awsater@'-Canfuaedly I heard Cem calling
behindzma. Ee vas atandtng‘up in tha,rolllng o&naq; 5aut1culgt;ng milﬁly. I

L 4

looked. The cruiser, which wes heavily loaded, was settling slowly. 8he was
'T d"l‘r'!' 7t.rr

Aeng aﬁﬁ glim and jnflexible. Indtéad of jumging Qhe navea; sﬁc plowed her .

froteind e
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down into the green depths, as if trying to commit suicide. Soon the men were
sitting in water up to their arms. The next plunge submerged them. They werd
struggling in the breakers, while the boat floated bottom up nearby. Frenzy selzed
us. We back-paddled away from that seething sergasso where bost, bundlee and human
beings were boiled back and forth. Picking the least maddened epot between the
crashing breakers, we rode helplessly to sghore and were aprawled upon the 2::2:
like wreckage. The canoe had fared the same. BRupkyikmkxak Landing the two women
end emptying the remaining camera stuff out of the boats, back they went to the
rescue. The three men were still tossing about in the white-caps, trying to swim
end pull off their clothing st the same time. But they mede no headway toward
shore, as there was a continuous surging back and forth of the currents. The waer
was like melted icebergs. The swimmers could not hold out long. I saw the captain
trying to get astride the overturned boat, which was twisting about in the seeth-
ing whirlpool. But the waves washed him off as fast as he climbed on. Something
had to be done. Oamlmade a dash for itin the rowboat, and somehow reached the
middle of the mselstrom, aigggn ﬂgggﬁfthe drowning men to safety.

It was a ahiverinéqparty, blue with cold, that gathered about the
little beach bonfire. There had been two dry matches in the crowd. The four
of us who came through partly dry, pulled off our coats, sweaters and shirte to
divide with the w;if;. Betty and I tended the bonfire and hunted driftwood along
the sand and behind the mounds, boxes, bits of spar and any-refuee washed ashore
from passing bosts. But passing ants-wﬁre'élmoat as scarce as trees on these
far, foreaken shores, snd there wasn‘t even a ghost of a tree, Sodden socks and
bedraggled garments hung about, the fire, and everybody lay on th ;t)aand T
freshing his feelinges and his' viger, talking of anything but boat’s aézA:Eif;ws.
It was just arpart=af the program and all forgotten. Our buoyancy came back with
2 rush. 'As I lay behind a sand ﬁunq wigh the breath: of ghe,bqnfire blowing warm
against my back, I looked off in serene contentment over the wide marshes.

By noon' it waa a hilarious and happy crowd that axplorad the maandering
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mouth of the river , so thick with surging salmon, pushing and struggling
beck to the spawning bede on the shallows, thet one felt he could almost walk
across on their backs. Three white-headed eagles stood solemnly fishing on
sandbars in the middle of the stream. And the gulls were congregated as
usual, clemorning and gossiping in loud tones.

In the afterncon we girded ourselves for the long walk homeward on the
beach. The ocean was still in no temper to brook any liberties, so the row-
boat and canoce were pulled high upon the sand and left bottom up. The motor
cruisexfxad drifted ashore some way further down, eand wes also left by the
way se we passed it. Tramp, tramp, tramp we tracked the sand rythmically as
the waves rolled in at our feet and hardéned it. When we came to a fair sized
river that cut deep channels ae it crossed the beach, we had to stop and
coneider our resources for fording it. Two pairs of rubber boots had been
salvaged., There were seven of ue. With some delay and bolstered bravado,the
army finally € theekgégggkl Each one had a pack on his back. The
water wae swift and deeper-than it looked. Yhen it came my turn to don the
waders, I felt like Puss-in-Boots. I wag lost in them and could hardly
navigate on land. I took a look at the deceitful current. It was difficult
to tell where the deep spots were wa gi for, me. I stepped in. The soft bed

of the stream shifted conetantly, pulling fhe sand)from under my feet and

giving the boisterous current e chance to buffet me over. ‘But I took my

time and put my mind to each at._ép,'xu;'g;ilaék;mx and fiﬁal_ly beet the river i his
S s A Tkl -

Up ageinet the dark QIQGdé above, the vivid green of the shores, the
sun flared, turning.them:té“a rqseate'sﬁimbg. Behind loomed Shishaldin,
feathering his tip with a wigp df wara breath from his ragged throat. 4

little further back; dimly outlined in the ievening mist, hung the white cone

of Regged Jack. And soon on the horizon shead of us, a thin column of emoke

e a¥Veol s —

'zikailed into-tﬁe.air;-aﬁd the fents ‘came: into view.
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I lay im bed between eider-down quilte with an air mettrese under-

5_}' neath on a layer of thick moss, basking in the glow of a fire in the little
gheet-metel stove in my tent. On the rough rail behind the stove, the ususl
nightly errsy of heavy woolen socks were strung, and on a line over my head

\ were other clothes. Through the open door, the ripples on the little river

wae a stillness and = wideness all about. Was there any place in all the world

J where I had rather be then this? Nowhere.
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were lighted up. The sound of quiet voices gifted in from the other tents. There
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