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to get there...in Alaska^^j
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King and St. Lawrence Islands- 
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K O D IA K !
F or th a t su prem e th r ill o f  a 

life t im e  . . . H u n t w ith  us th is 
fall or  n ext sprin g  from  on e  o f  
ou r  m o u n ta in  o r  coasta l cam p s

W e’ ll arrange an o u tsta n d in g  
h u n t in to  on e  o f  th ese  “ o f f  th e  
b ea ten  tra ck ”  areas w here y o u ’ ll 
have an o p p o r tu n ity  to  take ex
cep tion a l troph ies . . .

In  these h idden  m o u n ta in  
lakes and valleys y o u ’ ll find th e  
greatest trou t, sa lm on  and stee l- 
head fishing in  th e  w orld !

Plan w ith  con fid en ce  w hen  
WE arrange y ou r  h u n t . . . Over 
25 years o f  g u id in g  sp ortsm en  
on  K od iak  Islan d  . . . T h e  finest 
e q u ip m e n t and person n el is at 
y ou r  serv ice! W rite  fo r  fu ll d e 
ta ils :

ALF MADSEN
GUIDE & OUTFITTER

Box 925-0 
Kodiak, Alaska

PHOTOGRAPHS OF ALL 
ALASKA

35mm Kodachrome Slides
“ N ature at its b est”

ORDW AY’ S PHOTO SHOP
Box 2511 Juneau, Alaska

ALASKA GLIDE 
AND CHARTER SERVICE

Island Brown Bear, Stikine Grizzlies, 
Black Bear, Goats and Deer 

S ce n ic  C ru ises . P h o to  an d  F ish in g  T r ip s  
Good Boats— Registered Guides 

R A L P H  W O O T O N  
R e g is te re d  G u id e  &  O u tfitte r  
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BOUND FOR ALASKA?
Ride the Mt. McKinley

Park Route
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Heart of Scenic Alaska

For Information Write: 
Division of Traffic

Department AS 857

THE
ALASKA

RAILROAD
Anchorage, Alaska

FISHERMEN!
Would you like to catch king and 
silver salmon, big rainbow trout, shee 
fish, dolly varden, grayling, whitefish 
and giant pike?
You will have the time of your life 
fishing for these beauties in Alaska’s 
beautiful wilderness while living in a 
modern lodge.
Dave Leach ANIAK LODGE
Box 26 Aniak A laska

1955 record 
Bear

For Record Trophies 
or

Leisurely-conducted
Hunts

Accept no substitute 
for experience

Airmail or Wire:
H A L  W A U G I I

Outfitter 
Skagway, Alaska

FOR CHARTER - YACHT MANANA II

Cruise S. E. Alaska’s beautiful inland waterways!
Fish giant Alaska King salmon!

Hunt Brown bear - World’s largest carnivorous animal ! 
W rite for  broch ure

J .  M . COON -  2533 T hird  Ave. -  K etch ik an , Alaska



SOUTHEASTERN ALASKA
Ranches on 

River-bottom Land
Here is an opportunity to get an 
exce llen t ranch in Sou thea ste rn  
A la ska  on the scenically beautiful 
Unuk River, 60  miles north o f Ketchi
kan! Two ava ilab le ; both have been 
farm ed for years.
Houses, barn and other buildings on 
property. O ne  farm consists o f 1 1 6 
acres and is offered for only 
$ 10 ,500 . The other is 124  acres. 
Price, $5 ,500. Both patented home
steads.

Write for terms and details to: 
H. M. c/o THE ALASKA  

SPORTSMAN 
KETCHIKAN, ALASKA

INGERSOLL HOTEL
“ Best Sm all H otel in Alaska”

KETCHIKAN, ALASKA

PO UR  BEAR HUNTING
in ALASKAN ARCTIC

Experienced guide and veteran Arctic explorer. 
Hunt by air. Comfortable facilities. Book your 
March, April, and May trip now. Write.

BUD HELMERICKS, HUGHES 2, ALASKA
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Equipm ent

Johnson O utboard M otors 
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TONGASS TRADING CO.
Sporting Goods Dept.
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TANNING
Furs, hides, skins o f  all kinds, 

hair on or off 
RUGS -  RO BES -  LEATHERS

W e ca rry  a c o m p le t e  l in e  o f  t a n n e d  r a b b it  
s k in s , c a l f ,  c o y o t e ,  la m b ,  m u s k r a t ,  r a c 
c o o n ,  s k u n k , w o lf ,  w o lv e r in e , (M o o s e , D eer, 
E lk , h a ir  o f f )  a n d  a ll o th e r s .  Im m e d ia te  
d e liv e ry . F ree  p r ic e  l is t .  Q u ic k ,  e f f ic ie n t  

R e lia b le

VALCAUDA FUR CO.
National Bldg., Seattle, Wash.

SOFT SOLE M UKLUKS
C h ild ren s ’ p a rk a s ,

la d ie s ' m itts, m arten caps
MADE TO ORDER

Write:
MRS. HAZEL E. DAYO

Manley Hot Springs Alaska

PERMANENT MATCH
You’ll never be without one 
with this handy permanent 
match 1 x 1 ^ " , strongly 
constructed, watertight, eco
nomical. Uses lighter fluid. 
Ideal for hunters, outdoors- 
men, housewives. Simple to 
use. Alaska engraved. Intro
ductory offer only SI.00, 
Postpaid. No COD’t. Order 
from:

MONARCH TRADING CO. 
Box 491 4 14J4 Grant

Ketchikan, Alaska

DAUGHTER
OF

WOLF
HOUSE

By

M ARGARET 
E. BELL

Author of 

W atch for a 
Tall W hite 

Sail, etc.

A NEW BOOK BY ALASKA’S FAVORITE AUTHOR OF 
STORIES FOR YOUNG PEOPLE

B e t w e e n  the beach and the forest straggled 
the little Alaskan Indian village, dominated by 
the totems of its two clans, the wolf and the 
killer whale. Nakatla, who belonged to W olf 
House, was the granddaughter of its chief; but 
her father had been a young sea captain rescued 
by her people when his ship was wrecked on the 
rocky coast. And now, when she was on the 
verge of womanhood, another foreigner had 
come— a trader who built a store, and a home 
for his family.

This is first of all the story of Nakatla and the 
trader’s son, but it is also the story of how the 
challenge of the newcomers was met. To the 
shaman of Killerwhale House* who hated them, 
their coming meant disaster. To the wise old 
chief of W olf House, it pointed the way to a 
better life.

The resulting conflict, which deeply affected 
the lives of the two young people, forms the 
climax of a romantic novel whose rare blend of 
outward and inward excitement places it high 
among Miss Bell’s remarkable stories of Alaska. 
192 pages September 11 Ages 12-16 $2.95 ppd.

Bound in cloth

O rd e r  from :

THE ALASKA SPORTSMAN
Ketchikan A laska

HUNT VIRGIN TERRITORY
With a Guide

of 30 yrs. experience in Alaska!
Write for references and details 

A ll trips personally conducted by
Lawrence (K it) Carson 

Ketchikan, Alaska.

D £BR
h u n t e r s

SS-*.

w ith  a n  " A L A S K A N "
D E E R  CALL U'--U. S. PAT.

NO. 2470823
V i N1Alaskan Deer Call lures bucks to you for

a close shot. Assures results with all species.^____ _
Like calls used by Alaskan Indians for hundreds of years. 
Sturdily built, easy-to-use. Complete instructions. Tried 
and proved the country over. Ask y o u r  d e a le r  o r  ORDER 81 MAIL!

^ a DEALERS: Write for information about fast-selling Alaskan Deer Calls 

^ .W E S T E R N  C A L L  & D E C O Y  C O .
p -0- Box 4381 Portland 8, Ore.

SKETCHES BY AN ESKIMO ARTIST!
Send for one or more of these unique sketches by

R O B E R T  M A Y O K O K
Scenes suitable for framing show Eskimos hunting, fishing, driving dog-teams, leading reindeer, etc. Sketches 
8^x11" are $2.25 each; 8^x14" are $2.50, postpaid. You will enjoy having one of these distinctive pieces of 
Eskimo art! Order from:

TOTEM NOVELTY COMPANY
Box 81 Ketchikan, A laska.
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It’s EASY! With 
Gunberth Plans & Kits
All details on Plans, Kits 
and Hardware are listed in 
big. fully illustrated , . .
"Handbook”— Catalog
Finished cabinets in 82 
different styles also avail
able. Get your copy NOW!

Only $1.00 ppd. 
(Refundable first order,l)

COLADONATO BROS.
O ept. G28 H azleton, Pa.

The Gilded Cage
of the

Alaska Crippled Children’s 
Association 

P.O. Box 912-A
Anchorage Alaska

(Its profits support the work 
for handicapped children)

•fc Alaska items for collectors "A
Dolls. Buttons, Spoons, Ivory, 

Cookbooks, Slippers, etc.
(SEND 100 FOR CATALOG)

If Ruptured 
Try This Out

M o d e r n  P ro te c t io n  P ro v id e s  G rea t 
C o m fo r t  a n d  H o ld in g  S e cu r ity  

W ithou t T ortu rou s Truss W earing
An "eye-opening”  revelation in sensible and com

fortable reducible rupture protection may be yours for 
the asking, without cost or obligation. Full details of 
the new and different Rice Method will be sent you Free. 
Without hard flesh-gouging pads or tormenting pres
sure, here’s a Support that has brought joy and comfort 
to thousands— by releasing them from Trusses with 
springs and straps that bind and cut. Designed to 
securely hold a rupture up and in where it belongs and 
yet give freedom o f body and genuine comfort. For full 
information— write today! WILLIAM S. RICE, Inc., 
DEPT. 32 G, ADAMS, N. Y.

♦ S A V E
■  UP TO 3  3  %
"  BY M AIL ■ •

Save up to 33% on quality-built Alaska Sleeping 
Bags. First choice o f  professional outdoorsmen and 
sportsmen for over 20 years. Largest assortment o f  
Down and Dacron-filled bags available anywhere. 
Shipped direct from factory to you. Guaranteed to 
satisfy or money back.

^  WRITE FOR FR EE CATALO G

ALASKA SLEEPING BAG CO.
723 N. W. 18TH. AVE..
PORTLAND 9. OREGON 
RUSH FREE CATALOG TO M E:
N AM E______________________________

ADDRESS__________________________

L E T T E R S
from  Our Readers

Mv husband and I have just returned 
in the last few months from spending two 
wonderful years in Anchorage. Each month 
your magazine makes us relive our expe
riences there and wish we could go back.

Your editorials are “tops” and have 
helped me to realize the problems Alaska 
would face in the event of Statehood.

I have one comment about your August, 
1957 issue. The Frontispiece on page six 
states “Alaska huskies are her favorite 
models.” There is no such thing as an 
“Alaska Husky.” They may be "Alaska 
sled dogs” or “Siberian Huskies.” Siberian 
Husky breeders have a hard time explain
ing to people from the States that all 
Alaskan dogs aren’t “Huskies” and when 
an Alaskan magazine prints a statement 
like this it makes their case just a little 
harder to explain while trying to be loyal 
to the Alaskan publication.

M r s . L o u  I. R i c h a r d s o n  
Arlington, California

You are correct in stating that there is 
no such breed of dogs, strictly speaking, 
as the "Alaska Husky.” There are “Siberi
an Huskies” and “Alaska Malamutes.” 
However, the term, “Alaska Husky,” is in 
general use now to describe any breed of 
Alaska sled dog and it is in this sense that 
it was used in the caption on our Frontis
piece for August. In support of this state
ment, we would refer you to “The Modern 
Dog Encyclopedia,” edited by Henry P. 
Davis, ivho is an authority in the field. 
His book says, on Page 239:

“ The origin of the name ‘Husky’ is 
rather unusual. It is said to have been a 
term given the Eskimos by the early 
North American explorers. In recent years, 
it has come to mean any northern dog 
which is used for sled work, whether or 
not he is pure bred. The Siberian Husky 
is the only breed in which the term has 
become part of the proper name.”—Editor.

Recently, quite by accident, I came into 
possession of several copies of your maga
zine and have reveled in their contents 
most gleefully. The reason for my great 
enjoyment is that I spent my childhood in 
Dawson City during the years 1900 to 1908, 
the time of its glory and also its decay, 
and all those interesting and exciting 
times are recalled to me. Especially have 
I been interested in the serial “I Married 
the Klondike” by Laura Beatrice Burton, 
and more so when I discovered that the 
lady is none other than the erstwhile kin
dergarten teacher, Miss Thompson, How 
well I remember her black pompadour 
and dark eyes and lovely red cheeks! My 
own kindergarten teacher was a Miss Wil
son and I think Miss Thompson succeeded 
her. Everything she talks about is ex
actly as I remember it and I recognize so 
many of the names. My uncle, Dr. Alfred 
Thompson, was a member of Parliament 
from the Yukon Territory for many years.

E l i z a b e t h  M il l e r  N e u m i l l e r  
Stockton, California

. . .  We enjoy every issue and how many 
dream trips we plan! Maybe some day they 
will come true—here’s hoping!

H a r o l d  A. H i t c h c o c k  
Bangor, Maine

We sure enjoy your magazine as we are 
mountain people. We read it from cover 
to cover and sure don’t want to miss any 
of the story of Soapy Smith. My Dad 
knew him in the old days and I played 
with his little dog, named “Soapy.” She 
was trained to do all kinds of tricks. He 
left her in the care of the miners at the 
Golden Age mining camp where my Dad 
worked. We enjoy the stories of mountain 
climbing in Alaska as I make pitons and 
hammers and other mountain climbing 
equipment.

M r . a n d  M r s . R o b e r t  B r u n i n g  
Boulder, Colorado

It doesn’t seem right for me to keep on 
enjoying The Alaska Sportsman without 
saying a word of appreciation to you. I 
have enjoyed every word of it for four 
years. Where do you get all this material? 
At present, I’m all keyed up over Soapy 
Smith—pretty well written, too. I'm an 
Easterner but may yet see Alaska. It will 
have to be soon as I am now 68 years old. 
More luck to you!

J u l i a n  C a m p b e l l  
Justice of the Peace 

Kirkwood, New York
The material is all from enthusiastic Alas
kans or former Alaskans, nearly all non
professionals with at least one good story 
itching to be written. We are proud of our 
authors and happy that so many submit 
manuscripts. Some, first seeing print in 
The Alaska Sportsman, have since pub
lished books.—Editor.

I want to compliment you upon the 
forthright editorial in regard to Statehood 
for Alaska appearing in your issue for 
August.

When my father opposed the Territorial 
form of Government during the early 
years of this century, he was subjected to 
all kinds of criticism and abuse. Even 
some of the business leaders in Alaska 
thought he was wrong, but a number of 
them in later years went out of their way 
to tell me how much wiser he had been 
than they.

As you know, Alaska was at that time a 
"District” which was somewhat akin to 
what is now known as the “Common
wealth” form of Government. He advo
cated attracting people to Alaska for per
manent residence by the device of certain 
freedom from taxation.

You are quite right about the tremen
dous cost of doing business in Alaska as 
compared to the States, and granting 
“Statehood Now” would place a still 
greater burden upon business. I most cer
tainly do hope that the Representatives 
and Senators from the State of Washing
ton will consider what is best for Alaska, 
and drop the Statehood issue at this time, 
no matter what they might think about it 
from a political angle.

I am taking the liberty of photostating 
your editorial and am sending it to our 
two Senators and all of our Representa
tives.

H u g h  P. B r a d y  
Seattle, Washington

We are pleased to hear from the son of 
the fifth Governor of Alaska, the late John 
Green Brady, former missionary and 
U. S. Commissioner, who was appointed 
by President McKinley in 1897 and who 
served for nine years during the Gold 
Rush days and early part of the century— 
Editor.
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BLOOD on the 
ARCTIC SNOW
By B. G. Olson and Mike Miller

9. «■ WUM y®

TRUE TALES of 

FAR NORTH ADVENTURE

18 Selected Stories from 
THE ALASKA SPORTSMAN

M oan ing  M a u ra d e r-W o m a n  Nam ed  

M a ry - lc e b e rg  L im ited-M urder on 

N un ivak-and  other true tales.

2 7 9  p a g e s  Illustrated

$5 .00  postpa id

THE ALASKA SPORTSMAN 
Ketchikan A laska

"GOLD!
Gold Discovered 

in the 
Klondike"

by Ella Lung Martinsen

All the wild and uninhibited p a s
sions o f the G o ld  Rush are  contained 
in this book— the heartb reak  and 
the joy, the greed  that drove men 
to their death on the ice, or to 
immense riches, the lonely misery 
o f the prospectors, and the d e 
bauchery o f the boom  towns

BLACK  S A N D  and G O L D  will take 
its place as one o f the most colorful 
authentic records o f the period.

Only $ 3 .95  postpaid

Order from:
THE ALASKA SPORTSMAN 

Ketchikan, Alaska
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WRANGELL NARROWS
Photo by 

Walter Weston

Wrangell Narrows, twenty-one-mile passage between Kupreanof and Mitkof 
Islands, is like a two-way river with its swift opposing currents and shores 
close on either side. Twisting lines of lights and buoys mark the channel and 
small craft have few mishaps here, but an occasional steamer, miscalculating 
the stage of the tide, has run aground and had to wait release on the next tide.

*



E D I T O R I A L

Main Trails and Bypaths
HPHE FIR ST EFFO R T in Congress to obtain statehood for Alaska was that 

initiated by Delegate James W ickersham  on March 30, 1916. A fter that the 
question of statehood was more or less dormant until 1948, when the Eighti
eth Congress held hearings. Since then all Congresses have studied the ques
tion, and committees have taken favorable action, but Congress as a whole 
has not. W h y?

The answer is found in a little-publicized minority report of the Committee 
of Interior and Insular Affairs of the House of Representatives in the present 
Eighty-Fifth Congress. Six members of this committee signed their names 
to the following report:

AFTER  careful consideration of all the factors involved in the proposed grant 
of statehood to Alaska, the undersigned are convinced that statehood 

would be contrary to the best interests of this country. . . .
The first statehood bill for Alaska was offered in Congress in the year 1916. 

Since then, Congress has considered and deliberated upon every conceivable 
argument advanced in favor of statehood. Congress has repeatedly repudi
ated this proposition and rejected every Alaskan statehood bill. The facts are 
no more favorable today than they were previously.

The total vote cast in the 1956 Alaskan general election was only 28,767. The  
United States Bureau of Census estimates the population of Alaska to be 161,- 
000, exclusive of military personnel. This amounts to less than one one-thou
sandth of this country’s population.

Statehood would grant an average representation of one United States Sena
tor for each 80,500 of its population. This power is wholly disproportionate and 
excessive. It would enable this small population to cancel out and nullify the 
Senate representation of any State regardless of the size of its population.

In the event of statehood, Alaska would become entitled to elect three presi
dential electors, one for each 54,000 of its inhabitants. The 170 million people 
of the United States are entitled to elect 531 electors in a presidential election, 
one for each 320,000 inhabitants. The population of Alaska would have a six- 
to-one advantage in the effectiveness of their votes in electing a President of 
the United States. —

Statehood would give to the people of A laska  the power of the representation in the United States Con
gress of two Senators and one Representative. In addition, it would have three electoral college votes. 
Basically, this amounts to a transfer of power from the people of the forty-eight States to the people of 
A laska . The power that is now exercised by the legislative representatives of the forty-eight States would  
be proportionally reduced by that fraction of the w hole power that is proposed to be granted to A laska .

The right of suffrage in the election of a President would sim ilarly also be reduced for the forty-eight 
States.

rPH ER E is a most serious question as to whether the Alaskan economy can 
finance the added burdens of statehood. The economy is an artificial one, bol

stered by huge Federal handouts. The 1958 budget provides for a total civil- 
Federal expenditure in Alaska of $122 million. In addition thereto, the m ili
tary defense and military construction expenditures amount to $350 million  
annually.

The income from all private industry totals only approximately $160 million  
per year. The economy is dependent to the extent of more than two-thirds of 
its income upon Federal expenditures. The Territorial taxes, on a per capita 
basis, are higher than in any State of the Union. The prohibitive taxes discour
age the saving of capital for investment. Alaska’s development is being re
tarded by its unsound economy and fiscal management.

In order to sound out the sentiment of the people of A laska  for statehood, Congressm an A . L. Miller 
initiated a poll. Dr. Miller is the ranking minority member of the House Committee on Interior and In
sular Affairs. In March, 1957, he asked five new spapers in the largest cities and the ten largest radio sta
tions to publicize and propound this question: "Do you favor immediate statehood for A la sk a ?"

As of April 30, 1957, the answ ers w ere: Yes, 516; no, 1,361. This large return confirms that there is 
w idespread apprehension of the economic and political consequences of statehood. Certain ly, Congress 
should not impose the status of statehood upon a people who are unwilling, or believe that they are  
unable, to assume the attendant obligations.

The admission of Alaska would set a questionable precedent. It would be
come the first State to be separated from the mainland of the United States by  
foreign lands or international waters, the minority report concludes.



A lf Madsen
There he lay against a background of autumn colors, a wonderful moose, the kind you see in ammunition ads in the magazines.

Moose Pimples
by Buford V. Seals

EVERYONE has had goose pimples at 
one time or another, but just wait 

until you’ve had moose pimples! They 
are like hives by comparison. My skin 
was crawling like the hide on the back 
of a dog. It was as bumpy as a frog’s. I 
was having my first severe case of 
moose pimples.

But, I’m getting ahead of my story. 
There is a little preliminary planning 
before you shoot a moose.

We drove some six hundred miles 
north of Seattle to Whitewater Lodge, 
northwest of Quesnel in northern Brit
ish Columbia. Even when you’re hunt
ing something as big as a moose, a six- 
man party is too big for a trip like that. 
It’s a job to make all the plans and get 
the party up there. It’s an even bigger 
problem to find the moose, outwit them, 
then pack them in on horses, haul them 
to the river on trailers, across the river 
in boats, up to the lodge in jeeps. By 
the time you get them halfway there, 
you wish you’d been hunting something 
small like Sitka deer. Then, when you’ve 
accomplished all that and are back home 
with a bull moose in your locker, you 
feel you should work a little harder 
now that you’ve had your hunt.

I’m no guide, but I’ve planned a good

many hunting trips. Toward the last I 
always go through the same sweat of 
wondering why I took the responsibil
ity, hoping we’ll find game and wonder
ing whether we will, knowing that if 
for any reason we don’t get the game, 
I’ll be to blame.

This time we were optimistic about 
having meat to bring back. We took two 
trucks and a Ford station wagon. An
other party had gone in for the first ten 
days of the season, and on their way out 
they telephoned us advising us to allow 
eight hours for the last sixty-five miles 
from the Chilako Ranch to Whitewater 
Lodge. We didn’t take that very seri
ously.

They also told us that only trucks 
would be able to negotiate that last 
sixty-five miles, but Dr. Big took his 
Ford station wagon right to the lodge. 
When he got there we were told that 
his was the second automobile ever to 
get all the way back in to Whitewater 
Lodge.

It was a cold night when we went in, 
and raining. Sliding down those moun
tain grades along the edges of canyons 
hundreds of feet deep, at times with 
little room to spare, we watched the 
truck ahead of us with Johnny and Earl

in it and could tell they were using ev
ery trick to try to keep their wheels 
from locking and sliding. Sometimes 
they went down in compound low. At 
times we would see their truck skid out 
until it would have only a foot or so 
between the wheels and the brink, 
knowing we would follow the ruts they 
made and hoping we could stay on the 
road too.

In the valley we would come to deep 
mud holes, with detours leading off 
around the trees in all directions. We’d 
look around for a while with a flash
light, then dive in. The amazing thing 
was that we always made it.

One mud hole appeared to be worse 
than the average. Small trees had been 
cut and thrown into it, indicating that 
someone ahead of us had had trouble. 
My partner, Pammy, was driving at the 
time. He tore into the mud hole with 
me screaming into his ear, “Don’t stop! 
Don’t stop for anything!” Our truck 
spun clear around, knocked down sev
eral small trees and came out at the 
same place where we’d gone in. But 
Pammy obeyed orders and kept going. 
In fact, we had to keep going for quite 
a while before we found a place where 
we could turn around to tackle the mud
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hole again so as to nroceed on our way.
Pammy is a great hunting companion. 

He was as excited as a bird dog, just to 
get out there and get at ’em. I have 
hunted with him for years in several 
different states. I think one of the rea
sons I like him so much is that he al
ways provides plenty of enthusiasm for 
the hunt. I went goose hunting with 
him one time at Klamath Falls. We put 
up at a hotel where we heard geese 
flying overhead. He didn’t sleep a wink.

On this particular night, going in to 
Whitewater Lodge, Pammy kept up a 
lively chatter about what we’d do to 
get a moose. I’d noticed he threw in a 
couple of duffel bags and a suitcase, 
saying, “It’s wonderful that for once we 
have plenty of trucks and plenty of 
room to bring everything we want to 
bring!” Then he started to tell me 
about the little block and tackle he had 
brought, how it was made of nylon, and 
how many thousands of pounds it would 
lift.

“Why,” he declared, “if we should get 
stuck in a mud hole with this truck 
right now, we could hitch it onto the 
bumper and a tree, and it would pull 
us out.”

Lively With Anticipation
He made the night lively with antici

pation of the hunt.
We arrived at the lodge about three 

o’clock in the morning and woke Bill 
Gimmel, the owner and operator. Soon 
we were bedded down, three to a cabin, 
but I slept very little. I could hear it 
pouring down rain all night, and all I 
could think of was spending the win
ter trying to get out of this place. In the 
morning I learned that what I’d thought 
was rain was the ripple of a creek just 
back of our cabin.

It took almost a three-alarm fire to 
resurrect the six of us in the morning, 
after only a few hours’ sleep. Mrs. Gim
mel and her sister had a hearty, gor
geous breakfast prepared. We ate around 
a large table in the big kitchen, right 
by the stove. I wonder sometimes why 
we don’t make more homes like that.

We put away quantities of hot cakes 
and coffee, then went out to line up our 
horses and equipment for the hunt. I 
noticed that the horses were in good 
condition, and had been freshly shod all 
around. The saddles were western type, 
with stirrups easily adjustable. I was 
glad they were not the center cinch 
type, as I’ve always preferred the west
ern saddle.

When I suggested to Gimmel that 
maybe instead of hunting we’d better 
start trying to get back to the highway, 
he laughed and said, “I have two jeeps. 
We’ll get you out after the hunt. Don’t 
you worry about that!”

I quit worrying about the road, and 
when we were going out with three 
moose on the truck, I learned that most 
of the road is rock just underneath the 
mud.

Gimmel introduced us to the two 
Indian guides, George and Jim. George 
had guided for more than twenty-five 
years, though he didn’t look to be much 
more than thirty-five years old. He was

Hewitt's Photo Shop

A  fine rack  m akes a pe rm anen t so u ven ir fo r a  hunter to show  h is f r ie n d s , an d  if  he 
b ring s the m eat hom e he m ay even convince his w ife  th at the m oose p a id  fo r the hunt.

the guide George Turner mentioned in 
his book, Grass Beyond the Mountains.

Although there were lakes and rivers 
all around us, we were a mile high and 
the cold was penetrating. When Pam
my came out dressed for the hunt, he 
was wearing everything from long- 
handled underwear to three coats. I’ve 
always had a lot of confidence in him, 
but I was tempted to wonder whether 
he’d snitched some of those clothes from 
a missionary barrel. He had on almost 
every color you could think of. I no
ticed right away that he was not wear
ing his usual smile.

“Pammy, what’s wrong?” I asked.
He blurted out his heart-breaking 

confession that he’d overlooked bring
ing along his little nylon block and 
tackle.

“Well, that is a tragedy!” I remarked. 
“From the way you look right now, 
we’ll need it to pull you up into a tree

and let you down on top of a horse.”
I looked at George, one of the Indian 

guides. He had on moccasins, cotton 
levis, a cotton shirt with the collar wide 
open, a light jacket, unfastened, and a 
cowboy type straw hat. Some contrast 
to us hunters! I asked him whether that 
was all he had to wear. He smiled, and 
the wrinkles of his tanned face fell into 
place, indicating that most of them had 
been made by smiling.

“We wouldn’t dare put on our winter 
clothes now,” he replied, “or we’d freeze 
when winter comes.”

We do the major portion of our hunt
ing on horses, one guide and two hunt
ers together. Most of the time we just 
ride until we find game, and get off and 
shoot, or we ride until we can’t ride any 
more. When you’re not used to having 
your legs bent around a horse, your 
knees about kill you for the first day or 

—Please turn to page 46

You don't often see a m oose out in the open , as show n b e lo w . U su a lly  th ey  a re  looking  
through w illo w s  or around  a stum p or tree , and  th e ir color b lends into the b ackg ro u n d .

Harry Johnson
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W hen a t last w e  cam e into the lee o f U n im ak Is la n d , a b o ve , the storm  subsid ed  and  the other p asseng ers began  to a p p e a r . The 
sig ht o f those fa m ilia r  vo lcan o es , Pog rom n i, S h ish a ld in  and  Isa n o tsk i, roused exc item en t in sourdoughs going hom e to N om e.

Soldier at Saint Michael
by Charles H . Corlett

Major General Charles H. Corlett, 
who went from West Point as a second 
lieutenant to a now abandoned sub- 
Arctic outpost, achieved a distinguished 
military career. From Saint Michael 
his assignments took him to the far 
corners of the nation, to Europe during 
World War I, and to the Hawiian Is
lands. In 1941, as a Brigadier General, 
he returned to Alaska to command the 
Army base at Kodiak, and during the 
absence of General Simon B. Buckner 
he commanded the Alaskan Depart
ment with headquarters at Adak. He 
organized, trained and commanded the 
American-Canadian task force that 
landed on Kiska, then trained and com
manded the 7th Division in the Marshal 
Islands- campaign.

Immediately afterward he was or
dered to England to command the XIX 
Army Corps, which landed in Norman
dy, took Saint Lo, closed the Falaise 
pocket, were the first allied troops to 
enter Belgium and the first to break 
the Siegfried Line, between Aachen 
and Geilenkirken. He then returned to 
the States and commanded the XXXVI

Army Corps. At the close of World 
War II, General Corlett retired after 
thirty-seven years in the United States 
Army. He now lives on a ranch in 
New Mexico.

THE Secretary of War gave us our 
diplomas on June 12, 1913, in a hot 

morning ceremony out on Trophy Point. 
The goat (lowest in the class), as usual 
at West Point, got the most applause. 
Those of us who were not getting mar
ried left post haste for New York City, 
singing such doleful furlough songs as: 

Take a taxi to the Astor,
Tell the driver, faster, faster,
As we leave on our furlough.

That night the great, human city of 
New York literally shot the works for 
us. Every employee of the Hotel Astor 
from the manager down to the lowest 
bus boy entered into the spirit of the 
celebration, all fully aware that the tips 
would be meager. That night we owned 
the place.

The next morning the long gray line 
melted away to destinations far and 
near. Dennis McCunniff, later Brigadier

General, from La Jara in the San Luis 
Valley, and I entrained for Colorado. 
He had been my roommate for four 
years. Both of us had been prominent 
in the “horsey circle” of the Academy, 
mainstays on the polo team, fair-haired 
boys with the cavalry instructor, Lieu
tenant Johnnie Herr, later Chief of 
Cavalry.

In our class, however, the Cavalry 
was a popular branch—and we selected 
branches according to class standing. 
Although Dennis and I did not attain 
the goat glamor, we were too low in the 
class to get first choice. We were both 
assigned to the Infantry, Denny to the 
6th and I to the 30th, stationed in 
Alaska. We were not downhearted, 
however, and we became intensely loyal 
to our branch.

The Infantry, the Infantry,
With dirt behind their ears.

You can never lick the Infantry 
In a hundred thousand years.

Incidentally, Dwight Eisenhower and 
Omar Bradley, who were graduated 
two years later, were also assigned to 
the Infantry.

10 TH E A L A S K A  S P O R T S M A N  • OCTOBER 1957



From Alaska Historical Library
Trees , fe lle d  and  w a sh e d  dow n by the m ig hty  Yukon  and  sm a lle r  r ive rs  w ith  tim bered  
d ra in a g e s , fu rn ish e d  Norton Sound Esk im os w ith  w ood fo r bu ild ing  and  b u rn in g . N ative  
hom es nea r S a in t M ich ae l w e re  d iffe ren t from  those fa rth e r  north , as show n a b o ve .

The Bering Sea was fairly smooth. The 
old sourdoughs who were going back to 
Nome to spend the winter, after the 
bright lights of Seattle or San Fran
cisco, were high-spirited.

“Look at that tundra! See those hills! 
We’re getting back to God’s own coun
try!”

The four-day trip across the Bering 
Sea was not uncomfortable, and when 
w.e dropped the hook in the Nome road
stead, about five miles offshore, the sea 
was quiet. Taken by surprise, the small 
boats at Nome were a long time getting 
started out to the ship, and by the time 
they reached us the sea was becoming 
rough. Late in the fall, the weather in 
these latitudes is most uncertain. As it 
appeared to be a major feat of gymnas
tics to go overside and board the small 
boats, the passengers decided to wait 
until morning.

Not so the young ship’s doctor and I. 
As the small boat ascended toward the

clouds and started down, we jumped 
and landed squarely on her deck. Two 
old sourdoughs, eager to get home, fol
lowed our example, and the little boat 
shoved off for the shore. As we neared 
land, the surf was so high on the Nome 
beach that we tied up to a cement pier 
about thirty yards from shore and Were 
pulled to land in an improvised basket 
on a cable.

Solid ground under our feet felt fine. 
We began to think about matters of 
comfort and amusement. One of the 
sourdoughs who had landed with us ex
plained that the Elite Hotel was the 
newer hostelry of the two in town, but 
the old Golden Gate Hotel, farther back 
in the tundra, was also fairly good. The 
doctor immediately voted for the Elite, 
but having read Rex Beach’s novel, The 
Spoilers, I held out for the Golden Gate 
until the doctor gave in.

Having no luggage, not even a tooth
brush, we paid for our room in advance.

Sm a ll native-o w ned  re in d e e r herds g razed  the tu ndra  on the m a in la n d , as show n at 
le ft. The photo be low  show s a he rd er beside his cache o f eq u ipm ent stored fo r w in te r  use.

Lomen Brothers

We had a great summer in the San 
Luis Valley. I got bucked off an outlaw 
horse and broke a bone in my foot, but 
even that did not interfere with the 
good times. On September 1, Denny 
went to San Francisco and I, with two 
large trunks filled with uniforms and 
equipment, started my long journey to 
a tiny outpost at Fort Saint Michael, 
Alaska, near the mouth of the Yukon 
River and across Norton Sound from 
Nome.

Sailors Washed Overboard
After a delay in Seattle, I boarded 

the old SS Victoria, which steamed 
gaily out of Puget Sound into the broad 
Pacific. Then the Pacific went on a ram
page which old Captain O’Brien said 
was the worst in thirty years. Dishes 
would not stay on the table, even in 
racks. My outside stateroom had a foot 
of water sloshing around on the floor. 
All passengers went to bed in the upper 
berths. Two sailors were washed over
board. We never saw them again.

The storm lasted ten days—until we 
got to Unimak Pass in the Aleutians. I 
was desperately sick the first two days. 
On the third day I got up and, holding 
fast to any stationary object to com
pensate for the pitching of the ship, 
sloshing through the briny water in my 
stateroom and on deck, I went in search 
of human companionship and some
thing to eat. Other passengers stayed 
in their staterooms until the storm sub
sided.

My companions for the next eight 
days were members of the crew, a pessi
mistic lot. Hadn’t they lost two mem
bers overboard? The second officer told 
me the Victoria was old, her bottom was 
rotten, and he didn’t think she could 
take it. The Gulf of Alaska had the 
worst water in the world.

When at last we came into the lee of 
Unimak Island and could see the sun 
peeping weakly through the overcast, 
and the lighthouse station on the island, 
the other passengers began to appear.
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The b rig h t, c lean  cold of the h igh North settled  dow n and  the s ta r lit  n ight becam e con
tinuous. The photo ab o ve  w a s  taken  on the post at tw e lve  noon , Decem ber 2 1 , 19 13 .

Janet Virginia Lee

We were not asked to do so, but we 
wanted no slip-ups. Then we went to an 
excellent restaurant and had a fine din
ner, saw a movie, and about eleven 
o’clock returned to the hotel and slept 
soundly until morning.

We had paid no attention to the shrill 
shrieking of the wind the night before, 
thinking it was just part of the “North 
Countree.” That morning it was differ
ent. We started to our fine restaurant of 
the night before, and met the Bering 
Sea in mid-town. The restaurant, the 
movie house and the Elite Hotel had 
been completely erased during the night 
by a tidal wave. I was most grateful to 
Rex Beach.

The poor old Victoria with her weary 
passengers and crew had to put out to 
deep water, where she rode the storm 
out for seven days.

During this time the doctor and I 
were accepted into the lavish hospi
tality of Nome. After the first night we 
were no longer strangers in a strange 
land. We were entertained by the 
United States marshal in his attractive 
home, and in several other homes. We

went to a dance with the marshal’s wife 
and met a number of very good-looking 
girls.

Were the people of Nome down
hearted because of the tidal wave? No, 
they were philosophical. It had hap
pened before and it would happen 
again, so what the hell! As the Victoria 
would be the last boat until the ice 
broke up in the spring, so lost supplies 
could not be replaced, Nome would run 
short on some things. But, after all, 
there was plenty to sustain life for all, 
so why worry?

It is my experience that the people 
of this far North country eat more, 
drink more and laugh more than any 
other people on this globe, and they are 
intensely loyal to the Northland.

Examples of the havoc wrought by 
the storm were numerous. It is a scant 
three feet down to perennial ice in the 
tundra. When a corpse is buried in a 
grave five or six feet deep, preservation 
is perfect to the millenium. The ceme
tery had been washed out by the storm. 
Also the cold storage plant had been 
wrecked. Eskimos were salvaging quar
ters of beef from the mud. A few feet 
away, protruding from the same mud, 
was a corpse, long dead.

I Buy a Cow

A small dairy barn at the edge of 
town had been destroyed, with all the 
grain and hay for winter feeding. The 
cows had been moved back on the tun
dra. Now the owner was getting ready 
to butcher his fine Jerseys. I selected 
one and asked him to save her until I 
got back, then sent a radio message to 
the commanding officer at Fort Saint 
Michael asking whether I could pur
chase hay and grain from the quarter
master to feed a milk cow. The answer 
was yes. I bought the cow for a hundred 
and fifty dollars, put her into a crate 
and took her along with my other bag
gage.

Arriving in Saint Michael, we tied 
up to the Northern Commercial Com
pany dock and looked around. The 
beach in the harbor was dotted with 
stern-wheel river boats. The gold rush 
over, they were no longer needed for 
traffic two thousand miles up the river 
to Fairbanks, Circle and Dawson. They 
had paid for themselves on their maid
en voyages.

The Northern Commercial Company’s 
store and warehouses, filled with long 
racks of fine furs, were impressive. 
Farther up toward the Russian church 
and the radio station was the establish
ment of Traeger and Williams, inde
pendent traders. There were other com
mercial establishments, but they were 
waning fast. Eskimos, dressed in muk- 
luks and parkas, were everywhere, it 
seemed.

Farther in was Fort Saint Michael, 
one-time headquarters of the Alaskan 
Department of the Army of the United 
States, now a little two-company post, 
almost forgotten. The barracks, offi
cers’ and noncom’s quarters, warehouses 
and utilities were all connected by 
boardwalks over the tundra. These 
walks were paralleled by a little rail-

Fort Sa in t M ich a e l, one-tim e h ea d q u a rte rs  of the A la s k a n  D ep artm ent o f the U .S. A rm y , 
■was now  a little  tw o-com pany post. B o a rd w a lk s  over the tu n d ra  connected the b u ild 
in g s, as show n b e lo w . Fa r o ld e r than  the post w a s  the Russian  chu rch , a b o ve , le ft.
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A d m ira l W ilk itsk y  w a s  not the first Russian e xp lo re r to ca ll a t Sa in t M ich a e l, a b o ve . C ap ta in  M ich ae l Te b en ko f, charting  the 
coast o f Russ ian  A m e r ic a , v is ited  the port in 1831 and  re tu rned  tw o  y e a rs  la te r to e stab lish  a trad in g  post, Redoubt M ik a ie lo v sk .

road track over which the ever present 
Army mule pulled little cars from ship 
side to storage.

On the outskirts were the large quar
termaster dog kennels. They were filled 
with ferocious malemutes and huskies, 
waiting for the first snow to pull sled
loads of supplies to the isolated tele
graph and radio stations at far points 
upriver and inland.

First Lieutenant Jim Blythe, who had 
been in command of the post, invited 
me to live with him, which I was glad 
to do. Blythe had received his commis
sion the hard way. A Scotch boy, he 
had run away at sea at a tender age. 
From cabin boy to ship’s master, then 
through the grades of the American 
Army to first lieutenant, he was now in 
his thirties. During his upward climb, 
without the aid of schools and pro
fessors, he had become one of the best 
educated men I have ever known. He 
taught me many things that were good 
for the soldier and the man.

Max Lough — now Major General 
Lough and a three-year prisoner in 
Japan—was the only other second lieu
tenant. He lived by himself in quarters 
that also housed our bachelors’ mess. A 
college graduate, Lough had started his 
military career as a Philippine Scout 
Lieutenant. He had been around, and 
was my social mentor and genial com
panion.

Charles Elliott, first lieutenant and 
adjutant, was married and had two chil
dren. He was my immediate boss as 
senior subaltern of Company B, 30th 
Infantry.

Our doctor, First Lieutenant Faren- 
bough, the only doctor within hundreds 
of land miles, was married.

Our new post commander, Captain 
Threlkeld, was married and occupied 
the Big House with his wife, Aunt 
Betty, and their young son, Tom. Cap
tain Threlkeld, who had been graduated 
from West Point in the early ’90’s and 
was now in his forties, was the most

pious and religious man I have ever 
known. He was a hard-shelled Baptist 
and his wife. Aunt Betty, was an ardent, 
life-long Methodist. Outwardly they re
spected each other’s views, but I am 
sure each was skeptical of the other’s 
route to heaven. Poor little Tom read 
the Bible all day Sunday.

As junior subaltern in Company B, 
I was assigned the jobs of engineer offi
cer, ordnance officer, athletic officer and 
recreation officer. These jobs in addi
tion to my primary duty with Company 
B kept me fairly well occupied, but I 
killed my share of ptarmigan and wa
terfowl and made extensive lone hikes 
across the tundra with my gun on my 
shoulder in the early fall.

The outstanding social event of my 
time in Saint Michael, and perhaps in 
the history of the post, was in progress 
at the time Captain Threlkeld and I ar
rived. Two majestic battleships flying 
the flag of the Czar of all the Russias 
were anchored in the harbor. They were

Redoubt M ik a ie lo v sk  fa ile d  to p rosp er because o f u n fr ie n d ly  n a t iv e s  up the Y u ko n . H utch inson, Kohl and  C o m p an y  of San  F ra n 
cisco pu rchased  the b u ild in g s and  stock from  the Russian A m e rica n  C o m p an y , took o ve r in 1868 and  im p ro ved  trad e  re la t io n s . 
S a in t M ich ae l's  position as tra n s fe r  point from  ocean to r iv e r  s te a m e r caused  m ushroom  g row th  d u ring  the K lo nd ike  gold ru sh . 
The W a r D epartm ent chose the location  for the A rm y 's  A la s k a  h e a d q u a rte rs  la rg e ly  to m a in ta in  o rd er am ong the stam p ed ers .
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E, Douglas

Dog team s hau led  fre ig h t to te le g rap h  station s u p rive r and  brought m a il tw ice  w e e k ly  
from  F a irb a n k s , fifteen  hundred m iles a w a y . Show n ab ove  is Leonard  S e p p a la  w ith  one 
o f the most fam ous dog team s in h is to ry . Be lo w  is a G o vern m en t tra il cab in  at G o lso v ia .

*2 ,.w: . m

It w a s  a long jo u rney  from  the horses and  sunsh ine  of the San  Luis V a lle y  to the dog 
team s and  cold of the high N orth . O ther officers w e re  m ild ly  am used  at the young sec
ond lie u te n a n t, show n b e lo w , w ho  liked  to hunt w ith  Esk im os on the w h ite  tu n d ra .

the Taimer and the Vygatch, command
ed by the distinguished Russian noble
man-explorer, Admiral Wilkitsky. After 
a long voyage in the Arctic on geo
graphical and hydrographical work, 
which would change future maps, they 
had called in at Saint Michael the day 
before, hoping to replenish their sup
plies of coal and fresh water.

Lieutenant Blythe, the temporary 
post commander, had our poor little 
reveille gun shoot the customary salute, 
then hastily donned his best uniform, 
borrowed a boat from the Northern 
Commercial Company, and paid the 
proper boarding call on Admiral Wil
kitsky on his flagship, the Taimer.

When the admiral returned the call in 
a few hours, Blythe invited the officers 
of the ships to a little reception in our 
tiny mess. The only type of refresh
ments prepared were of the cocktail 
variety, which did not concur with Cap
tain Threlkeld’s views, but it was too 
late to change the plans when he ar
rived.

Commander Slighted?

Onq other problem arose. The book 
Jim Blythe had s'tudied about interna
tional courtesy required a boarding call 
on the flagship only, but this was not 
the Russian custom in the days of the 
Czar. The executive officer of the 
Vygatch arrived in formal naval dress, 
with medals, and stated that his com
mander had been slighted. If a call was 
not made within twenty-four hours, the 
slight would become an affront.

Blythe, who was shaving at the time, 
explained that he was just getting ready 
to make the call. He borrowed the boat 
again, made the call, and everyone was 
happy.

Our little reception went off fine un
til a Russian baron mistook a bottle of 
whisky for ginger ale. After drinking 
most of it, he passed out.

The next evening we were invited to 
a party on the battleship Taimer. Ladies 
were included in the invitation. Only 
the doctor’s wife accepted. At the ap
pointed time we boarded the admiral’s 
barge, which he had sent in for us, and 
were conveyed to the ship. Our recep
tion above decks was most formal. Ev
eryone saluted everyone else about 
three times. In the senior wardroom, 
all formality disappeared. Each black- 
bearded officer rushed up to kiss the 
hand of our attractive little lady, the 
doctor’s wife. She was overwhelmed 
with attention and had a fine time.

From a table in the center of the 
wardroom, they began serving the most 
elaborate hors d’oeuvres I have ever 
seen. There were numerous varieties of 
fish in oil, caviar, pemican, pickles, 
cheeses, olives and other delicacies. It 
was the Russian custom to quaf some 
vodka from a little silver cup before 
each tidbit. When one of the Russian 
officers, in full dress uniform with 
medals dangling and black beard almost 
to his waist, bore down on me with 
vodka cup extended, it seemed to me 
that international friendship was defi
nitely in jeopardy if I didn’t take some. 
On the other hand, our new command-
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J. Sherry
A lthoug h  the broad  Y u ko n , a b o ve , frfth-longest r iv e r  in North A m e r ic a , enters the sea 
ab out se ven ty  m iles from  the is la n d  of S a in t M ich a e l, and  the port is too sh a llo w  to dock 
ocean-go ing ve sse ls , it is the o n ly  protected haven  a n y w h e re  n ea r the Y u ko n 's  m outh .

ing officer did not believe an officer, 
especially a second lieutenant, should 
drink anything, and I was reminded of 
this fact frequently by my mentor and 
self-appointed guardian, Second Lieu
tenant Max Lough. I was between the 
devil and the deep blue sea, but I sur
vived the ordeal without giving cause 
for a declaration of war.

We all thought this was the party, and 
were thinking of doing a polite fade
away when dinner was announced. We

Richard Harrington from Three Lions 

W a te r system s don't w o rk  in w in te r in the 
fa r  N orth . The A rm y  post got w a te r  in the 
sam e w a y  as the most p rim it ive  Esk im os, 
by chopp ing  and  m elting  fre sh -w a te r ice.

were conducted into the main dining 
salon, where course after course, ac
companied by the appropriate wines, 
was served in splendor. It got monot
onous! How many times the President 
and the Czar were individually toasted, 
I have forgotten. I thought there would 
be a riot when the Czar’s name first 
came up as an excuse for another drink 
of good French wine. Captain Threl- 
keld merely raised his glass and touched 
it to his lips, not drinking a drop. I 
thought two or three of the Russians 
would explode through their beards. But 
when Captain Threlkeld failed to drink 
to the President, they began to catch on, 
and when the gutteral Yok-She-Oh, or 
skoal, thundered through the hall, ev
eryone smiled.

As the dinner was waning, about 
eleven p.m., a Russian ensign beckoned 
to each of the younger American lieu
tenants and took us to the junior ward
room, where a big copper samovar was 
bubbling with good coffee. Here, with 
the younger Russian officers, we had 
our coffee and smoked cigarettes. Not a 
Russian in this group spoke a word of 
English, and we spoke no Russian. One 
boy played a guitar, and every Russian 
there sang John Brown’s Body in Eng
lish as a drinking song. When the leader 
stopped singing suddenly, and a mem

ber of the group sang the next word, 
he had to take a drink of Chartreuse.

What would Josephus Daniels say? 
What would Captain Threlkeld say? 
That was more important to us.

Captain Threlkeld, a new broom and 
ardent reformer with the power of a 
Czar at this outpost, decreed that liquor 
in any form would not be sold, given or 
countenanced on Saint Michael Island. 
The post exchange had a large stock of 
near beer, dear to the soldier’s heart, 
which was securely locked up but not 
destroyed.

The captain’s next step was to chase 
“Diamond Tooth Lil,” the local ma- 
dame, off the island along with two or 
three amoral little Eskimo girls, old- 
time friends of many soldiers.

These righteous reforms were not 
welcome to most of the soldiers, and the 
village dock hands, dog mushers and 
loafers were downright mutinous. Cap
tain Threlkeld even took the sacra
mental wine away from the little half-

Russian, half-Eskimo priest. The village 
was in a fix. No one could get married 
or buried.

Things really broke loose on my first 
tour as officer of the day and com
mander of the guard, which came very 
soon after I arrived. In my young pro
fessional pride, I was so eager that this 
tour should be perfect! From nine p.m. 
and on into the next morning, all hell 
broke loose. Weeks later, after I had 
won the confidence of the soldiers, I 
found out what really happened. The 
soldiers, disgruntled about the new re
forms, noted that a new shave-tail lieu
tenant, probably a stuffed shirt from 
West Point anyway, was officer of the 
day. He represented the authority that 
had deprived them of just about the 
only things that would make the long, 
dreary ice-bound winter bearable.

“He isn’t familiar with the post,” 
they reasoned. “He doesn’t know his 
way around. Why not have one last big 

—Please turn to page 43

B are  spots a p p e a re d  on the tu n d ra , the ice broke up in the b a y , the g re a t Yukon  g ro an ed  
and  so d id  e v e ry  so ld ie r in A la s k a . The Inspector G e n e ra l w a s  fo llo w in g  the b re a k u p .
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B leak  little  S h ish m a re f, a b o ve , on the no rthw est shore o f S e w a rd  P e n in su la , is b irth p lace  and  home of A la s k a 's  fo rem ost Eskim o 
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Artist of Shishmaref
by Anne W oods

Ten-year-o ld  S te lla , w ith  A h g up uk  in the photo b e lo w , and  the th ree o ld e r ch ild ren  
show  a rtis t ic  ta le n t, but w o u ld  ra th er d ra w  cartoons than the typ ica l scenes o f E sk im o lan d .

U T  FELL down a mountainside and
-*- became a new man,” said George 

Aden Ahgupuk.
We were sitting in the lounge of the 

Anchorage Hotel. I had just asked what 
it was that had turned him from the 
customary life of an Eskimo on the 
shores of the Bering Sea to life in a 
modern Alaska city, and to his art, 
which represents a high point in Eskimo 
culture.

He spoke with the simple directness 
born of a way of life that deals with 
the pith of a situation.

George Aden Aghupuk is Alaska’s 
foremost Eskimo artist, an invited 
member of the American Artists Group 
and the Grand Prize winner in New 
Mexico. His one-man shows are in
variably sell-outs. He holds the top 
prizes for drawings throughout the Ter
ritory. He is entirely self-taught. But 
George Ahgupuk had to fall down a 
mountainside to develop his remarkable 
talent.

George was an outdoor boy of strong 
physique, born and reared in the lonely, 
wind-swept village of Shishmaref in 
northwestern Alaska. To look across the 

—Please turn to page 41
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The tom-cod fish ing  scene , a b o ve , and  trap p e r's  ca b in , b e lo w , a re  typ ica l A h g u p u k  sub jects . Lost in rep ro d u ctio n , h o w e ve r , a re  
the w a rm th  and  fine d e ta il of the o r ig in a ls , d ra w n  on sk ins ta n n e d  and  b leach ed  by a process deve lo p ed  p a tie n tly  by the a rtis t 
h im se lf . Lack ing  p a p e r, A h g up uk  began  d ra w in g  on sk in s , a n d  continued to use them  because th ey  a re  rig h t fo r his w o rk .
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Underwood and Underwood

It is possib le  that e a r ly -d a y  D en ver, a b o ve , w a s  a  better tow n fo r "S o a p y "  Sm ith 's presence . He contro lled  the u n d e rw o rld , tried  to 
p reven t crim es o f v io le n ce , fo rb ad e  his gang  to p rey  on local resid ents and  g a ve  la v is h ly  to churches and  the poor o f the c ity .

The Fourth of Nine Chapters of “ The Reign of Soapy Sm ith”

Benefactor and Bad Example
by W illiam  Ross Collier and Edw in Victor W estrate

(Copyright, 1935, By Doubleday and Company, Inc.)

JEFF SMITH’S entire life was guided 
by circumstance. He was, distinctly, 

an opportunist. He rarely planned far 
ahead. When circumstance opened the 
way, he was swift to grasp the opportu
nities which were offered him and made 
the most of them. The moment the epi
sode had passed, he relaxed into an 
easy, haphazard mode of life and wait
ed for new circumstances to develop 
which would provide him with a new 
chance for a more spectacular foray. 
As a result the record of his life is one 
of peaks and valleys. Three times in 
his career he reached unique heights 
when his twisted genius flared forth 
brilliantly, and each successive high 
point towered above the preceding. Of 
these, Creede was the first.

The peculiarly conflicting elements of 
good and evil which made up Smith’s 
character prevented him from capitaliz
ing his talents to their fullest extent 
either for good or for evil. And, ap
parently, this conflict within him made 
him indifferent to his real possibilities 
and kept him content to make a tem
porary most of individual opportunities 
which circumstance provided for him.

His latent genius was such that he might 
well have become one of the greatest 
outlaw chiefs of all time, but he lacked 
the ruthlessness and the oneness of ob
jective to lead an enterprise wholly evil. 
On the two occasions when he was an 
undisputed king of outlaws, at Creede 
and, later, in the Klondike, he demon
strated the unmistakable and powerful 
qualities of leadership which he pos
sessed, but he could never be a sus
tained villain.

What he might have done had he de
voted his talents and his energies en
tirely for good is, of course, a matter of 
pure speculation; but that he could have 
become great, there is little question. 
He proved this constantly by the man
ner in which his magnetic and forceful 
personality won the friendship and the 
unwilling acclaim of those who, funda
mentally, from a moral standpoint, were 
his bitterest enemies. The evidence mul
tiplies through the record of his career 
that he wanted, and often deliberately 
sought, the esteem of those from whom 
he had alienated himself; but, with the 
stubbornness peculiar to his nature, he 
clung to the end to the false path he

had chosen, a victim of his own mis
placed loyalties.

Thus, when the Creede dictatorship 
faded, he wasted no time in vain re
grets. The episode was over, so far as he 
was concerned. He was not yet thirty- 
three years old, and life held plenty of 
promise. The fact that he left the silver- 
boom town with little cash worried him 
no whit. So long as gullible human na
ture remained the same, he was confi
dent of his ability to keep himself well 
fed and comfortable. One thing the 
Creede experience did do to him and his 
outlook on life. The power and feeling 
of substance he had possessed there left 
their indelible mark upon his mind. 
Never again was he to be content with 
the life of a mere street hawker. He 
was destined to pursue that vocation 
frequently as he plodded the valleys of 
his life, but always he aimed for a bet
ter position.

After he abandoned Creede, he fol
lowed the line of least resistance and 
gravitated back to Denver, taking what 
remained of his troupe with him. The 
solidarity of the gang was somewhat 
broken after Creede. Simons was gone.
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Tom Crippen was now with Bat Master- 
son. “Fatty” Gray had wandered to 
other pastures. Several of the under
lings, never too closely held, had drifted 
away. But there were always new can
didates, and from these Soapy contin
ued to select those whom he wanted as 
his assistants.

Needing an immediate stake before 
he decided his next move, he went back 
to his corner on Seventeenth Street and 
once more began his soap business, with 
as great success as ever. His ambitions 
briefly aroused, he did not immediately 
squander his income from these efforts, 
but waited until he had amassed a rea
sonable sum. Then he opened the Tivoli 
Club, patterned after the Orleans Club 
of Creede. This was his first effort at 
operating a housed institution in the 
Colorado capital, and it immediately re
gained for him his old position of pre
cedence in the sporting fraternity there.

Dixon’s Suggestion

The Tivoli had an elaborate bar 
downstairs, the upper floor being de
voted to gambling. At this time Denver 
was more wide open than at any other 
period since its earliest days, but, as a 
sop to the law-abiding citizenry, the 
police occasionally raided various sport
ing institutions. Having no desire for 
such an invasion of his own place, 
Soapy sought the counsel of Syd Dixon 
as to ways and means of offsetting the 
possibility. Dixon promptly offered a 
suggestion to which his chief acceded 
heartily.

“Put a sign at the head of the steps,” 
Dixon advised, “one that will definitely 
warn people against coming up. Then, 
if there is any complaint to the police, 
you can put up the defense that the 
sucker knew what he was going up 
against.”

“All right,” Soapy agreed, “we’ll have 
the sign, but we’ll write it in Greek 
or some other language the people don’t 
understand.”

“I have it,” Dixon announced, after a 
moment’s thought; “we’U use a warning 
that’s come down through the ages so 
nobody can complain that we’re spring
ing something new on them. It’ll be 
‘Caveat Emptor.’ ”

“Huh?” demanded Soapy. “What’s 
that?”

“It’s Latin, and it means ‘Let the 
buyer beware.’ ”

“Good enough,” Soapy replied and 
detailed Dixon to have the sign painted. 
It was duly delivered in a gilt frame, 
and when it was on the wall, Soapy 
viewed it with considerable satisfaction.

“That ought to do the trick,” he said. 
“If anybody asks us what it means, we’ll 
tell ’em the truth, but we don’t have to 
tell ’em unless they ask. And nobody 
can say we didn’t warn ’em.”

While the Tivoli won instant success, 
Soapy did not abandon his soap game. 
There being no necessity for maintain
ing a superior dignity in Denver, he 
spent two or three hours a day collect
ing the five-dollar offerings of soap- 
stand patrons, this being money too 
easily acquired to pass up. The rest of 
his time he spent at the Tivoli.

Soon he was riding higher than ever 
in Denver. Business was excellent on all 
fronts for him, and the outlanders were 
plucked with such consistency that the 
Denver press referred to the bunco chief 
as “the hayseed educator of Seven
teenth Street.” But trouble was lurking 
around the corner. One night, while 
walking down the street with the shell 
man, Tom Cady, he persuaded his com
panion to accompany him for a drink at 
Murphy’s exchange, the Slaughter 
House.

Cady entered somewhat unwillingly. 
He was not on friendly terms with 
Murphy and usually kept as much dis
tance as possible between himself and 
the exchange’s proprietor, but, urged by 
Soapy, he consented to go in. As they 
walked into the barroom, Murphy him
self, Cort Thompson, gambler, Jim Jor
dan, alias Henry Gilmore, gunman, and 
Cliff Sparks, gambler and plunger from 
Saint Louis, were at the bar.

Smith and Cady, the latter, as usual, 
carrying the loaded cane he bore for 
self-protection, passed the groups and 
ordered drinks for themselves. As they 
stood imbibing, someone in the Murphy 
group dropped a remark derogatory of 
the “soap gang” which Cady overheard. 
In a flash of anger the shell man turned 
and swung his cane upon Murphy’s 
head. A melee started immediately, in 
the midst of which a shot was fired and 
Sparks, who had taken no part in the 
altercation, fell to the floor, mortally 
wounded.

An excited crowd poured in from the 
street, among them a tinhorn with the 
appropriate name of Bill Crooks. As he 
glimpsed the body of Sparks, a cry of 
anguish burst from Crooks’s lips, and he 
dropped on his knees beside the body, 
wailing pitifully.

“You’ve killed him!” he moaned. “My

W ide World Photos 

In S o a p y 's  d a y , D enver w a s  a g rea t c ity in 
the m a k in g . A b o ve  a re  e x te rio r and  in te
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stan d a rd s  and  a ttracted  the finest p la y e rs .

old friend Cliff! The best pal I ever 
had!” In the violence of his apparent 
grief Crooks laid his head upon Sparks’s 
breast and clutched the body in his 
arms. Bystanders, deeply moved, lifted 
the mourner tenderly to his feet. Huge 
tears rolling down his cheeks, the 
snuffling Crooks slowly made his way 
to the door and disappeared.

A few moments later it was discov
ered that Sparks’s diamond stud, a

A n o ther h istoric la n d m a rk  in D enver is the W ind so r Hotel, the he ight o f e leg ance  in the 
18 9 0 's . Am ong the g rea t o f the W in d so r's  guests w e re  A u thors S teven so n , T w a in  and  
G ilp in , w hose  fa d e d  p o rtra its a re  still in the lo b b y, b e lo w . U n like  the E litch , w h ich  is a 
proud trad itio n  in D en ver, the W ind so r Hotel and  its ne ighborhood h ave  d e g en era ted .
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$2,500 gem which had adorned his shirt 
front, was missing. Crooks, in his 
feigned demonstration of sorrow, had 
bitten out the stud as he was supposed
ly listening to the last heartbeats of his 
“best pal” and came up with the jewel 
in his mouth.

Cady and Jordan were jailed for the 
murder, and Smith had to come to the 
front for his gang mate. He convinced 
the authorities that his cane was the 
only weapon Cady had brought into use 
and that no shot had been fired from 
the shell man’s pistol, so Cady was re
leased. Jordan was placed on trial but 
was acquitted. The day following the 
shooting, Denver newspapers carried 
full details in which Soapy Smith was

given due publicity. Peculiarly enough, 
it was not unfavorable. The Denver 
Republican, an extremely conservative 
paper, now out of existence, published 
the following comment:

“Kind-hearted, generous Soapy Smith 
is known to many men. Many know 
him, too, as a man who would stand by 
his friends to the end. Many others 
know him as a bitter enemy. When he 
thinks he is right, he stands by it, and 
when he thinks the other way, he stands 
by that, too.”

Against Murphy, however, the news
paper comments were anything but fa
vorable, and the killing was pointed out 
as another black mark against the no
torious exchange. Murphy had the typi

cal shoddy record of the gambling-den 
proprietor of his day. He had been an 
engineer on the Denver and Rio Grande 
Railroad and was leading a respectable 
life when, in a fight, he received a gun
shot wound which incapacitated him for 
further effort at the throttle. He turned 
to gambling and, in due time, opened 
his exchange in opposition to the Ar
cade, then the leading gambling hall of 
Denver, establishing a saloon on the 
ground floor. From the start, the place 
had an unsavory name, and it gradually 
became notorious as the center of shoot
ing affrays. Eventually Murphy in
dulged in one of these himself, shooting 
his wife in a fit of jealousy. He was 
committed to prison for fifteen months, 
but, after serving his time, returned to 
his den and rounded up a considerable 
following. In the more sober Denver of 
a later day, the Slaughter House, fit
tingly enough, became a mission and 
shelter for homeless men.

After the Sparks affair matters moved 
smoothly for a time for Soapy Smith, 
but more trouble was in store for him. 
The high-handedness with which the 
games were operated at the Tivoli began 
to bring intimations of official disap
proval. The climax came when two 
southern California real-estate dealers 
dropped fifteen hundred dollars at the 
Tivoli and registered an official com
plaint.

Soapy Is Arrested

Soapy was promptly haled before the 
Fire and Police Commission to give an 
account of himself. Wholly unabashed, 
he declared that he would act as his own 
counsel and, when called upon for his 
defense, expounded his case with as 
brazen and impudent a harangue as was 
ever heard in any court.

“Gentlemen of the commission,” he 
began, facing his investigators with a 
nonchalance and ease that was disarm
ing, “in addressing your august body, I 
represent not only myself but the com
petent and trustworthy aides I have em
ployed to assist me in my business. It is 
true that these gentlemen, the complain
ants, in pursuit of fortunes easily gained, 
if you hold the right hands or call the 
right numbers, visited my institution, 
the Tivoli. It seems—and the defense 
does not deny it—that the fickle goddess 
gave them the run-around. In other 
words, they didn’t break the bank. The 
bank broke them.

“Now who are these strangers? I am 
informed that they are en route to New 
York, their purpose being to dispose of 
waterfront property somewhere in the 
vicinity of Los Angeles. It has been 
hinted that their lots are all wet at high 
tide. But far be it from me to criticize 
their occupation. They are intelligent 
business men, and they are working a 
good game. I am not one to expose their 
practices, but it destroys my faith in hu
man nature to see these so-called sports 
run whining to you for help after trying 
to beat me out of my hard-earned dol
lars. Here they ran up against another 
man’s game, and the pity of it is that, 
when they failed to win, they squealed. 
Just think of it, gentlemen! The sharp-

U nloaded from  sh ips a t S k a g w a y , goods fo r the K lo nd ike  gold fie lds had to be fre ig h ted  
across W h ite  P ass, a s  show n b e lo w , to Lake Bennett, then dow n the upper Yukon  R ive r.
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ers squeal and squawk. They violate all 
the ethics of the profession and abuse 
our hospitality. Their whole purpose was 
to beat us, but now they are wiser if not 
better men.

“As a matter of fact, gentlemen, I 
wish to assure you that we should not be 
classed as gamblers. We do not conduct 
a gambling establishment. We are re
formers in the true sense of the word! 
There are many so-called legitimate 
gambling places run openly in this city 
where the victims play day after day 
and night after night. I conduct no such 
unsavory business.

“At the Tivoli I am running an edu
cational institution!

The “Educational Institution”
“The famous Keeley institute provides 

a cure for the drinking habit. At the 
Tivoli I have a cure for the gambling 
habit. The man who steps into my place 
is faced with the sign, ‘Caveat Emptor,’ 
which hangs upon the wall. That is the 
danger beacon, a warning to all to slow 
up before rounding the curve. The 
stranger is not compelled to play. He 
must use his own judgment. But if he 
wants to play, he is not discouraged. 
Why should we tell him it is useless to 
buck our tables? Let him learn for him
self by actual experience. So we take 
him in hand and give him a cure for the 
gambling habit. He has, of course, no 
chance of winning a cent, because, in my 
games, the player cannot win. When he 
leaves, he has learned a valuable lesson, 
one which he will never forget. He is 
disappointed, naturally, but he has had 
experience of the greatest value.

“In fact, gentlemen, I should be rec
ognized as a public benefactor! Instead, 
I am hustled in disgrace before your 
commission as a malefactor, one who 
openly defies the law. I could name many 
men who have renounced gambling and 
who have been cured of avarice and cu
pidity and restored to moral health by 
taking my treatment. Contrast my own 
business with the evils attendant upon 
real gambling in this city, backed by 
magnates who have no conscience. How 
many young men, employed by the mer
cantile establishments and banks of our 
city, have been ruined in these houses? 
The victims are numbered by the hun
dreds.

Praise or Censure?
“My associates and myself devote our 

time and attention to the transients, the 
newcomers, the strangers, and we leave 
the local people alone. A vulgar preju
dice has cast odium upon our profession, 
and none cry so loudly against us as 
these so-called legitimate gamblers. 
Why is it that there is no popular indig
nation against the swindling broker who 
despoils the estates of widows and or
phans? There is little criticism of the 
shyster lawyer, the fake doctor, the ras
cally produce merchants, the swindling 
spiritualists, clairvoyants, and fortune 
tellers. So why pick on us? We, at the 
Tivoli, are engaged in the worthy cause 
of instructing and reforming those 
grasping and selfish souls who can un

derstand only the kind of lessons which 
we teach. Praise, instead of censure, 
should be our portion.

“Gentlemen, I have laid my cards upon 
the table and ask for the dismissal of 
this complaint. The defense rests. I leave 
my reputation in your hands.”

The sheer effrontery of the speech left 
the commission gasping when it was not 
chuckling. At its close there was no 
doubt of the result. Smith was given a 
unanimous vote of acquittal.

Publicly exonerated by the commis
sion, Smith now entered upon a period 
that, in retrospect, was as nearly peace
ful as any in the turbulent years of life 
which still remained for him. His life 
was always full of interesting incident, 
but he was now progressing through one 
of the valleys of his career during which 
he plied his craft of ensnaring easy dol

lars virtually unmolested. At this time, 
too, he acquired a new member for his 
gang, no less than his own brother, Bas- 
com, who had been intrigued by the 
tales which drifted to Georgia of Jeff’s 
thrilling life and success and came up 
from the South to join him. Bascom was 
considerably different in type from his 
more or less illustrious brother. He 
lacked the equanimity and easy-going 
disposition of Soapy and was prone to 
permit his irritations to overcome him, 
a condition of temperament which later 
brought him to grief.

Meanwhile, as the money continued 
to roll in, Soapy had plenty of opportu
nity to indulge in the habit which kept 
him constantly impoverished but pro
vided his chief source of pleasure. This 
was his never-ceasing distribution of 

-Please turn to page 32

The nucleus of So ap y  Sm ith 's n e fa rio u s  g a n g , show n b e lo w  just be fo re  its fo rced d e p a r
ture from  S k a g w a y , has been ca lle d  the m ost b r il l ia n t  g roup o f sh a rp e rs e ve r assem b led .

Case and Draper
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Photo Shop Studio
O n ly  the eve r la s tin g  h ills , the Three S is te rs , a re  fa m ilia r  in the o ld S itka  photo show n ab o ve . The p a ra d e  grounds over w h ich  the 
S tars  and  Strip es fly  in the photo , scene o f m an y  Russian  and  A m e rica n  cerem on ies, a re  now  grounds o f the P ioneer Home.

T-Day in Sitka
by Jim  Couch

O nce North A m erica n  h ea d q u a rte rs  o f the Russian  O rthodox C h u rch , still A la s k a  head 
q u a rte rs , S itka 's  Russian church is l ite ra lly  in the m id d le  of the m ain  street. A  1 13-year- 
o ld structure of hew n logs covered  w ith  d rab  s id in g , it houses treasu res of re lig io u s a rt.

Photos from Couch Alaska Archives
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O ld est in A la s k a , e s tab lish ed  even be fo re  the tra n s fe r , S itka 's  post office is now  housed 
in a m odern Fe d e ra l B u ild in g , ab o ve . The p ioneer sta tu e , at r ig h t , on the grounds o f the 
P ioneer Hom e, sym b o lizes the sourdoughs w h o , in search in g  fo r g o ld , exp lo re d  A la s k a .

FEW men in history have been ridi
culed so nearly unanimously for so- 

called empire building through the ac
quisition of land for their government 
as William Seward, Secretary of State, 
for the purchase of Alaska from Russia. 
Yet today, Russia would give much 
more than she would openly admit for 
possession of that same “Seward’s Ice
box.” In Russian ownership today, 
Alaska would provide the Soviet gov
ernment with a launching platform 
which would insure the Kremlin a 
world dominance never yet enjoyed by 
any power.

This thought-provoking fact, which 
could scarcely have been foreseen by 
Secretary Seward nine decades ago, has 
its place in the minds of the men and 
women of Sitka as they prepare to set

aside personal cares on October 18, 19 
and 20, 1957, for the observance of the 
ninetieth anniversary of the purchase of 
Alaska.

October 18—Transfer Day—has be
come the most significant date in Alas
ka’s history, for it was on this date in 
1867, at Sitka, that the actual transfer 
of ownership of the Territory from 
Russia to the United States was made.

Sitka is the cradle of Alaska’s history 
since the white man’s occupation. It was 
the first permanent Russian community 
in Southeastern Alaska, the capital of 
Russian America, and the American 
capital of Alaska from the purchase un
til 1900. It was the site of the transfer 
of ownership, and the home of Alaska’s 
first United States post office.

In fact, a United States post office was

'Teen-ag ers in sty les o f past g en era tio n s and  descendants of the K ik  S itis in g a rm ents of 
p re-Russian  v in ta g e  join in a ce leb ratio n  o ld e r than  the m em ory o f the o ldest S itka n . 
Totem po les in Lovers' Lan e , r ig h t , rem ind  present S itka n s th at the T ling ets cam e first.

Joe Ashby for Couch Alaska Archives

established in Sitka three months be
fore the actual transfer, on July 18, 
1867. Philatelists interested in Alaska’s 
postal history have been searching for 
years, with little success, for enve
lopes postmarked in Sitka from July 18 
through October 17, 1867. In some
twenty-five years of collecting and re
cording Alaska’s postal history, I have 
seen one cover bearing a reputedly au
thentic Sitka postmark of August (day 
of the month not legible), 1867.

There was a logical, common sense 
reason for the establishment of a United 
States post office in Sitka before the 

—Please turn to page 31

Jo Dawson
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against a tree at the mouth of the creek 
and, wading the stream with the help 
of my stick, proceeded upstream count
ing my salmon.

A short distance upstream I found 
the creek blocked by a clump of up
rooted trees, so I climbed up onto the 
bank to get around them. A big fallen 
tree made a good trail, and I was walk
ing it when I noticed the brush waving 
on the ridge above me. Something was 
coming toward me. I shouted a warning, 
as it is poor policy to startle a bear 
headed toward you when it is close.

Nothing happened, except that what
ever it was appeared to be moving 
faster and straight down to me. Then I 
saw that it was a bear, and shouted 
again. Now I was sure it increased its 
speed. Twenty yards, and coming fast. 
Maybe it was blind and deaf!

Neither Blind nor Deaf

At fifteen yards it emerged into a 
clearing, and I saw that it was a Black 
bear. It was looking directly at me, now 
running fast, with ears flattened, little 
pig eyes blazing, lips curled back with 
fangs bared, popping and huffing and 
growling. This bear was neither blind 
nor deaf. Lacking only in speed and 
the blood-curdling, coughing snorts, it 
was making a very good imitation of 
the charge of a Grizzly—with which I 
am only too well acquainted.

I yelled like a Comanche, waved my 
arms and brandished the stick, but it 
didn’t slacken its pace. After forty-five 
years of tramping the woods in bear 
country, I had met a Black bear I 
couldn’t bluff by yelling at it. All the 
Blacks I had ever encountered and most 
of the Brownies would stop when shout
ed at, and usually go away. I wished I 
had brought the gun. Any gun! This 
fellow was the one in a thousand that 
was looking for a fight, and I had to 
stay and fight with what I had. It was 
useless to try to run.

When the bear’s teeth were only a 
foot and a half from my legs, I swung 
the heavy, water-soaked stick in a wide 
arc and came straight down across the 
top of its nose. Maybe in my excitement 
I did hit it a little hard in a tender spot, 
for it shut its eyes, ducked its head 
and, whirling around, ran back the way 
it had come without making another 
sound.

That Fool Black Bear!
I went back too, and looking over my 

shoulder, saw it standing on a knoll 
watching me leave. I went back to the 
mouth of the creek, exchanged the 
walking stick for the rifle, then went 
right up the creek again. I was mad all 
over. Mad that one fool bear had made 
me lose all the confidence in and re
spect for the little Black bears thatM 
had had all those years.

I took the main bear trail back and 
at fifteen yards saw it standing on the 
knoll watching for me. One shot with 
the little .257 Roberts, and that bear 
was as dead as if I had used my bear 
gun, the old .405 Winchester. On ex- 

—Please turn to page 31

Ruth Jackson

In fo rty-five  ye a rs  o f tram p in g  the w oods in b e a r country , I had never met a B lack  b e ar 
1 cou ldn 't b lu ff by ye llin g  at it. The little  B lack  bears w o n 't hurt yo u , I'd a lw a y s  sa id .

Take a Snozzle Stick!
by W . H. (Handlogger) Jackson
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H e arin g  a sound ab o ve  m e, I looked up 
and  sa w  the reason fo r the b e a r's  concern .

Alt Madsen

I’VE always maintained that the Black 
bears of Southeastern Alaska are 

harmless, but after an experience I had 
with one recently, I have to qualify that 
statement a little.

Part of my work with the Fish and 
Wildlife Service is stream surveying- 
counting and reporting on the escape
ment of salmon to the spawning 
grounds. As this involves a great deal 
of wading in swift water over slippery 
boulders, I usually carry a walking 
stick, which my wife and I have dubbed 
my snozzle stick. A stick with which to 
rap the bears over the snozzle if they 
don’t get out of my way.

Last season, 1956, my wife had a new 
.257 Roberts rifle that I intended to try 
out on a bear if I found one that would 
growl at me, but all the bears I en
countered either pricked up their ears 
in a friendly manner or went woofing 
off through the underbrush. Even when 
I growled at them they refused to growl 
back, so I quit carrying the rifle. I need 
one free hand, and a gun on a sling 
doesn’t handle so well when a man is 
down on all four crawling under logs 
and along bear trails through tangled 
brush.

So, on September 28, when I went to 
check one of the creeks at the head of 
West Arm in Moira Sound, on Prince 
of Wales Island, I leaned the rifle



Each m on th  these pages carry item s o f  current 
or h istoric interest abou t Alaska or Alaskans.

• On Sunday, April 7, at the Cathedral 
of Saint Michael in Sitka, Deacon 
Michael Oskolkoff was ordained as a 
priest of the Russian Orthodox Church. 
The ceremony, one which has not been 
held in Alaska for many years, was 
performed by the Right Rev. Ambrossy, 
Russian Orthodox Bishop of Alaska.

The Russian Orthodox Church of 
North America, which separated from 
the mother church in 1917, was founded 
in Sitka in 1793, and was the first to 
bring Christianity to Alaska. Eventual
ly its headquarters were moved to San 
Francisco, but Sitka remains the Alaska 
headquarters. The Rev. Mr. Oskolkoff, a 
resident of Anchorage, was born and 
reared in Alaska. He and Mrs. Oskol
koff have six sons and four daughters.

• The death of Volney Richmond Sr. in 
Seattle last April 2 recalls the history 
of Alaska’s oldest and largest commer
cial enterprise, and in fact a business 
as old as the United States itself. Rich
mond, eighty-six years old, was chair
man of the board and former president 
of the Northern Commercial Company.

The NC Company, whose house flag 
flies over thirty-five branches in Alaska 
and Yukon Territory, from tiny trading 
posts grossing a few thousand a year in 
remote villages to a modern department 
store in Anchorage which sets down its 
annual gross receipts in ten figures, and 
who handles everything from sewing 
thread to airplane equipment, traces its 
lineage back to the Shelikof-Golikof 
Company organized in Irkutsk, Siberia, 
in 1776. Although other companies, both 
Russian and American, and dozens of 
promyshleniki (independent Russian 
traders) grabbed at the rich fur trade 
on the newly discovered islands of the 
North Pacific, the Shelikof-Golikof 
Company managed to buy out, beat out 
or absorb its competitors and in 1799 
obtained from Emperor Paul I of Russia 
exclusive trading privileges on the 
northwest coast of North America. As 
the Russian-American Company, it 
flourished under the management of 
Alexander Baranof, then declined stead
ily under the governorship of a series 
of officers of the Imperial navy.

While negotiations were in progress 
for the transfer of ownership of Alaska, 
a group of San Francisco businessmen 
later organized as Hutchinson, Kohl and 
Company went to Sitka and purchased

the properties of the Russian-American 
Company from Prince Maksoutoff, who 
signed all deeds and transfers as “Late 
Governor Russian Colonies in Amer
ica.” Three years later, in 1870, the HK 
Company obtained from the Treasury 
Department a twenty-year lease of 
sealing rights on the Pribilof Islands.

The Alaska Commercial Company was 
formed as a subsidiary to carry on the 
sealing trade, and gradually bought it
self from the parent company. For a 
time the AC Company had sealing 
rights on the Kommandorski Islands, 
and the attendant obligation to main
tain three Siberian trading posts.

■ W h y , th at poor litt le  puppy! They h ave  him  ch a in ed ! Y e s , and fo r good reaso n . The 
b row n-eyed  innocent show n b e lo w  is not a dog pup , but a w o lf  pup , tw o m onths o ld , and  
even  a t th at tender ag e  his teeth w e re  sh a rp  enough and  his ja w s  p o w e rfu l enough to 
crush the bones in a m an 's w r is t . He w a s  captured  fo r purposes of e xp e rim en t at the 
ae ro m ed ica l la b o ra to ry  at Ladd A ir  Force Base n ea r F a irb a n k s , and  re ta in ed  as a pet. 
Persons of no less au th o rity  than Herb and  Lois C r is le r , w h o  spent a coup le  of y e a rs  in 
the fa r  North ph o tograp h ing  True Life A d ven tu res for D isney S tud ios , c la im  that w o lv e s  
a re  gentle  as dogs. In fa c t , the C ris le rs  h ave  had seven pet w o lve s  in a l l  and  trea ted  
them  like  house dogs. But there a re  m any of e q u a l au th o rity  w ho  d istrust the w o lf , and 
the m aster of the pup in the photo w a s  ta k in g  no chances . Though a fu ll-g ro w n  w o lf  can 
exi.st on w h a t w o u ld  be s ta rva tio n  ra tio n s to a dom estic dog of sm a lle r  s ize , it seem s 
th is little  fe llo w  cou ldn 't end ure  the secu rity  o f th ree unso lic ited  sq u are  m ea ls a d a y . 
He d ie d , p re su m a b ly  of c a p t iv ity  and  k in d n e ss , w hen  he w a s  less than th ree m onths o ld .

Couch Alaska Archives
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■ O ne of m any spots in the K etch ikan  a re a  that ca ll the v is ito r back a g a in  and  a g a in  is 
N ooya La k e , show n a b o ve , a  m irro r of in tense b lue reflecting  h ig h , sh eer c liffs  of 
pu rp le  g ran ite  n e a r the head of Rudyerd  B ay  in Behm C a n a l. Som e w ho  h ave  seen the 
scenic w o n d ers of other land s h ave  pronounced N ooya the most b e au tifu l la k e  on ea rth . 
The first w h ite  m en , and  p ro b a b ly  the first persons o f a n y  race , to see N ooya Lake 
w e re  W . H. (H and lo g g e r) Jackso n  and  his b ro th e rs- in - law , Bruce and  Ja c k  Jo h n sto n e , of 
K e tch ikan , w ho  h ave  no doubt covered  as much o f Sou theastern  A la s k a  on foot as a n yo n e , 
w h ite  or In d ia n . They nam ed the lak e  in honor o f th e ir s is te r , K a th e rin e  Jo h n sto n e , but 
neg lected to h ave  the nam e recorded by the B ureau  of G e o g ra p h ic  N am es. A  decade or 
m ore la te r , a p a rty  from  C am p b e ll C hurch 's yach t N ooya v is ited  the la k e  a n d , as it 
w a s  not show n on e x is tin g  ch arts , nam ed it a fte r  the yach t. D uly subm itted to the proper 
a g e n cy , th at nam e becam e o ffic ia l. Jackso n  and  the Johnstone brothers found a ba rren  
lake  som e th irty  y e a rs  ag o , a p rec ip itous fa l ls  in the outlet stream  p reven ting  access to 
fish from  sa lt  w a te r . En th usiastic  sport fishe rm en th em se lves , th ey  corrected th is 
shortcom ing o f th e ir lake  by co llecting  w h a t th ey  b e lie ved  to be ra in b o w  trout f ry  and  
p acked  them  in . The tran sp lan tin g  w a s  a com plete success excep t fo r the fa c t , b itte r ly  
d isap p o in tin g  to the Jackso n s and  Jo hnsto n es, th at the tin y  f ry  g re w  up to be D o lly  Var- 
dens in stead  of ra in b o w s . But they a re  num erous and  fa t , as show n b e lo w , and  l iv e ly  on 
the hook end of a  lin e , and  th e ir presence in N ooya is no d isap p o in tm ent to la te r v is ito rs .

When the hectic gold stampedes mul
tiplied the demand in the North, vari
ous other companies entered the supply 
and transport fields. Competition was so 
keen, with so much duplication of fa
cilities and overhead, that in 1901 none 
of them broke even. After some merg
ers and purchases, business in the North 
was continued by sons of AC Company 
founders under the name of the North
ern Commercial Company of California.

Volney Richmond, born in Hoosick 
Falls, New York, in 1871, had left a 
small dairy business and followed the 
gold rush to the Klondike in 1897. He 
failed to strike it rich, and in 1900 he 
took a job in Saint Michael with the AC 
Company. He became manager of the 
Fairbanks branch, then in 1910 became 
company superintendent. In 1921, Rich
mond and other employees purchased 
the company, reorganized it as the 
Northern Commercial Company of 
Alaska, and changed its purchasing and 
supply headquarters from San Fran
cisco to Seattle.

Richmond was active in both com
pany and community affairs almost un
til his death. Volney Richmond Jr., who 
started his NC service in Nenana when 
he was twenty-one years old, is now 
company president. Howard E. Rich
mond, the younger son, who entered 
the company in Mayo at the age of 
twenty-one, is one of three vice-presi
dents.

• In addition to the minority report 
quoted in this month’s editorial on H.R. 
7999, the bill to grant statehood to Alas
ka, the following minority report was 
issued by the Honorable Craig Hosmer 
of California, also a member of the 
Committee on Interior and Insular Af
fairs of the House of Representatives:

. . The population of the Territory 
is far less than that of any of the 435 
congressional districts in the existing 
forty-eight States. It totals less people 
than the capacities of many college foot
ball stadiums.

“Under the circumstances, there sim
ply does not exist in the Territory of 
Alaska the basic minimum number of 
people to warrant or support statehood 
status.

“Although some States had no more 
population when admitted than Alaska 
today, the situations are not comparable 
due to reasons of geography, economic 
potentialities, and time in history.”

Although the evidence presented is 
indisputable and the logic is valid, these 
minority reports do not reconcile the 
injustice of taxation without represen
tation perpetrated upon Alaskans by 
their present Territorial status. Alas
kans do not desire a voice in Govern
ment out of proportion to that enjoyed 
by other citizens of the United States. 
They do, however, strongly desire their 
fair share of the rights and privileges, 
as well as the responsibilities, inherent 
in citizenship.

• Traffic hazards have been lessened 
somewhat in the Big Delta area by the 
death of “Old Joe.” Patriarch of the Big 
Delta bison herd, Old Joe was one of
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its more antisocial members. He never 
caused much trouble in other respects, 
but he hated automobiles, and about 
once a year he would stage a one-bison 
attack upon the enemy. Old Joe was big 
—his weight had been estimated vari
ously at eighteen hundred to three thou
sand pounds—and when he tangled with 
an automobile the resulting damage was 
considerable, at least to the automobile. 
For example, his fifth victim, last No
vember, was a Territorial Police car 
on which Old Joe inflicted damages 
amounting to some four hundred dol
lars. After only one of these annual 
campaigns did Old Joe appear to have 
sustained any injuries.

Nor was it an automobile that finally 
brought Old Joe to the end of the trail, 
unless, of course, frustration of purpose 
had something to do with his demise. It 
looked as if he had simply lain down 
and died. A Fish and Wildlife Service 
agent found his remains late last March, 
with his fifty widows standing mourn
fully by.

Wrote the agent in the obituary, “Old 
Joe passed away at his favorite winter 
feeding ground, the military garbage 
dump, where for many years past he 
has enjoyed a diet of cardboard beer 
cases and roofing paper.”

• More than a thousand volunteer 
“sky-watchers,” comprising,the Ground 
Observer Corps in Alaska, have been 
dismissed with thanks for a job well 
done. For five years the GOC has oper
ated as an aid to the Dew Line, or Dis
tant Early Warning radar network. The 
Alaska Communications System and 
other agencies have now taken over the 
job, the Alaska Air Command head
quarters announced.

• When Fairbanks had its big fire, on 
May 22, 1906, the late Volney Richmond 
Sr. of Seattle was Fairbanks manager 
of the Northern Commercial Company 
store. Along with the job went opera
tion of the power plant on which the 
city’s fire-fighting equipment depended 
for water.

Firemen were frantically playing 
hoses on burning buildings, but the fire 
was consuming Third Avenue and head
ing for Fourth. On Third, water pres
sure was weakening; on Fourth it was 
feeble. “More pressure!” the firemen 
screamed. “More pressure!” townspeo
ple were shouting. But Richmond was 
stuffing wood into the fire boxes as fast 
as it would burn and the needles on the 
pressure gauges wouldn’t go any higher.

Then Richmond had an idea. He 
called for all the bacon in N.C. ware
houses. Teams of horses that had gal
loped up the streets with wagonloads of 
goods from the burning areas now 
turned to hauling slabs of bacon to the 
power plant. Five hundred pounds went 
into the fire boxes. The pressure began 
to rise. Nine hundred pounds, and again 
firemen could play streams of water into 
the burning buildings.

Two thousand pounds of bacon went 
into the power-plant fire boxes that aft

ernoon, and the fire which had threat
ened to wipe out the homes and 
businesses of six thousand people was 
confined to four square blocks. Bacon 
was worth forty cents a pound over the 
counter in those days, but that ton of 
bacon that never went over the counter 
was worth four-fifths of the city of 
Fairbanks.

• Pickings are going to be slim for 
some eight hundred reindeer on Saint 
Matthew Island in the Bering Sea, un
less someone does something soon. The 
question, now being studied by Fish 
and Wildlife Service biologists, is what 
to do.

The Saint Matthew herd got its start 
from twenty-nine animals transplanted 
there by the Coast Guard in 1944, while' 
World War II was still far from won, 
there were American service men sta
tioned in the Bering Sea and Aleutian

H O ther a ttractio n s inv ite  the v is ito r to lin g e r on his w a y  up Behm C a n a l. The scene 
ab o ve  is n ea r the m outh of E lla  C re e k , on the shore of R e v illa g ig e d o  Is la n d , w h e re  
se v e ra l n a tu ra l soda sp rin g s bubb le  up from  the beach be lo w  the high tide lin e . The 
United States Forest Se rv ice  bu ilt a rock fo un ta in  fo r the sp ring  show n in the photo. The 
w a te r  tastes much like  com m ercia l soda w a te r , though s lig h tly  b itte r. The young la d y , in
c id e n ta lly , is an a ttractio n  not u su a lly  found on Behm C a n a l. She is M iss M a rg a re t Locke 
from  E n g la n d , w ho  toured C a n a d a  then crossed the bo rder for a  look at A la s k a , liked  
w h a t she sa w  and  took a job in K e tch ikan . M an y  p lace  nam es a long  the ca n a l rem ind  M iss 
Locke of hom e. They w e re  bestow ed by her co m p atrio t. C ap ta in  G eo rg e  V a n co u ve r, w ho  
charted  much o f Sou theastern  A la s k a 's  rugged coast in the e a r ly  1790 's a t the tim e the 
R ussians w e re  entrench ing  th em se lves on K o d iak  and the A le u tia n  Is lan d s fa r  to the w est. 
C ap ta in  V an co u ve r's  charts w e re  so accu ra te  th ey  w e re  used w itho u t rev is io n  fo r a hun
dred y e a rs . Show n be low  is N ew  Eddystone Rock, w h ich  tow ers som e tw o  hundred and 
th irty  feet from  the m id d le  o f the c a n a l, a  vo lcan ic  p lug sp ew ed  out in the co m p a ra tive ly  
recent g eo lo g ica l past in w h a t m ay  have  been the sam e eruption  th at turned on the flow  
of soda w a te r at n e a rb y  E lla  C re ek . Im p ress ive  no w , it m ust have  been v a s t ly  m ore so 
w hen  it first settled d o w n , as the is lan d  and  shoals su rro und ing  it a re  com posed la rg e ly  
of sed im ents eroded from  the rock . V an co u ve r chose N ew  Eddystone's nam e because of 
the rock's resem b lance  to the lighthouse rock off P lym outh , E n g la n d , and  the nam e of 
Rudyerd  B a y , a fe w  m iles fa r th e r  up the c a n a l, in honor o f the en g in e e r w ho  reb u ilt the 
Eddystone Lighthouse a fte r  it w a s  destroyed  in 17 03 . W atch in g  the s ta te ly  rock from  the 
deck o f the M a n a n a  II , b e lo w , is John  G ra in g e r , now  o f Taos, N ew  M exico , a  fo rm er 
Ke tch ikan  resid en t back to re v is it w e ll-rem em b ered  scenes and  h ave  som e re a l fish in g .
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areas, and no one knew whether the 
next supply ships would reach their 
destinations. With neither human nor 
animal predators to decimate the herd, 
it has now surpassed the grazing capac
ity of the forty-four square-mile island.

Most of Alaska’s twenty-five thou
sand reindeer are semi-domesticated

B  If M iss M a rg a re t S im pson from  O ak  P a rk , 
Illin o is , a t le ft, ca rrie s  out her present 
p la n s , the lan g u ag e  o f the A la s k a  Eskim os 
w il l  som ed ay be reduced to w r it in g . M iss 
S im pson , g rad u a ted  w ith  honors from  the 
U n ive rs ity  o f A la s k a  last M a y , rece ived  a 
Fu lb rig h t sch o la rsh ip  to study the lan g u ag e  
and  customs of the G re e n la n d  Eskim os in 
p rep a ra tio n  fo r w o rk  as a  ling u istic  an th ro 
po log ist in the A la s k a  A rctic . M iss Sim pson 
w en t to D enm ark  to study in the g rad u a te  
school a t the U n ive rs ity  of C o p en h ag e n , 
then w il l  spend a y e a r  in G re e n la n d . The 
G re e n la n d  Esk im o la n g u a g e , she e x 
p la in e d , has been reduced to w r it in g , and 
a kn o w led g e  of it w il l  fa c ilita te  her fu tu re  
w o rk . M iss S im pson has stud ied  se ve ra l 
other la n g u a g e s , and  lived  for a tim e w ith  
Esk im os in B a rro w . The U n ive rs ity  o f A la s 
ka  a w a rd e d  fo rty-five  b ache lo r's and  five  
ad va n ce d  degrees at its th irty-fifth  com
m encem ent exe rc ise s in M ay  and  reports a 
g rea te r-th an-ever enro lm ent fo r 1957-58 .

and are under the jurisdiction of the 
Bureau of Indian Affairs. The newly 
formed Bureau of Sports Fisheries and 
Wildlife, however, has the responsibil
ity for management of the few herds, 
including those on Saint Matthew, Um- 
nak and Atka Islands, which are living 
in a wild state on the treeless areas.

■ W hen W . J .  C ra w fo rd  of S te w a rt , B ritish  C o lu m b ia , took a contract recen tly  to m ove 
a q u arte r-m illio n  pounds of a w k w a rd , b u lk y  m in ing  eq u ipm ent and  su p p lies from  the sea 
fro n t to an  in la n d  m ine over rug g ed , snow bound m ounta ins by horse , som e thought him 
p la in  c ra zy . He w a s  not. E xp e rien ced  in m ethods of tran sp o rt from  k n ap sack  to ca te r
p il la r  t ra in , he chose horses fo r the job and  got it done w ithou t m ishap  or d e la y . F re ight 
w a s  load ed  onto "g o -d e v ils ,"  as show n b e lo w , d ra w n  by horses on sn ow sho es. The lead  
horse p u lls  a light lo a d , as he m ust b reak  tra i l . A s seen in the photo , the m an w ithou t 
snow shoes s in ks into the snow  at e v e ry  step , w h e re a s  the h e a v y  horse stays on top. The 
A m erica n  In d ian s inven ted  snow sho es fo r hum an use. W ho ad ap ted  them to the horse is 
not kn o w n , but they h ave  been used su ccessfu lly  by a fe w  p ackers in northern British  
C o lu m b ia  fo r seven ty-five  y e a rs . C a n v a s  on round w il lo w  fra m e s w a s  first tr ie d , but 
the ca n va s  w o re  out q u ick ly . L ight, round boards d id n 't w o rk  because the w ood had not 
enough re s ilie n ce . The successfu l horse snow shoe is a th ree-quarter-inch  iron pipe 
bent into a c irc le , as show n at r ig h t , w ith  cha in  lin ks to the center and  c lip s to hold the 
shoe to the hoof. In h a lf  an hour's p ractice  a horse u su a lly  le a rn s  to w a lk  on sn ow sho es, 
packers s a y , and  if  a shoe comes loose , the horse w il l  stop at once and  w a it  fo r the 
p acker to ad ju st it. C ra w fo rd 's  recent tran sp o rt job req u ired  w h a t he b e lie ve s  w a s  the 
la rg est snow sho e pack tra in  eve r u sed—tw enty-fo u r horses on n ine ty-six  snow sho es.

Morley Shier, from Francis Dickie
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• Southeastern Alaska’s dream of a 
hydroelectric power project to deliver 
a million kilowatts has been put aside 
for the foreseeable future. Known as 
the Taiya Hydroelectric Development, 
to be undertaken by the Aluminum 
Company of America, the project would 
have cost approximately four hundred 
million dollars. It called for construc
tion of a dam, a huge power plant and 
an aluminum smelting plant in the 
Taiya Valley between Haines and Skag- 
way. The power facility would have 
supplied electricity at from two to three 
cents a kilowatt to most of the pan
handle region.

For several years Alcoa was ready, 
willing and able to proceed with the 
development, which Southeastern Alas
kans considered their greatest immedi
ate hope for industrial expansion. It 
would have required diversion of the 
headwaters of the Yukon River, how
ever, and long negotiations with Cana
dian officials ended recently with their 
refusal to permit it.

• ‘ ‘I’ve seen hundreds of bears in this 
country,” said Jack Brounty, “but I 
never had one come for me before!” 

Brounty, formerly in charge of the 
Territorial Employment Office in Ketch
ikan, now living in View Cove on near
by Dali Island, took his two small sons



across the cove last June to prospect for 
trout in a small creek. They beached 
their skiff, went ashore, then saw a 
good-sized Black bear which saw them 
at the same moment. The bear started 
to charge. Brounty stood his ground, 
but sent the boys scurrying back to the 
boat. He shouted at the bear. It hesi
tated, then came on. He dropped it only 
yards away with a .38 revolver.

“I’ll never again be tempted to leave 
my gun behind!” Brounty declared. 
“Having it that once paid off for all the 
miles I’ve carried it and never used it.”

• Pacific Northern Airlines is this year 
celebrating its twenty-fifth year of 
Alaska service with a proud record of 
one hundred per cent passenger safety. 
PNA was organized as Woodley Air
ways in Anchorage on April 10, 1932, 
by A. G. Woodley, who is still the com
pany president. In 1945 it became the 
first Alaskan air carrier certified by the 
CAA for scheduled operation. That 
same year its official name became Pa
cific Northern Airlines, Incorporated.

Woodley started business with a sin
gle-engine Bellanca. PNA now operates 
a fleet of Lockheed Constellations and 
Douglas DC-4s and DC-3s. Woodley, in 
his first year of operation, flew 11,203 
miles and carried 53 passengers a total 
of 7,763 passenger-miles. Last year, 
PNA flew 25,392,780 miles and carried 
117,032 passengers for a total of more 
than 92 million passenger-miles.

PNA began flying between Portland, 
Seattle-Tacoma and Alaska in 1951, and 
now has three scheduled round-trip 
flights daily between the Pacific North
west and Alaska. Although its home 
offices are now in Seattle, the company 
carries more passengers within Alaska 
than any other airline.

• No longer must the white bride go
ing to the very-far North learn by trial 
and error how to prepare the foods 
available in the Arctic. Canada’s De
partment of Northern Affairs and Na
tional Resources has issued a cookbook 
just for her.

There are instructions for preparing 
salad from caribou moss and seaweed, 
for a mixed grill from seal liver, ptar
migan and seal meat, for fricasseeing 
the “low-bush moose,” or Arctic hare. 
Comments on bear meat, for example, 
are as follows: “Polar bear makes deli
cious steaks. Remove excess fat or meat 
is likely to taste too sweet. Broil over 
hot fire or boil in pot with onions. Bear 
steak may also be ground into beef
burger, or simply cut into thin steaks 
and allowed to freeze until they will 
not bend. Most palatable raw with a 
little salt, particularly when eaten with 
Arctic blueberries.”

Whale meat is not for the surprise 
menu. Says the book: “Whales are no 
problem if you can just talk someone 
into carving them up for you. Mutlituk 
[whaleskin, known in Alaska as muk- 
tuk] has a rubbery texture and tastes 
like fried eggs. Delicious eaten raw, or 
fried. Whale meat is best served as 
steaks.”

Charles Denison
■ The first steam er eve r to ven tu re  up the Yukon  R ive r w a s  a ste rn -w hee le r f ifty  feet 
long w ith  a tw e lve-foo t b e am , a p p ro p ria te ly  nam ed the Yu ko n . H utch inson, Kohl and  
C o m p an y—fo re ru n n e r o f the A la s k a  C o m m erc ia l C o m p an y , in turn a fo re ru n n e r o f the 
present N orthern C o m m ercia l C o m p an y—bought the Russian ho ld ings a t Sa in t M ich ae l 
the y e a r  a fte r  the United States bought A la s k a , and  outfitted the little  Yukon  to m ake a 
b id fo r the r iv e r  tra d e . On Ju ly  4 , 18 69 , under C ap ta in  B en jam in  H a ll, the Yukon  put out 
from  "S a in t M ik e ,"  and  on Ju ly  31 she reached  Fort Y u ko n . She proved  th a t, co n tra ry  to 
a Russian repo rt, the r iv e r  w a s  n a v ig a b le  to that po int, and  she ca rrie d  C ap ta in  C h a rle s  
R aym on d , U .S. Corps of En g in ee rs , bound fo r Fort Yukon  to se rve  notice on the facto r 
th at the Hudson's Bay  post there w a s  on A m erica n  so il. A ston ished  In d ian s gaped  at the 
sight of the strang e c ra ft , and  m arve led  at the g ifts rece ived  by those bold enough to a p 
proach w hen  the Yukon cam e asho re . These sam e In d ia n s , in c id e n ta lly , had burned a 
Russian  fort at N u lato  in 18 38 . It w a s  reb u ilt in 18 42 , but n ine y e a rs  la te r the In d ian s 
m assacred  the resid en t R ussians and a p a rty  of British  guests. The H .K . C o m p any  
exp e rien ced  no such res is tan ce , h o w e ve r , and  a p ictu resque fleet o f r iv e r  boats fo llo w e d  
the Yu ko n 's course to bu ild  up a b risk  fu r  trad e  du ring  the ensu ing  d ecad es . But the fleet 
w a s  w h o lly  in ad eq u a te  fo r the sudd en , trem endous vo lum e o f business w h ich  cam e w ith  
the gold rush to the K lo n d ike . E ve ry  a v a ila b le  c ra ft w a s  put into se rv ice  on the Y u ko n — 
and  ab and o n ed  w h e n , a lm ost as su d d en ly , the tran sp o rta tio n  boom ended w ith  the com
p letion  o f the W h ite  Pass and  Yukon  R a ilw a y  and  the end o f the gold rush . In 1 9 1 8 , w hen  
the photo ab o ve  w a s  ta k e n , there w e re  s ix teen  r iv e r  boats s lo w ly  d is in te g ra tin g  at S a in t 
M ich ae l and  tw e lv e  m ore in a slough across from  the o ld trad in g  post at A n d ra e fsk y  a 
little  w a y  u p rive r . Th ird  from  the left and  la rg est in the photo is the W ill H. Isom , w ith  
a  b r id a l cham b er just a ft the g lassed-in  p ilo thouse . She w a s  so big and  so e xp e n s ive  to 
o p e ra te  th at her m aiden vo ya g e  on the Yukon  w a s  a lso  her last. The P o litko fsky , show n 
be lo w  as she looked in 19 15 , had  a much m ore usefu l ca re e r . A  R uss ian-bu ilt schooner, 
she sa w  the ports o f the North Pacific from  San Francisco  to Sa in t M ich ae l on business 
of the R uss ian-A m erican  C o m p an y , and la te r under the flag  of the United States. She w a s  
thought to be m ore than a centu ry  old w hen  she fetched up on the beach at Sa in t M ich a e l.

Alaska Historical Library
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This Arctic cookbook, the world’s first 
for non-native women, was inspired be
cause an increasing number of white 
women are going into the Canadian 
Arctic as homemakers.

• Three moose calves, orphaned or 
abandoned in the wild state, spent last 
summer in Cordova under the care of 
the moose-raising committee of the 
Isaac Walton Club. Matilda, Lucy and 
Phyllis by name, they made themselves 
quite at home with their benefactors, 
first in the yard of the Hollis Henrich 
home and then in a spacious corral

built especially for them. Matilda dis
played a reticent personality. Lucy was 
an extrovert who played to the grand
stand. Phyllis, the youngest, was the in
quisitive type. There was some concern 
about Phyllis at first, as she was flown 
to Cordova and the altitude was hard 
on her. Artificial respiration and oxygen 
were required to revive her after the 
flight, but she was soon cavorting with 
the others. Matilda and Lucy were be
ing fed from buckets when Phyllis ar
rived, and they showed marked jeal
ousy when Phyllis got her rations hand- 
fed from a bottle.

As soon as the calves were able to

■ Robert Jo n e s , Fish and  W ild life  Se rv ice  ag en t at Cold Bay  on the tip  of the A la s k a  Pen
in su la , keeps a w e a th e r eye  out fo r Brow n bears as he goes about his routine w o rk . The 
P e n in su la r Brow n b e a r is considered  the la rg est on e a rth , and  in fact the la rg est e ve r 
taken  w a s  k ille d  in the v ic in ity  of Cold B a y . O ne d a y  last sp rin g , Jo n es w a s  m oving a long  
a lake  shore w hen  he noted th at one of se ve ra l b e a rs  he kn ew  to be n e a rb y  w a s  m oving 
a long  in his d irectio n . It began  to look as if the b e a r's  destin ation  w a s  h im se lf , and  the 
d istance  be tw een  them w a s  too short fo r com fort. W hen Jo nes could no long er doubt the 
b e ar's  in ten tio n s, he shot it w ith  a  .3 7 5  M agn um . The b e a r vee red  in its course but 
passed w ith in  feet o f h im . He shot it a g a in  and  k ille d  it. The hide w a s  not the best— 
ra th e r th in ly  fu rre d  and  b a ttle -sca rred —but the size  o f the a n im a l struck Jo nes as un
u su a l. He rem oved the sk in  and  sent it to Jo n as  B rothers of S e a tt le , w h o  m ounted it fo r 
d isp la y  pu rposes. "W e  h an d le  m ore than a thousand B lack , B row n and  G r iz z ly  bears a 
y e a r ,"  sa id  Pres ident Bert K lin e b u rg e r of Jo n as  B ro thers, seen beside the m ount in the 
photo b e lo w ,"  and  th is is one of the la rg est w e  h ave  eve r m ounted. W e estim ated  its live  
w e ig h t at fifteen  hundred pounds. The s k u ll , o ffic ia lly  m easu red  and  entered in the Boone 
and  Crockett com p etitio n , p laces w e ll into the w o rld  re co rd s ."  The m ount w il l  be sent 
to A n ch o rag e  fo r d isp la y  in Jo n as  Bro thers' n e w ly  opened office th e re , K lin e b u rg e r sa id .

feed on natural moose fare, they were 
to be taken to join the transplanted 
herd on the Copper River flats. This 
herd, started some years ago with simi
larly obtained calves, is reported to be 
thriving. It got off to a dubious start, 
however, because of the first half-dozen 
transplanted calves only one was a fe
male, and under the mating system of 
moosedom the ratio should be reversed. 
At present there are about fifteen ma
ture cows in the herd, and at least one 
was seen last summer with twin calves.

• Two Sitka youths, Lester Radach and 
Don Noreen, who set sail for Seattle 
June 9 in a fourteen-foot sloop, the Par- 
Lin, reached their destination July 31, 
half an hour late. The two nineteen- 
year-olds had no trouble finding their 
way down a thousand miles of the Inside 
Passage, but in Elliott Bay they had to 
get a harbor patrol boat to direct them 
to the pier on which relatives, friends 
and a committee of Seattle Seafair of
ficials were waiting to greet them.

The boys made most of the journey 
under sail, but used a seven horsepower 
outboard motor as an auxiliary and ac
cepted a tow across Queen Charlotte 
Sound. Their outboard broke down be
fore they reached Bellingham, where 
they stopped overnight with Noreen’s 
aunt, Mrs. Norman Hermstad. They bor
rowed another motor and used it most 
of the way on to Seattle.

They experienced only minor difficul
ties along the way, they said, but their 
meals became monotonous. They longed 
for fresh fruits and milk. Young Radach 
expected to enter college in Compton, 
California. Noreen planned to continue 
sailing, but in the Navy. They hoped to 
sell the Par-Lin in Seattle.

• A terse note in a jar, found last July 
on the beach near Yakutat, cast some 
light on the disappearance of sixteen- 
year-old Orville Rude of Juneau almost 
a year earlier.

Young Rude, already an experienced 
commercial fisherman, was known to 
have left Elfin Cove on August 1, 1956, 
alone on his father’s thirty-foot troller 
Linda, to fish in North Inian Pass be
tween Cross Sound and Icy Strait. Four 
days later the crew of the fishing boat 
Phoenix found wreckage in North Inian 
Pass which Stanley “Skip” Rude, the 
boy’s father, identified as parts of the 
Linda.

The note, found by Mrs. Jennie Welsh, 
employee of the Bellingham Salmon 
Canning Company at Yakutat about a 
hundred and fifty miles northwest of 
Cross Sound, was written in pencil, 
folded and stuffed into an instant coffee 
jar. It read: “If anyone should find this 
note, please send it to Skip Rude at 1314 
Harborway, Juneau, Alaska. I can’t keep 
up with the pump and can’t make it to 
land, so this is it. Goodby and pretty soon 
I’m going under with the boat.”

What caused the wreck of the Linda 
is still unexplained. The weather in the 
area, according to U.S. Coast Guard re
ports, was calm and clear at the time. 
Young Rude’s father said the boy had 
earned free use of the boat by proving 
his ability to handle her.
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[YOU CAN cehT oa ; et yh0oumre #
Kindergarten through 9th grade / B
You can give your child an accredited education with 
famous Calvert SCHOOL-AT-HOME Courses. Easy- 
to-follow teaching manual; books, supplies. Guid
ance by Calvert teachers. Often used to enrich 
learning programs of superior pupils. Start any 
time. 52nd year. Catalog. Give school grade, age. 

C A L V E R T  S C H O O L  
1710 E. T u s c a n y  R o a d , B a lt im o r e  10, Md.

SAVE *9.00
NORELCO Men's Electric Shaver 

Latest model, brand new and fully 
guaranteed. Complete with case, cord 

and cleaning brush. Regularly retails 
$24.95. Our price $17.75 postage paid, 
orders filled within 24 hours. Your 

money back if you are not fully satisfied. 
Send check or money order to:

JOHN BRO O KS,Dept. 684, B ox  212, St. Lou is 3, Mo.

you can PUBLISH* 
Y O U R  B O O K :
Free brochure tells how we published 2000 books for ^ 
authors. Free editorial appraisal. Write Dept. AS 10 #
EXPOSITION PRESS /  386 4th Ave., N.Y. 16 •

KANT SLIP FELT SANDALS 
for F IS H E R M E N  and BO A T M EN . 
Worn over boots or shoes to prevent 
slipping. Tough cross woven felt 
soles riveted to webbing straps. State 
boot size. $4.75 postpaid. 
Satisfaction guaranteed.
Dealer inquiry invited.

KANT SLIP MFG. CO.
2901 S. E. 52 Ave.

Portland, Oregon

INDIAN DOLLS
Alaska Gifts for 

“the Little Folks”
Our handmade dolls delight the hearts 

of children. Made by Southeastern 
Alaska Indians. Soft bodies are clad in 
moosehide or hair seal with felt shoes, 
mitts and soft fur parka trimming. 
Hand drawn faces on soft leather.

Five and a half inch dolls, $3.00; 8 
inches, $4.00; 1014 inches, $6.00; 14 
inches, $10. Postpaid.

Dolls made by Eskimos, with carved 
ivory faces and authentic clothing of 
fur parkas and mukluks, 10 inches, 
$15. Postpaid.

ALASKA SPECIALTIES CO.
B o x 81 K e tch ik a n , A la s k a

Take a Snozzle Stick!
(Continued from page 24)

amining it I found that it was in prime 
condition, and the largest female Black 
I ever saw—and I have seen hundreds 
and skinned scores of them.

Hearing a sound above me, I looked 
up and discovered the cause of the 
bear’s aggressive behavior. Two cubs 
were perched high up in a hemlock 
tree. But at no time had I gone between 
the mother and the cubs, nor had I dis
turbed them in any way. Neither had 
she given me the usual warning to stay 
away.

So my advice is, if you intend to 
prowl through the brush on Prince of 
Wales Island and haven’t a gun, take a 
snozzle stick and a big one, even if I 
did tell you that the little Black bears 
won’t hurt you. A

T-D ay in Sitka
(Continued from page 23) 

transfer date. First, no one, including 
the top echelon officials, could predict 
just when the transfer could be effected, 
because of weather and travel condi
tions. Second, the two governments, 
much more cooperatively disposed in 
those days than is the current fashion 
in power politics, agreed that a post 
office established before the transfer 
date would aid considerably in the re
ceipt and delivery of the necessary pa
pers involved.

Sitka has not been without an active 
post office since July 18, 1867, which of 
course makes it the oldest post office in 
Alaska in point of both date of estab
lishment and continued service.

Alexander Baranof was not interested 
in making history on July 7, 1799, when 
he arrived in what is now known as 
Sitka Harbor. He was looking for a snug 
harbor for himself and his retinue of 
Russian-American Company aides and 
employees, who had worn out their wel
come among the native residents of the 
Aleutian chain. Baranof was a ruthless 
but efficient administrator, definitely 
not the Dale Carnegie type, as the sub
sequent Sitka massacre stands in time- 
muted evidence. He wanted the site now 
occupied by the city of Sitka, at that 
time occupied by the Kik Siti tribe of 
the Tlinget Indian nation.

Baranof’s Iron Rule
Baranof, his aggressive nature some

what tempered by unpleasantries with 
other Tlingets on his voyage from Ko
diak, did not press his quest for the 
desired site. Rather, he settled with 
Skayeutlelt, the elder chief of the Kik 
Sitis, for a site about six miles to the 
north. Here he built his fort, Redoubt 
Saint Gabriel, and began the iron rule 
of Southeastern Alaska which ended 
with the purchase of the Territory by 
the United States for the sum of $7,200,- 
000.

Ironically, miners have for decades 
been taking more in gold annually from 
Alaska than Seward’s “folly” cost the 
nation, and the annual take of fish from 
Alaskan waters varies from three to five

yl4R W  AS TOASTl

N o th in g  warms o r  w e a r s  or 
c o m f o r t s  l ik e  W O O L !  A n d  
b rother — there's no w ool like  
W O O LR IC H ! W e've  been m aking 
10 0%  pure wool outdoor clothes 
fo r 127 ye a rs . O ur fab ric s  are 
soft as a k itten , yet w e a r  like 
i r o n . C lo s e - k n it  to k e e p  out 
w in d , w e t and  co ld . See our 
fam ous Hunting Co ats, Jackets 

w ith  Pants to m atch, in b righ t scarlet or deep red 
and b lack  p la id . And don't m iss our ne w , lig h t
w e igh t In su la ted  Hunting Co at w ith  quilted  lin ing l 
. . . For casu a l w e a r outdoors, have a  look a t our 
new  finger-tip  length IV Y  LEA G U ER  in sm art ve rtica l 
shad in g s . A t your d ea le r .

Ta ilo red  fb look w e ll — fit right! N ever a sk im py 
ta il! Buttons on to s tay ! Luxu rious , butter-soft 
q u a lity . Choose from  a w id e  selection o f eye- 
fillin g  patterns — in a  w e ig h t fo r eve ry  w e a r.

f g g g
GET TREE CATALOG
S e e  o u r  c o m p le t e ,  

1 co lo rfu l line  of "m oun- 
1 t a in - m a d e "  1 0 0 %  
1 w ool outdoor clothes: 
1 M a c k in a w s , c o a t s , 
1 v e s ts , p a n ts , ca p s , 
1 socks, g loves.

J  W rite  Dept. X

W O O L R IC H  W O O L E N  M IL L S

F R E E !  F I S H I N G  L I N E !
Pick one of the following famous GUDEBROD fish
ing lines as a BONUS: 200-yds. 6-lb. test monofila
ment spinning; 100-yds. 15-lb. test baitcasting, or 
25-yds. size D floater fly line.
SPECIAL! So long as this line lasts, we'll send you 
a 10-issue subscription to WESTERN SPORTSMAN 
and any one of the above GUDEBROD fishing lines 
(a $5.00 value!) for a measly two bucks.
WESTERN SPORTSMAN is crammed with articles 
on fishing, hunting, boats, tackle, guns, and informa
tion on our great, rugged West. It would be a 200 yds.
real buy even without the bonus. 'n * 2-spool bo*
URGENT! This is a double-barreled, get-acquainted offer. Act now while the 
iron's hot! Send $2 to
W ESTERN SPORTSM AN, Box 5008-A , Austin 31, Texas

WILL ROGERS-WILEY POST MEMORIAL B00KENDS
Inscription “ Barrow, Alaska”

Shows three plaques in memory of these heroes— from Top 
O f The World Masonic Club, Hillsboro, Texas and Clare- 
more, Oklahoma. Monument is located in the exact spot 
where Will Rogers and Wiley Post ended Life’s flight 
Aug. 15, 1935.

Bronze-cooted  m eta l— a p p ro x . 7 "  height, 5 "  w id th ,
5 "  depth— Felt base  

514.95 p a i r ,  p o s tp a id  f r o m :
A LP A C , IN C ., Box 1 9 2 0 , F a irb a n k s , A la sk a

CATCH THEM  ALIVE and UNHURT!
Trap can’t 
Harm 
Children 
or Pets

Catches 
more! 

Easy to 
use

Amazing H A V A H A R T  trap captures raiding rats, rabbits, 
squirrels, skunks, weasels, etc. Takes minks, coons without 
injuring them. Straying pets and poultry are released unhurt. 
Easy to set— open ends give animal confidence. Fully guar
anteed. No jaws or springs to break. Rustproof. Sizes for all 
needs. Send coupon for valuable Free 36-page booklet on 
trapping secrets.
H A V A H A R T , 154-A  Water Street, Ossining, N .Y .
Please send me free 36-page booklet and price list.

Name

Address
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FASCINATING 
ALASKA 

MOVIE FILMS

Sound and Silent M otion 
Pictures in Black and W hite

KINGS OF THE ARCTIC

Once a year sea lions and seals 
return to Arctic rookeries to mate 
and bear young. Sea lions prac
tice polygamy with a bull con
quering and holding his harem 
against all challengers. When the 
pups are about six weeks old, 
they are taught to swim. The 
young bull must fight the others 
for the female of his choice, and 
such a fight, as well as other in
teresting parts of the life of sea 
lions, is shown in this exciting
film.
375 feet, 16mm., s ile n t............$20.00
375 feet, 16mm., so u n d .......... 25.00
180 feet, 8m m ., s ile n t............. 10.00

BEACHMASTERS

A story of the interesting fur 
seals of the Pribilofs, this silent 
moving picture follows the yearly 
migration to these “ Mist Islands” 
in the Bering Sea. On the Pri
bilofs the seals breed and bring 
forth their young, go forth for 
food, and play in the surf. Bull 
seals gather large harems and 
bachelor seals are butchered for 
their fur.
400 feet, 16mm ., s ile n t ...........$20.00

ARCTIC THRILLS

The exciting movie of a polar 
bear hunt amidst the ice floes of 
the Arctic. Almost a ton of fight
ing mad bear captured after a
terrific struggle.
360 feet, 16mm., so u n d ...........$25.00
360 feet, 16mm ., s ile n t........... 20.00
175 feet, 8m m ., s ilen t........... 10.00

ALASKA

This is a 400-foot travelogue 
which covers many phases of life 
in Alaska, and the industries of 
the Territory from the early days 
to the present. It shows men 
climbing up the Chilkoot Pass in 
the days of ’98, salmon brailing, 
fishing, gold mining, reindeer, 
scenery, bears, and other wild
life, the Inside Passage, Arctic 
Eskimos and scores of other views 
including some of Alaska’s cities 
such as Ketchikan and Juneau.
375 feet, 16mm ., s ile n t........ $20.00
375 feet, 16mm ., so u n d .......  25.00
180 feet, 8m m ., s ile n t.......  10.00

ALASKA FILM CO.
Box 81 K etchikan, Alaska

times the original purchase price of the 
Territory.

Highlights from the history of Sitka, 
new and old, dominate the scene when 
Sitka celebrates Alaska Day. Months 
before the event, men put away their 
razors and begin growing the face 
hedges which have long been a univer
sal symbol of frontier celebrations. The 
women rummage in attics, storerooms 
and caches relocating the long, full- 
skirted dresses, swallow-tailed frock 
coats, bustles, hoop skirts and colorful 
waistcoats in which proud Sitkans live 
during the anniversary party.

There are picnics, fish fries, dances, 
parades, speeches, historical tableaus, 
countless mug-ups, teas and informal 
get-togethers with old friends from ev
ery corner of Alaska. Hospitality is 
never absent in Sitka, any day of any 
year, but during the Alaska Day cele
bration it permeates the atmosphere 
like a full-bodied wine, leaving all par
takers mellowed and aglow with the 
spirit of friendship.

In past years, governors of Alaska 
have attended the celebration and de
livered appropriate addresses, and Ter
ritorial politicians have made the “pil
grimage.” Governors and others pos
sessing the requisite sense of humor but 
not the foresight to lay aside their 
razors for a few days, have found them
selves among the beardless defendants 
in kangaroo court as part of the fun. 
This year Michael A. Stepovich, Alas
ka’s first home-born governor, plans to 
participate in the celebration, with or 
without beard.

“In This Place”
Two program highlights planned for 

Sitkans and their visitors during the 
ninetieth anniversary celebration are 
an enlarged presentation of the tradi
tional pageant, “In This Place,” and a 
series of free visitations through the 
Russian church, which will have on dis
play, for the first time in history, the 
world-famous Cushing collection of 
icons, numbering more than a hundred 
pieces.

Annually, during the traditional flag
changing which marks the anniversary 
of the actual transfer of ownership, a 
small cannon is fired. This feature was 
missed in the 1956 program because the 
person designated as cannoneer failed 
to show up.

“It will be fired in 1957 if I have to do 
it myself!” vows Dick Calhoun, a mov
ing spirit in all things Sitkan.

The way all Sitkans are busying 
themselves in preparation for the nine
tieth anniversary of Alaska Day, there 
can be no doubt that the 1957 celebra
tion will be the biggest, liveliest and 
most memorable thus far. Calhoun and 
others declare that Sitka is working up 
to the hundredth anniversary, when a 
full week of pageantry will surpass the 
two- and three-day events which have 
been marking Transfer Day for more 
years than any present Sitkans can re
member.

For those historically minded visitors 
who attend the 1957 Alaska Day festivi
ties in Sitka, there is a special signifi

cance involved in their taking a room 
in Russ Clithero’s Sitka Hotel. This 
comfortable, congenial hostelry stands 
on the site occupied by the first trading 
post in Sitka. A

B e n e f a c t o r  a n d  B a d E x  a m p l e
(Continued, from page 21)

largesse. He had an irresistible impulse 
for charity without thought of any per
sonal advantage to be derived there
from. Living sumptuously himself, he 
could not endure the thought of fellow 
human beings in distress.

He performed many of his acts of 
generosity through the medium of the 
Church, contributing the necessary 
funds and keeping himself entirely out 
of the picture. In this mode of charity 
his chief assistant was Parson Thomas 
Uzzell, founder of the People’s Taber
nacle in Denver, a rough-hewn but 
kindly soul who spent most of his time 
extending a helping hand to the down
trodden. Uzzell had only to mention a 
case of distress to Smith, and the neces
sary cash would be forthcoming imme
diately. Whenever he was short of funds 
himself, the Tivoli proprietor went 
openly to his friends and demanded 
subscriptions—and he never returned 
empty-handed.

The friendship between the parson 
and the bunco king was one of those 
extraordinary relationships which some
times spring up between individuals at 
opposite ends of the social order who 
find one common ground and meet there 
with unique and beneficial results. So 
it was with Smith and the parson. Ut
terly at variance in their outlook on 
life, they had a mutual respect for each 
other which endured through the years.

“The Lord loveth a cheerful giver,” 
the parson once said, “and if ever there 
was a cheerful giver, Jefferson is that 
man. He always finds a way, and it is 
ever his delight to shame the greedy 
into giving to the needy. He has the 
attributes of genius, but he has chosen 
the wrong road of life. I have told him 
so myself repeatedly and sought to turn 
him from his path, but if through his 
agency I am enabled to accomplish good 
in this sad world, why should I refuse 
his aid?”

Isadore Leon relates that upon the 
occasion of an important religious con
vention held in Denver, Parson Uzzell 
was piloting a group of delegates on a 
tour of the city when they encountered 
Soapy, whom the guide introduced to 
his astonished confreres as “the great
est confidence man in America—and my 
friend.” Then, in a deeply earnest voice, 
not unmoved by genuine emotion, Uz
zell said impressively:

“Jefferson, a man with your talents 
who would devote his life to the teach
ing of the Gospel would make one of 
the greatest servants of the Lord in the 
present generation. Why don’t you 
join us?”

Soapy received the words gravely, 
then pushed back his hat and, with a 
grin, replied, “Parson, I would, if I 
thought you were on the square.”

“I, am, and I’m going to take you up 
on that in a way you don’t suspect,” the
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parson replied. The result came sooner 
than Soapy himself expected and re
sulted in his performing one of the 
most extraordinary and incredible acts 
of his life. Shortly after the meeting on 
the street, Parson Uzzell came to Soapy 
and requested him to speak before the 
men’s Bible class at the Tabernacle. 
Soapy was dumfounded by the invita
tion, but the minister assured him that 
he was in earnest.

“A man of your type ought to be in a 
position to say something worthwhile,” 
he said. “I want somebody to talk to 
these young men on the question of 
temperance. Now, you’re a temperate 
man. You’re not a teetotaler, I know, 
but you know the value of temperance 
and how it’s necessary even in your 
own walk of life. Tell them about that. 
Will you?”

Only a genius in psychology could 
know what actually lay behind Soapy’s 
acceptance. Judging from his general 
scheme of life, the most logical reason 
seems to have been a simple desire to 
“give the parson a hand” in the com
mendable task of guiding his young 
men along the paths of righteousness 
which he himself had avoided. Even as 
a leader of sharps and thugs he retained 
an innate sense of decency and a desire 
to be helpful, and apparently he was 
inspired by a sincere desire to help 
others to avoid the traps which had 
caught so many in his own circle.

An Astonishing Speech
So it was an amazed group of young 

men to whom Parson Uzzell introduced 
the bunco chieftain on the following 
Sunday, but their immediate astonish
ment was no greater than that created 
by the unique address which Soapy 
made. Parson Uzzell had not misjudged 
his man.

“Young fellows,” said Soapy, “I am 
here, not as a preacher, but as a bad 
example. You see before you a man 
who has had wonderful opportunities 
but who has thrown them aside for 
worldly things. The good parson has 
asked me to say a few words to you 
concerning temperance and decent liv
ing, and I can speak of this with au
thority because I am constantly up 
against the results of failure to live 
temperately and decently in the people 
with whom I associate daily.

“It is my observation that the smart
est men in the country, the men who 
have advanced to leadership in all lines, 
are men who do not indulge in liquor. 
Those that drink fall by the wayside 
and soon are forgotten. I am no water
drinking champion myself, but many 
times I have been obliged to discharge 
men from my service because they 
could not resist the temptation of good 
fellowship at the bars. Even in my pro
fession the drinker cannot hold his own. 
He can’t find his wits when the time 
comes to use them.

“By the same token, lay off the cards 
and the dice. You can’t beat them. If 
you buck the sharper’s game you will 
be badly fooled and may plunge your
self into a desperate situation from 
which you cannot rescue yourself.

“There is some hope for you young 
men. There is no hope for the old- 
timers in sin. They are past redemption, 
and most of them are down and out. 
You have your chance now. Keep away 
from the evil things, now and always. 
Look at me. I am supposed to be suc
cessful, but today I am poorer than 
almost every one of you in this room.

“Keep your minds and your bodies 
clean, boys. Keep them clean. Listen to 
what the parson tells you and walk the 
straight line. It will pay you. And don’t 
be so anxious to know the worst about 
the world.”

There wasn’t a soul in the room who 
hadn’t seen Soapy at his soap stand on 
Seventeenth Street, not one but knew 
much of his Tivoli activities. When he 
first began to speak they were skeptical 
and inclined to scoff, but in a few min
utes his earnestness and evident sin
cerity won them. For half an hour he 
continued his discourse, and when he 
sat down he was rewarded with the 
hearty, unstinted applause of his audi
tors. It was Soapy’s only performance 
in this unusual role, but it knit the bond 
between him and the minister more 
closely than ever, and the bunco king 
was even more assiduous thereafter in 
according the preacher his own peculiar 
type of support.

Herbert Southard, then a police ser
geant in Denver and now a resident of 
Los Angeles, recalls a notable example 
of the devious methods Soapy followed 
to offer this support. Parson Uzzell was 
accustomed to providing an annual 
Christmas feast for the poor at the 
Tabernacle, but one year, as the holiday 
season drew near, found the church 
treasury empty-a not unaccustomed 
state—and the prospects for the Christ
mas dinner seemed slim. He went to 
Soapy and made known his need. The 
bunco expert told him not to worry 
and guaranteed that the needy would 
not go hungry.

That day Soapy had an unusually suc
cessful session at the soap stand. With 
the substantial proceeds he hastened to 
the Arcade gambling hall and indulged 
in his favorite pastime of bucking the 
faro bank. Luck was with him from the 
start, and when, late that night, he 
arose from his chair, his profits were 
five thousand, five hundred dollars. 
Shaking off his companions who, he 
knew, would be “on the touch” immedi
ately, he skipped downstairs, gulped a 
drink at the bar, and summoned a hack.

“Drive to Parson Uzzell’s home,” he 
called out. The trip was long, and it was 
past one o’clock when he arrived at his 
destination, where he began a loud rap
ping on the door. Finally aroused from 
his righteous slumber, the parson thrust 
his head through an upstairs window 
and demanded to know who was calling.

“It’s Soapy—Soapy Smith,” shouted 
the visitor. “I’ve got something for you.”

The parson, in his nightshirt, de
scended the stairs and opened the door.

“Here, take this and set up a Christ
mas dinner for your people,” said Smith, 
thrusting a large roll of greenbacks into 
Uzzell’s hand. Then, before the preacher 
could even express his thanks, he 
turned swiftly about, jumped into the
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Why you can buy oil for twenty 
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Anderol lubricants actually protect 
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100 times better protection against 
corrosion. They give perfect lubri- 
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Camera Fans! WESTINGHOUSE 
FLASH BULBS at Wholesale

Improve your black and white and 
color photos by using these Westing- 
house flash bulbs for both indoor and 
outdoor shots.

Check these low Postpaid prices for case lots 
(120 bulbs) P.H. 5-11.50 BLUE P.H. 5-12.75 

(144 bulbs)M 2 -11.50 BLUE M 2 -12.00
other sizes at proportionate savings. 

Perfect condition, unconditionally guaran
teed. No C.O.D.’S—send check or money order.
Ace Mail Order Co. East Orange, 2, NJ.
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Desk £ • 159 E. Ontario • Chicago 11

hack, and hurried away. Uzzell found 
himself in possession of one thousand, 
five hundred dollars. On Christmas day 
a particularly bounteous feast was pro
vided for the poor at the Tabernacle.

Smith also established a custom of 
sending new twenty-dollar bills as 
Christmas gifts to a long list of needy 
friends and acquaintances every year, 
a custom which was adopted later by 
Lou Blonger, who was Soapy’s successor 
as bunco chief of Denver. It was com
mon report that the most prominent 
banker in the city entrusted substantial 
sums to Smith for distribution among 
the destitute. A large part of this was 
turned over to Parson Uzzell, and the 
remainder was distributed with a free 
hand by Soapy himself.

At one time, when the parson made 
an appeal for funds to help a needy 
family in actual suffering, the bunco 
man’s fortunes were at a low ebb, and 
business in general among the sporting 
fraternity was below par. But, never 
without resource, Soapy organized what 
proved to be the strangest auction sale 
in Denver’s history. He summoned his 
crowd and other friends and instructed 
them to contribute marketable articles 
for sale and also to go out and gather 
other merchandise. The assembly of 
goods which followed was unique.

One man, assigned to the red-light 
district, returned with an express- 
wagon load of garish furnishings and 
finery, mostly obtained by threats. Joe 
Palmer secured a collection of six-guns 
and other lethal weapons. The Duke of

Halsted street threw in an assortment 
of his own well-made garments, all still 
extremely serviceable. Jimmy Thornton 
donated a horse he had won at a raffle. 
Yankee Hank Fewclothes contributed 
half a dozen pails of honey. High Yaller, 
a new hanger-on of the gang, offered 
some sure-thing dice, together with a 
stack of well-thumbed dime novels. A 
bandit barber sent a collection of shav
ing mugs with the gilded initials of de
parted customers and a discarded bar
ber’s chair. The “Reverend” Bowers 
was acclaimed when he appeared with 
a pure white French poodle of guaran
teed pedigree. Not to be outdone, Ice 
Box Murphy added a mottled cat with 
a pink ribbon about its neck. Even the 
patrolman on the beat entered into the 
spirit of the occasion and made his en
try with a truckload of carpets, rugs, 
and furniture picked up in his territory. 
Doctor Fat of Chinatown, placid—and 
notorious—proprietor of a prosperous 
opium joint, made the prize contribu
tion of all, a costly opium pipe. Ling 
Chan, boss laundryman whose undying 
gratitude Soapy had won by using po
litical pull to save the Chinaman from 
an infraction of the law, sent hand
some silks and valuable objets d’art im
ported from the Orient.

Then the bunco steerers, shillabers, 
cappers, and boosters all joined hands 
in drumming up a crowd on the day of 
the vendue. Banjo Parker, seated on a 
high box at the entrance, whanged out 
thrilling ballads which, together with 
the ballyhoo, snared a full house.
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Radiating dignity, Jeff Smith himself 
officiated as auctioneer and performed 
nobly and with telling effect. The queer 
array of goods brought excellent prices, 
and when the sale was ended Soapy 
turned over more than nine hundred 
dollars to Parson Uzzell for the benefit 
of the stricken family.

“And, besides, we have something 
else,” Smith announced and thrust the 
fuzzy French poodle into the parson’s 
arms. “Give it to the kids of the family. 
They’ll have a lot of fun playing with 
it. One of my own men bid it in for me. 
It’s paid for, too.”

New Frauds Introduced
During the early days of 1893 matters 

flowed along swimmingly for Soapy 
Smith and his gang. Prosperity show
ered itself upon them, and there was 
no portent of the storm which was des
tined to break in the near future. Cards, 
dice, shells, and the soap racket contin
ued to be the mainstays of the gang, 
but in order to accommodate the in
creasing number of prospects they 
eventually introduced new forms of 
imposition and fraud.

One of the most barefaced of these 
was conceived by two of Soapy’s lieu
tenants and was worthy of the master 
himself. This was a sure-thing swindle, 
known among the operators as the Up 
and Down and involved the operation 
of a fake stock exchange decked out in 
a most convincing manner. It was de
signed definitely to trap the outlanders 
who wandered into Denver and, in this 
respect, proved a tremendous success.

The Up and Down was installed in 
one of the large poolrooms. A black
board carried the names of fictitious 
mining stocks, and the equipment in
cluded ticker and tape. An operator sat 
in a room a few doors away and sent in 
quotations throughout the regular trad
ing hours, the speculators who crowded 
the place being given the opportunity 
to gamble on whether the particular 
stock in which they seemed to invest 
would go up or down. They received 
instantaneous action for their money. A 
man at the tape sang out the ticker re
port, which was chalked up on the 
board, while cappers circulated what 
they whispered as sure-fire tips.

“Investments” could be made in any 
amount from two dollars up, and the 
speculator had to wait only a minute or 
two to learn whether he had doubled 
or trebled his money or been wiped out. 
The last was the most customary result.

Local and visiting crooks, knowing 
the Up and Down to be an open-and- 
shut swindle, viewed its tremendous 
success with envious eyes, but it re
mained for two Kansas City tinhorns 
to solve the situation. After snooping 
about for a day or two, this pair learned 
that the quotations for the tape were 
made up in toto a day ahead of time 
and that the manipulators worked in 
the back apartment of a downtown 
hotel.

The method employed in deciding 
the trend of the stocks for the follow
ing day was charming in its simplicity. 
A pack of cards was placed in a faro

bank and then drawn, one by one. If 
the face of the card was higher than 
that preceding it, the quotation of the 
stock under consideration was boosted; 
if lower, the stock dropped. The record 
of the cards was duly listed upon a 
sheet and turned over to the operator 
next morning to be sent over the “wire.”

The Kansas City pair rented a hotel 
room facing the alley directly opposite 
the apartment where the quotations 
were fixed. At a pawnshop they pur
chased a pair of strong field glasses. 
Having no suspicion that they were be
ing spied upon, the market framers kept 
the shades up, and thus the watchers 
were enabled to make a complete rec
ord for their own use of the fluctuations 
of the market due to occur the follow
ing day.

There was some stir and a vaguely 
growing doubt in the Up and Down 
market when the tinhorns came in and 
made some lucky plays, but for a day 
or two they did not press their “luck.” 
Then came a day when they suddenly 
plunged heavily and, while a bewil
dered and wrathful group of manipula
tors of the “market” looked on help
lessly, the pair called the turn on stock 
after stock. When they had finally 
ceased trading they walked out of the 
house with a profit of $18,000, never to 
reappear.

The operators became highly suspi
cious of a leak and hired a private de
tective agency to run down the mys
tery. It was finally solved when a bell
hop divulged that he had observed the 
strangers using field glasses at their 
window and the pawnshop where the 
glasses had been bought was located. 
The pawnbroker readily identified the 
two strangers who had purchased the 
glasses from the description given by 
the detective. Thereafter the market 
fixers made their quotations behind 
drawn shades, and the Up and Down 
lost no more money—for its operators.

A Humiliating Slip
In the spring Soapy sustained an acci

dent of which he took an amusing ad
vantage. While crossing Larimer Street, 
he attempted to evade a rapidly ap
proaching horse and buggy but slipped 
in the mud and was run over. While 
the driver came to a quick stop and a 
crowd gathered, Soapy arose to his feet, 
roaring his indignation.

“This is the first time in history that 
a man has been trampled by horse’s 
hooves and ground down under wheels 
and escaped without broken bones,” he 
exclaimed, resentfully. “Think of my 
feelings, lying there, uninjured, with 
my face in the mud! Somebody’s got to 
pay for this. It’s too humiliating.”

The driver of the rig, a local brewer, 
well-known to Soapy and with a face 
the color of a Hood River apple, apolo
gized profusely. He admitted that he 
was not wholly sober and had not been 
driving carefully, but Smith sternly de
manded satisfaction, finally ending 
with:

“Your beer collector shows up in po
lice court a good deal, and I know he 
squares a lot of cases.”

PRISMASCOPE
PRICES SLASHED!

Now, save 27% MORE on these POWER-PACKED PRISMASCOPES. Treat yourself to binoculars’ finest features for only a fraction of their high cost. Same construction as costly binoculars. Same results. Same power, field and light but for one eye and much EASIER TO USE!WONDERFUL—HANDY—CONVENIENT for sports, nature, touring, hiking._ vacation. The 12 power 144x area (illustrated) with its huge 50mm. objective lens, brings 1 mile to only 145 yards—and yours, for only a few cents on the dollar. American Made. What a buy!UNUSED WAR SURPLUS OPTICS plus increased volume make these low, low prices possible. The 7 lenses and prisms are DIAMOND GROUND, achro-corrected. Made for costly U.S. Army & Navy precision binoculars. Give needle sharp vision with tremendous light power.THOUSANDS SOLD nationally at the original prices thru Outdoor Life, Field & Stream and other top magazines. Now available at these great reductions.FREE TRIAL! No risk. Try 10 days. MONEY BACK if you don’t agree it is the greatest optical value ever. While they last. No tax. CASE and LANYARD FREE. Postage paid. C.O.D. $2 deposit, you pay charges.
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GET THIS FAMOUS
FILS0N CRUISING COAT

Long-wearing, comfortable! 
Thru Your Local Dealer

For a complete description 
write to C. C. FILSON CO. 
Maritime Bldg., Seattle 4, Wash.

S in ce  1897

Pride in your equipment is Justified 
only by the confidence you place In it.

The popularity of Williams shooting 
equipment is due to the success it has 
achieved in the fleid by shooters who 
demand the ultimate in accurate, de
pendable equipment.

New 112 page Shooter’s Catalog #8 
illustrates and gives complete Infor
mation on the finest guns and acces
sories made.
7210 LAPEER RD. DAVISON 6. MICHIGAN

Micrometer Scope 
Mounts

Quick Convertible 
Scope Mounts 

Receiver Sights 
Streamlined 

Ramps
Guide Carrying 

Straps
White Center 
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Giant Head 

Safeties
Stock Finish Kits 

Sling Swivels 
Cleaning 

Equipment
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FREE!
Inside
Story

on
Publishing 
Your Book

If you are the talented author 
of an unpublished manuscript, 
let us help gain the recognition 
you deserve. We w ill publish 
your BOOK—we will edit, design, 
print, promote, advertise and 
sell it I Good royalties.

Write for FREE copy of 
How To Publish Your Book 

COMET PRESS BOOKS, Dept. Key:AS-10 
200 Varick St.. N. Y. 14

SAVE UP TO 5 0 %  AND MORE
Diamonds from Estates, Banks, Unredeemed_Pledges

G E N U I N E  

DIAMONDS
Va'u®5 from ^ A ll d iam onds r e s e t ; '  

b ra n d
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Diamond Loan Bank
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ings. Sold w ith  a  w ritten  iro n 
c la d  m oney bock guarantee . 
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ALASKA SOUVENIR PACKAGE
Daily newspaper from Alaska’s Capital City, pack 
of colored scenic viewcards, Alaska restaurant 
menus, book match folders, information guides, 
maps, literature. $1 postpaid.

ROBERT L. MORRIS
Box 2295 Juneau 2, Alaska

STOP TOBACCO
■'i

S' X

Banish the craving for tobacco as thou
sands have with Tobacco Redeemer. W rite 
Today for free booklet telling o f  injurious 
effect o f  tobacco and o f  a treatment which 
has relieved over 300.000 people.

In Business Since 1909 
THE N E W E L L  C O M P A N Y  
121 Brentwood Sta., St. Louis 17, Mo.

FREE
ROOK

Y O U  W O U L D N ’ T H U N T  W IT H  A  R U S T Y  K NIFE 
W H Y  S H A V E  W IT H  A  R U S T Y  B L A D E ?

Stainless Steel Blades Don't Rust Ever 
FOR SMOOTHEST SHAVE YET USE B A RB ETTE BLADES.

W on’t rust or corrode even in water— they stay 
smooth and sharp— Kind to your face. Use with your 
favorite cream or soap. Imported from Denmark. 10 
double-edge blades, 45^, 30 for $1 postpaid. (6 months 
of painless shaving).

SHARP IMPORTS, Box 568, Rutland, Vermont

“Yes, just so,” replied the brewer.
“Well, what I want you to do is this,” 

said Soapy. “You tell your beer-collec
tor fixer to look after the interests of 
my friends when they’re brought to 
court, just as he looks after your cus
tomers. Do this and I won’t sue you for 
damages for this terrible accident—and 
I’d just about made up my mind to sue 
for $50,000 for ruining my suit and my 
dignity. The humiliation of being un
hurt is worth almost twenty-five thou
sand more.”

Finally understanding that he was 
being “ribbed,” the brewer agreed 
heartily to the proposition and kept his 
word, and thus Soapy gained another 
friend at court.

But trouble for Soapy was in the off
ing again. Early in 1893 there drifted 
into Denver, from California, Harry 
“Shotgun” Smith, no relative of Jeff’s, 
but widely known among criminals for 
his dexterity with firearms and his par
ticipation in notable robberies. He 
gained his sobriquet through a hold-up 
at a roadhouse near Los Angeles where, 
single-handed and armed only with a 
double-barreled shotgun, he lined up 
the proprietor and a dozen guests and 
made away with their money and jew
els. He had been deported from Salt 
Lake City and run out of Ogden as an 
undesirable, but he received protection 
from Soapy when he came to Denver 
and asked for Smith’s assistance. But 
Soapy held no brief for his profession, 
having always been opposed to high
waymen, and there was no employment 
to be found for Shotgun.

“I can start on the road here and do 
a good business,” said Shotgun.

“Oh, no, you won’t,” Soapy declared 
vigorously. “I have enough responsibil
ities without trying to shield a hold-up. 
I don’t want any of your game. My 
boys use their wits to get the money. 
Strongarm stuff doesn’t go. If you want 
to stick around with us, all right, but I 
won’t stand for any rough work.”

Shotgun put up the argument that he 
knew nothing about bunco effort, but 
he dared not leave Smith’s sheltering 
wing. So, barred from raising funds 
with his gun, he hung about the Tivoli, 
disgruntled and quarrelsome, daily be
coming more disagreeable and incur
ring the special dislike of Baseom 
Smith.

The Feud’s Climax
The fatal climax of their feud came in 

June, 1893, on a night when the bunco 
men assembled in a back room of the 
Tivoli to divide the day’s loot and plan 
tomorrow’s activities. Inquisitive con
cerning the session, Shotgun invaded 
the room, uninvited. Baseom brusquely 
ordered him to leave. Unaccustomed to 
taking peremptory instructions from 
anyone, Shotgun stood his ground and 
declined to move. Baseom leaped to his 
feet, his face red with anger.

“You will get out!” he yelled. He 
grabbed Shotgun and pushed him vio
lently through the door. Shotgun tum
bled to the floor of the barroom. 
Whether he attempted to draw a weap
on is uncertain, but without further ado 
Baseom pulled a revolver and fired.

Shotgun rolled over, mortally wound
ed, and lived only a few minutes. Bas- 
com was arrested immediately and 
charged with murder. Soapy found him
self faced with a harder task than usual 
in going to the front for his brother. 
Baseom insisted that he had fired in 
self-defense, but the stories of the wit
nesses were vaguely uncertain on this 
point. However, Soapy exerted his su
preme efforts and, finally, by using ev
ery ounce of “pull” he possessed, man
aged to have his brother released; and 
the case never came to trial. Whether 
the shooting actually was in self-de
fense never was cleared up fully.

In those early months of 1893 events 
were on the move in Colorado, and 
black shadows were creeping up on
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The life and 
gaudy times of

TEX RICKARD
■Just Published

THE
MAGNIFICENT

RUBE
By CHARLES SAMUELS 

301 pages, illustrated , $4.50
<< A LUSTY, variegated slice of Americana,” 

***• is the way the Boston Herald describes this 
biography of Tex Rickard. Tex, from the mo
ment he was born, somehow managed to be 
wherever the fast action was, and the turbulence.

He was up in the Yukon Valley, working in 
gambling houses, two years before the Klondike 
gold rush started; there he prospected, made and 
lost several fortunes. His famous “Northern,” in 
Nome, is generally credited with being the only 
honest gambling saloon in Alaska, during the 
gold-rush years.

He hunted diamonds in South Africa, and ran 
a 325,000-acre ranch in Paraguay.

Rickard became one of the greatest fight pro
moters America has ever known. In 1910 he pro
moted the Jef- 
fries-Johnson 
fight in Reno.
Later, he created 
the “million-dol- 
lar gate” with 
Jack Dempsey.
H is s e c o nd  
Dempsey-T u n- 
ney title fight at 
Chicago, in 1927, 
drew 2̂,658,660, 
still the world- 
record take for a 
sports event.

Tells what happened when the 
master promoter:

• Moved from the hot plains to the frozen 
wastes of the Klondike, through Ne
vada, South Africa, and South America, 
to become the King of Promoters in the 
wild and giddy New York of the Twen
ties.

• Gambled more than a million dollars 
(which he did not have) on a single bout.

• Tried to match the giant Negro, Harry 
Wills, for a title fight with Jack Demp
sey.

• Met Theodore Roosevelt, Wyatt Earp, 
Wilson Mizner, Rex Beach, W. C. 
Fields, Marjorie Rambeau, Jack Kearnŝ  
Anne Morgan, John D. Rockefeller, Jr.

• Came home in a 315,000 solid-bronze 
casket and was mourned like a national 
hero.

Order now  from :

The Alaska Sportsm an
Ketchikan, Alaska

Soapy’s world, though neither he nor 
those around him recognized the omens. 
The lawlessness which had gained a 
new foothold after the temporary re
form wave of 1890 had reached its un
trammeled height in Denver. The wide- 
open town element in the state capital 
enjoyed high favor with the police and 
sheriff offices. Corruption, graft, and 
bribery were at their worst. Crime was 
rampant. Shootings were increasingly 
frequent, and justice was consistently 
defeated when slayers were brought to 
trial. As the latest move to hamstring 
the law, a new form of defense for mur
derers was successfully introduced, des
tined to become increasingly popular 
and notorious in the decades which fol
lowed.

At Murphy’s exchange the renegade 
son of a wealthy Kentucky family add
ed another chapter to the bloody record 
of the Slaughter House by killing an 
innocent customer, shooting him down 
in cold blood at the swinging doors of 
the saloon.

“This defendant,” said the young 
man’s lawyer at the trial, “was suffer
ing from a brain storm and, therefore, 
was wholly irresponsible. He had been 
drinking steadily for a week, which so 
affected his mind, temporarily, that he 
cannot be held accountable for his act.”

The plea was successful. The jury 
agreed with the lawyer for the defense 
and acquitted the slayer. Later, in an
other “brain storm,” he took the life of 
a dance-hall girl, but again used the 
same defense and once more escaped 
punishment.

Corrupt Officials

Here are models of the world's oldest 
and largest manufacturer of snow- shoes. 
Ask your dealer or write us for fu ll infor
mation. A wide selection of sizes.

V ^ a l a s k a n  m o d e l  •  A sturdy snow- 
shoe with more toe turnup, narrower width 
for faster travel. The “ Alaskan" is a light 
snowshoe that can be used for racing.

te^THE "M a in e ”  s t a n d a r d  * Designed 
by Maine and Canadian trappers, this is 
our most popular model for general use. 
Well built, it stands up under hardest use 
. . . enables you to cover miles of snow 
country without effort.

Some of the justice courts reeked 
with corruption and were prolific 
sources of blackmail and petty pilfer
ing. One justice ran a crap game in his 
courtrooms after hours, and, on the 
bench, whenever he asked for a drink 
of water, he was served whisky in a 
tin cup. He built a one-cell jail in the 
basement beneath his temple of justice, 
where he proposed to incarcerate the 
city’s chief gambling-house proprietor 
who had refused to lend him money. 
The threat was effective, and the jus
tice’s name was added to the payroll of 
the gambling boss.

Another justice and his bibulous con
stable went out together for a “big 
night” and eventually found themselves 
out of funds in an underworld resort 
conducted in ostentatious style by a 
leader of the demimonde newly arrived 
from the Pacific coast. To the intoxi
cated j ustice the solution of his dilemma 
was simple. He ordered his hostess and 
all the girl inmates and servants in the 
place to assemble and thereupon con
ducted an impromptu court. At his in
structions, the staggering constable 
waved a bunch of papers at the gath
ering, announcing thickly that they 
were warrants for the arrest of all be
fore him. While the “madam” and the 
girls shrieked with laughter, thinking 
the entire affair a joke, the justice 
found his hostess guilty of conducting a 
disorderly house, promptly fined her 
fifty dollars, and when she demurred,

P"THE b e ar  p a w  •  Excellent for 
traversing rugged brush country, forests 
and frozen swamps. Used extensively by 
lumbermen, hunters, campers.

^ . M ic h ig a n  m o d e l  •  The “ Mich
igan”  model is made in heavy duty sizes 
for outdoor work and also in lighter weight 
sizes for sports. A top model for all-round 
snowshoeing.
We also manufacture three other snowshoes 
that are not illustrated: (1) Children's snow- 
shoes in Maine and Michigan models (2) 
YUKON model for open travel, especially 
uphill (3) Official high school and college 
racers.

WIN A FREE 
P A IR !

You can win a free pair of Snocraft snow- 
shoes. Send us your model choice, your 
weight and name of your nearest dealer. 
Also tell us in 50 words or less, your most 
interesting experience on snowshoes. This 
offer expires Dec. 31, 1957. Decision of 
judges final. Mail entries to: SNOCRAFT, 
Contest Mgr., 103 Water St., Saco, Maine, 
U.S.A.
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B O O K S
ABOUT MINERALS, MINING AND PROSPECTING

THE URANIUM 
PROSPECTORS’ 
GUIDE—is designed 
to convey in non
technical language 
the basic information 
needed by all urani- 
um prospectors. 
Only $3.50

MINERA1S for
ATOMIC
a n n o

MINERALS FOR 
ATOMIC ENERGY 
— This complete 
handbook to pros
pecting for atomic 
energy minerals is 
written by one of the 
world’s foremost ex
perts. Only $7.50

THE ROCK BOOK 
—a beautifully illus
trated story of rocks 
and the earth on 
which we live—an 
invaluable reference 
work for modern 
prospectors. $7.50

DANA’S MANUAL 
OF MINERALOGY 
—This is a “must” 
book for the student 
of mineralogy and 
the prospector for 
uranium and other 
minerals. Only $8.50

ORDER FROM
THE ALASKA SPORTSMAN

P. O. Box 118 Ketchikan, Alaska
all books mailed postpaid

FREE CATALOG
Discover how you can 
double your shooting 

accuracy. Send for 
free, full-color 

24-page 
catalog. 

Describes all 
Lyman 

Products 
for 

Shooters.

accuracy of modern guns and 
ammunition in half. Lyman precision receiver sights deliver 

all the accuracy built into your rifle.
SPECIFY LYMAN SIGHTS . . .

With a receiver and front sight combination for all 
popular rifles, you can have Lyman Sights for your gun for 

as little as $6.50. You can’t buy more accuracy at any price!
THE LYMAN GUN SIGHT CORP.
M I D D L E F I E L D  • C O N N E C T I C U T

she suddenly discovered that the farce 
was a matter of complete seriousness so 
far as she was concerned. She was 
forced to disgorge the fifty dollars, after 
which the justice fined each girl and 
each servant ten dollars, which the con
stable duly collected, after which the 
“arms of the law” departed to continue 
their carousal elsewhere.

At elections all the hacks and omni
buses in town were hired by corrupt 
politicians to round up fake voters. On 
their rounds they would stop at China
town, where stupefied opium addicts 
were dragged from their bunks and 
hauled to the polling places, there to 
cast ballots as instructed. Throughout 
the day vehicles packed with “repeat
ers” would hasten from polling place to 
polling place.

Confidence men patrolled the streets 
on a time schedule, as exact and regu
lar as that observed by the policemen 
on their beats. The bandit barbers of 
Seventeenth Street continued their ef
forts unmolested. Brigand hack drivers 
played the tourists for all the traffic 
would bear. Policy and lottery games 
filched dimes and dollars from a specu
lative public. Fake mining concerns 
prospered. The red-light districts ran 
wide open. Criminal actions were 
squared in the courts. Suckers were 
browbeaten or driven out of town be
fore they could reach the police with 
their complaints. Justice court mills 
worked overtime. Warrants of arrest, 
summonses, subpoenas, and writs flew in 
all directions, the crooked courts hold
ing open the sacks into which the costs 
dropped.

Popu lace  U p  in  A rm s

Such was the Denver of 1893. But re
volt was in sight. Aghast at the condi
tions which had developed, the populace 
at large determined to do something, 
anything, to end the existing situation.

In the state elections of that year, the 
rebellious citizens of Colorado saw their 
chance. While conditions were worst in 
Denver, they were duplicated in a lesser 
degree throughout the state, and the 
respectable elements of the entire com
monwealth were up in arms. As their 
hero for the occasion they selected a 
white-whiskered and fiery zealot by the 
name of Davis H. Waite, who was run
ning for governor on the Populist tick
et. Sweeping wholesale reform was the 
keynote of Waite’s campaign, and his 
foes promptly dubbed him “Blood-to- 
the-Bridles” Waite when, in an inflam
matory speech, he promised to “fight in
iquity until blood runs as deep as the 
cavalry’s bridles.”

The liberals jeered at Waite’s cam
paign and looked forward to their cus
tomary victory. But they did not realize 
how thoroughly the state had been 
aroused, and when the votes were tal
lied their laughter faded, for the Popu
list candidate was swept into office. In 
the state capital itself Waite’s election 
was pretty well discounted, and the 
wide-open protagonists were inclined to 
view the situation with calmness be
cause their forces still controlled the 
city. But they reckoned without Waite.
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The new governor took his campaign 
pledges seriously. He determined imme
diately to uproot all graft, corruption, 
and lawlessness throughout his domain 
and, in the course of his survey, cast a 
particularly critical eye upon condi
tions in the capital city. The fact that 
the condition was one of municipal and 
not state authority did not deter him for 
a moment. Observing that his opponents 
were strongly entrenched, he leaped 
into the battle of cleaning up Denver 
with a vigor that made up in sound and 
fury what it lacked in wisdom.

Apparently Waite lost all sense of 
balance when he plunged into his war
fare against iniquity with authority in 
his grasp, taking it for granted that his 
election had given him the right to use 
any methods, no matter how unreason
able or violent in themselves, to achieve 
his purpose. In a perpetual state of fiery 
indignation, the patriarchal governor 
devoted himself unstintingly to reno
vating Denver itself.

From the state capitol he issued 
pronunciamentos, edicts, orders, and 
ukases, all aimed to wipe out the evils 
of the day. He peremptorily ordered the 
Denver Fire and Police Commission to 
“clean house,” and when they paid no 
heed to his demands on the grounds 
that his authority did not extend to 
them, he called the commissioners 
sharply to task. Infuriated anew by 
their sniffing at his policies, he de
manded that they resign—only to re
ceive a flat refusal.

Enraged beyond discretion, the gov
ernor made swift plans to execute a 
grand coup to restore dignity and au
thority to the gubernatorial office and 
issued a warning that, unless the com
missioners bowed to his will at once, he 
would call out the militia and show one 
and all who was boss of Colorado and 
all its inhabitants.

Events moved rapidly after that. The 
gravity of the situation and the com
plete seriousness with which the fanati
cal Waite made his threat were not 
comprehended by a good-natured pub
lic which had been vastly amused by 
the political fireworks. The liberal lead
ers, however, began to sense something 
of the deadly earnestness of the state 
executive and, as the situation became 
suddenly crucial, they, headed by Soapy 
Smith himself, volunteered their serv
ices to the Fire and Police Commission 
and other City Hall departments which 
had drawn the wrath of the stormy gov
ernor. The climax came when Waite’s 
patience—never too great—was exhaust
ed and he abruptly ordered out the 
troops, as he had threatened. What en
sued next day became famous as the 
Denver City Hall War, and a review of 
the events of the day discloses that only 
by a hairbreadth did the city escape a 
wholesale slaughter under the orders of 
the raging state executive.

The order for the troops went out in 
the evening, commanding them to 
march on the City Hall the following 
morning. Report passed swiftly through
out the Hall that the governor planned 
to go to the utmost extremes to force 
through his plans, and the civic depart
ments, driven to the wall, prepared for

a vigorous defense. As darkness fell, 
word was sent out, summoning Soapy 
Smith to the City Hall. He went at once 
and, after a hasty conference with the 
fire and police commissioners, was 
given command of various phases of the 
projected defense for which he prom
ised to supply his own army. Mean
while the municipal officials and em
ployees against whom the governor had 
directed his verbal attacks foregath
ered at the City Hall, determined to 
guard their posts with their lives.

Soapy Smith moved swiftly. He gath
ered a veritable army from the sporting 
fraternity, assembling as desperate a 
crew of dry-land pirates as ever united 
under the banner of a single leader in 
the West. Their first duty that night was 
to raid all hardware stores and pawn
shops and acquire every available rifle 
and pistol these places contained. Then, 
in the early hours of the morning, 
Soapy distributed dozens of his men 
along the streets bounding the City 
Hall, with orders to enter the buildings 
and take positions in the second-story 
windows overlooking all the approaches 
to the Hall. The remainder of his men 
he took to the Hall itself. They had 
scarcely reached there when their 
weapons and ammunition arrived.

Smith, in person, directed the un
loading of five hundred pounds of dy
namite and many cases of rifles and 
revolvers, brought to the Hall in an 
express wagon. By this time the entire 
police force had assembled at the mu
nicipal building, together with a con- 
tinjgent from the fire department. These 
were stationed on the lower floors of 
the structure.

Explosives Ready
His own gang, Soapy took up into the 

tower. There, at vantage points, he sta
tioned experienced powder men, most 
of them former miners, to whom was 
entrusted the prospective task of hurl
ing dynamite bombs upon the expected 
attackers. These men were ordered to 
delay hurling the explosives until the 
Hall was fired upon and then throw 
them into the midst of the besiegers. 
Others of the band were armed with 
rifles and placed at various points in the 
tower. Repeating rifle in hand, Soapy 
himself perched high above the others, 
whence he issued his orders. Then quiet 
descended, and all stood at their posts, 
watchfully waiting for the dawn.

In the early daylight the tramp of 
martial feet resounded on the Denver 
streets as three companies of the state 
national guard infantry and a battery of 
light artillery moved into position. They 
marched through the streets to Cherry 
Creek and prepared for the attack, only 
to find that the City Hall was packed 
from tower to basement with a host of 
defenders, armed with deadly weapons 
and prepared to fight it out.

Keeping in close touch with the 
movement of the soldiers, “Blood-to- 
the-Bridles” Waite, apparently ready to 
prove his right to the name, sat in his 
residence, guarded from threatened as
sassination by a squad of plainsmen. 
Apprised of the defense preparations,
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the truculent executive only snorted.
“Take the City Hall!” he commanded.
Artillerymen trained their pieces 

upon the main entrance from a point a 
block distant. Infantrymen attached 
bayonets to their loaded rifles. A batter
ing-ram to smash doors inside the Hall 
was hauled up and placed behind the 
field gun, to be used when shells had 
shattered the entrance. Soapy’s dyna
miters and sharpshooters watched the 
proceedings from aloft. Every police
man awaited the command to shoot. A 
hundred unseen rifles were aimed at 
the heart of the innocent young gunner 
whose duty it would be to fire the first 
shell.

General Brooks, in command of the 
militia, was quickly aware of the 
strength of the defense and, having not 
the slightest desire for the unwarranted 
bloodshed which seemed in prospect, 
called for a parley with the commis
sioners. The latter consented but stood 
their ground, refusing to surrender, 
whereupon the general sent an urgent 
message to the governor.

“If a single shot is fired,” he stated, 
“ they will kill me instantly, and they 
will kill you in fifteen minutes. But if 
you say fire, we’ll fire.”

Impending Carnage

There was no immediate reply. It ap
peared that Waite had been fully pre
pared to demolish the City Hall in order 
to prove his authority, provided the 
bloodshed was not extensive and his 
own safety was assured. But General 
Brooks’s message made him hesitate. In 
the meantime word of the impending 
carnage had been sent to General Mc
Cook of the regular army, who assem
bled seven companies of infantry, with 
orders to suppress rioting and halt the 
killing, if it began, although Waite him
self had refused to call out the federal 
troops.

Denver sat upon a volcano that morn
ing. An ominous silence hovered over 
the scene, as the troops in position 
awaited the final word from the gover
nor who had it within his power to 
launch a holocaust. The streets in the 
vicinity of the City Hall were entirely 
empty of citizens. They had fled at the 
first sign of the threatened warfare. 
With the exception of Soapy Smith’s 
henchmen in the upper floors, the build
ings along the streets were likewise va
cated by human beings. That imposing 
battle array was entirely too business
like to warrant any ordinary civilian’s 
lingering near.

As time passed and still no word was 
received from the executive mansion, 
General Brooks declined to take upon 
himself the responsibility for senseless 
butchery and sent a final communica
tion to the governor, again declaring 
that he would not order his men to open 
the attack without a personal order 
from the state executive. In the mean
time a group of Denver’s most promi
nent citizens had gathered swiftly and 
determined to take it upon themselves 
to halt the attack, if possible. A com
mittee was appointed to wait upon the 
governor immediately and went direct
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ly to Waite’s home, where they found 
him raging about his room, denouncing 
his enemies in furious language, but 
still hesitating to issue the order for the 
attack. By the most determined efforts 
the committee finally succeeded in 
calming him and, upon their unanimous 
and vigorous insistence, he at last 
agreed to withhold his order to fire and 
allow the courts to settle the question 
at issue.

When this word emanated from the 
governor’s mansion, a wave of relief 
swept the city, and the embattled occu
pants of the City Hall gave vent to 
thunderous cheers. The militia, gratified 
by the turn of events, marched back to 
the armory; Jeff Smith and his cohorts 
slipped down from the tower; dynamite 
was speedily removed from the build
ing, and the guns taken from hardware 
and pawnshops were returned. The bat
tle that was never fought had come to 
a bloodless end.

Waite found ordinary legal methods 
of procedure much more effective than 
his spectacular display of arms. The 
fighting commissioners with whom he
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had staged his warfare were ousted by 
order of court shortly thereafter, and a 
new administration was installed to 
carry out the governor’s policies.

The police department was cleaned 
out from top to botttom. This was the 
most disturbing factor in the situation, 
so far as Soapy Smith and his brother
hood were concerned; but, for the im
mediate moment, their alarms proved 
groundless. An undertaker had been 
pressed into service as temporary police 
chief, and a squeaky-voiced farmer was 
made head of the detective force. As 
neither had the faintest inkling con
cerning the business of crime suppres
sion and criminal chasing, little prog
ress was made in the enforcement of 
law, and these early days of the reign 
of the Populist police department were 
attended by much turmoil.

The gamblers and confidence men 
took quick advantage of the situation 
which actually left Denver more wide 
open than ever. The sporting elements 
and bunco men thrived exceedingly and 
enjoyed an era of unprecedented pros
perity.

The fifth chapter of the life story of Jefferson 
Randolph Smith, the notorious Soapy Smith of 
the old West and Alaska, will appear in the 
November issue.



A r t i s t  o f  S h i s h m a r e f
(C ontinued  from, page 1 6)

Bering Strait was to glimpse the equal
ly bleak shore of Siberia. His formal 
education was of late beginning and 
early termination. His interests lay in 
hunting, fishing, trapping and the fash
ioning of weapons.

The year 1930 found George a strong 
young man of nineteen, well experi
enced in the arduous but to him very 
satisfying pursuits of his people. Some
times on the wet sand of the shore he 
would outline a hunting or fishing 
scene, or the pounce of bear on seal, or 
the snarling, tangled fight of the sled 
dogs. The sea would wash away the pic
tures. Sometimes he did idle tracings 
on the hard-packed snow. The never 
distant flurry of snow or blow of bliz
zard obliterated them.

There remained only the ivory minia
tures, carvings from the tusks of walrus 
or teeth of whales, shaped in the long 
winter hours when families were win
ter-bound in their igloos. But this was 
not an unusual pastime. Eskimos have 
no written language. Their fingers re
cord the saga of life—the drama of life 
and death of man and beast, the ex
uberance of a successful hunting or 
fishing incident, the joy of a full stom
ach. Eskimo fingers have always art
fully carved and shaped driftwood, ba
leen, tusks, bone, skins.

One day George had a toothache, a 
deeply impacted tooth that sent an ache 
clear down his throat. He did what any 
intelligent Eskimo would do in this age 
of the white man’s medicine. He hitched 
up his dog team and set out for Nome, 
two hundred miles away, and the only 
dentist in northwestern Alaska.

Lost Footing
It was on the return home, while 

hunting ptarmigan for supper, that 
George lost his footing on a steep hill
side, to crash down onto broken boul
ders and lie with an injured leg.

Painfully he dragged himself back to 
his camp and staked dog team, and 
eventually to his home in Shishmaref. 
But Shishmaref had neither doctor nor 
nurse, and the healing of the injured 
leg did not include a mending.

For four years, with increasing diffi
culty, George carried on. Finally he was 
persuaded to go to the Alaska Native 
Service hospital in Kotzebue, north of 
Shishmaref, at the mouth of the Kobuk 
River.

In Kotzebue, George underwent an 
operation. A cast on his leg kept him 
a patient for six months—the six months 
that changed his life.

In spite of good food and attention, 
George was a homesick Eskimo boy, 
chafing at his inactivity. One of the 
novelties of hospital life was toilet 
tissue—a commodity much too precious 
to be put to its intended use, to George’s 
way of thinking.

With a cheap pencil he sketched the 
things he knew and loved and longed 
for. The fine details of the animals he 
had hunted over the years, their living 
forms, the bulge of their muscles, their

expressions of fight, fear or placidity, 
all from the memory of close observa
tion-observation on which depended 
not only the success of the hunt, but 
often his very life.

These pictures he drew on panorama 
lengths of toilet tissue.

George’s nurse, Nan Gallagher, was 
impressed with his obvious talent and 
bought him paper and crayons. He made 
her Christmas cards and received his 
first money for drawing. Two dollars. 
When he left the hospital to return to 
Shishmaref, he had what was to him a 
small fortune, ten dollars, ail from his 
drawings!

At home again, George picked up the 
weapons that were his means of liveli
hood, yet ever and again his mind 
turned to his new-found expression. But 
in the little Eskimo village there was no 
paper on which to draw.

Then he had an inspiration. There 
were skins! George’s hunting now had 
a dual purpose. Meat for the family and 
skin for parchment.

His first experiment was with moose 
skin. He wanted it tanned to a certain 
whiteness. After weeks of careful tan
ning it still had a yellowish tinge. There 
was caribou, there was seal, there was 
reindeer. There was much trial and er
ror as George experimented with skins. 
So much to be considered! Texture, 
strength, pliability. The skin of the pro
lific Arctic hare was thin and tore 
easily. A flaw in a skin was a literal 
blot on the landscape. Only prime skins 
were of value, and they had to be green 
and split to the last layer, and every 
vestige of hair must be as if it had 
never been.

Finally George formulated his own 
special process of tanning and bleach
ing that turned hide into a fine parch
ment. It would stand up to ink and to 
time, and was of the desired whiteness.

Sometimes a tourist would drop out 
of the skies. Before he took off in his 
little private or chartered plane, he had 
probably bought a George Ahgupuk 
picture. The small accumulation of his 
sketches made during the winter went 
out to Alaska gift shops. They were al
ways quickly, encouragingly sold. 
Teachers at the Government school sent 
many examples of George’s work to 
friends in the States.

George did not, however, buy paper 
with this money. With an artist’s un
erring instinct he knew he had a me
dium of exceptional value. His charac
teristic sketches of etching-like quality 
had a soft warmth that no paper could 
impart. He drew everything pertaining 
to Eskimo life, on large scale and epi
sodical. Imagination and humor were 
not lacking. George Aden Ahgupuk of 
Shishmaref was on his way to recogni
tion.

It was in the late 1930’s that Rock
well Kent, on an Alaska tour, came 
across George’s work. On his return to 
the States he told of this Eskimo genius 
in glowing terms. An invitation to join 
the American Artists Group resulted 
from Rockwell Kent’s enthusiasm.

This appreciation of his unique draw
ings Stateside was a new incentive to 
the artist, who concentrated on a col-
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lection of drawings. George went to 
New Mexico to widen his knowledge 
and art, and in 1950 captured the Grand 
Prize with a great map of Alaska done 
on reindeer skin, showing animals and 
native people. This drawing was pur
chased by the First National Bank of 
Anchorage, where it is displayed.

Edward L. Keithahn, a former Alaska 
Native Service teacher at Shishmaref 
and now curator of the Territorial Mu
seum in Juneau, brought out Igloo 
Tales, a collection of Eskimo myths and 
legends. The tales were told by the old 
men of the village and translated into 
English by George’s sister, Bessie. The 
illustrations are by George. The book 
is a fine collection of his drawings, and 
the tales, although written for children, 
hold the fascination of folk lore for all.

It was at this point in his career that 
I first met George Ahgupuk. He came 
into the Westward Gift Shop in Anchor

age at the moment I was purchasing 
Igloo Tales. Now, years later, on a June 
evening in the lounge of the Anchorage 
Hotel, I was listening to the pleasingly 
soft voice of the artist as he told of his 
life and his furthering career.

Far from turning his back on his peo
ple and his culture, George has become 
a village leader, bringing the useful 
from the white man’s world to theirs. 
His wife, Kara Allockeok Ahgupuk, is 
a Shishmaref girl and his four children 
are growing up in the village of their 
parents. Ruth, Henry and Ralph are in 
their ’teens. Stella is ten. All four show 
artistic talent, but George confessed 
that they do not draw, the activities of 
the Eskimos. They want to draw car
toons!

To be prized along with Igloo Tales, 
there is now a collection of drawings 
brought out by George himself. It is a 
series illustrating the Eskimo’s idea of
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the history of the white man and his 
coming to Alaska. The succinct captions 
are priceless truths. The excitement and 
the greed attending the discovery of 
gold in Alaska are embraced in one 
pithy sentence. The housing situation in 
Alaska following World War II is dealt 
with just as concisely, in a caption hu
morous by virtue of its truth.

George mentioned a recent visit to 
San Jose, where he held a completely 
successful five-week exhibition of his 
drawings at the Rosicrucian Gallery.

While there he purchased a new type 
of German-made pen for sketching, and 
he spoke of it enthusiastically. But his 
medium has not changed. In the fall he 
hunts the moose, the caribou and the 
seal, as he requires about two hundred 
skins a year for his drawings.

So, artist and hunter remain mutually 
dependent. Success can not separate 
George Aden Ahgupuk from his people 
and their way of life. A

S o l d i e r  a t  S a i n t  M i c h a e l
(Continued from page 15)

party? It’s Government property and 
partly ours, anyway. We’re citizens of a 
free country.”

I think my guards were in on it, but 
I couldn’t pin anything on them. After 
the soldiers had broken into the quar
termaster warehouse and stolen several 
gallons of grain alcohol, and got safely 
away, the sentry on that post yelled his 
head off. “Corporal of the guard, Post 
Number 3.”

Hearing the call, I rushed with the 
corporal to the post. The Irish sentry, 
apparently highly excited, had his story 
all ready and was breathless.

“Lieutenint, Sir, while I was inspect
in’ the fire at the incinerator, that is 
clearly called for in me special orders, 
some dirty spalpans must have wrecked 
the lock on the warehouse. It must have 
been some of thim bums that come 
down the river in the last boat.”

I inspected the barracks immediately. 
All was quiet and serene. Everyone was 
present, and the noncommissioned offi
cer in charge of quarters helped me 
look for the missing alcohol, which, of 
course, we did not find. When I got 
ready to leave he said, “Lieutenant, Sir, 
how could anyone be so depraved as to 
drink raw alcohol?”

Three hours later he was dead drunk.
After I had reported the theft to First 

Lieutenant Jimmie Reisinger, the quar
termaster, and got the lock on the ware
house repaired, things were quiet for a 
bit. Then, about two hours later, I heard 
a wild cry: “Corporal of the guard, Post 
Number 4.”

I rushed down. The excited sentry 
reported the double lock of the com
missary broken, saying that as he had 
come from the far end of his post he 
had almost apprehended the “dirty, 
sneaking thieves.” He couldn’t tell who 
they were in the dark, but they had run 
down toward the bay.

“We will have to look out for them 
dirty rats from upriver,” he warned.

An inspection of the commissary re
vealed that all the vanilla, lemon ex

tract and listerine were gone. I searched 
everywhere to no avail, and my heart 
sank lower and lower.

Shortly after midnight I saw what 
appeared to be a hundred-yard dash 
between a man and a woman across the 
little parade ground to the commanding 
officer’s house. Both contenders began 
pounding on the commanding officer’s 
door. It was Sergeant Rose (that was 
not his name), of Italian and Irish an
cestry, and his wife, who was all Irish 
and about as wide as she was tall.

About the time I got there, Captain 
Threlkeld came to the door in his long 
flannel nightshirt. He was so innocent 
that he didn’t know both his visitors 
were drunk. The sergeant got in the 
first word.

“Beggin’ your pardon, Sir! This dirty 
little slut that calls herself me wife 
just shot me in the ear with a .22 rifle! 
See it Weedin’, Sir?”

Mrs. Rose got her word in: “Also 
beggin’ your pardon, Sir, this dirty 
swine needs killin’ right away! I try 
but I can’t put up with the likes of 
him!”

Sergeant is Happy
Captain Threlkeld, in a soothing man

ner, told them all about the blessings 
and benefits of holy matrimony, and 
soon had them both in tears, vowing 
eternal allegiance to each other. As they 
left, he called me back and told me to 
look in on the Roses in about half an 
hour. I did, and Sergeant Rose, meeting 
me at the door in his nightshirt, was all 
smiles.

“Come in, Lieutenint, Sir! Everything 
is just foine. Come see me little wife, 
there in bed. Ain’t she the sweetest 
thing you ever saw?”

From then on until daylight, I filled 
the guardhouse with drunks. Each sol
dier arrested was most respectful in 
spite of his state of intoxication.

What a night! The next morning the 
commanding officer and adjutant took 
over. This was too serious a matter for 
a new second lieutenant. Try as they 
did, they never could get evidence for 
a single conviction except for the of
fense of being “drunk and disorderly.”

Soldier men, collectively, were much 
rougher and tougher forty-five years 
ago. The inducements for men to en
list were very meager. The private was 
paid fifteen dollars a month. This 
princely wage did not attract the high- 
powered executive type, nor the boy 
whose soul was stirred by restless am
bition and the urge to “serve and climb 
the ladder.” At that time, in this fair 
land of ours, certain theaters bore the 
sign, “Soldiers and dogs not allowed.”

Loyal and Ready
Yet these men of whom I write, with 

an occasional exception, were not mean 
nor vicious. Their loyalty to a good 
leader was almost pathetic. Their brand 
of patriotism was very fine. In an 
emergency, they were always ready to 
give all. I have always loved them.

The story is told about a lieutenant 
troop commander who overstepped the
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Name

Street

City

bounds of propriety, became very drunk 
and disorderly, and as a result was 
placed in close arrest in his quarters. 
The next morning the first sergeant 
marched the troop to the officers’ quar
ters and when the lieutenant came out 
onto the porch, the sergeant called the 
troop to attention, saluted the lieutenant 
and asked, “Sir, what would the lieu
tenant like the troop to swear to at the 
court martial?”

As time went on, the bright, clean 
cold of the high North settled down on 
Saint Michael. The salt water in the 
bay froze seven feet deep. It being im
possible to run water in pipes, our 
drinking and bathing water was stocked 
in the back yards in the form of large 
cakes of ice. At times the thermometer 
dropped to sixty degrees below zero. 
Our drills were in the gymnasium, or 
for brief periods outside on skis or 
snowshoes. The malemute came into his 
own, and the glittering starlit night be
came continuous.

Several of the “bums from upriver” 
had finally succeeded in getting in jail, 
where the pot-bellied stove was warm 
and the U.S. marshal set a good table.

News From Far Away
The mail came in twice a week over 

fifteen hundred miles of snow, down 
from Fairbanks on dog sleds. Every 
letter was at least six weeks old. A 
newspaper was published in Nome. It 
relied upon a daily forty-word bulletin, 
which came in over the Government 
wireless, for news of the Outside. How 
the editor stretched those forty words 
to fill his front page each day was mir
aculous.

There were no white girls in Saint 
Michael. In addition to the Chicago 
Tribune, our bachelor’s mess subscribed 
to Vogue and Vanity Fair for the pic
tures.

Our little mess was a delightful af
fair. After contributing milk for all the 
babies on the post, we had plenty of 
milk and cream from my cow. With 
plenty of ptarmigan, caribou and rein
deer and occasional chicken and beef 
from the cold storage plant, we fared 
sumptuously. Corporal Lutchman’s wife, 
a talented cook, worked for us under 
the competent supervision of Max 
Lough, the mess officer and a gourmet 
par excellence. All of us gained weight.

In early February, when the sun 
skimmed the horizon for a few hours 
each day, I became restless and wanted 
to see new country. Surprisingly, nei
ther the soldiers nor officers at Saint 
Michael appeared to be interested in 
hunting, although every facility and 
inducement was there. My expeditions 
were viewed with mild amusement. I 
believe my mess mates considered me 
young and foolish.

Not so the big King Island Eskimo, 
Soxy, and his sometimes companion, 
Clubfoot Nick, half Russian and half 
Eskimo, who were my hunting com
panions and staunch friends. Soxy had 
a fine Siberian racing team and a sled 
that was in the Cadillac class.

After several short expeditions we 
decided on a ten-day trip, and I went

to Captain Threlkeld to ask for leave. 
To my astonishment he said he would 
like to go along. That complicated 
things. Soxy and I had planned on a 
light, fast outfit that would follow the 
flank of the caribou herd. This meant 
another sled, and when the captain de
cided we should also take two soldiers, 
things were further complicated. We 
finally settled upon two heavily loaded 
sleds, and employed Clubfoot Nick and 
his outfit.

I think Sergeant Elixon, a Russian 
boy, and Corporal Stahl went, not be
cause they particularly wanted to go, 
but because the captain asked them to 
go.

Our caravan got under way, and had 
to make timber on the Golsovia River 
before night. The first eighteen miles 
were easy going, on the ice across Nor
ton Sound, following the well-traveled 
mail trail through the snowdrifts and 
pressure ridges. Alternately running 
and riding, we traveled fast. Just before 
noon, Soxy, Clubfoot Nick and I began 
picking up little pieces of driftwood 
for a fire, so we could brew a customary 
can of tea.

When exercising in the intensely cold 
climate of the sub-Arctic, the human 
body needs large quantities of food, and 
some of it should be hot. Tea, light in 
bulk and easily made with water from 
melted snow, is the answer, as every 
traveler in the far North knows. If you 
drink about a quart of hot, weak tea 
along with good, staple food, the result 
is almost intoxicating. You feel fine. 
If you don’t, you have to slow up.

No Tea!
Captain Threlkeld ruled that we 

didn’t have time to brew tea, and got a 
sustaining vote from Elixon and Stahl. 
The Eskimos looked at me almost in 
mutiny, but I had to give in. We dug 
some boiled ham and light bread out of 
the tightly packed load. Both were 
frozen as hard as rocks. We hacked off 
pieces and ate them like popsicles. 
When this unappetizing food hit our 
stomachs, it didn’t do us much good.

After our noon stop we left the trail 
and started up-grade over and through 
very deep snow. At frequent intervals, 
when passing over submerged buck
brush, all nine dogs of the leading sled 
would drop through the crust and al
most out of sight, and the sled with its 
load of fifteen hundred pounds would 
tilt up and follow them. Someone had 
to get out in front on snowshoes and 
break a trail, while another husky in
dividual at the handlebars of the sled 
had to twist and push to help the dogs. 
Both jobs took stamina.

Clubfoot Nick, who had once been 
left to die by a white traveling com
panion, had had both feet frozen off to 
the instep and was not much good ex
cept for routine easy travel. Captain 
Threlkeld and the two soldiers were 
not in training, and they were soon so 
exhausted they needed to ride when
ever possible. Soxy and I alternated at 
breaking trail and manning the handle
bars of the leading sled, with Soxy do
ing the lion’s share of the work.
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Darkness closed in and tEe trees, our 
hope of shelter and warmth, were not 
in sight. But Soxy knew the way—a 
most fortunate thing for us.

After what seemed hours of grueling 
work we topped a hill and, thank God, 
saw in the valley below the stunted 
Sitka spruce. While Soxy and Clubfoot 
Nick unhitched the dogs and fed them 
their daily ration of one smoked salmon 
each, which disappeared down the rav
enous maws in an instant, I broke out 
the ax, felled four trees and chopped 
off their branches. In the deep snow, 
we tied the guy ropes of the tent to the 
tree trunks and set the tent poles on 
chunks of wood. The evergreen boughs, 
covered by a canvas, floored the tent. 
Pitch knots roared in the little Yukon 
stove, set up inside the tent. With sleep
ing bags for chairs, we ate a hot supper 
by the light of the lantern. Everything 
now was just fine.

The next day we toiled up the valley 
of the Golsovia almost to its source, 
stopping at noon for a hot meal which 
even included fried grouse and ptar
migan shot along the way. The evening 
camp was pleasant and in good hunting 
country. Captain Threlkeld decided we 
would lay over next day.

The following morning, Sunday, Soxy 
and I got up, had our breakfast and 
left before the rest of the camp woke 
up. Returning laden with small game in 
the late afternoon, I met Corporal Stahl 
at the outskirts of camp and asked 
whether he had hunted.

“Naw,” he replied, “the captain 
wouldn’t let us. We’ve been having pray 
meetings all day.”

The next morning we topped the di
vide between the Anvik and Golsovia 
Rivers. It was a beautiful winter scene, 
with the timber on the Anvik far below. 
The wind-swept slope from the crest 
dropped steeply but evenly for more 
than a mile from the divide.

Captain Threlkeld, on his big snow- 
shoes, was already a hundred yards 
down the slope. Enjoying the view, I 
had not noticed Soxy detach the towline 
from the sled. He handed me the end of 
the line, to which nine powerful dogs 
were hitched, and without a word 
kicked up the claw brake on the sled. 
Riding high on the handlebars, he shot 
like an arrow down the steep slope. 
This was too much for the dogs. They 
started down too. I was jerked high into 
the air, but I held onto the towline and 
coasted on my stomach.

The dogs hit Captain Threlkeld about 
midway of the towline, resulting in a 
tie-up. Dogs, towline, snowshoes, cap
tain and lieutenant rolled helter-skelter 
down the hill after Soxy and his sled. 
No one was hurt, but we got rather well 
acquainted.

So went our trip for six days, some
times plodding uphill in deep snow, 
sometimes bowling along at twelve 
miles an hour over hard-packed snow 
or glare ice on the river. This glare ice 
was caused by hot springs in the river 
valley.

Near one such spring, about an inch 
of rubbery ice covered rapidly cooling 
water underneath. Attempting to nego
tiate this ice in slick sealskin mukluks,

I slipped and fell on my seat. The ice 
broke and I got wet.

Soxy, horrified, ran to me and almost 
threw me onto the sled, jerked blankets 
out and covered me up. Then he put the 
dogs into a high run to a point where 
he saw a dead tree. Working frantical
ly, he built a big fire and backed me up 
to it and refused to move until he knew 
I was thoroughly dry.

At the end of the six days, as we 
neared Norton Sound and the mail trail, 
the rest of the party left Soxy and me 
to our own devices. But we didn’t get 
a caribou.

Soxy, a physical giant who could do 
his sixty miles a day through the mud 
and slush of the spring breakup with a 
tremendous pack of mail on his back, 
was not very talkative. When we were 
alone, however, he often loosened up.

Once he said, “My old man him no 
good. Him medicine man.” Then he told 
me of the shams his father put over on 
his tribe.

Another time he said, “Do you know 
my brother, Igluck, him just three days 
older than me.” At my surprised look 
he laughed and said, “My old man got 
five wifes.”

An Offer of Marriage
In the spring, after my hunting trips, 

when the ice went out and the Yukon 
awoke, Soxy was at loose ends. He had 
heard that an Army transport was com
ing up to take the 30th Infantry away. 
He came to me and propositioned me 
thus:

“You like to hunt too well. Army no 
good for you. Stay here, I get you nice 
girl from Unalakleet, or maybe my sis
ter from King Island. You make marry. 
Girl can sew, make music and cook 
good. You and me, we start trading sta
tion and get rich like hell.”

Maybe Soxy had something there. 
Wherever he is, I wish him good hunt
ing.

The ice began to break. Cracks of blue 
water crisscrossed the bay and the 
mighty Yukon was groaning throughout 
its serpentine length, when far to the 
south, a thousand miles or more, at 
Regimental Headquarters at Fort Se
ward, later known as Chilkoot Barracks, 
the Inspector General arrived from San 
Francisco.

In that day and age, in the Army, the 
Inspector General was bad medicine. 
He was definitely out to skin someone, 
and the more the better. Regimental 
Headquarters and our third battalion, 
stationed at Fort Seward, were having 
a rugged time. We heard about it in de
tail every day over the Government 
land telegraph line. We learned and 
studied the Inspector General’s whims, 
hobbies and idiosyncrasies, how he 
liked his eggs for breakfast, how much 
sugar and cream he put into his coffee. 
From the lowest private, everyone was 
all out to beat the inspector.

Of course, it would take him at least 
a month to get to us. We could apply 
a lot of spit and polish in that time. As 
engineer, signal and ordnance officer, I 
was responsible for shining a lot of 
property. It was all on my papers.
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• For the family that enjoys cake 
treats, give this Cake Breaker to 
make servings as beautiful as they 
are delicious. You’ll be delighted 
with this ivory-handled accessory 
— which breaks cakes into even, 
crumbless portions. Priced at only 
$7.75 postpaid.
• 3-piece carving set, handies 
carved in a totem motif. Swedish 
steel blade, $35.00.
• 2-piece game set, design simi
lar to above, $24.75. Finest im
ported steel. Set of six steak 
knives to match, $50.00.
• 3-piece carving set, etched han
dles, stainless steel blade, $35.00. 
2-piece set, $25.00.
• Cake or pie server, etched han
dle, stainless steel blade, $8.
• Cheese cutter, etched handle, 
with board, $7.75.

ALASKA SPECIALTIES CO. 
Box 81 K etch ikan , Alaska
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By Conrad Puhr.
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A former Fish and Game Commissioner, this natural
ist with many years of experience as a hunter, fisher
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Alaska. The histories and habits of animals from the 
tiny shrew to the huge Kodiak bear; little-known facts 
about sea creatures and fishes; information for hunt
ers; theromanceof Alaska’sfur trade; angling methods, 
etc.—All are described by Frank Dufresne in an un
usually interesting style.
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Alaska map-de- 
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and red, brown 
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Made of 100% 
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Alaska running 
up and down 
the tie. On each 
map is the word 
“Alaska.” After 
cleaning, looks 
like new again. 
$1.25 each, ppd.

ALASKA SPECIALTIES CO.
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The ordnance was the worst. For fifty 
years, more or less, the War Depart
ment had been shipping ordnance to 
Saint Michael. Batteries of artillery, 
gun parts, tools and all sorts of junk 
that had long ago become obsolete. It 
was so far to the nearest ordnance depot 
that it wasn’t worth shipping the stuff 
back, but it had never been condemned 
or dropped. It all had to be inventoried 
and entered on my return of ordnance 
property to the Chief of Ordnance.

In our small garrison, the only soldier 
who could be spared to care for this 
vast assortment was Sergeant Tittle, a 
man with enlistment stripes above his 
elbow. He was an outstanding model 
of faithful industry. He wanted above 
all else to be an ordnance sergeant. The 
ordnance warehouse was his wife, fam
ily, all he lived for.

When he heard about the Inspector 
General his eyes gleamed, and he went 
into high gear. How one man could ac
complish so much work was a mystery 
to everyone. You could have shaved 
with the old brass cannons as mirrors. 
All the screws, nuts, bolts and washers, 
counted and artistically labeled in their 
receptacles, had not a speck of rust— 
and Saint Michael has a damp climate.

By the time the Inspector General 
had finished Fort Seward, near Skag- 
way, Fort Liscolm at Valdez and Fort 
Gibbon at Eagle, a thousand miles up 
the Yukon, I could not suggest a single 
improvement in answer to Sergeant Tit
tle’s eager query.

We knew by telegraph the day, hour 
and minute the inspector started down
river on the little stern-wheeler Jacobs, 
Army transport on the Yukon, if you 
please, for Saint Michael. We got re
ports on his humor and disposition from 
soldier telegraph operators from Kaltag, 
Iditarod and other stations as the boat 
passed. Finally, came the eve of the 
great day. The Jacobs would dock at 
Saint Michael at eight o’clock tomorrow 
morning!

Stuck on a Sand Bar!
The whole post was nervously expec

tant and jittery. The reception commit
tee lined up on the dock to pay homage 
to the colonel—but the Jacobs did not 
arrive. It developed that the little ship 
had got stuck on a sand bar on the ever- 
changing Yukon delta, but we had no 
way of knowing about it. All day and 
all night we waited. Finally, at nine 
o’clock the next morning, the harbor 
master sighted the Jacobs about half an 
hour out.

I rushed over for a final check on my 
responsibilities. When I entered the 
ordnance warehouse, my heart almost 
stopped beating. The place was a mess 
and Sergeant Tittle was dead drunk 
in his little office. The twenty-five-hour 
delay had been too much for him.

I threw a bucket of water on him 
and when he was sufficiently revived to 
display some understanding, I told him 
to go away somewhere and hide. He 
promised to do so. I borrowed a very 
intelligent substitute for him, we tidied 
the place up and ordance passed the in
spection with flying colors.

The last thing on the day’s agenda 
was the inspection of men in their full- 
dress uniforms, standing by their bunks 
in barracks. When we entered the bar
racks behind the inspector, my heart al
most stopped again. Down the line I 
saw Tittle, in full-dress uniform, 
bleary-eyed and weaving beside his 
bunk.

Nearing Tittle’s stand, the inspector 
jerked the rifle out of a recruit’s hands, 
took the bolt out, handed it to the re
cruit and said, “Take it apart.”

The recruit, already scared, began to 
fumble. The inspector jerked the bolt 
away, saying, “I’ll give it to someone 
who has had some service.”

His eyes fell on Tittle’s sleeve, with 
hash stripes representing twenty-one 
years of honest and faithful service. 
Normally, Tittle could have made that 
darned bolt, but now, alas, he was help
less.

We got many skins during that in
spection, but this was the unforgiv
able crime. A drunken man on duty 
before the Inspector General! The com
manding officer caught hell. I caught 
hell. The whole post caught hell. Tittle, 
of course, was inconsolable. I worked 
hard on him for a long time to re
build his self-respect.

A few weeks later, orders arrived 
from the War Department transferring 
the 30th Infantry from the five little 
posts in Alaska to the Presidio in San 
Francisco. We were to be relieved by 
the 14th Infantry, which was already 
sailing north on the Army transport 
Buford. A

M o o s e  P i m p l e s

(Continued from page 9) 
so. By then you have other sores that 
claim part of your attention. They say 
caribou have an extra bone in their 
ankles so they can run better. Why 
couldn’t hunters have an extra joint in 
their knees for bending outward?

My son accompanied me on a hunt
ing trip near Big Lake some time ago. 
Every time we stopped he took up his 
stirrups or let them out. On one occa
sion when he dismounted, he folded up 
on the ground. His legs wouldn’t sup
port him. I accused him of being a ten
derfoot, but he said his feet weren’t 
where he was tender. He moaned and 
groaned, rubbed his knees and re
marked, “There must be some easier 
way to get a moose than this!”

That first afternoon we hunted out 
from Whitewater Lodge. I drew Dr. 
Poise for my companion. That isn’t his 
name, but I’ve known him for many 
years. Gimmel was our guide.

We visited some likely looking feed
ing grounds, got acquainted with our 
horses and adjusted our saddles. Part of 
the time we would ride the edges of the 
swamps. Then we’d ride the ridges and 
search the valleys with our field glasses. 
One advantage of hunting on horseback 
is that you can take along extra equip
ment, such as field glasses and raincoats.

This was my fourth time to hunt and 
kill a moose. I warned Dr. Poise that 
they were difficult to see, as usually 
they are looking through willows or
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around a stump or a tree, and their col
or blends into the background in a 
marvelous way. I can’t describe it. You 
just have to see it to understand.

On the second morning we were not 
quite a mile from the lodge, with Bill 
Gimmel in the lead on a beautiful horse 
named Chestnut. Dr. Poise was next on 
a pinto mare he had named Susy-Q, and 
I was riding a white horse, a dandy, 
named Ghost. He had been used as a 
pack horse just enough that he remem
bered to clear the trees with room for 
my knees, and in such a country that is 
important.

We had an understanding that when 
Gimmel got off his horse, it was the 
signal that he had sighted a bull moose. 
It was just the right kind of day for 
moose hunting. We were riding into the 
wind, when Bill suddenly dismounted. 
I was by his side quickly, as I had my 
gun slung over my left shoulder for 
quick action. I could get off my horse, 
let him go, and always have my gun 
with me. To me this is important, as I 
once saw a fellow let a bull moose get 
away while he was trying to get his gun 
out of the scabbard. His horse got ex
cited, knowing there was going to be 
some shooting, and the delay was costly. 
Sometimes the moose does not wait for 
you.

Dr. Poise was soon by our side, whis
pering, “Where is he? Where is he? I 
don’t see him!” His eyes were revolv
ing like the headlights on a streamlined 
train, taking in not only the swamp but 
the mountains round about as well. The 
guide was pointing to a clump of small 
evergreens at the edge of the meadow, 
where a bull moose was lying down in 
the tall grass with just his head and 
neck showing.

Finally Dr. Poise saw him, and by 
now it was getting exciting. He raised 
his .300 Magnum and looked through 
his four-power ’scope. I held my breath 
until I was about to die. When I felt 
certain he was going to shoot, he took 
the gun down and whispered in the 
guide’s ear, “Where shall I shoot him?”

“Shoot him in the head! That’s all you 
can see,” replied the guide patiently.

He raised his rifle again. It was about 
this time that I began getting moose 
pimples, and I suspect Dr. Poise was 
having them too. He had borrowed a 
fine leather quirt from Bill to use on old 
Susy-Q. It was hanging from his right 
wrist, and recording all his vibrations. 
He looked through the four-power 
’scope again, and finally squeezed the 
trigger.

As soon as he fired, my gun went off, 
and my old ,30-’06 sounded like an echo 
of his big .300 H & H Magnum. We both 
missed. The bull jumped up and started 
for parts unknown. The first shot had 
calmed me down somewhat. I slammed 
a 180-grain bullet into his hump, just a 
little too high to be fatal—but moose 
have rib-like fins reaching up into the 
hump from the spine, and a lick there 
is terribly shocking. He staggered and 
nearly went down, then started going 
again but not so fast.

He was soon out of sight. I thought 
he would go up the ridge, so I ran 
around a little knoll about fifty yards.

If my doctor could have had a cardio
graph of my heart, I’m sure he would 
have put me in a hospital for a month.

The moose went up the ridge as I had 
anticipated. I began firing frantically, 
but he was going through enough trees 
to make my bullets ineffective. Finally 
I settled down, saying to myself, “I’ll be 
out of ammunition soon and he’ll be 
gone.” I picked a small opening and as 
he passed through it, tagged him with 
the last shell in my gun.

Just then Dr. Poise came rushing up, 
and if I wasn’t afraid he’d read this, I’d 
declare he was whipping himself with 
that quirt! He had gone right out across 
the windfalls and fallen logs, he’d fallen 
down and jumped up, climbed over the 
next log and fallen again, but he finally 
made it up the hill. He reached my 
side, huffing and puffing, just as I’d 
stopped the moose briefly with my last 
shell.

“Shoot, Doc, shoot! Shoot!” I yelled 
with tears in my voice. “He’ll run off 
yet!” No need to whisper now, after all 
that noise. I was yelling like a Coman
che, and trying to reload my rifle, but 
it seemed to take ages. “Shoot, shoot!”

I V O R Y  R E L I G I O U S  A R T I C L E S
You’ ll cherish this Rosa
ry forever. The simple 
e legan ce o f its iv o ry  
beads, th e  g l i s t e n i n g  
beauty of its sterling sil
ver chain and Crucifix 
make it truly a posses
sion of love and rever
ence. $12.50 postpaid.
IVORY CROSS Neck
laces also available. One inch or one and a half 
inches long. Hand made from genuine fossil ivory. 
Either size, $3.30 postpaid, including Federal tax.

ALASK A SPECIALTIES CO.
B ox  81 K e tc h ik a n  A la sk a

G L A C IE R  
PILO T

by
Beth Day

A rousing story of 
Bob Reeve, Alas
ka’s first glacier 
pilot. Exploits of 
other tough, salty, 
adventuring bush 
pilots.

Beth Day has caught the flavor of 
our last frontier and the raw cour
age, incredible determination and 
strong sense of humor of the men 
who opened up our great northern 
wilderness and made Alaska the 
modern air center that it is today.

Illustrated with photographs 
End maps $4.50 postpaid

O rd e r from:
THE A L A S K A  S P O R T S M A N
Ketchikan Alaska

SEE AMERICA 
IN HOM E M O V IES!

Visit our National Parks and Historical 
Landmarks without leaving your own 
living room. If you have a movie pro
jector you will be interested in these 
W O R L D  IN C O L O R  P R O D U C 
TIO N S:

N A T IO N A L  PARKS 
Grand Canyon, reel 1 
Grand Canyon, reel 2 
Grand Teton, W yoming 
Great Smokies, Tenn.
Indian Summer in Smokies 
Kilauea, (Hawaii)
Kings Canyon, Cal.
Lassen Volcanic, Cal.
M ammoth Cave, Ky.
Mesa Verde, Colorado 
H IS T O R IC A L  L A N D M A R K S 
Cherry Blossoms—Washington 
Colonial Williamsburg, Va.
Home of Franklin D. Roosevelt 

Hyde Park, N. Y.
Monticello, Va.
M t. Vernon, Va.
Old Sturbridge Village 

Prices:
8 mm., 50 feet, color, s i l ...........$ 7.50

16 mm., 100 feet, color, s i l ..........  14.75
8 mm., 50 feet, Bl. & w., sil .. 2.00

16 mm., 100 feet, Bl. & w., s i l . . . 4.00
Many other subjects—send for list

ALASKA FILM CO.
Box 81

Ketchikan - Alaska

COMING TO ALASKA?

T H E  A L A S K A  S P O R T S M A N
Ketchikan Alaska

Here is all that a traveler needs to know 
about America’s last frontier: how to get 
there, the main travel routes in Alaska, 
accommodations, climate, sport and rec
reation facilities, means of com munica
tion, approximate fares and living ex
penses, museums and libraries, etc. A 
wonderful introduction to the “ Great 
Land.”  Price $7.50 postpaid.

TH E A L A S K A  S P O R T S M A N  • OCTOBER 1957 47



SING THE SONG ALL SOURDOUGHS 
ARE SINGING

“ THE SONG OF THE SO U R D O U G H S”
by a form er Alaskan

If you are unable to buy this sheet music at your music store, send 
5(M in coins to me and I will mail you a copy.

M RS. JAMES BARNET. 3034—44th S .W ., Seattle 16, Wash.

WEDDING KINGS OF REAL ALASKA GOLD
For Your Wedding, Select 

Matching Nugget Wedding Bands

Distinctively beautiful are these ladies’ and men’s wedding bands of 14 carat 
gold—featuring genuine gold nuggets inserted around the outside surfaces of 
the bands.

We have ladies’ sizes from 4.V2 to 8 V2 and men’s from 8 to 13%. Pictures above 
show approximate widths.

Prices are $28 to  $32, depending on  w eight, in  the ladies’ rings; $42 to 48 in  the 
m en ’s. Plus 10 per cent federal tax.

A L A S K A  S P E C I A L T I E S  C O M P A N Y
BOX 81 Ketchikan, Alaska

AS TRULY 
ALASKAN  AS THE 
M IDNIGHT SUN !!

Order Number 220

This striking ivory charm 
bracelet on a gold chain is ex
pertly carved! 14 charms— 
polar bears, billiken, milliken, 
seal, walrus, brown-bear, 
Arctic owl, husky dog, and 
other wild crea tures of Alaska. 
Give a gift of Alaska ivory!!!

ONLY $ 4 1 , 8 0

Tax included and mailed postpaid

ALASKA SPECIALTIES CO.
Box 81 Ketchikan, Alaska

EV E R Y  M O N T H  IN TH E ALASK A SPO R TSM A N — Adventure  
Stories! Interesting Fact A rticles! All About A laska!

M ail this handy order form  T O D A Y !

Published monthly in Alaska 
by Alaskans—for Everyone!

QjXJD
KETCH IKAN , ALASKA

1 y e a r .....................$3.50
2 y e a r s ...................  6.00 I
3 y e a r s ...................  9.00 1
5 years.................  14.00 j

G en tlem en ;

Enclosed find $ .......................................... Please send THE ALASKA SPORTSMAN
f o r ...............year(s) to :

N a m e  ______________________________________________________________________________________________________________

A d d ress  .

C ity S ta te

I begged. “He can carry off all the lead 
we’ve got with us and still get away! 
We want him! We want to get him 
down!”

Dr. Poise pulled up, cold and casual 
again, and held his breath for one brief 
moment. He put the cross hairs on the 
shoulder of the moose and folded him 
up.

“That’s enough,” Bill shouted. “He’s 
done for.”

We moved over to him cautiously, 
for they can be dangerous even after 
they fold. When we got near him he got 
to his feet. The hair was standing up 
along the ridge of his shoulders and 
back like the hair on a wild boar, and 
there was fire in his eyes.

I think the reason some people love 
to hunt is that they do get excited. Even 
Bill got excited then. He fired at the 
bull’s head with his .30-30, missed the 
first shot, reloaded quickly and fired 
again. That shot struck the bull in the 
head and he dropped to the ground.

A Marvelous Moose!
There he lay among the windfalls, 

with a background of fall leaves on the 
trees. A wonderful sight! A marvelous 
moose! The kind you see in ammunition 
ads in the magazines. When we dressed 
him out we found that he was nice and 
fat. We dragged him far enough with 
our horses to load him into a jeep later 
and take him into camp in one piece. 
We pulled him up into a tree with a 
block and tackle (not Pammy’s, how
ever), and later loaded him into a truck 
and took him to Seattle.

Trying to be magnanimous, I begged 
Dr. Poise to put his tag on that moose, 
but he said, “No, you hit him first. If I 
take a moose home, I’m going to take 
one that I killed.” So I put my tag on 
him, and Doc went out and got an even 
better one. The other fellows got theirs 
too, but that’s another story, and I hope 
I can sell it to some magazine to help 
pay for another hunting trip.

Moose pimples are something awful! 
It’s a wonder they don’t leave scars, 
like chicken pox. But in spite of that, 
I’d love to look through a four-power 
’scope at a moose once more.

Every hunter is interested in know
ing the cost of a moose hunt in British 
Columbia, so I’m going to give you a 
clue. When I got back from this hunt 
and had more than four hundred pounds 
of meat wrapped up and in the locker, I 
computed the cost of the hunt and the 
value of the meat and found I broke 
exactly even. I don’t dare tell you what 
price I put on the meat, though, as my 
wife might read this story. Up to now 
she has been happy over the fact that I 
broke even.

My partner, Pammy, has a better an
swer than mine. When I was at his 
home for a moose dinner, he bragged 
about the texture and flavor of the 
meat. Then, glancing at his wife to see 
how his story was holding, he added 
that the thing he liked best about moose 
meat was that it’s free—doesn’t cost a 
thing. All you have to do is go to Can
ada, shoot the moose, bring it back and 
put it in your locker. A
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22 cents a 
word each 
insertion CLASSIFIED ADVERTISING M,“ r

with order

A R M S  AND A M M U N IT IO N
SEN SATIONAL R IFLE  BAR G A IN S: U.S. 30-06 En- 
field Rifles. Like new, $39.50. U.S. 30-06 Springfield 
rifles. Very good, $42.50. Perfect, $65.00. German 
Mod. 98.8mm Mauser rifles. Very good, $37.50. Ex
cellent, $42.50. British Pat. 14 303 Enfield rifles. Ex
cellent, $24.95. Jap 30-06 converted rifles. Very good, 
$22.50. Excellent, $27.50. Money back guarantee. 
Free List. Prompt Delivery. Freedland Arms Co. 34
Park Row, New York, New York._____________________
OVER 500 M O D E RN , Antique guns, Powder flasks, 
Swords, Edged weapons. Large printed list 25ji coin. 
Ed Howe, Box AS, Coopers Mills, Maine._____________
W R IT E  US FIRST. Rifles. Shotguns. Scopes. 
Mounts. Revolvers. Ammunition. Berkshire Gun
Rack, Six Lakes, Michigan.____________________________
LEARN  gun repairing at home. Profitable business. 
Details 10c. Modern Gun Repair School, Box 430-Z. 
Marshfield, Wisconsin.
SEN D 10c FOR lists, either shotguns, rifles, handguns, 
ammunition, or send 25c for all lists. Frayseths, Will- 
mar, Minnesota.

BIN O CU LA R S
BINO CU LAR REPAIRS. OVER 34 years of experi- 
ence. One of the best equipped binocular sales and re
pair facilities in the United States. Collimators, preci
sion machine tools and accessories. Authorized factory 
repairs. Large stocks standard parts. Special parts 
made to order. We do our own high vacuum magnesium 
fluoride hardcoating. Your valuable optics do not leave 
our shop. Free estimates. Northwest Instrument Co.,
Inc., 2313-3rd Ave., Seattle 1, Wash.__________________
G U A R A N T E E D  SCOPE A N D  binocular repairs. 
Skilled craftsmen and precisioned instruments to give 
prompt service on all makes of scopes and binoculars. 
Collimator alignment, lenses recemented, magnesium 
fluoride hardcoating, posts, crosshairs and rangefinders 
installed to order. Refinishing, rebluing and anodizing. 
Write or send instrument for free estimate. Seattle 
Binocular & Scope Repair Co., 507 Medical Arts Bldg., 
Seattle 1, Wash.

B O O K S AN D  G U ID EB O O K S
ALASKA (ALCAN) H IG H W A Y — routes from U. S. 
A., sightseeing and vacationing in Alaska and The 
Yukon, automobile, air, steamship, rail and bus travel, 
mile-by-mile information on highways including ac
commodations, gas stops, cities, towns and villages, fish
ing, hunting, campgrounds, trailers, what to bring, cost 
of trip, customs hints, scenic wonders— illustrated from 
cover to cover from actual photos and color pictures, 
large (over 500 square inches) foldaway color road maps, 
information sources on homesteading, employment and 
publications. Edited by former Alaskan government 
Ranger. This pocket guide book— "T he Milepost” — is 
recommended by these magazines: "H oliday,”  "Sunset,” 
"Sports Afield,”  “ Field and Stream,” “ Saga,”  "Alaska 
Sportsman” — the latter says: “ We marvel at the won
derful work you are doing in producing this excellent 
guide— you provide just the material most needed.” 
Colonel Townsend Whelen, noted author and sports
man, says: “ The Milepost contains more honest, up- 
to-date information on all this country than any other 
publication.”  Also recommended by state offices of 
AAA, International Highway Commission and Alaska 
Travel Bureau, which says: "W e who live here know 
the best guide book about our own country, and The 
Milepost outsells all others for that reason.”  Pioneer 
publishers of maps and Alaska Highway data (copy
rights since 1944). To order, in U. S. A., write: The 
Milepost, Box 457, Cathedral City, California. In 
Canada, The Milepost, Box 1095, Dawson Creek, B. C. 
In Alaska: The Milepost, Box 2175, Anchorage, Alaska. 
Price: $1.25, postpaid. Airmail: $1.60, postpaid. Else- 
where, please write.____________________________________
YOU W ON’T  W AN T TO MISS the opportunity to 
purchase "T he Valley of Ten Thousand Smokes,”  by 
Robert F. Griggs, leader of the National Geographic 
Society’s expedition to the Katmai region of Alaska. 
This remarkable, now rare book, contains 341 pages, 
with 9 maps, 233 illustrations, and index. It is a fas
cinating and valuable history of one of the most gigantic 
volcanic eruptions known. Only $14.00, postpaid. The 
Alaska Sportsman, Ketchikan, Alaska.
COLLECTORS! A RARE book! “ Narrative of the 
North Polar Expedition, U. S. Ship Polaris.” Pub
lished in 1876 under the direction of the Secretary of 
the Navy. The true story of the Francis Hall expe
dition. Fascinating and valuable. Only $12.00. Alaska 
Sportsman, Box 118, Ketchikan, Alaska.
FREE CATALOGUE of 315 Alaska books. The Alaska 
Sportsman, Ketchikan, Alaska.
ALASKA BOOKS of poetry: The Saga of Alaska, by 
Thomas Wiedemann, Sr. and Luther Norris, $3.00; 
Alaska Driftwood, by Carol Beery Dayis, $3.00; Un
trodden Trails, by Will A. Johnson, $2.50; Golden 
Phantoms, by Lee Lanier, $2.00; I Reached for a Star, 
by Lenore Dawes, $2.00. All postpaid. The Alaska 
Sportsman, Ketchikan, Alaska.

W H AT WAS the secret of Alaska’s Thomas Bay? It 
held fabulous wealth in gold, they said, but, for most 
men, even gold wasn’t enough to lure them there. Yet, 
brave men dared to visit its bleak shores. Some re
turned horror-stricken, refusing to talk about what they 
had seen. Some returned insane, with terror in their 
eyes. Some never returned. "T he Strangest Story Ever 
Told” — by Harry D. Colp. Order this book now. Forty- 
six pages of sheer suspense. $2.00. The Alaska Sports
man, Ketchikan, Alaska.
A M A TE U R  T A X ID E R M IS T S — Here is the book 
you’ve been wanting. “ Taxidermy,” by Leon L. Pray. 
Since the author wrote his first book on taxidermy there 
have been many developments in the field. Mr. Pray 
has completely rewri tten his book and all of the illustra
tions are new. Chapters include Tools and Materials; 
Preparing and Mounting a Deer Head; a Fish; a Bird; 
a Wildcat; a Small Mammal; a Tortoise, Horned Toad, 
and a Crayfish; Papier-mach6s, Pastes, Mothproofing 
Solution, etc. Only $1.49, Postpaid. The Alaska Sports-
man, Ketchikan, Alaska.______________________________
ALASKA M IN IN G  LAWS, newly revised by Henry 
Roden. This 124-page book contains Federal and Ter
ritorial mining laws; covers lode, placer, oil and coal 
locations; discusses water rights, mill sites and tunnels; 
and gives sample forms. Only $2.60 postpaid. The
Alaska Sportsman, Ketchikan. Alaska.________________
COLLECTORS! A R A R E  narrative of the travels, in 
1871, of a seven-member expedition from Vancouver 
Barracks, Washington Territory, through the Inland 
Passage to the Chilkat country, thence to the head
waters of the 2000-mile long Yukon River. The return 
journey by raft, through lakes and over rapids, along 
1300 miles of the great stream, is fascinatingly de
scribed by Frederick Schwatka in “ A Summer in 
Alaska.”  418 pages. Well-illustrated. $8.00, postpaid. 
The Alaska Sportsman, Ketchikan, Alaska.
E A R L Y  DAYS ON TH E  YU K ON , by William Ogilvie, 
is an authentic story of the people, geography and 
resources of this fabulous section of the Great North. 
Written by a man in the employ of the Canadian Gov- 
ernment, a pathfinder and explorer, this is an authentic 
and now rare record of observations gathered from his 
first visit to the country in 1887, and subsequent explor
ations. 306 pages. Illustrated. $12.00, postpaid. The 
Alaska Sportsman, Ketchikan. Alaska.________________
TH E B IOGRAPH Y OF Georg Wilhelm Stellar, The 
Pioneer of Alaskan Natural History, by Leonhard 
Stejneger, furnishes a wealth of informative, intensely 
interesting data on this great German scientist who 
was with Vitus Bering on his Kamchatka and Bering 
Sea expeditions, subsequently discovering Alaska in 
1741. This book tells of the findings of Stellar, the first 
white man to set foot on Alaskan soil. His discoveries 
in all fields of natural history gave to the world the 
knowledge of the immense resources of Alaska. 623 
pages, illustrated, with appendices and index. Rare. 
$10.00, postpaid. The Alaska Sportsman, Ketchikan,
Alaska._________________________________________________
C RA D LE  OF TH E STORM S, illustrated from photo
graphs taken by the author, Bernard R. Hubbard, S. J., 
describes the mysterious Aleutians, volcanic peaks 
curving 1200 miles from North America toward Asia. 
End maps. $6.50, postpaid. A rare book. The Alaska
Sportsman, Ketchikan, Alaska.________________________
DO N ’T  MISS TH E opportunity to purchase "Mush, 
You Malamutes!”  by Bernard R. Hubbard, S. J., 
"The Glacier Priest” . First published by The Saturday 
Evening Post, a collection of stories is offered in this 
book, with nearly 200 illustrations. End maps. $9.00, 
postpaid. The Alaska Sportsman, Ketchikan, Alaska. 
T H R E E ’S A CREW , by Kathrene Pinkerton, is a fas
cinating account of the extraordinary Pinkerton fam
ily’ s adventures in a 36-ft. motor cruiser. Home was, 
for seven years, wherever they chose to drop anchor 
along the rugged coast of British Columbia and Alaska. 
316 pages of good reading. Illustrated. This out-of- 
print book, only $5.50, postpaid. The Alaska Sports-
man, Ketchikan, Alaska._______________________________
W ILDERN ESS W IFE, by Kathrene Pinkerton, is a 
charmingly-written, down-to-earth account of an 
intrepid couple’s life in the Canadian north woods 
country. From the building of their cabin to the 
arrival of their firstborn, and their changed life after 
this addition, the story is one of humor and pathos, as 
well as giving interesting information on adaptation to 
life in rugged environment. Now rare, this book was a 
best-seller. $7.00, postpaid. The Alaska Sportsman,
Ketchikan, Alaska._____________________________________
A SOPH ISTICATED C IT Y  G IR L ’S introduction to 
the fabulous Stikine River country of Alaska and 
Canada, and her turbulent reactions and eventual love 
for the country are charmingly related in Barrett Wil
loughby’s book, “ River House.”  $5.00 postpaid. The
Alaska Sportsman, Ketchikan, Alaska._______________
G U IDE TO A LASK A — Internationally recognized; 
complete information Alaska, Yukon, Alaska Highway. 
Eleventh edition, 344pp, guaranteed to please. $2.
6015 Santa Monica Blvd., Los Angeles, Calif._________
SET OF TH REE entertaining, informative booklets 
about Alaska— The Alaska Sportsman Book of Animals 
and Birds; The Alaska Sportsman Book of Totems and 
Indians; The Alaska Sportsman Book of Pictures of 
The Last Frontier. Hundreds of photos, cartons, and 
drawings. Full set of three—only $1.50. The Alaska 
Sportsman, Ketchikan, Alaska.

TH E

W AN T A HOM ESTEAD on the Kenai Peninsula? 
Our booklet tells how. 16 chapters of straight facts on 
homesteading life here. Airmailed, one dollar. Free 
map included. Walt Pedersen, Sterling, Alaska. 
GEN TLEM EN  U N AFRAID , by Alaska’s own Barrett 
Willoughby, will afford delightful reading of true ac
counts of the adventurer Alexander Malcolm (Sandy) 
Smith, Scotty Allan, and many others. Included are 
excerpts from author’s own life in her beloved Alaska. 
Many illustrations throughout 285 pages. $8.00 post- 
paid. The Alaska Sportsman, Ketchikan, Alaska. 
BOOKS ON U RAN IU M  PROSPECTIN G! "The 
Uranium and Fluorescent Minerals,”  a handbook of 
uranium minerals and a field guide for uranium pros
pecting, by H. C. Dake, $2.00. "Popular Prospecting,” 
a field guide for the prospector and the uranium hunter, 
by H. C. Dake, $2.00. “ Minerals for Atomic Energy,”  a 
complete hook on prospecting for and evaluating atomic 
minerals, by Robert D. Ninninger, $7.50. All Postpaid.
The Alaska Sportsman, Ketchikan, Alaska.___________
SITKA, PORTAL TO ROM AN CE, by Barrett Wil
loughby, is an interesting history of the quaint old 
Alaskan town, once the capital of Russian America. 
Here Barrett Willoughby lived and adventured and 
wrote of the romance, splendor and bravery of an Im
perial Russian past. A  rare collector’s item. $7.50, 
postpaid. The Alaska Sportsman, Ketchikan, Alaska. 
BRO TH ER, H E R E ’S A M AN ! by Kim Beattie, will 
intrigue you. Mr. Beattie, a Canadian journalist, brings 
out all the drama and romance of the fabulous career 
of Joe Boyle, one of the most extraordinary characters 
America ever produced. He was a rough diamond for 
whom turbulent rivals in Dawson, grand dukes, com
missars and firing squads, held no terrors. $3.50 brings 
it to you, postpaid. The Alaska Sportsman, Ketchikan, 
Alaska.

BUSINESS O PPO R TU N ITIES
WE PAY $3.50 lb. dried. Grow mushrooms. Cellar, 
shed and outdoors, Spare, full time, year round. We 
have 25,000 customers. FREE BOOK. Washington 
Mushroom Ind., Dept. 215, 2954 Admiral W ay,
Seattle, Wash,______________________________ ___________
V IR G IN  F LO R ID A  LAND. $159 per acre, full price" 
5-Acre Tracts. Ideal speculative investment. Easy 
monthly payments. Free booklet. Dixie Land, 2325 
N. W. 27th Ave., Miami, Florida. _______

DO GS
A M E RIC AN  W A T E R  SPANIELS. Outstanding Re
trievers. Dachshunds! Pictures. BOVEE’ S, Bancroft,
W i s c o n s i n . ______________________________________
ARCTICS (SAM O YED-ESKIM O cross). Color white. 
Wt. 55 to 65 lbs. Ideal pals for children or adults. 
Pups $40. F.O.B. Knapp’s Kennel, 4 Lagunita Rd.,
Salinas, Calif. Air shipment._________________________
SIBERIAN  HUSKIES, B R E D  and conditioned in the 
Colorado high country. R ocky Mountain Siberian 
Husky Breeders Association. 25 So. Vrain, Denver,
Colorado._____________________________________
N ORW EG IAN  ELKH OUNDS, Registered, Free de- 
scriptive booklet. Puppies F.O.B. Seattle, Greenwood 
Kennels, 22215 72nd West, Edmonds, Washington. 
Phone: M y 1882. ________________ _ _

E M P L O Y M E N T
EARN H IGH P A Y : Jobs in South America, the Islands, 
USA, Europe, Canada, other' foreign countries. All 
Trades, Mechanics, Truck Drivers, Laborers, Office 
Workers, Engineers, etc. Chance to travel. Fare paid if 
hired. Application forms. Free information. Write Dept. 
118, National Employment Information, 1020 Broad,
Newark, New Jersey.__________________________________
SPECIFIC ALASKA IN FO R M A TIO N !! Complete, 
authentic, up-to-date facts, compiled monthly: Alaska 
job listing, contractors, wages, rent, housing, transpor
tation, mining, forestry, lumbering, sport and commer
cial fishing, agriculture. All basic economic data!! In
formation you will need before coming to Alaska!! Plus 
folders about Alaska’s ten leading cities. Send $1.00 to 
Alaska Information Unlimited, Box 3, Ketchikan,
Alaska._______________________________ ____________ _
ALASKAN JOBS! OVER 150 new construction pro
jects with names, addresses companies hiring. Thou
sands needed! Highest wages. Military, private con
struction. Mining, fishing, lumbering, aviation, rail
roads, homesteading. Skilled, unskilled workers. Wage 
information. Alaskan map included. Sample application. 
$1. complete. Alaskan Opportunities (AO), Box 362,
Kenmore, Wash,________________________________
A M E RIC AN , OVERSEAS JOBS, high pay, Men, 
Women, Transportation Paid, Free Information, Write 
Transworld 200-AS West 34 St, New York 1, N.Y.

F ISH IN G  EQ U IPM EN T
W ORM S— LARG E R E D  W IGGLERS. Unlimited 
supply. Prompt delivery. 500-$3.00. 1000-S5.00. Pit 
Run. Breeders, 1000—$7.50. King’s Worm Garden, 1301 
No. Atlanta, Tulsa, Okla.
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$2.00. Cash 
w ith order

FOR SALE
ELEC TR IC  PENCIL: Engraves all Metals $2.00. 
Beyer Mfg., 10511-KS. Springfield, Chicago 43._______
BEAU TIFU LLY FU RR E D  small Black bear half-head 
mount rug, $143 postpaid, including tax. Alaska Fur
Company, Box 81, Ketchikan, Alaska.________________
FABULOUS QUEEN BEE ROYAL JELLY C AP 
SULES.  $9.00— vial, hi-potency, 30-day supply. Die
tary supplement. Literature free. Money-back guaran
tee. “ Api-Vitalex” , Dept. AST, Box 6674, Dallas 19, 
Texas.__________________________________________________
BU Y G O VE R N M EN T SURPLUS— Jeeps; Trucks; 
Boa"ts; Aircrafts; LST’s; Tractors; Trailers; Automo
tive Supplies; Shop Equipment; ETC. Buy direct now 
from U.S. Government— Depot List & Procedure $1.00
— BRO D Y, Box 8-AS, Sunnyside 4, New York._______
FREE BROCH U RE describing gift boxes of Alaska 
wild berry jams and jellies and choice seafoods. Alaska 
Wild Berry Products, Homer, Alaska.
GEN U IN E IVORY C H OKER NECKLACES. Pol
ished to a fine luster and richly colored, the beautiful 
round beads of these necklaces make beautiful chokers. 
Each bead hand carved by Alaska Eskimos. $19 for 
double length strands (28 to 34 inches), $10 for regular 
length strands (14 to 17 inches). Postpaid. Specify 
bead size desired: small, medium, large. Also specify 
length size in inches. Alaska Specialties Company, 
Box 81, Ketchikan. Alaska.
IN D IA N  TOTEM  POLES. These are authentic 
In4ian-carved models of famous original poles. We 
have them from four inches to ten feet in height. 
4 inch poles, $1.75; 8 inch poles, $2.75: 8 K  inches, 
$3.00; 10 inches, $6.25; 28 inches, $38.50; 30 inches, 
$45.50. Six foot pole, $118; eight foot pole, $154; ten 
foot pole, $350. All poles 30 inches and smaller, post

aid. Six foot and larger, F. O. B. Ketchikan. Alaska 
pecialties Company, Box 81, Ketchikan. Alaska. 

TAN N ED WOLF H IDES. $20.00 each, postpaid. 
Alaska Specialties Co., Ketchikan, Alaska. _____ _
BEAU TIFU LLY C ARVED 10-FOOT totem pole $350, 
8-foot pole $144. 6-foot pole $108. Plus $10 crating 
f.o.b. Ketchikan. ALASKA SPECIALTIES COM-
PAN Y, Box 81, Ketchikan, Alaska.___________________
K E LLY N U M BER TWT0  ATF Cylinder printing, 
press, new 1946, excellent condition. Bargain. WTrite:’
The Alaska Sportsman, Ketchikan, Alaska.___________
H U N TIN G  KN IVES for your next outing. Nine 
and a half inch knife with mother-of-pearl handle 
(etched by Howard W eyahok), Western steel five-inch 
blade, $8.00 postpaid. For the outdoorsman who wants 
two knives in one sheath order two-in-one sets, with 
three-inch blades of WTestern steel. Ivory-like handles 
decorated with W eyahok drawings. Each knife six and 
a half inches overall. $10.20 per set postpaid. One of 
the finest knives on the market is our genuine ivory- 
handled model (etched with Weyahok drawings) ten 
inches overall, five inch Western blade. $11.25 postpaid. 
Alaska Specialties Company, Box 81, Ketchikan, 
Alaska.

H U N T IN G  EQ U IPM EN T
T R E SE A T — Post one spot, all day. Increase game kill. 
Excellent for archers, rifle shooters. $4.95. Money back 
guarantee. Dealers, Salesmen, wanted. C. L. Johnson, 
Rt. 4, Box 81, Wisconsin Rapids, Wisconsin.

LEATH E R CR AFT
FREE “ Do-It-Yourself” Leathercraft Catalog. Tandy 
Leather Company, Box 791-X23, Fort Worth, Texas. 
CU STOM -M ADE DEERSKIN  sportswear. Jackets, 
gloves, ladies’ bags, etc. Satisfaction guaranteed. 
Your leather or ours. W ich’s Indian Trading Post, 
253 Fenn St., Pittsfield, Mass. Dept. ET.

M IN IN G
L IT H IU M — W ON DER M E TA L of the new Atomic- 
age. Free booklet describes prospecting, information, 
uses, etc. Nu-Age Metals, Box 142, North Battleford, 
Sask., Canada.
U. S. GEOLOGICAL SURVEY PUBLICATIONS. 
Send for list 400. James C. Howgate, 128 So. Church 
St., Schenectady 1, N. Y.

M ISCELLAN EO U S
Joybearer— Poynette, Wisconsin. Religious monthly, 
contains stories, poems, etc. Subscription $1.00. Sample 
25 cents. A shut-in editor.
A N Y T H IN G  W R IT T E N , printed, drawn, printed in 
quantities. Write Fame Lithography, 291 Ellis, San 
Francisco 2, Calif._____________________________________
3 IN D IA N  W AR arrowheads, Flint Scalping Knife 
$2.00. Catalog Free. Arrowhead, Glen wood, Arkansas.
FREE WHOLESALE CATALOGS! Save 70%... 
250,000 PRODUCTS! Econ-O-Mart, Whippany 15, 
New Jersey.
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LE AR N  ABOUT ALASKA— its lumber, fishing, in
dustries, etc.— thru its most progressive weekly news
paper. Sample copy, 15c; two months, $1; 1 year, $4. 
PETERSBU RG PRESS, Box 1086, Petersburg, Alaska.
FIBERGLASS YO U R BOAT! Complete kits, includ
ing color resin, as low as $8.50. Write for information, 
fiberglass samples. AQUA-GLAS, Dept. A, Box 19, 
Altadena, Calif.________________________________________
BOOK M AN U SCRIPTS Invited— Co-operative pub
lishers since 1925. Meador Press, 324 Newbury St., 
Boston 15, Mass.
G IA N T mails! Leading mail-order magazines included. 
Newest products, imports, etc., 25c. R. HOLTZ & 
SONS, GOBLES, M ICH IGAN.______________________
LAST W ILL and Testament. Many make their own. 
Disposing of a life’s savings, protecting one’s family by 
a will, is a duty we owe ourselves, our family and so
ciety. Send $1.00 for your Legal Blank Will Form and 
booklet of simple, complete directions for making a will. 
Alaska Specialties Co., Box 81, Ketchikan, Alaska.
SEEKIN G A G IFT IDEA? Give a year’s subscription 
for The Alaska Sportsman. Only $3.50. Twelve exciting, 
informative issues— devoted exclusively to America’ s 
Last Frontier. The Alaska Sportsman, Ketchikan, 
Alaska.
PIC TO R IA L M AP OF K O D IA K — “ The Sunshine 
Isle.”  Only 60^ postpaid. Map is more than 16x18 
inches. On the back: Illustrated historical sketch of the 
city of Kodiak, smaller pictorial map of Alaska. All 
in color. Alaska Specialties Company, Box 81, Ketchi
kan, Alaska.

M O V IES
W ILD  LIFE FILM S (8mm, 16mm, color, b&w), 2"x2/* 
color slides, biggest selection. Buy direct and save. 
Real bargains in cameras, projectors, accessories, sup
plies. Big catalog free! Blackhawk Films, Davenport 
6, Iowa.
KO D A CH R O M E  MOVIES, 8mm— 16mm! Slides! 
Stereos! Big Discount. Specify which— Free Catalogs. 
Wild Life, Travel, Adventure, National Parks, Foreign. 
Colonial. 247-C. Swarthmore, Pa.

PERSONALS
CORRESPON DEN CE CIRCLE. M A R RIA G E AB LE  
people. Conducted by ex-Episcopal minister of experi
ence. Rev. John Hodson, Box 214, Sturgeon Bay, 
Wisconsin.
LONESOME? JOIN M Y club. Confidential introduc
tions; quick service. Established 1924. All ages, white 
race. Free particulars, photos, descriptions, sealed. 
Lois Reeder, Box 549-B, Palestine, Texas.____________
AUSTRALIA CALLIN G! Opportunities unlimited. 
Gold and uranium plentiful. Many Australian girls, the 
most beautiful in the world, want American penfriends, 
view later marriage. Send Postage for free magazine 
plus real photos and descriptions to Modern World 
Club, Box 4226, Sydney (Australia).__________________
LONELY FOLK E V E R Y W H E R E  are finding true 
happiness through introductions by mail. Amazing 
proof and particulars sent free, sealed. Rainbow Serv- 
ice, 15-AS Clarendon Road, Burlingame, California.
CATHOLICS W HO WISH to marry (wanting in
troductions), write C. C. Club, 330 N. Lafayette, Dept. 
AS, Grand Rapids 3, Mich. All letters held confidential. 
Particulars in plain sealed envelope. Established 1914 
—nationwide membership.
M AGAZIN E W ITH  PICTURES, 25*; with list of 
names, addresses, $1.00. Free information of club 
without listing your name, address. Friendship Club,
695 West 11th Ave., Eugene, Oregon._________________
F LO R ID A ’S UNIQUE IN T R O D U C T IO N  service. 
Write today for Free exclusive particulars. Confidential. 
Tropic Club, Box 4747-CC. Miami Beach 41, Florida.
LON ELY H EARTS: LET us help you meet nice 
people near you seeking congenial mates. Many with 
means. Forty-three years dependable, confidential 
service; proven results. Photos, descriptions free. 
Standard Club, Box 207-AS, Grays Lake, Illinois. 
W H Y BE LON ELY? Correspond with ladies or gen
tlemen everywhere. 16 pages of pictures and descrip
tions, 25{S; with addresses $1.00. Maurice Wilhelm, 
Box 1365-AS. Milwaukee 1, Wis.______________________
FIRESIDE ACQU AIN TAN CE SERVICE for un
married people. Established 1920. Nationwide, con
fidential, new service method. Many ladies of German, 
Scandinavian extraction. Mention your age. Address: 
Charles Horak, Corvallis 4, Montana._________________
CATH O LIC— PR O T E ST A N T —JEW ISH members in 
large lists. This club is different. Generous, carefully 
selected lists of new friends— every state. Confidential 
particulars free. Elite Publishing Service, Box 1991-AS,
Chicago, Illinois._______________________________________
GET-A CQ U A IN TED  CLUB— through social corres
pondence thousands yearly meet their “ Ideal” . Mem
bers of either sex throughout the U. S. and Canada. 
Write for complete information. R. E. Simpson, Box 
1251, Denver, Colorado.
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TH IS IS TH E ANSW ER TO “ JU VEN ILE D E LIN - 
Q U E N CY” . Free particulars. SCHEALL, 263-A, 
Duluth, Minn.
W AN TE D  PEN PALS to exchange letters and African- 
made products for American clothing. I am a 19-year- 
old boy student. Razy Adus, 71 Odunfa Street, Lagos,
Nigeria, B. W. A.______________________________________
CORRESPOND M A T R IM O N Y . Big magazine, pic
tures, addresses, descriptions, $1. Westcoast, A-620-
14th St., S. E. Puyallup, Wash._______________________
LONESOME? GET FREE information from America’s 
finest letter society. No club anywhere offers more 
honest, efficient and friendly service with such amazing 
results. Large Alaskan membership. Miss Chase, P.O. 
Box 1879, Seattle. 11. Wash.
LONESOM E? JOIN RELIA B LE  club, established 
1909. Send 10  ̂ for information and descriptions of 
members. Sealed. Exchange Co. 382 7-AS Main, Kansas 
City, Mo.

P H O T O G R A P H Y
ALASKA W IL D L IF E  KO D A CH R O M E  movies, 8 or 
16mm. 35m Kodachrome slides animals, glaciers, flow
ers, cities and mountains, summer and winter. Free 
printed 8 page catalog. M ac’s Foto Service, 315-4.th
Ave., Anchorage, Alaska. ________________
ALASKA B IG  GAM E movies, color slides by Cecil 
Rhode, Alaska photographer, 16mm or 8mm Koda
chrome. Closeup action shots Brown bear, moose, sheep, 
goat, etc. Alaska WTldlife Films, Moose Pass, Alaska. 
“ TELL TH E STORY OF YO U R  ALASKAN  TR IP  
with color slides by a Disney photographer. Alcan, 
inland passage, seenics, cities, natives. Free catalogue. 
M A C H ETA N Z PRODU CTION S, K E N TO N , O H IO .” 
TH E LU RE OF A LASKA— A breathtaking photo 
portfolio of six Kodachrome reproductions on 11 by 
11K " heavy stock paper. Suitable for framing. In
cluded are full-color shots of a husky dog team in 
Alaska’s snow, Mendenhall Glacier, the Kuskokwim 
River, Mt. McKinley, an aerial view of a smoking 
Alaska volcano, and a picture of the town of Kodiak. 
Entire portfolio only 75£. Alaska Specialties Company, 
Box 81, Ketchikan, Alaska.

RARE COINS
W AN T TO BUY OLD D A TE  Lincoln Head Cents be
fore 1934. Also 1954, and many other coins both Old 
& New. Have many coins to sell. Write for Free 
information. The Wr’s Coin Co., P.O. Box 176, Flor
ence, Oregon.

REAL ESTATE
LODGE PO TE N TIAL, 138 Acres; two hours drive 
from Anchorage. Approx. 5000 ft. frontage on three 
Lakes. 3 good log cabins, plenty of timber for more, 
summer homes in the area. This is beauty & seclusion 
for $24,000.-$6,000 down. C. M ETCALF R E A LTY ,
245 East 5th, Anchorage, Alaska.______________________
ALASKA R.EAL ESTATE CATALOG. Homes, farms, 
resorts, business opportunities, gives location, price & 
terms. Much desired general information on Alaska. 
Airmailed for $2.00. C. M E TC ALF R E A L T Y , 245 
East 5th, Anchorage, Alaska.
B EAU TIFU L SE TTIN G  on island. Resort area. Good 
cabin. Small sawmill—electricity. Write AB, c /o  The 
Alaska Sportsman, Ketchikan, Alaska.

STAM PS
50,000 STAM P GRABBAGS 25c EACH. AN D ERSON ,
Box 1, Reading, Pa.___________________________________
CACH ET COLLECTORS! Here is an opportunity to 
obtain rare, dog-team covers actually carried between 
two Alaska post offices ten years ago. Only one route 
now in existence. We have five different, 50^ each. 
Arctic Cachet Company, Box 81, Ketchikan, Alaska.

T A X ID E R M Y
W7E TA N  SKINS; mount game heads, animals, rugs. 
Glass eyes, supplies. Hofmann’s Taxidermy, 1001 Gates, 
Brooklyn 21, N .Y.

TRAPPERS SUPPLIES
TRAPS, SNARES, LURES, guns, etc. Complete 
trapping, hunting equipment. Catalog. Howe Fur 
Co., Box AS, Coopers Mills, Maine.
SLED DOG HARNESS light $5.95. Heavy $8.95. 
Dog packsack $7.95. Steel Snares all sizes. R. Thompson 
Company, Alderwood Manor, Washington.

W AN TE D
W E W ILL PAY $5.00 apiece for copies of the January, 
1935, issue of The Alaska Sportsman; $2.00 apiece for 
-the December, 1935, issue, and $2.00 apiece for the 
January and February, 1936, issues. The Alaska 
Sportsman, Ketchikan, Alaska.



Gold Dust—Gold Nugget
ALASKA JEWELRY

Gold dust and gold nugget jewelry— 
Unique and so beautiful—is sure to 
please even the most discriminating 
woman. Perfect for Christmas gifts.
Pictured at left, above, earrings (pierced and un
pierced), gold bordered with genuine gold dust
inside transparent cases:
One-half inch diameter...........................................$14.30
Three-fourths inch diameter............................. 23.10
Lapel pin to match earrings (center):
Three-fourths inch diameter............................. $12.65
Seven-eighths inch diameter............................. 14.85
Gold nugget (right) hung on dainty gold chain. 
$11.00 to $38.50 depending on size o f nugget. 
Gold dust filled locket (not pictured) to match
earrings and pin:
Three-fourths inch diameter.............................$12.65
Seven-eighths inch diameter.............................  14.85

Postage and Tax Included

ALASKA SPECIALTIES CO. 
Ketchikan Box 81 Alaska

PICTURE BOOKS 
ABOUT ALASKA

ALASKA SPORTSM AN PICTURE 
BOOKS. For the person who enjoys pictorial 
reading, this set of three Alaska books is a 
sure source of entertainment and informa
tion. Hundreds of pictures, cartoons, and 
drawings in these booklets—“ The Alaska 
Sportsman Book of Totems and Indians,” 
“The Alaska Sportsman Book of Pictures of 
the Last Frontier” and “The Alaska Sports
man Book of Animals and Birds.” Set of 
three costs only $1.50, or fifty cents each. 

All Postpaid—Order From 
THE ALASKA SPORTSMAN 

KETCHIKAN, ALASKA

[ B lades are fo rg e d  fro m  th e  fin est  c u t 
le ry  ste e l, s k ill fu lly  te m p e r e d  a n d  
g r o u n d  to  k e e n  ed g e s . Brass l in in g s ; 
n ic k e l-s i lv e r  h o ls te rs . Q u a lity  a n d

P riee  e a ch  JK gJJ
§ 2 .6 8  p g

3 fo r  $7.65
fin ish  u n su rp a sse d . P o s tp a id  |

SPORTSMEN’S AND TRAPPER’S 
FAVORITE—NO. 57 STAG 

WITH CLIP AND 
PEN BLADES

Cut shows 
exact size

I f  a L O N G  K EEN  S K IN N IN G  B L A D E  is w a n te d  in  p la ce  o f  p en  o rd e r  b la d e  N o . 257— “ T R A P P E R 'S  
B U D D Y ,”  p r ice  $2.88; 3 fo r  $8.10 p o s tp a id . W r ite  fo r  o u r  fre e  c a ta lo g u e .
MAHER & GROSH CUTLERY CO., BOX 100A, T oledo 2, Ohio— Established 1877

ONLY MODEL
Weave.

Have B

Model K4 Scope, $45.00

ULES
and INTERNAL ADJUSTMENTS

•  Now— A scope with a fixed, constantly centered reticule combined 
with windage and elevation adjustments inside the scope.

•  K Model fixed reticule scopes require no costly double adjusting 
mounts. Use any rigid or pivot type mount.

•  All threaded joints sealed with Neoprene O  Rings— a positive com
pression seal. All lenses hermetically sealed.

•  These new features are W eaver developments and only in W eaver 
Model K Scopes.

•  New optics— clear, sharp, brilliant. Better than ever.
•  See the scopes that are way out in front— Model K Weaver-Scopes.

Model 
Model 
Model K4 
Model K6 
Model K8

Crosshairs a re  al- 
w a y s  a c c u ra te ly  
centered ; only the 
im age moves when 
you turn the a d 
justing screws.

45.00
48.50
59.50

K2.5 $37.50 
K3 37.50

Model K10 59.50
‘ Except M odels K1 and KV

K2.5 K3 K6 K8 K I0
O Copyright 1957  W . R. W e a v e r  Com pany

Please send 
folders on 

Weaver-Scopes 
and Mounts.

NAME___________________________________________________
ADDRESS_______________________________________________
CITY__________________________ ZONE______STATE_____

w . R. W EA V ER  CO M PAN Y
DEPT. 9  EL P A SO ,  T E X A S

M A D E  I N  U S.  A .  B Y  A M E R I C A N  C R A F T S M E N



NATURAL HABITAT OF THE “SINGLE-SIX”
The Single-Six belongs far out on the 
plains and prairies, deep in the tall 
timber, high in the Rockies—where a 
breed of self-reliant people regard this 
fine revolver as standard equipment. 
Here is where guns are judged on 
performance and where RUGER 
engineering has earned a reputation 
for reliability.

Write for literature on the entire line of RUGER firearms.

RUGER
.22 short, long or long rifle ammunition 

$ 6 3 .2 5  ( retail list)  
Catalog No. RSS

manufactured entirely in the U. S. of America by STURM, RUGER & COMPANY, INC.. SOUTHPORT, CONNECTICUT


