Hunt Institute for Botanical Documentation
5th Floor, Hunt Library

Carnegie Mellon University

4909 Frew Street

Pittsburgh, PA 15213-3890

Telephone: 412-268-2434

Email: huntinst@andrew.cmu.edu

Web site: www.huntbotanical.org

The Hunt Institute is committed to making its collections accessible for research. We are pleased
to offer this digitized item.

Usage guidelines
We have provided this low-resolution, digitized version for research purposes. To inquire about
publishing any images from this item, please contact the Institute.

Statement on harmful and offensive content

The Hunt Institute Archives contains hundreds of thousands of pages of historical content,
writing and images, created by thousands of individuals connected to the botanical sciences. Due
to the wide range of time and social context in which these materials were created, some of the
collections contain material that reflect outdated, biased, offensive and possibly violent views,
opinions and actions. The Hunt Institute for Botanical Documentation does not endorse the views
expressed in these materials, which are inconsistent with our dedication to creating an inclusive,
accessible and anti-discriminatory research environment. Archival records are historical
documents, and the Hunt Institute keeps such records unaltered to maintain their integrity and to
foster accountability for the actions and views of the collections’ creators.

Many of the historical collections in the Hunt Institute Archives contain personal
correspondence, notes, recollections and opinions, which may contain language, ideas or
stereotypes that are offensive or harmful to others. These collections are maintained as records of
the individuals involved and do not reflect the views or values of the Hunt Institute for Botanical
Documentation or those of Carnegie Mellon University.

About the Institute

The Hunt Institute for Botanical Documentation, a research division of Carnegie Mellon
University, specializes in the history of botany and all aspects of plant science and serves the
international scientific community through research and documentation. To this end, the Institute
acquires and maintains authoritative collections of books, plant images, manuscripts, portraits and
data files, and provides publications and other modes of information service. The Institute meets
the reference needs of botanists, biologists, historians, conservationists, librarians, bibliographers
and the public at large, especially those concerned with any aspect of the North American flora.

Hunt Institute was dedicated in 1961 as the Rachel McMasters Miller Hunt Botanical Library, an
international center for bibliographical research and service in the interests of botany and
horticulture, as well as a center for the study of all aspects of the history of the plant sciences. By
1971 the Library’s activities had so diversified that the name was changed to Hunt Institute for
Botanical Documentation. Growth in collections and research projects led to the establishment of
four programmatic departments: Archives, Art, Bibliography and the Library.



Robert Marshall
Wiseman
Alaska

September 23, 1930.

Dear Family et al:

And here I am, back again at Wiseman, after four ideal weeks
of exploration in the jagged wilderness between here and the Artic Divide. But
this is the wrong end of my tale on which to begin.

Logically it commences on the afternoon of August 25 when
we took off from the Fairbanks flying field. We, meant Clara Carpenter (22 year
old schoolmarm of Wiseman, returning from a visit outside), her big brother
Lew (Wiseman miner), Al Retzlaf (my last year's partmer), myself, Robbins (the i
pilot) and two goldfish which Clara was transporting to brave the Arctic winter. |
As I'd taken the same 225 mile flight three times before there were few fresh
thrills, except flying over the Yukon Flats (a vast plain, 40 miles wide and
extending as far as the eye can see from 4,000 feet above it, just filled with
a myriad of glistening ponds and the mile wide silver ribbon of the Yukon River)
which is & fresh thrill each time and getting lost for a short while in a country
in which there are five landing fields in 300,000 square miles. Robbins had only
been into Wiseman once before, and the entire region north of the Yukon is so
inadequately mapped that it's very easy to get mixed up. So when we ceme, flying
a little off course, to the place where the Jim, South Fork, Middle Fork, North
Fork and Wild Rivers all come within a few miles of each other and all head in
the seme general direction we didn't know for a while which was which. It wasn't
quite like being lost in an auto either, where you can stop and study the map
at leisure, for here we were moving at 110 miles an hour and there wasn't a decent
map anyway. But pretty soom Lew picked out ¥ild Lake for which we were heading
and simultaneously Al and I recognized some of the topography of the North Fork
which we had explored the summer before, so Robbins banked her sharply around and
we returned to the Middle Fork of the Koyukuk which we had erroneously crossed.

The welcome awaiting us when we landed at Wiseman would seem
preposterous to anyone afflicted with the conventional notions about the stolid
frontiersman., The instant I stepped out of the plane Martin Slisco, jovial
roadhouse proprietor ran up and threw both arms around my neck. Little Willie
English, seven-year-old Eskimo boy with whom I used to have hopping races last =
summer, was next and he jumped up and kissed me., 0ld Pete Dow, hard-bitten,
cynical old sourdough of 32 Arctic winters, pretty nearly pumped my hand off and
his face was all eracked with smiles. And following them ceme all the others,
for every soul in town, eskimo and white, was out at the field. They greeted
me with everything from just a warm handshake and & "Well, Bob," to a regular
pumping and & long conversation.

|
The next two days were spent in Wiseman, conversing happily
with friends I had been with for 15 days the year before, but who scted as if we |
were lifelong ecquaintances. They were so eager to pour out the events of the !
past year to someone to whom they were not stale stories long ago and yet who was |
genuinely interested in them, So I heard over and over, from & dozen different

cnes, each giving & slightly different slant, the chief landmarks of the past year

in the life of the community: of the great lawsuit between Dubin and Hyde; of Dan

Aston blowing out his brains during the dark days; of how John Leane had left Emme
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Creek the August before on a 40 day prospecting trip to Blue Cloud and how naver
had trace of him been seen since; of the terrible tongue lashing which Joey Ulen
gave Mrs, Wenamaker; of Captein Rowden clearing out with several thousands of
unpaid debts; of the poor year in the diggings; of the exceptionally cold winter;
of the sensational ice-jam when the river broke up in the spring.

Most the time in Wiseman, however, was spent preparing for
our four weeks exploration trip to the Arctic Divide. Four weeks isn't a very
long trip of exploration compared with the 23 years that the Lewis and Clark
Expedition was gone or Steffanson's five years on the Arctic ice, but even in
four weelswhen you don't expect to meet a human being in all that time, when you
have to be prepared for both winter and summer weather, when your work is going to
be botanical, ecological, geographicel, photographical and mineralogical, there is
a surprising amount of preparation %o be done. The worst is if you forget one
little thing, for instance a whetstone, it's going to cause you a hell of a lot of
inconvenience to say the very least.

I should devote a paragraph to the persommel of our expedition,
which included two partmers, one employee and two horses. The partners were of
course Al Retzlafl and myself, Al had brought back some rock samples from just
below the divide on CGrizzly Creek last year and had them assayed at the college in
Fairbanks. They ran so high in gold that a promoter from Texas had backed Al o
the extent of $1,500. to investigate further the potentialities of the region.

I hed as my major ostensible objective the entirely laudable study of tree growth
at northern timberline, as my minor ostensible objective the not quite so
respectable study of the geography of the great unexplored drainage of the upper
North Fork of the Koyukuk (an area of about 1,000 square miles), and the prelimin-
ary mapping of it, and as my most important, though not advertised objective at =all,
gaining the absolutely unassessable aesthetic thrill of just looking at as gorgeous
natural beauty as could possibly exist anywhere. We planned to spend about two
weeks in this great thousand acre wilderness of the upper North Fork, just below
the Arctic Divide and a week or so more travelling each way to and from it. As the
point in this tract of land closest to eivilization was 76 miles from the nearest
human being while the furthest point was about 115 miles away, we couldn't very
well back-pack four weeks worth of our varied equipment, so as last year we hired
Jack Hood's two horses to pack us in, But it was so late in the year for feed

and it would be such a nuisance looking after them while we were reconnoitering
that we decided to teke a man with us to take them back as soon as we reached our
base camp on Grizzly Creek, just under the Arctic Divide. All the way out we

would leave food caches in small trees where the animals wouldn't disturb them and
thus coming back we wouldn't have to be bothered toting much food along, The man
we got was huge Lew Carpenter, 6 feet 3, 235 pounds, 48 years old. Lew had a
reputation as a hard man to get along with but as usual in such cases I found that
if one forgot the reputation and treated the man as decently as possible he turned
out fine. And so Lew did. He was as genial as could be all trip, enlivened sever-
al evenings with excellent yarns, did more than his share of the work, and never
growled nor grumbled once despite the numerous hardships.

Our first day out we merely followed the road seven miles from
Wiseman to Nolan Creek. Here we stopped for the day and spent the remainder of
the afternoon and evening visiting with another group of old friends., The Pingels
had us for lunch and a most sumptuous dinner. Mrs. Pingel is a most interesting
old lady, an ex-missionary with a rare sense of humor. After dinner she hitched
up her dog with its pack harness and started for Wiseman to attend to some business.
Seven miles of mud and a dark road before she got to town didn't phase her in the
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least, Al and Lew went over to Harry Foley's to look at some rocks and old

man Pingel, who is over 70 and verging on dotage, though he still works with pick
and shovel in his cut every day, played on his fiddle and spun out to me a slightly
misty reminiscence of his early days in the far north, of the stirring adventures
fram '98 to '02, of the golden days when he was a young man not yet 40 and the
best of life lay ahead., Some of it was quite thrilling: storming White Pass in
mid-winter, boating up the virgin waters of the Stewert River, seeing a companion
clawed and bitten by & bear, breaking through overflows et 60 below, crossing the
trackless wilderness from the Chandalar to Coldfoot in the dark days of December.
There was also a Miss Price, a courageous schoolteacher who made the orossing with
him to Coldfoot that winter, whom he brought into his narrative more often and
with more emotion that he would probably have liked to admit even after 30 years,
fifteen of which were spent in relatively happy marriasge with an ex-missionary.

We all went up to old George Eaton's to spend the night. He
put Al and Lew in his bunkhouse and got me to share his double bed with him, Then
he telked to me from ten till long after midnight, the steady, rembling monclogue
of an o0ld bachelor who has lived alone too longs Some I had heard before when I
bunked with him last year, of his wife who divorced him for desertion when he
joined the rush to Alaska, of his daughter, whom he loved above everyone else in
the world, drowned on a Sunday school pienic. I was very sleepy and dozed through
most of it, but I followed enough to Imow it was largely the re-airing of years
of grievances and especially the recounting of various very splendid things he
imagined he had said to people who had used him badly. "I said to him, *Alright,
1'11 pay you but by the God, I'll break you inside of a year.' And by Jesus,
inside & year he'd gone broke." The last thing I remember before falling
asleep was: "I said to her, 'You're nothing but an old whore, that's what you are.’
1 said thet right to her face and her man standing there too."

Next morning at T:30 we set out for our month's vacation from
the rest of humanity. George and Pingel and Smithy Wanamaker postponed starting
their day's work long enough to see us off. Al went shead and picked the route,
leading Brownie. Lew followed with Bronco and also carried his gun. I had nothing
+o lead but carried my gun and a 30-pound pack, walking sometimes in the middle,
sometimes behind and sometimes going ahead to recomnoiter. We swapped jobs
occasionally but in general maintained this formation all the way to the Arctic
Divide.

Of our first four days out from Nolan there is no need to go
into detail for we followed the same course we had taken last summer. GScenically
the chief difference was that the valleys instead of being derk green and light
green where the needles of the spruce blended with the broader leaves of cotton-
wood and willow, were now dark green and brilliant gold. Along the valley of the
North Fork, which extended without turnings for many miles, it was glorious to
look down from some promontory over this bi-colored ses walled in by snow-capped
mountains,

The third afternoon out, as we were laboriocusly leading the -
horses above the bluffs opposite the mouth of the West Fork we were startled by a
voice shouting to us from the other side of the river. I ran down to the shore
and sew a man poling a boat meross the stream. In a few moments he landed and in-
troduced himself as Ernie Johnson., Of course I knew about Ernie, most illustrious
hunter and trapper of the far North, a sort of a Daniel Boone mmong the pioneers
of this arctic frontier, unanimously admitted by the exceptionally competent
woodsmen of the Koyukuk to be their peer.

Though Ernie spends practicelly all his time in the woods, and is
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alone most of his days, he is not an anchorite by preference but merely because he
can seldom find anyone to share his difficult 1ife, When Lew and Al got down

to the river's edge he fairly insisted that we go no further that day. So we
pitched our camp a little ways upstream among the willows, hobbled the horses and
left them to feed and crossed the unfordable North Fork in Ernie's boat, all the
while his four dogs barked vociferously. Ernie had a very comfortable and spacious
tent with a Yukon stove and a bunk built in. The tent was at the river's edge and
back about 100 yards was a winter cabin (like all winter cabins, no good in

summer because the dirt roof leaks in rain) and a cache for his food, snowshoes,
sleds, magazines, etc.

While Al fished and Lew started supper, Ernie wanted to show me
the West Fork. He thought we might see a moose so we took our guns, but Ernie
talked such a blue streak that any moose within rifle range must have pulled cut
of the district before we came near, We talked principally about geography =
compared notes on our observations in the country at the head of the Anatovic
Pags Creek which no one except Al and we two had ever seen, Ernie told me of
low passes leading from one drainage to another, pointed ocut some of them to me
from a hill we climbed, explained about sloughs which cut off tedious passages
over niggerheads, It was the vital information of the wilderness. He also told
me quite a bit sbout his life. He had been 50 in July; came to Alaska in 1910
via Minnesota and Sweden. He had been a carpenter by trade but loved the woods
so much he came north to the greatest wilderness of the continent. Here he
spends all but about two weeks in the year out in the hills, away from the "cities"
of Wiseman and Bettles, with populations of 80 and 20 respectively. He traps
and hunts, averaging about $2,500. a year income, "But the only reason I stay
out here isn't for that at all, because I can make better money being carpenter,
but because I like it out here among these ruggedy mountains better than anything
else in the world."

Ernie and I hit it off fine right fram the start and before we
got back from our "hour and a half hunt" it was practically arranged that we were
to make an exploration of the upper Alatna River country next July, & country
which Ernie stated was "the most ruggedy I've ever seen in all Alaska."

After supper Ernie took us back to our camp, He seemed loath
to say goodbye. He was floating downstream next day toward Bettles while we were
moving up, but for one night the only two camps in 100,000 squere miles of wilder-
ness were just across the river from each other,

Next day we travelled north in an intermittent rain which turned
into snow during the afternoon. A fierce wind howled out of the North and we had
to push ourselves against it as we crossed the high ridge where the river takes
its big loop to the west and beck again., Here Al dropped behind to fish in a leke
about which Ernie had told us and caught 35 grayling in as many minutes. They
gave pleasant variety to our menu. When we made camp that night after seven it
was snowing hard, we were chilled through and it seemed like anything but the right
time to be setting out on an exploration of the Arctic Divide.

But next morning we were awakened by the sun shining through the
tent. We rushed outside to find a crystal clear day. There was not a cloud in
the sky. Every mountain was covered with snow, every peak showed a clean white
edge set against a pure blue background. Almost everything in life seems to
be at least somewhat blurred and misty around the edges and so little is ever
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absolute that there was & genuine exultation in seeing the flawless white of
those summits and the flawless blue of the sky and the razor edge sharpness with
which the two came together.

In the whole sparkling panoramas the most exhilarating sight
of all was the view due north toward what the swmmer before I had christened the
Gates to the Arctic, Ten miles away rose the two gigantic white posts, Frigid
to the left towering 3,000 feet above the valley floor with half its height
sheer, Boreal to the right jutting up over 5,000 feet. Between was a deep gap
about & mile wide through which the yintry summits of the Arctic Divide ocould
be seen 25 miles further away. All day we travelled up the floor of the North
Fork Valley toward these massive Gates. In order to avoid the severe going of
the sidehills we kept to the gravel bars which lay first on one side of the river
and then on the other. Thus we were forced frequently to ford the swift and icy
current., At one place where the crossing was especially difficult we could only
make it by walking on the upstream side of the horses and using them for support.
As it was Lew was almost swept away, and it was rather an sgony to be forced to
watch him without being able to 1ift a finger in aid. We stopped for lunch at
Fishless Creek and dried out.

After lunch we continued up the valley of the North Fork.
Wandering through the falling gold of the cottonwood and willow leaves would have
been joy enough, but then there were those snowcovered mountains which hemmed us in
on every side, and far in advance our goel of the Arctic Divide. As we drew closer
to the Gates they appeared more and more rugged and bristling with unsoalable
cragss On Frigid I counted 27 separate pinnacles in three miles. Boreal had
fewer but they were even more immense.

At the very center of the grand chasm we found our old camp of
last year. Al and I were just reminiscing by the dead coals of the old fire when
suddenly we saw two grizzlies about 300 feet shead, They reared up but then ran
away before we could hobble the horses so that Al might take a shot,

Ve camped a mile beyond at Fish Creek, building & big bonfire
by which to dry out. There was a brilliant aurora that night. The thermometer
dropped to 24 next morning and the weather was still sperklingly clear. Ve
travelled eight miles upstream to the junction of the North Fork with Anatovie
Pass Creck. We made camp for the day at noon. I spent the afternoon snapping
pictures in every direction, for whichever way one loocked rose exceptionally
rugged summits. There were so many unexplored chasms, such an infinitude of
barely scalable mountsins, that a person could spend many summers tripping from
this center and still have fresh territory to explore. I predicted to Al that
there would be & summer hotel here inside of 15 years catering to airplane
tourists. It certainly would make the most idecal mountaineering center I have
ever seen.

Ernie Johnson has & cabin around here, about = mile above the
junction. I believe it must be the most northerly in interior North America,
being situated at about 68° 15 north latitude., It is surrounded by a good
stand of spruce. One tree I measured was 16 inches in diameter at breast height
and about 60 to every acre ran 10 inches or more, notwithstanding the fact that
the northern timberline was only four miles away., Near the cabin Al and Lew
fixed up & cache with four days food supply, while I bored into and made growth
measurements on a dozen trees.
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The next day was also perfect. There wasn't a cloud in the
sky from morning to night. It was 27 when we got up and remained cold while a
fierce wind howled from the direction of the North Pole. By B8:25 we were on
the march, facing the harshness of Boreas. But it was harshness easy to face
with a warm sun shining and snow-capped pesks rising on every side. Behind us
was that memmoth range comprising the Matterhorn of the Koyukuk, Hanging Glacier
and Boreal, a lofty snmowclad boundary to the vision. To the west were all the
piled up mountains which culminated in the unscalable pinnacles of the Six
Darning Needles, North, as imposing as ever after a year of memories of it, was
the 3,000 foot shear cliff which marked the entrance to the Velley of Precipices.
And beyond its stupendous derk face, a little to the right, the snow covered
pinnacles of the Continental Divide.

After lunch we proceeded up the most superlatively precipitous
of 'all gorges which I have ever seen, the Valley of Precipices. So sheerly did
the cliffs to the west rise thet by ocne o'clock the valley wes shaded as evening.
From a steeply sloping base of about a thousand feet the black rocks towered
straight up into the air for two or three thousand feet more. The strata were
tilted at all engles, sometimes dipping north, sometimes south, occasionally
being nearly horizontel. On the east the mountains were less abrupt but they
rose for about 3,000 feet with strate tilted at 30 degrees. Between the mountains
on this side were four deep chasms leading back between lofty cliffs and great
peaks of tumbled conglomerate.

As I travelled up this great gorge of the north I lost all
sense of time. It was like walking out of a sleep when we suddenly burst into
full sunlight and found that the sun, shining down the gentler valley of the Vest
Fork of Anatovic Pass Creek, was still four hours high.

A mile further we stopped at our old 101 mile campsite of last
year, so named because we estimated we were that far from the closest human beings
at Nolan. It was rather a blow to find that bears had dug up all the cans I had
buried so carefully the year before, but it gave Al, who has the true prospector's
indifference to the sight of old tin all over the landscape, a great laugh. Al
and I immediately set to work rustling enough dry wood to last us a few days from
the meagre willow growth, the last spruce having been left 12 miles behind. Lew
fixed up a site for the tent. By six o'clock we were all set up in our remote
home. At about that time the sun dropped behind the mountains to the west and
it got so cold that water froze in the pots almost as soon as we dipped it from
the river.

There followed a week of explorer's heaven, the sort of thing
a person of adventuresame disposition might dream about for a lifetime without
ever reslizing. Each day I set out to climb some fresh peak or explore some fresh
valley which apparently no human being had ever visited. Often as when wvisiting
Yosemite or Glacier Park or the Grand Canyon or Avalanche Lake or some other famous
natural scenery of surpassing beauty, I had wishes egotistically enough that I
might have had the joy of being the first person to discover this grandeur. I had
read Captain Lewis' glowing account of the discovery of the Great Falls of the
Missouri and was tompletely thrilled., At about the eges of 11 to 20 I used to feel
that I had been born a century too late, that though I might have some good times I
would never enjoy anything as glorious as I would have known had I lived in the days
of Lewis and Clark. Later I changed these notions as I became more realistic
and apprecisted that, statistically viewed, I would probably have been bumped off
by Indiens or died of fever before having meny good times, and that anyway backs-
ground is much less important than psychological processes in determining how
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happy & person can be. Later still I realized that though the field for
geographical exploration was giving out, the realm of mental exploration

-- mssthetic, philosophical, scientific -- was limitless. Nevertheless, I
still maintained a suppressed yearning for geographical discovery which I
never seriously hoped to realize. And then I found myself here, at the very
headwaters of the mightiest river of the north, at a place where only three
other human beings aside from myself had ever been and with dozens of never
visited valleys, hundreds of unscaled summits still as virgin as during their
paleozoic creation.

The first day in this heaven was blessed, perfect weather.
Lew decided to stay over a day and hunt sheep. Al was going to prospect near
camp, where he had picked up his gold bearing rock the summer before. I wanted
to take advantage of the weather to olimb one of the highest peaks on the Arctic
Divide the summit of which was only esbout four miles from camp,

The ascent commenced over gently rising, sod covered slopes
at the bottom of Grizzly Creek walley, but after 500 feet or so of this I found
myself among hugh conglomerate boulders over which I had to pick my way with grest
ecare to avoid smashing an ankle. In a little basin among the boulders I scared
out three sheep. Above the conglomerate ceme a slope of yellow rock fragments
so steep that I was continually starting juvenile landslides, likewise so steep
that I could not climb more than 76 steps without stopping for breath. But when
I reached the top of this incline I was on the very divide, Above me rose the
last thousand feet of my mountain, just a great gray stack of limestone, from
which fact I called the peak Limestack Mountain.

The view from the summit showed a myriad of tumbled mountains
rising out of deep valleys, cut up by great clefts and chasms, commencing in
green vegetation and river bars, rising into rocks stratified at times and
chaotically jumbled at others, culminating in unbroken snow and framed always by
the pure blue of the sky., There were so many mounteins it was positively
bewildering, I could pick out Blue Cloud, 70 miles airline to the south, but
from it clear over to the summits far north toward the Arctic Ocean there wasn't
another one among all the thousands of peaks I could see which had ever been
climbed or even mapped.

I spent 5& bright hours up there on top of the continent,
looking in every direction over 70 miles of complete wildermess in which, aside
from Lew and Al, I knew there wasn't another human being. This knowledge, this
sense of independence which it gave, was second only to the sense of perfect
beauty extending on all sides. My time on the summit was divided into three
phases: {irst, just pure aesthetic enjoyment such as another person might get
listening to Beethoven's Fifth Symphony played by some dreamed-of super-
Philadelphia Orchestra; second, taking pictures; and third making sketch maps
of the topography in every direction. I had to be rather careful on top because,
though the side from which I climbed Limestack was gentle enough, the opposite
side fell off about 1,500 feet perfectly vertically.

When I got back to camp Al was cooking supper and a sheep
was hanging from a tripod. He had been prospecting about two hours and in that
short time had found that his rock was only of sporadic occurrence in the cone
glomerate and absolutely hopeless to exploit 1600 miles from the end of the
reilroad, Then he saw & sheep moving along the skyline on the mountain across
the creek. He grabbed up the gun, rushed up the mountain, which rises perhaps
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2,000 feet above camp, and when almost on the summit came upon & band of a
dogen sheep. He knocked over two easily enough and then, just to see how well
the gun shot, aimed at a third about 200 yards away and killed him too. It was
wilful waste but we forgot all about woeful want that evening as we consumed
heaping platefuls of fresh lemb stew.

1t was eight o'clock, almost dark, before Lew dragged in
packing a grizzly hide and several big chunks of grizzly steak. He had crossed
over to the Arctic side of the divide and tramped for hours without seeing a
fresh sign of sheep. Just as he was about to turn back he saw on & ledge of
rock above him a grizzly, pacing back and forth like a tiger in a cage. The
bear didn't see him so Lew detoured and came out above the bear and a couple of
shots ended his pacing.

Next morning Lew pulled out with the horses, his bear skin,
most of the sheep Al had brought down the mountain the day before and all our
superfluous equipment, including the 8 x 10 tent wnich we had used all along.
This left us with a 1little 5 x 7 one which contained room for little besides
ourselves., Consequently, Al and I packed our stuff about 300 yards up the valley
where an overhanging schist bluff furnished fine shelter for everything we didn't
take into the tent. It also protected us from the north wind. Al rigged up
a fly for the tent out of an old tarp and we soon had the new cemp rigged up
in a way we felt could withstand the worst the Arctic might bring us.

In the afternoon we climbed up to the summit of the mountain
on which Al had killed his sheep. We took choice cuts from the two remaining
ones; elso opened their stomachs and found that they had been feeding exclusively
on reindeer moss and sphagnum, Though the perfect weather had ended, and the
sky was heavily clouded, the mir was still very clear, the mountains just as
rugged from here &s from the Divide, If we did not have as extensive a view
as the day before, we had added the Divide itself, about two miles away airline
across the valley of Grizzly Creek. It was capped by a limestone palisade
from one to two thousand feet sheer and extending for about five miles. It did
not show & solid front but a vast series of columns chiselled out by the uneven
weathering of the limestone. From the grooves between the bases of the columns
the crumbled limestone debris spread out in fan-shaped formation for another
1,500 feet of elevation., The bottom 500 to 1,000 feet of the valley might have
been the bottam of any glacial valley except that there was no vegetation larger
than dwarfed willows.

We ocould look right over the low Anatuvik Pass at the very
head of Anatovic Pass Creek. Across it the Anatuvik River flowed through a
broad, gently rolling valley. It looked so greenish-brown and peaceful it might
have been some Montana valley, - the Gallatin, Deerlodge, Missouls or Bitterroot -
except that the snow-covered limestone crags beyond were too rugged for even
Montana.

We returned to ocamp by a rocky, unexplored hanging valley on
the east side of the mountein and the steep south wall of the Grizzly Creek
Canyon.

Next day, despite an intermittent drizzle, we followed the

middle of the three mein forks of Grizzly Creek to its source, Just before we
came to the first fork, 5% miles above camp, the river flowed over & solid bar
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of bed rock, This, Al informed me fervidly, was the prospector's dream for

if there was any gold at any point above, some of it would surely be washed down
and would lodge in the crevices of the rock. It was in just such places that all
the great historic strikes had been made. Why holy mackeral, if this were
Bonanza or El Dorado Creek in the Dawson country, one claim in such a place would
yield several millions. It was glorious - but unfortunately after Al had panned
for half an hour he did not ralse enough gold to fill one tooth of a rotifer.

A mile sbove the first fork the middle branch came in from
the right, tumbling down 200 feet of cascades from a lofty valley just below
the clouds. We headed up this fork end scon were climbing great steps of some
basaltic rocks. It was a giant stairway rising 200 feet and then suddenly it
ended and we found ourselves in a strange, flat valley from which the glmsoier
had departed so recently that the stream had not yet had time to gouge out anything
from the valley floor. This perfectly flat bottom was about 400 feet wide and
covered with gravel and smell rocks which had shattered as they tumbled from a
black mountain to the right, the crest of which was lost in fog. But partly
hidden in the mist we could discern huge boulders which seemed to be just poised
to tumble over on us. As we followed the valley up the half mile to where it
turned at almost right angles there was the delicious feeling of searching where
we knew no mortal had ever searched before and a half spooky sensation that some
supernatural phenomenon might lie just ahead.

But if this half mile seemed unearthly, what lay around the
bend was even more s0. Here was absolutely nothing at all but rocks, always dull
colored rocks, conglomerate rocks, basaltic rocks, limestone rocks, schist rocks,
even one granite rock from god knows where - for all we could see the whole
cosmos might have been rock and fog. We had felt below that we were heading the
advance of mankind into the valley, but here we were leading life itself for
there was no faintest sign of any animal existence in this rocky world end not a
single bit of green vegetation, nothing but a few dry, bleck lichens desperately
clinging to the dry, bleck rocks.

At the head of the valley was what appeared from the distance
like a great dam. TVhen we reached the base we found it to be solid conglomerate
bed rock sbout 60 feet high, We climbed up the face which was so steep we could
barely make the grade and found ourselves at the end of our valley, almost on
the continental divide and almost in the clouds. Looking down the valley through
the fog we could make out the lower slopes of many other jagged mountains, always
leaving a sense of mystery where they were cut off by the clouds. The whole
country seemed to stand on end, and where in most parts of the world you would
think it splendid to have one deep gorge in 100 miles, here they would be separat-
ed often by only & narrow ridge.

The following day we set out in the opposite direction from
camp to follow the west fork of Anatovic Pass Creek to its source. About & mile
above the mouth of this stream a series of cascadss about 1,500 feet high,
culminating in one straight plunge of 200 feet drop, down from a hanging basin
on the left. Thus far Al had been the year before panning geld, thus far
Ernie hunting sheep, but beyond all was untrammelled ground. For about 6 miles .
it was surprisingly mild untrammelled country too, The river cut through well
worn slate mountains, meandering now to one side of the valley, now to the other.
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But I wasn't disappointed for I had not anticipated any sensational scenery.

The river curved around the high, flat topped mountain, and
then suddenly we found ourselves out of the mild country, in a recent glacial
valley flanked on the south by & most astounding series of knife edge ridges.
Their black igneus faces rose more than a thousand feet sheer from the valley
£loor, while between them were deep hanging gorges which ended where they emerged,
high up above the main valley, in waterfalls and cascades. One slender fall must
have been 500 feet high. Across the valley, in complete contrast, the mountains
sloped quite graduelly and there were no deep gorges cutting them.

We followed up the broad, rapidly rising valley floor for
three more miles to where the river dropped in great leaps for quarter of a mile
through a canyon which it had out fr itself in the rock. Hers we separated, Al
to pan vainly for gold, I to explore the head of the valley. I climbed steeply
along & ridge northwest of the canyon, getting & glorious view down the rugged
valley whenever I turned sround. Far below me to my left the river was tumbling
its initial two miles through a deep V gorge. Across it a mountain rose almos%
straight up for probably 2,500 feet. Its face was a patchwork of black rock and
white snow., Chunks of rock were continually breaking off and rumbling down into
the valley so I called it the Rumbling Mountain.

When I crossed the highest point on the ridge I could look down
into a big glacial cirque forming the very head of the West Fork of Anatovic Pass
Creek., The floor of the cirque was covered with gravel and mud, and amazingly
for this region there were scarcely any rocks. To my right nestled a little
lakelet, probably 200 by 400 feet in size, bluish-green in color. It is perhaps
the loftiest body of water in the whole Brooks Range, being at least £,000 feet
above sea level,

Beyond the cirque was a low, curving ridge which I took to be
the Arctic Divide. It was only eight or more hundred feet above the cirque and
the slope was not too steep so I decided to clamber up. About half way I heard a
great noise like an explosion above me and looked up to see & big rock, probably
§ feet through, plunging down the mountainside in my general direction. 1 started
to run but slipped and sprawled flat., When I looked up again it seemed to be com=
ing straight for me and it was too late to move. For an instent it was like a
horrible nightmare I used to have about semi-annually in childhood, of & great
rock about to crush me and I being unable tc move. I lay just as flat as I could,
mowing that junks like this as they go bounding down the mountainside only hit
the ground now and then. Fortunately the spot where I was lying was neither now
or then, so I was soon travelling on my way once more, possibly & bit shakily, to
the top of the ridge.

I had been correct, it was the Arctic Divide. About 300 feet
above me was a low mountein at the very head of the cirque and this I easily
aseended. From its summit there extended down the valley to the east and north
perhaps the most impressive view I have ever gotten, 1t was of the great knife-
edge south wall of the valley extending in semi-circular front for eight miles
from the Rumbling Mountain to Flat Mountain. Within these eight miles I counted
ten different knife-edge ridges, each faced with a giant precipice where it broke
off into the main valley, each rising two or three thousand feet from the gorges
which separated it from the neighboring knife-edge ridges. These gorges lay about
& thousand feet above the valley floor. Through this the river meandered back and
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forth with meny old channels marking it with varied patterns.

1 named this remarkable valley and the river which drained
it Feenunga, which is the eskimo for knife-edge, thus putting myself in the same
shady class as & nomenclator with Charles Fenno Hoffmen who nearly a century
pefore had taken the Senece word Teahawus and placed it on a mountain the Senecas
had never seen.

To the southwest, about two miles along the divide on which
I stood, was a very high mountain which I imagined must be at the junction of
the major rivers, the Anatuvik, North Fork and John. I decided, even though
a cap of fog rested on its surmit and the way seemed exceptionally precipitous,
to try it. I followed the ridge for a gently rising mile to its base, then
swumg over to the north side and scaled up its very jagged summit by some rather
stiff rock work. The fog was so dense that 1 got very little view but topographi-
cally, I was able to verify my surmise. The southeast face of the mountain was
a sheer precipice 1,500 feet high, dropping into a snowfilled hanging valley.
I descended into this high valley, but not by the direct route, and then dropped
dovn another thousand feet by a frozen cascade to the very head of the Keenunga
River. From here I hastened back to Al and we returned the 10 additional miles
to camp without event. That evening we feasted sumptuously on fried tenderloin
of wild sheep and grizzly bear stew with potatoes, vegetables and dumplings.

But this is getting tedious and I must skip over our last
three days in paradise with not more then a paragraph apiece. The first one
we followed up Grizzly Creek 33 miles to where a deep gorge cut back between
the limestome pinnacles of Tabletop and Limestack. For a mile we climbed up
along the sides of the creek which ceme down too steeply for camfortable walldng.
Then the slope tapered off and we found ourselves in a great ampitheatre about a
mile long and nearly half a mile wide. It was capped by pillars of limestone
200 to 1500 feet high, the base of one pillar resting on the capital of the onme
below. Underneath the pillars were steeply sloping banks of limestone debris
where the spectators might have sat, to see the spectacle of the creek tunneling
under permenent ice or cutting through a chasm 20 feet decp and only four feet
wide. But here, let slone spectators, there were not even dried lichens, only
snow snd crumbled limestone and above that sheer precipices of the same rock.

The next morning it rained so much I steayed in camp studying
Spurr's Geology and reading Anna Karenina. After luncheon, as there was &
temporary cessation in the rain, I set out to explore the Hanging Basin above
the waterfall and cascade near the mouth of the Keenunga River. When I hed
climbed the 1,500 feet to the top of the falls 1 was surprised to find myself
in a gently rolling valley which might have been set down anywhere in the
Adirondacks or even northern Massachusetts without anachronism. The back side
of the mighty west wall of the Valley of Precipices was only a mild hillside.
I climbed it easily without stopping once for breath and marvelled from the
summit of the mountain at the contrast between the seemingly overhanging view
into the Valley of Precipices, 3,000 feet below to the east, and the gentle
slope of en agricultural country dipping into the Hanging Basin on the west.
1t was only at the very head of the basin, where there was & permanent icefield,
that there was any ruggedness at all. Vhile following the valley up to this
jcefield 1 saw ten very teme sheep. They merely looked at me placidly and
didn't even start to run away.

iy Rt T :
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The last day a high fog settled down and we couldn't see
more than 50 yards from the tent. More studying of Spurr and reading of Anna.
About four o'clock, chiefly for exercise, we set out to walk to the center of
Anatuvick Pass, about three miles to the north. The fog had lifted by this
time. The going to the pass was over gently rising, sod covered hills which
afforded easy walking. The center of the pase was over a mile wide without a
steep climb on either side. Just before the pass one of the forks on Anatuvick
Pass Creek flowed in from the right, tumbling down with great velocity. It cut
through quite a rugged canyon which looked interesting emough to follow down to
where it joined the valley of Grizzly Creek. It was mild scenery compared to
what we had seen, yet there were brown slate and schist bluffs rising 100 feet
sheer from the edge of the water. Besldes these bed rock formations there was a
great rabble of miscellanecus rock, some of which as limestone and conglomerate
had tumbled from the diwvide., But most, including a brown diorite, a diabasic
porphery and a black diabase had obviously been carried by the glacier.

During odd moments around camp I started an ecological experi-
ment to throw light on the walidity of my theory that the northern timberline in
Alaska is not due to unfavorable enviromment for tree growth, but simply due to
the fact that there hasn't been time since the last ice sheet receded for the
forest to migrate further north. According to my theory, the spruce stands event-
ually will extend clear to the Arctie Divide and cross over into the sheltered
valleys north of the divide, If this is so it should be possible simply by
sowing seeds to extend the timberline far north of where it now is. This is
precisely what I dids I collected spruce cones about four miles south of the
last timber, extracted the seeds and sowed them on two plots of ground om Grizzly
Creek, 12 miles north of the present timberline. One plot was covered with the
natural vegetation of Sphagnum, Cladonia (reindeer moss), Dryas octopetala, Salix
artica, Carex and a plant the eskimos call Angowuk. On the other I scraped this
away and sowed my seeds directly on the black soil, If my experiment gives posi-
tive results I will have advanced the timberline about 3,000 years according to
my estimate of spruce migration rates.

On the morning of the eighth day in our camp below the Arctic
Divide it was still raining, our tent was commencing to leak and the prospects
of clearing seemed so remote that we decided to pull out. We shouldered what we
fortunately thought were 60-pound packs apiece, though later it turned out they
weighed 70, and started down the long 17 mile grind to the mouth of the Anatovic
Pags Creek. Before starting we ditched a week's food supply, including about 8
pounds of sugar which nearly broke my heart, and only held out about 12 pounds
of the most concentrated food to take with us. The packs felt so heavy at first,
especially to Al who hadn't as much experience in back packing es I, that when
after 200 yards I let out a loud cheer at the completion of one one-thousandth
part of our journey home Al only answered by a disgusted grunt. We stopped about
three times to the mile, sitting down alweys on a sloping bank or rock so that we
could rest the packs without removing them. Shoulders straining, back straining,
head straining against the headstraps, we scarcely even appreciated the grandeur
of the Valley of Precipices. On the whole the going was pretty good except for
the last five miles when we hit quite a lot of niggerheads, but nevertheless it
made a substantial installment on the required payment for our one week in heaven.

D
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We pitched our tent near Ernie Johnson's cabin at the Forks
and used his stove for cooking. The cabin was too damp and dirty for sleeping.
As it alternately rained and snowed the next day we stayed pretty close to camp
but I spent much of the time making growth measurements and stand tables in the
timber adjacent to the cabin. The following day we were off before seven for a
two days' exploration of the Upper North Fork, Al's exploration to be largely by
pan and shovel, mine by mapping and camera. We took no sleeping bags or tent,
planning to siwash out for the night. Thus we had very light loads, just my
photographic and Al's prospecting equipment, a little food, & pot and frying-pan
and the gun, We covered the 11 miles to the first junotion of the Upper North
Fork in about 4 hours. The scenery all along the way is superdb - on the left
a high, gray stone ridge cut by six deep gulches; on the right the multi-pinnacled
summits of three mountain masses rising five to six thousand feet above the valley
floor and divided by the great Gorge of the Waterfalls and the Gorge of the Silver
Flunge. In the center the river itself wms in continual foam as it twisted back
and forth across the valley. We picked a campsite about half a mile above the
forks and after an abbreviated lunch started on our way, Al to pan and I to explore.

Five more miles of rugged river wvalley brought me to a second
forks. On the way the river cut right through Graystone Ridge and on either side
straight grey walls rose sheerly from the valley, At the second forks one branch
of the river swung in a general northerly direction to the divide, only about
seven miles away, About a mile up it issued from a deep canyon. It was near the
mouth of this fork that Ernie and Charlie Irish saw 22 wolves at one time. The
other branch diverged at nearly right angles heading fram a due easterly directiom.
No human being apparently had ever been up it, so of course I determined to ex-
plore this forks

A mile and a half brought me to a small permanent icefield
across which I slipped gaily., Just beyond I crossed a little knoll and suddenly
found myself not 500 feet from a band of 17 sheep. They all ran away up the
mountainside while I snapped three times at thems As I continued up the valley
1 obeerved that the north divide consisted of an unusual group of almost equally
high pesks in perfect aligmment which I had marvelled at from Limestack. Each
peak was only a little over a mile apart; there were seven of them in the tem
miles between Twentytwo Wolf Creek and the final fork of the branch I wes follow-
ing, which I named Aligmment Creek. Between each rocky, snow-capped summit, a
deep gulch with quite & flow of water descended. These numerous breeks in the
topography added excitement to the pursuance of this unknown river, for it was
always a mystery as to just what would be in the deep draw ahead. At very least
there was sure to be a pretty series of cascades. Newertheless, on the whole the
valley of Alignment Creek was much less precipitous than the Valley of Precipices
or the Grizzly or Keenunga Creek valleys. But for a change the less awe-inspiring
scenery was a relief from the bleak rock walls at the head of Anatovic Pass Creek,
and anyway the country was enough on end to suit the most precipitously inclined.
But best of all it was fresh, gloriously fresh. At every step there was the
exhilarating feeling of breaking new ground. There were no musty signs of human
occupation, not even the psychological depression that nothing could be new.

For this, beyond a doubt, was an unbeaten path.

But for a few seconds I suddenly wished it were a whole lot
more beaten. The river kept boiling down the narrow valley, now sharp up against
one steep side, now flush against the other. Occasionally it was so flush I had
to leave the bed and climb over high cliffs, But usually by careful footwork
I could pick my way around at the base. At one such place, where a schist ledge
came down straight to the edge of the river, the rock near the base had fragmented
and due to its right angled cleavage it was possible to pick a precarious footing.
lentation
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There was a stretch of about forty yards that way in which I was totally absorbed
in watching where I was placing my feet.

Vhen I had gotten around the bluff I looked up and my heart
stood still, as the books all say, About 150 feet ahead were three grizeliesl
One hundred and fifty feet may seem like m long distance to a catcher trying to
throw a man out stealing second, but between three bears and & humen being, 11
miles from the closest gun, 106 from the first potentiel stretcher bearers, and
300 air-line from the nearest hospital it dropped to the realm of the micro=-
scopic. The closest bear was small, probebly a two-year-old, the second was of
medium size, the third appeared about like two elephants and a rhinoceros. Sudden-
ly my heart stood stiller, for they reared up, one after the other, from little
to gigantic, just like so many chorus girls going through some sprout in sequence.

But I must leave my beers on end to digress for a minute on
the subject of neuroses. I commend to future treatises on psychoasthenia that
they use my case as an excellent example of ursaphobia. They could say: "Statis-
tically spesking probably not one grizzly bear in twenty bothers anyone and it
is doubtful if one in 200 encountered actually hurts the unarmed traveller,
Nevertheless, due to the fact that in two of the first three encounters which
Re M. had with grizzlies there were rather startling associstions - the
necessity of taking to a tree in one case, of shooting in the other - R. M,
simply ceannot get over his bear complex and seems to become panicky every time,
unarmed, he comes upon & grizzly."

Quicker than you have read this psychologicel discourse the
bears got down off their hind legs and disappeared, fast as they could travel
into the willows.

The bears safely "eluded", 1 continued upstream. As the water
from each deep gulch was subtracted from the volume of the main creek it became
noticeably smaller. Finally I came to the last forks and there was only a little
brook left. Here, virtually at the head of the North Fork, 110 miles from the
nearest person other than Al, I reluctantly turned around.

The 15 miles back to Al and our siwash camp were made at a
straight four mile an hour clip, The feeling of striding through untrammelled
terrain was only a little less keen than going out, the scenery looking back even
finer. It had also cleared up considerably and the spectacle at the Wolf Creek
Forks was one of the most rugged grandeur imaginable. Downstream, framed by the
sheer cliffs where the river out through Graystone Ridge rose a jagged rock wall
more than 4,000 feet high and three miles long. Directly across the 22 Wolf Fork
was the paired pinnacle of Two Prong Mountain, each prong jutting straight up into
the sky. Upstream was the dark canyon from which 22 Wolf Creek emerged and over
the canyon was the massive Inclined Mountain, with its dark, tilted strata, so
conspicuous on its opposite flank from the Valley of Precipices. The Alignment
peaks, one after the other, seemed almost living as the late afternmoon sun played
queer pranks around their snowy tips, while real life was added to the scene by
five sheep feeding peacefully on one of the low, grassy hills near the forks.

When I reached our siwash camp I found that Al had made the
best possible preparations for a cold night without blankets. He had cut willow
and spruce bows to lie upon, inclined slightly toward the fire, and had collected
a great quantity of dried wood, In addition he had a delicious macaroni and
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vegetable dinner awaiting me. The night passed as nights without blankets
usually do when there is no cut bank to reflect the fire's heat, alternately
roasting and chilling, with little sleep. But we were fairly comfortable as
such nights go.

About two o'clock quite a wind came up and this was shortly
followed by snow. By 5:30, when we were ready to start, visibility was so
Jimited that we decided further exploration for the day was useless so we return-
ed through a considerable snowstorm to our camp near Ernie's cabin. We Just
stopped once to examine the deep gorge separating the Matterhorn of the Koyukulk
from Noel Wien Mountain. There was a big creek in this gorge which came down
out of the clouds in two sheer leaps of 500 and 200 feet. The upper fall was
the largest and most impressive single plunge I have seen in this whole far
northern country.

Had the weather been even tolerably good the next day we
would have climbed Hanging Glacier Mountain. But it was storming all around us,
showed absolutely no indications of clearing, so it seemed to be time to get out.
We shouldered our packs once more, now reduced to 65 pounds each, and set out on
the long trek to Wiseman, 91 miles away., For the first 84 miles to Nolan the
route was trailless and uninhabited.

There is no need to go into the details of our seven day
journey back to civilization. It can be summarized by three words, damn hard
work. Please repeat them 91 times, once for each mile. This, howsver, would
Te an invalid procedure at that, for there was a vast difference between the
miles. Same of them, along gravel bars, we hardly noticed at all., But there
were others when I really believed all of Lizzie's and Putey's contentions
concerning my malaclustic nature. It seems the most ridiculous thing in the
world thet anyone of his own free will should put himself to such grinding
effort. 1 remember opposite Moose Quandary Gulch it took us 55 minutes to make
half & mile. We had to take a very steep side hill where even without packs a
person would have had & hard time worming his way through the tangled alder
thickets. With packs it was simply a case of brute strength, tearing your way
through the brush for half a mile., There was also a very hard stretch where the
river takes its great loop to the west. We had to climb uphill for four miles
through niggerheads and over half frozen moss into which we would sink at every
step almost to the ankles. It was snowing steadily that dey and this made our
rests very chilly and uncomfortable and our progress very slippery. As I looked
dimly through the storm up the North Fork, frozen along the shore and campletely
surrounded by the snowcovered landscape, I was ready to believe that this really
was the Arctic, The worst going of all was at Jack Delay Pass. Here the
niggerheads were three feet high and grew so close together it was impossible to
walk between them. But it was also impossible to walk on top of them for any
distance for they would roll over, plunging you off into the muck between them.
This would probably happen about once in every 20 steps and as we took about 2,000
steps to the mile I think it conservative to say that at least 100 times in each
of three endless miles we would find ourselves sitting on the ground, a 65 pound
pack anchoring us firmly in the mud, while above us would tower an overhanging
¢liff of sedge formation nearly waist high. Then we'd grit our teeth and gather
up all our energy and pull ourselves up the necessary three feet and in about 20
paces it was all to do over again,
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But it was done and there was a genuine exhilaration in coming
through the toughest conceivable travel in triumph,. Tired we would be but never
worn out; difficult as the going was we always had plenty of reserve. It was
precisely the stimulation I've gotten from such varied activities as climbing
fhe five slashed summits of the Dix Range in one day with Herb and Georges
racing with Gerry Kempff through 29 stormy Idaho days out of 30 in November,

1927, in order to finish a tremendous program of essential experimental work,
coming home from the woods each night sosked and chilled through, changing clothes
and eating and then doing office work with Gerry and Lily until long after mid=
night; staying up 40 consecutive hours without sleep on my water relations study
at Hopkins; or suddenly, after hard concentrated study, getting a glimmer of the
significance of the quentum theory. A hundred other examples could be given but
the principle in all is the same. It's the great stimulus for mental and physical
adventure alike - the joy of triumphing over something which you kmow few people
are capable of conquering. All this is pure egotism of course, but then I con=-
sider egotism one of the most commendable sources of happiness.

There were two very pleasant half day interludes on our journey.
In the first we climbed the Red Star Mountain, 20 miles below the junction of the
North Fork and Anstovic Pass Creek. This mountain had excited our interest on
all three previous passages by it, for it was capped by a red, star-shaped blotch,
probably 2,000 feet mcross. We had slweys been too rushed or too wet to stop
before, but this time, though snow-flurries were all around, we determined to
investigate the source of this brilliant coloration. The ascent proved very
easy, only about 2500 feet and four miles in distance with just the last 400
feet of elevation really steep. We found the entire top of the mountain as well
as of the higher pesks immediately north was an igneous upthrust, the only one
we had seen in this vicinity. The red, really & vermilion, was only superficial,
the interior of the rock under its coating being a steel gray, There was much
of the vermilion substance, all pulverized, scattered in the rock crevices and
over a large area of ground. Just what the red substance is mystifies us as
much as ever, but Al is bringing it back to the College in Fairbanks to be
analyzed.

The second interlude came on the fifth afternoon out from the
Forks when I shot & moose. The first shot at about 700 feet tore off a hind leg
and the rest was simple, Like the Indiens, we make cemp right where the moose
died, dressed him, cached the meat (except for a few pounds we used) and cooked
a feast which included the entire tongue and two hugh T-bone steaks. The moose
was & young bull which Al estimated to weigh about 450 pounds dressed. When the
first snow comes George Eaton and I ere going after him with CGeorge's dog-team.
Shooting the moose gave me & dual pleasure. First, I never tasted more delicious
meat than the tongue, the steaks we mte at four meals and the liver which we
enjoyed every meal for two days. Second, in the future when certain of my
friends chide me for not being & more enthusiastic nimrod end it is too compli-
cated to explain that a living wild animal is very much more beautiful to me than
a dead one, it will be very handy for me to be able o elevate my nose just a
trifle ‘and remark with a trace of ennui: "Oh, deer (or elk, or goats as the case
may be) seem too tame after moose."
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The last night out the thermometer dropped to 15. 1t remain-
ed so cool all morning we didn't even perspire staggering up the steep mountain-
eide to Pasco Pass. Once through it our last real difficulty was over and the
remaining 11 miles to Wiseman were all downhill. We reached Pingels' house on
Nolan Creek in time for & noon dinner as well as & most enthusiastic reception.
Ve spent most the afternoon around lNolan, telling our tales, hearing the latest
news and just enjoying the company of other human beings, after four weeks of
vildernesss After 101 trailless miles of back-packing from Grizzly Creek to
Nolan the 7 miles of road to Wisemen seemed very easy, even though excessively
muddy. I sat down flat once. Vhen we hit the last mile from the foot of the
big hill into Wiseman we were going strong and we struck a four mile an hour
pace into town. Of course everybedy in town dropped around to the roadhouse
that evening snd it was very pleassent to talk with them. Very pleasant too it
was to find the first installment of mail awaiting me, some 17 dandy letters,

And thus ended a glorious trip. It contained no thrilling
adventures like last year - no bears driving the horses out of cemp, no 3;15 A.M,
escapes from drowning, no necessity of building rafts, no all night marches to
evade the mosquitos. There were no days on end of soaking, no continual nervous
strain whether we would come out. Vhereas last year I felt toward the end as if
I would be content to sit by a stove for the rest of my life if only I éver reached
Wiseman, this year I didn't feel the slightest eagerness to get back., There was
much hard work but never any real discomforts and we really travelled remarkably
efficiently, It was just a comfortable, unexciting trip physiecally, but by far
the most thrilling I have ever had in my life aesthetically.

Our record of exploration included the following:

€& unclimbed mounteins ascended, including 5 peaks on the Arctic Divide
3 major valleys, never before visited by man, explored.

€ minor valleys, gulches and chasms first visited.

42 miles of untraversed wvalley walked and mapped.

Qur record of ambulation inecluded:

108 miles leading horses
108 miles cerrying heawvy packe
170 miles of side trips with just light packs

Our scientific record included:

6 stands of timber studied for growth

4 semple plots 1aid out to determine size of trees and number per acre

1 experiment inaugurated in relation to tree establishment beyond timber-
line.

4 stomachs ocut open to determine feeding habits.

11 rock samples brought back for identification

Daily temperature readings taken.
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Our mineralogical record included:

6 ereeks prospected
0 ereeks discovered with gold in them

Our zoological record included:

58 sheep seen

7 grizzly bears seen
2 moose seen

1 black bear seen

Our record of living off the country included:

3 sheep killed and partly eaten
1 moose killed and partly eaten (ultimately will be
entirely consumed)
1 grizzly bear killed and partly eaten
112 grayling caught and entirely eaten
1 mess of huckelberries entirely enjoyed
2 messes of cranberries partly enjoyed

I must end this long-drawn account with a eulogy of my
pertner, Although we had no important interests in common aside from the often
rather all-absorbing interest of making this particular journey, he was so con=-
siderate, so affable, so eager to help me in accomplishing purposes in which he
had no vital concern, that we didn't have even the remotest semblance of a harsh
word between us. Some of you, who know how incompetent I am in all manual and
culinary manipulations, will appreciate fully what a sublime disposition this
must imply in Al. But it wasn't only in a negative way that Al was so good.

He was the most resourceful person you can imegine, He could do everything from
patching up the split hoof of a horse to repairing my camera when the back broke.
He could do every one of the many activities of our trip better than I except
for walking, backpacking, mapping and photographing; of the work around camp he
did twice as much as I. Yet never by the faintest hint did he imply that he was
doing more then his share of the work nor was he disgruntled that my objectives
were entirely realized while his ended in total failure.

Bob.

P.5. I must explain this unusual method of writing letters. I have so0 many
friends to whom I want to tell the same story about the events and life up here
that if I wrote to each one individually I would have my entire winter occupied
and no chance to write any personal letters. So my sister has kindly consented
to have this letter mimeographed and sent to each of you and the same thing will
be done with other general letters. That will give me a chance to answer all
of your letters in a more personal way.

P.P.S. Just as an example of what may be expected of the mails in here, a letter
from Putey written August 21 arrived here by airplane September 20, while one
written June 22 to greet me when I arrived here came in by boat on Sept. 25.
Similerly the letter Helen Smith wrote me August 28 got here Sept. 20 and the one
she sent July 28 arrived September 25. This boat brought the people some of their
last year's Christmas presents. So for heaven's sake, don't send me any packages,
for no parcel post, freight or express comes in here between September and June.
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ROBERT MARSHALL
Wiseman,
Alaska,

Oétober 6, 1930.

Dear Family et al:

1 am now comfoptably established in my Wiseman home,
It consists of a 16 x 18 foot loz cabin which I have rented from Martin
Slisco, proprietor of the roadhouse, Martin is giving me the cabin,
all the wood I need to burn and my dinners for sixty dollars a month.
He is also giving me, free of charge, a great deal of devoted help and
kindness in everything from getting me establiched to alding me in my
various studies. He is a walking encyclopedia in regard to the inhabi-
ttants of Wiseman and can tell me with equal facility the exact year any
of them came to the Koyulmil or héw many dozs each of the 76 adults owns.

When I was gone to the Arctic Divide, Martin fixed my
cabin with an architectural device of his omn invention. He ripped up
dozens of cardboard cartons and completely shingled the outside of my
cabin with this material. It gives the house a welrd but unique
appearance, Of practical concern, however, it furnishes an ideal in-
sulation against the cold of the arctic winter. With the cabin freshly
mudded in addition, new dirt shoveled on the roof and a fine, large
heater, I am all set for 60 Below.

If the outside is unique the inside is rather typical
of the frontiersman's home, In size, as I have mentioned, it is 18 fect
from the door to the rear end and 16 feet wide, On the south side,
where it will admit the maximum possible sunlight, is a large window
B4 inches long by 24 inches high, Through it I can look out across the
st111 unfrozen Koyulik river to a range of stecp, rugged mountains all
covered with snow. In the immediate foreground are the buildings of
the roadhouse which really means hotcl and community center. As you
know the closcst road (also the closest pavement, rallway, or doctor
is 200 miles away airline and 1500 miles distant by the usual means of
transportation, consequently the initial half of roadhouse is somevhat
misleading,

The hedght of =y cabin is 7 1/4 feet on the long sides
and about a foor more in the center. The walls are all lined with
canvas, which once was calcimined green but now has faded, under the
influence of considerable moisture, to & dozen different shades of blue,
gfeen, gray and browm, all hodge-podged together. My walls, in good
fronticr style, have their sole pictorial ornamentation in the form of a
large calendar advertising "artin A, Pinska - Leading Clothier -
Fairbanks, Alaskn", This calondar shows a picture of an old she-bear
and two cubs boing stung by hormets and two hunters just coming up. It
is entitled "The Surprise Party." There are also three maps on the
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wall, but this is not quite in kesping mith custom, In the very center
of the room is thc hoater on which I cook my brealdast and lunch as well
as usinz it to kescp the cabin marm, There is a largze raclk above it

for drying wet clothes,

As one faces the door =y bunx is in the rear right-hand
COTOAT, It has a stray mattress vhich is fairly comfortable if one
shakes it up every three days, OthHruise there develops a non—conformity
botoeon its topozraphy and the outline of the human body., I will tell you
<hat in the line of furnishinys I soe as I lie iny bed on a morning Jjust
before arisinz.

Immodiately to my Icft, against the centor of the recar
7all; is a burcau with deep sholves instoad of drawers. In 1% T kdep
21l my inner apoarel, My outor zarmeats, inmstead of flying all around
the room as is my usual habit, arc hung ncatly from seven hooks on the
rear wall, I 'mow thoso who have lived intinately with oo, cspocizlly
the family, Al Clize, Noil Hosley, Bob Weidson and Horry Gisboras, will
be incredulous, but it is gospel truth, On top of the burean is oy
portable orthophonic and =y 30 precious reeords, In the left hand
rear corncr is a two deckor bumlks, The lower berth is all made up for
any zuest I mey iavite to spend the aizht with me, Tho upper one con~
tains oy coom oquipment: 2 tents, 2 slocping bags, Y pack sacks, an air
pattross, a pair of sikis and an extra axe,

Startinz forverd along the left wall comes o high cabinet
=ith sevon shelves dovoted, from top to bottom, to: mnedicol and surgical
equipnent (gmtcful acimiowledzacat for sclection herchy made to George
Wislocld, Fliss Clothier, and Dr. Winkenworder at Johns Hopidins), photo—
graphic equipnent, psycholozical oquipzont, scicatific apparatus (princi-
pally metocorological, ecolozical, and botaaical), a still cmpty shclf,
stationcry and my nincralozieal collection,

Beyond this cabinot come oy throe fucl boxes, one with
papcr ond 7ood shavings for starting the fire, onc with lkndlinz and
oaz with heavy wood. Over oac of then hangs ny Springfiecld, .30
riflc. Ia the 1oft front eormer is oy bathroon tadle, as it were, sith
wash hasin, 7ater bucket, slop pail underneath, zirror on the mnll and
conb, toothbrush, ote, scattered around. Hext to it, along the froat
wall, is my dtchon cabinet —hich carrics dishos, coolking uteasile and
fond, My roscrve fond supply I ecp mader the sparc bun's but there is
1ittle of that since thc storc is only a tvo ninute wllk away.

Tha oaly highbron foature of =y entirc apartmeat is found
in the rizht front corner, whorc arc situated ny tmo banlk ensce, The
bSetter onc is of c¢rudc loeal cnomstruction, made of unvaraished boards
har—ered tozcther so as to constitute four tmo—foot shelvcs, This
boolense is devotod to the humanitics. Next to it is oy scicntific
bonkshelf —hich coneists siiply of two o35 erates placed end on eond,
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The contents from Thich will be dramn oy coning yoorls reading,
eontain the fallowing boole:

HUMANITIES BOOKCASE

Top shelf - biogrophy aad history

Life of 8ir 7illinan Osler Cushing
Life of Pastour Radot
Life of John Marshall Beverddge
Risc of the Anmcrican Civilization Beard
Decline of the West Spengler
Ordeal of Civilization Robinson
Stranze Death of Presidant Hording Mcans

A History of Education during the Middle Azcs Grovaos
The renalssance Poter

Sccond shelf — Socinlosgy, Aanthropolozy, Fhilosophy,

Middletomn Lynd
Coning of dzc in Sowe Mcad
Humani ty upronted Hindus
The sexual 1life of savazes Malinowsitl
The Goldon Bough Frazer

The Quest for Cortainty Dewey
Pragnatisa Jasies

The Phflosophy of William Jancs Jaues (edited by Kallen)
Hunanisa and America Focrster
The daaco of life Ellis
Eoergeat cvolution Horsan
Science and the modera world Whitchead
The social contract Rousscau
Ethice Spinoza
The rejublic Plato

Third Bhelf — Fiction

Power Feuchtimager
Typhoo: Coarad
Kristin Lovransdatter Undsct
The Mazic Mountain Mana
Jean Cristoshe Roll

War and Peace Tolstoy
Anna Karoainn Tolstoy
Pride and Precjudice Austcon
Nicholas Nickloby Diclscns
Swann's Way Proust
Within a btuddinz grove Proust
Garzontun and Pantazruel HRabelais
Borian Grey Wilde
Mrs, Dallowoy Woolf
Erovhon Butler
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rth Shelf - Drooa, Art, Poctry, Essoys

Comlets Worits Sholcespearc
Plays Suripedes
lyrical drosas Acschylus
Man ond supcraan Shaw
An antholozy of world poetry Edited by Vax Doren
Outline of ort Brpen
Essays Lucian I
Scicnce !
||
Minor surgery Christopher l
Terzoncios of goneral practice Yorsc & Colcord f
Zsscatinle of physiolozy Baizbridge & Honzics
Ap>licd anatooy Trovas |
A anmal of individual oental tests
and tosting Broanor, Hoaly, Lowe,
Shimberg
The trausa of birth Rank
Blenonts of scientific psycholosy Dunlap
Socinl peycholozy Dundap
Physics of the eir Huphroys
Theroodynanics &c:ﬂ.s & Randall
Differcntial aad intesral caleulus ohen
Calculus nade casy Thozpson
Modical biomotry and statistics Pearl
An introduction to the theory of |
statistics Yulo !
The universe around us Joans
The plant in rslation to water Maxinov
Growth ia treecs H#acDouszal
Geolosy apnlied to nining Spurr
Govoraasat zeolozical bulletins oa northern Alasikn
The friendly Arctic Stefansson

Fou I will complete -y iaterrupted circuit of
the roon by startinc domm the south or right wall., Just two fect from
the bnokease -y mindow co: onces and occupying the oatire space in
front of it is a larzo tatde 68 x 45 inches, On top of it arc three
larze filiaz “oxcs, oy stationery, a dictionary and == Now, Al, Hell,
Bob, Gis, iolly aad Pacy who have worked on desks adjaceat to e, don't
faiat! Thore is 2ot o trocc of the usual chaos of papers, boolts,
sazazinos, zloves, siowehoc straps and the 1liko, but an imneulatoly
clean oilcloth surface whercon I cau sproad the work of the monent
~ithout haviaz first to shovel clear a szll space oa vhich to set

Y Papors,

Finnlly, lcaving the desk 7o can rcturn to the
rizht rear corner to find me by this tize Jusping out of bed, running
to the paper and kindling boxes, grabbing a hondful of ecach, dumping
thet ia tho heater in officient arranzesont, strildng e notch and
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jznitins the uore readily conhustible fuel,

II

S for I have descrided oaly 1y most imcdiaote notorial
surroundinzs vhich are of coursc tho loast important part of ry life.
I really ousht to tell you snoething also about 2y human surroundings,
The only troudlc is that I doa't mow whero to begin . Therc are 7
adulte, hite and eskino, who ma'e this co-vunlty of Wisewnn their head-
quarters and I already 'mov all but six, Every sinzle one of then
stands out in -y nind as a uniqus and iateresting personality. Obviously
it is 1-possi®le to tell you about all 70 ia this lettcr so I fuess I
mizht as well take oao at raddon and try to ~iva ysu a little zlimpse of
him,

IX

I speat the other aight with old Georse Eaton in his cabia
on Nolan Creolk, Georze is aliost 70 and has lived protty much alone
for 33 yoars, He talled with 2e until aftor oidnight, going baclzmard
to the thrillin: days of '98 whon ho crosscd hite Pass in ~id-winter on
the trail to Dawson, goinz forward to his prospects for the coming winter
41 the hole thich he and Suithy Wanauaker and Jess Allcn have sunk on
Four Beldw. Goorgo thousht there mizht be protty good toney here, but
he'd been prospecting for 33 ycars in the far north and he lmew perfectly
woll that "-old is whore you find it." George also oxplained to ac,
mith aplc reminiscent illustrations, what an exceptioaally good carpenter
and huntor ho was and how his four dogs mode the finest dog~tean in the
country,

Aftor o six o'clock breakfast, while we were weiting for
the dishwater to oam, Geoorge ruazed up for me all his store roceipts
for the past yeor, as I —was anxious to obtain sone fizures on tho cost of
1livinz in Wiscoan, I the course of this taslk he canec across o
copple of rolled sheets of paper.

Miaybe, Bob," he said, "you'd be intercsted in this poen
1 wrote for one of tho affairs thoy had at the Pionecrs Hall, I never
had any education, so it's not very -uch, so =aybe you won't want to
look at it,"

0f coursc I wne anxious to scc it, so Georze handed
this poon to me,

Settinz alons in ry cabin

Aftcer crude supoar Tes done

Wonderinz vhy I never tonlc 1ife serious
Why I turned it all into fun.
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For tho chances I hed were nany
Poker was 1y fane

Hnd I lod the risht sort of 1life
I night heve won ryself fene,

It was one day in Seattle

Tho faircst of fair women I found

And sho lmocked oy heart for the couat follows
In the first and fatal round,

Our courtship wos like a droa: follows

And aftor a couple of months hurricd by

We were happily wedded

Noath Ssattle's blue sly.

Well, that mas the begianing of the cad pals
For ry blond was still ruaning hot

I tried hard to forszet the fast life

But forget it I could uot,

1 lost out on the swaclk partios
The poker and crap sacies I missed
The devil's daep volce called e
And damned if I could resist.

I listencd not to the pleadiag

0f the 1ittle wife so loviag; and swect
Iastcad I trocpled her heart down
Under oy very fect,

Soon after our separation
To this Hcll's cursed Alaslm I cone
I was lucky playing poker
So thoy bossted and passed oy nane,

Thon I wont to oixins with wonen
The Mind that !mow no shote

And I lost 1ile all nen do

Who endcavor to play that gane,

The dovil wns my loader

I oboyed ecnch and every co=aad
And drank: sported and gmibled
With the rest of the fallen band,

Now if I dut had the power

To turn 1ifels stained pases back

1 -sulda't he sottin: here pondering
1a oy dirty 1little old shaels
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"Gos, that's fino, Gcorse," I sald, Wthat's simly swell., I
1ike ospcelally thosc lines = over here = fThe dovills decp voice enlled
22 oad dacned if I could rosist.®

Goorsels mrintled facs mas all s:iles,

WMhatts the part lrs, Pingel dida't likec at all, but it's the
trusst lizes ia tho whole pocm, OFf course you understand that poen
hasn't nothing to do 7ith me really aod therc's a 1ot ia thore that
isa't just so for oayone, A porson has o chanze things o 1ittle to
sut then im poetry. 3ut I'n atellias you, Bob, Alaskal's brolcn up |
Sore 1ives than any rod deria place in the world, There's Pete Dow and
Georze Hucy and -ysolf and jod ali-hty only !mows how nany thousdnde
—are in horo lost thoir Bamos by comidnz to Alasln, Of course I've had
sonc avfully sand tincs ia horo but if I never case ia I'd probadly have
a sanll fortunc noo aad 1'd Have a wifc yot and most 1lilely children i
and sacethin- to look formrd to. My brothor and his wife lived
tozether forty ycors aad he told rie they nover hod let anything uwapleoasant
pass botmeon them in all that timo and I don't Xmow why 1t would have
boen any difforent with us."

Georse zot off the %ed where he mos sittiag and weat over to
the wall, Thorc 7os o badly foded nicturc bung there by a pin, He
reooved the in and handed e the yellowieh picturc, It 7os of o
—omon sitting coopetently oa horscbaclk, a broad hat ox hor head, 2
confident oxoreseion om her face, She was not bad looldng althoush
her puz aose was a trifle too promincnt.

NMhatles the wosman that was =y wifo, " Georse oxplained,  "She
gent me that picture after I cxic to Dawson, She was oaly sixtema
whon I married her and I was thirty., I heoar some peoople say a men
ghouldn't marry o monan Af she's more than ton yoars younser than hin,
but god demn it, that's all aonscnso, Me and oy wife, we were just
as hapoy os could be for scven years. e lived on a fars near Seattla,
Uy wifs, she sms o good onc on the farm, Knew all ahout everything,
We had sece ncishbors end they'd gone to collsse and one day when she
first zot thorc the monan coto to eall on ny mfe. We hod a young
bull and the womdn pointed to hin and said:

"1y, thatls a finc cow you got, I bet you ot lots of milk
froo her, M

Miy wife told e aohout it that nizht and sho says: 'I've never
been to colleso Yut at lepst I caa tell a bull fro: o coTe It

WBut I -msalt satisficd, Te hed to work too hard, I thought.
And then wo had a baby girl and I wmnted hor nicoly brousht wp.  Well,
it +as lato in 1897 that the roworts cone in of tho big strikes in the
Yulon country and I thought all I had to do was to 3o to Dawson and
I could pick up o fortunc in a for wecls! tine, I thousht surely I'd
he hoels by fall, just loaded with sold. Then I wos geoins ia husiness
in Scattlc and it would %o a -mch hetter 1life for ny wife than on the |
farno,
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W 1eft Seattlo on Fobruary 1Y and got to Dowson Junc 3.  Well,
I =ade good moncy right from the start, Hot bYiz money dut good noncy,.
I could have made big rmoney too. There were two brothers, Bensoa was
their namo, and theoy wanted me to 5o into partacrship with then Sut I
Imew they wore crooics and I dida't went to oix up with thea., So whea
Jin Beason, hc was the older ome, €f¢ up and soys:

"georgs, youlre tho Yest mechanie in tho whole Dawson country,
and I want you %o come in with us on 17 Below as a partaer,? vhy then I
says:

" Y¥ou zod domn dirty croo’z, I wouldn't worlk with you and your
brothor if you snve me tho vhole of the Klondike, !

nSo I walltod avay and that next sw=oior they took $140,000, from
that zround, But I went ahead and did alecly, only you soo how it
7as, I didn't 7ant to go home until I'd ande a real stole, $50,000, I sct
for cysclf. I mould have mnde it too in a year or so, And then one
day about three years aftcr I case to Dawson I sot a latior from a lawyer
and he said ry wife was suinz —e for divorce on the zrounds of descrtion
and that I should comc back if I wanted to defend Sysclf.

w7a1l, I 7ot so xmm sod domn mad I tore the letter up and I
nover ansmercd the lotter and I dida't write to -y wife asain for bdetter
than 15 yoars, But it really wasa't her faoult after all, I fouad that
out years later. Therc was a bundh of bastards, cane back fron Dawson
to Soattle, aand they went to iy wifc and filled her up with the god
demnedest pack of lies you cver heard tell of, Told her I -as livins with
anothor wonan an' that I was “ran't all the tioe o’ I ‘on't Jmow what 21l
they “12a't tell her, There Tesalt a ~o? Jamn worl of truth in anything
they sal’ but you !mow same neeple area't ever happy unless they're stirring
up trouble, But of course iy wifo ha? no my of Mmnowing it wasn't so
an’ then thero wms the nail, Why, they'd thin't on tho outaile you eould
srite o lettor an’ got an answer inside a weck and nayhe it wouls Ye o year
vefore I ever rot her letter and maybe I wouldn't set it at all. TWhy,
when I 7os bullling iy boat on Lolo Beunett in the spring of '98 there!l he
fellows would come around and they!d tell you thoy was soing out in a weel
and if you had ony letters to sead outside to have then roady in a weelk
and they'a talte then out to the post-officc st Slagway for a dollar a
letter, Well, moybe they would and znybe they'd just take thea up the
trail a couple of miles and bury them in tho siow and they =ight be $10,000
to the pood, That was the 7oy our mail worled in thosc days, So you
canlt tell, somo of =y letters =isht have gone that woy and she never
hoard of me and 7ith all thosc lics they zavo her it smsalt her fault and
it wpeal't oy fault ncither,

M7oll, I corricnced zoing with the sports then, not much you
understand hecouse I still axpected to malze o fortune and comc “aock and
ghnlza it in her face, And then I'Q talw -y little douszhter baelk with
ne, She as sevon years old thon and she used to srito sie letters all
the timo, Sho had a Sesutiful handoriting too, I'm atolling you.n
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Geor-e -0t up and wminaed ancther faled oicturc from the losg
7all of his enhin,

"his =oe hor, Shc wos sovon years old whon this wns talen end
a faom wocks later she was drownded, Toll, I never folt so torrible in
all oy whole 1ife, Nothinj sc=icd fo coount to onythin aaysore, I
just meat crozy, Yos, Bob, I'C o a rich nan tocay if she hodn't died,
But I'2 Hoen thiaddng over since sy wfo left e that overy coat I naade
~oulé "o for =y sirlls benefit and when she dled I just coulda't stand the
thousht of monoy mo moro, I just couldalt get rid of it fast cnoush,
Thy, I'a atelling youw, I save amy f1fty dpllar bills right out in the
strects of Davwson,

#1134 almoys ~anbled a 1ittle hut now I spent all fy tine anabling
and I hoped I'd losoc ton, I went mith the —hores covery alht, Only I
nover weat crezy 1like old Kmute or Poss and peid than a thousand dollars
Just hocausc thoy ansled o, I've sonmo to Dol with nore pod doom tonen
thian aay man in all Alasla, I sucss, but I never pnid the corc than their
oprice, But thoy all liked no just as ~uch as if I'¢ ziven then a fortune,
I uscd to haul -002 in Dawson risht dowm the row and thero wosult a one
g wouldn't come out and s=ile at ne, When I was cut to Anchorose in
1923 I —went into o restaurant vith Sem Dubia and lurray. All of a sudden
g otan cane and throw hersolf arcund —y ncck aad pulled ne one side to
the counter and kissed aad kissed mo,  She sadd to Murray and Dubin:

1T nevor thousht I'd see this ~an amin, He's the best dancer
ever cone into this north country. e werc pals tozether in Dawson 25
yoars a0.!

HAnd -ic not lmewinz hor from a =an only for the clothes she tore.
But she told mo her nosic —as Srect Harie and I !dnd of remchored the
nose, Then I ~ot rea’y to pay sho woulén't toke a cent of Zy money but she
took Dubin's and Murray's.

M¥su dnalt spent a cent in horo today, boy!" she said,

"Byt there were hundreds of more lilke her, Saae of the host
loolkdn: women I cover saw in =y 1ife werc in those old dancchalls, Then
Dawson was at its heisht you esuld 2o into a dancehall and find a hunfred
benutiful youns; women whom yould have to trowvel days ond days and days to
find their cqunl outeide, A womon who wmen't Jood loolking, she just
couldn't oake o livin;, thatls all., They werc o pretty hard, cold~blooded
lot but thoy had sozc wonderful poiats at thot, Take the Oreson Hare, for
instance, Why vhon they had thot flu epidezic in Fairbanks she sorked
nizht and day nursing people whio wouldn't cven look at her when they sot
better, Aunt Ente - she wze a wondorful sinzer you !mow = she used to
offer her sorvices frea for the charitasle entertainnents in Dawson, She
parried Pantazos, you lmow, and sot him up in the show business and then
—hon he ot independont ho trentod her like I woulda't treat a bitch dog.
She used to coe to = — you lmo~ hoy a wonen sort of seeis to like to
confide in sonecne —hen shels in troublo — and she told oo all about this
Pantases, "
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Georje stonped and for porheps a oimite there vasn't o sound oxeapt
kis decp hreathins and »uffin on his pipo. Thon he sot up and Imoclced
cut tho nshes,

"gaorze," I gquoericd, "have you ever aet your wife asnin in gll
those yoarst"

Beor=e had started -mllting toward the stove ut he whecled around,

"7cll, I rucss I have, I was ridin;inae stroct car in Scattle
alon; First Avomc whon I wes nut ia 1917 and I saw 4 woaon on the stroet
wave at —eo,. I stortod to ot off but sho otinacd 2o aot to s0 1 stayed
on. I thousht prohnbly shold nade o mistale, you 'Dow, ol tont oo for
gEarichody clse.

my for days later I wos wallkias alons Pilwe Stroct and looking inte
& storo windom hon a lody comes from bekind and Srabs oy ord, She styse:
Do you 0w mice!

"7ell, I was just ahout to toll hor if I weatod any whores I ey
whore to 4o to fiad the: oad she needalt try to pick e uwp, hen oll at
snce I rccomaized it 'ms oy vifo,

M1l you talls with me, she says.
1 Gertainly,' I says,

nSp I tonls Sor iate & —oviag oleturo shiow where 7o eculd sit and
tolk tomether quictly and she told =e the winle story I vas atelling you
ahout the lics that vas told hor and her ncver gettianr any letters froo
0, Sho wms narricd asain ut she hadn't ao children. Sho montod oo
tn enme ond sicst hor hushand but I smuldn't do that, She seid he ms o
fine -1na tut if sho wes on hor doathbed I Imow sheld call for sie, There's
soncthins comes hGetwesn o —ian and mnan Then they've lived tojother, I
don't core under —hat circustasces they separate, that never passcs aumy,

By this tizc the mator on tho stoye wne HoilinT ond we had to add
some cold mmter hefore we could wash the dishos,

Boh

I regrot the typosrashical error hich aspoared ia Boh's lotter of
Septoher 23rd, The word ™alaclustic should have read "insochistic,"

Ruth Marsinll Billilopf, il
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ROBERT MARSHALL
Wiseman

Alaska October 26, 1930

Dear Family et al:

After four weeiks around Wiseman, I filled my packsack
with a few essentials, piciked up my snowshoes and started out last
Monday morning for a trip down river to see the country and meet the
fellows who are mining on the Popcupine, I set out with Bobbie Jones,
who had some work to do at Coldfoot and on the Porcupine and who also
wanted to do some hunting. Bobble has the fastest dog team in
Wiseman end I rodeall the way dovn to Coldfoot with him, It was my
first real dog sled ride and gave me a thrill I don't ever recall before
from transportation. It took us two hours to make the 113 miles to
Coldfoot so you see we werea!t going very fast but when the four dogs
hit a downhill stretch the sled just geemed to be flying., Actually
at such spots I suppose we might have been travelling 15 miles an hour,
But one sits so close to the ground on a dog sled that it seems to
whiz by much faster than when you're going 40 miles an hour in an auto,
You tear along between dark green spruce irees rising from fresh,
powdery snow, are brushed by the willow branches and the evergreen
leaves of the Alaska Tea, follow the beautiful rhythm of the leges of
the huslies as they beat on the trail, have time to loock up at the
mountaintops and note the constantly chanzing outlines, they cut against
the deep blue sky, and feel yourself to be a part of the world through
which you are travelling, In the auto, on the other hand, you are you
and the landscape is the landscape and never is there any merging
between the tmo, always the one, however beautiful, is external,

L Coldfoot is a strange town. It has dozens of houses,
four or five streets and not a single inhabitant. Back in the boom—
ing days of 1901-1902, vhen the big stampede was on to Gold Creek,
Myrtle Creel and Bama Creek there were geveral hundred peopls who
made Coldfoot their headquarters and seven gay saloons brightened the
‘Arvetic winter, For eight years it was the metropolis of the Eoyukulk,
a single oasis of teeming vitality in hundreds of thousands of square
miles of frigid wilderness, Then in 1908 the big strike was made

on Nolan Oreck, and in the next three or four years more money was
taken from thie one stream and its tributaries than from the whole |
Koyuluk previous to that time,

A new tomn sprang up on the Eoyukuk, 15 miles sbove
Coldfoot, at the point where freight for Nolan had to be landed for
the 7 mile heul overland to the creek, Thils towm became Wiseman,
For a few years Coldfoot managed to give it a fairly goecd run for
its money, but then in 1912 Hamwond River was struck, nearly two
million dollars came out of it and Wiseman also became the river
terminus for this development, So Coddfoot dropped steadily in
population, year after year, till finally there was hardly anyone
except natives living there, Myrtle Creck, last of the rich diggings
which had mede Coldfoot prosperous, at length was abandoned, the native
school was moved to Wiseman and nobody was left in Coldfoot exceptan
0ld German bootlegzer who had once run one of its gaudiest saloons
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and Dan Aston, the half crazy roadhouse proprietor, But John Kleffens
was drowned two years azo last spring while fording the Koyuluk in

flood and Dan Aston blew out his brains during the dark days last winter
sp now there are nothing but a few mice to 1listen to the wind gusts
blowing dowmstream aloang the Koyulkulc,

Bobbie and I spent the afternmoon chopping wood and fixing
up & few odds and ends, We stooped in Dan Aston's old roadhouse which
Bobbie now oyned and used as a stovoing place on his frequent trips down
river, Biz Bharlie, a lazy, good natured eskimo who was in camp 12
miles downstream with his wife and 15 year old daughter, snowshoed in on
us durinz the afternoon, He was en route to Tiseman for supplies.

That evening, just at dusk, I walked out across the snow
to the poiat where Slate Creel, a larse stream, joins the Koyumuk, The
houses of Coldfoot were hidden by the trees. Upstream it ras almost
darle and even with saow on them the mountains which hemued the river as
far as one could see looked blaclk, But not as black as the spruce trees
in the foreground aeross Slate Cresic vhich as night approached first
lost their three dimensional apolearance and becaue merely flat, blaclk
objects on the landscape, and then lost even their outlines and became
a blurred mass of darimess. Put downstream to the scuthwest the
twilizht versisted for a long time. Twelvemile Mountain stood ocut black
and clear against it, tho deep valley of the Middle Forlc to its left, the
brightest of the orange suaset siy to its right. I lzept looking
around up and downstrean, watching the darlmess creep dowa from the
north and the stars come out, watching the orange fade slowly in the
south, All the while, es an accompaniment to what 7as passing before
oy eyes, the wind and the unfrozen waters of Slate Creck pere putting
on a symphony, scmetimes rising to a great crescendo, sometines dying
domm so that I could hear nothing but the unending but constantly vary-
ins rushing of the water., It reminded me of the drum undertone which
runs through the entire Bolero, by Ravel, never the same at any two
instants btut still exactly the same throughout the whole song.

Then it occurred to mie why the esldmos to whom I have
played it are so crazy about the Bolero, vhy according to what everyone
tells me their -msic is so similar to it. Because the Bolero is a
perfect counterpart of the rmsic they have heard from earliest child-
hood out in the wilderness of the north, The drums are the rivers
rumbling unvaryingly and the rest of the orchestra is the wind howling,
the ice cracking, snowdlides coming down the mountains, rocks tumbling
over nne another, the wild animals howling, It represents to the
natives all the chaotic mueic of nature in its wildest moments,

After supoer I took another walk, this time through the
deserted city of Coldfont and out to the old cemetery. There was no
moon but I could see every house in tom plainly, each roof a bright
<hite where tho stars and the northern lizhts shone on the roof, Eut
I couldn't see clearly enoush by night to realize that the houses were
slonly tumbling to ruin and so it looked to me for all the world like
a live little tom after everyone had gone to bed and the last light was
out,
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Then I got to imagining some mythical old miner who might
have left Coldfoot in the fall of 1907 while it was still running
strong. I decided that this fellow had not met anyone from the
Koyukuk in all those years and so assumed that Coldfoot was still
a booming town. Then he determined in the autumn of 1930 to come back
to the Koyukuk and prospect some creek which had impressed him long ago
ag being very promising and which had of course grown in his imagina-
tion during the guarter of a century which had intervened. So he would
take the boat to Beaver and start out on the long, tedious walk across
country from the Yukon via the Chandalar to the Koyuluk. After six
nights in old cabins along the way he would come down Slate Creek the
seventh evening, living in his imaginination during miles of tiresome
travel the gay evening ahead. He would wonder if Iinda, his favorite
whore was still there, would doubt it but still hope, adding 23 to a
congervative cstimate of her age in that distant day. Then he would
pass the familiar cemetery to the right and laugh as there would sud-
denly recur to him the night when bald-headed Jonn Bowman, lying drunk
among the wooden slabs, had suddenly sat up just as Kobuk Mary was pass-
ing, and how she seeing the moonlight on his shiny pate had thought it a
spirit and run frantically the long mile to town. But now the mile would
seem short to the old miner, kmowing that only a few minutes intervened
before he'd get a warm shot of whiskey and a nilarious evening. Then he
would see the first dark house through the trees, soon several of them
and he'd wonder why everyone had gone to bed so early. In a few moments
he'd be right in the town and not perceive a single light. That indeed
would be strange for the saloons and the sporting houses should be bright
and noisy till far into the night. Could it be prohibition? Or maybe
his watch had gone crazy and it was much later than nhe thought.

Oh, here it was, Linda's old house. He'd give it a try.
He would bang on the door but no answer. Then he would shout. Yes,
tne old girl must have gone. Well, he really expected it anyway.
There was Jack's nouse. Somebody should be living there still. It
had been the finest in town. But no answer there either.

Then ne would notice that the snow in the streets nad not been
tramped down and there was no sign of footsteps leading to any house.
He would run up and down, pounding at every door and shouting at the top
of his lungs. 3ut there would be no answer, no sound save here and
there some little rodent, frigshtened by his pounding, scurrying away
across a. rotting floor. At last it would dawn on him that the town
was deserted, that a civiligation had come and flourished and died
within the span of his memory.

Tanen he would look up and see the mountain across the river,
the stars in the sky, Orion just rising over Sitkum Pass. There would
be something almost unbelievably friendly about these only unchanged
elements in that ancient world of his. So he would shoulder hig pack
again, leave the town, too dead even for ghosts, and set out for some
clump of timber where he would shiver through the night by an inadequate
fire, when he might have glept warmly in cne of the bld houses.

Next morning early I started down river to Porcupine Creek.

This is the Slavic center of the region for six of the seven Slavs
in the Wiseman community have claims down here and several others have
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zone outside within recent years, Jyst at present there are only
three men woriing here, pld Tom Eovick from Montenegro and Sem and
Obran Stanich froo Aosnia-Herzegovina, I met Saun and Obran in the
moods, cuttinz timbers for the new hole they are gibking, and they
imaediately laid off morke for the day and toolc me up to their house,
They talked eagerly about all sorts of subjects, showed ze proudly the
new house they had just built, took me down by 8 29 foot ladder into
their old hole from which they had talken many thousand dollars, and
exhibited their remariable cabbages, turnips and potatoes they had
gromn in their garden, They were so Dleased to show off their possess~
ions to me, sirple and modest tut very comfortable, There was a
justifiable end jndecd a highly cozmendable pride in being able to
point to every izprovement they had and say: "We did this ell our—
selves, made the plans and executed them without anyone else's help."

Sam and Obran are clear—eyed, strong, confident of their
ability to cope with any situntion that moy arisc but modest and not
at all boastful, They are young for this comunity, only W4 and M1
years old, They are zay and continually laughing, and like almost
all people from the far north they exhibit the very acme of easy
hospitality. Of course, tho I'd never seen Sanm before and Obran
only for a few rinutes, I soon felt as if they were old friends,

San cane to America in 1902 and Obran in 1909, They had
been raised on a farm in the old country. Heither ever went even one
day to school; they can barely read or write in either English or
their native languace, Their English is very broken, They had an
unecle who was head night whtchman at the Anaconda Smelter of the A.

0. M. and he zot each of them a job for the A, C. M. when they first
came to America, They are very proud of this uncle, Fron Anaconda
both nigrated to Alaska, San in 1906, Obran in 1910, and they caze
into the Eoyukuk from the Iditarod in 1916, They bought a claim

on the Porcupine and have worked there ever since, It is ground
which yields no sensational returns and involves much heavy rock worl,
The native born Americans and the nordic Europeans won't consider that
type of drudgery; they want something rwhere there's nore of a gamble,
qore of a chance for a sudden fortune. But Sem and Obran have been
content with a steady income of three or four thousand a year between
them, never more, and today they are actually better off finaneially
than all but about four or five mon in the whole camp. They are
probaily worth between $10,000. and 420,000, aplece, vhereas others tho
nade $50,000, in a single cleanup are now broke,

Two days with Sam and Obran impressed me most vividly
with what cconsmic security and freedom can do for mem. Outside I can
plainly picture Sam and Obran, With their lack of education and
modest anount of intelligence they would be unsidlled laborers, half
the time unesployed, strugslinz desperately to merely exist, bored
with work, getting their few thrills vicariously throush movies, never
conscious that there is & joy in just being allve, seldon gay and only

‘hilarious when drunk, They would be inferior people, having no con

fidence in themselves, seldom malking a decision more important than

whether to buy a banana or not, But up here, though they work nore
laboriously, and go through greater physical hardships than they ever
would im industrial civilization, though they lack conveniences which
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aven the most -overty-stritlken Now York family would have, still they
live with every comfort they crave (excent waaen), are not only inter—
asted in but actuslly excited about their wort, talk as cagerly of it
cutaside sorlzing hours as any sclentist might speak of his investigations,
zet thrills first and from hunting, difficulties overconse, beantiful
mugzets uncoversd, people met unexpectedly, and are conscious always

of the joy of being their orm bosses and gulding their own destinies.

#I!'ve had better time here in Worth Country", San said to
" me, "because I'm my own boss, independent man, Even if I only make
three or four dollars day I'm my Doss."

Qbran, when we were down uader the ground together, had
sald very mch the same thinz.

#1'n my oyn boss," he remarxed too, "Finter time I like
to mork and I can work, sumaer tize I want to rest a few days when it's
hot, 1 can rest, In here pretty nearly everyone working for himself,
nobody to drive you and everybody your friend 1ike one big family."

!

That evening we went down the creelc quarter of a mile to
014 Tom Kovich's cabin where Bobbie Jones was stopping. The talk
contred chiefly on socialisa, everyone in the cabin strangely enough
beinz a socialist, TFrom this 1t naturally drifted to militariem and
old Tom spoke very interestingly ahout his experiences in Montenegro.
It was to avoid the army that he came over to America in 1901, for they
had sent him to military school, nteaching ne how to shoot gun, which
wmay go, which way come back, how save yourself, how kill other man, all
ailitarisa which I don't 1ile,"

Tom too has joy in freedom which is so characteristic in
everyone in this North Country These were his words, "Any tine I
went te go hone and tgke rest I em frec, sit down in cut®* I am free,
go hunt I en free. en I work for other man I never free. Then
somebody worlc for me #n cut I told hin vhat to be done and then don't
bother him ne more, He do Jore that way too when he free, "

Next morning I set off to see as mich country as I could
in a day's walk down the river trail and back, I followed down the
Koyulkauk 16 miles, across Twelvenile Creek, around Windy Arm and down
to the Portaze Barn. The timber I passed through was all stunted
spruce in soil too wet and too frozen for anything but the slowest
growth,

I had n fine chance to study the ecological conditions,
On zy way back, just below Windy Ara, I followed tracks to Big Charlie's
camp where his wife Bessie and his very pretty little daughter Jeanie
were fishing throush the ice, Thanks to my lessons I was able to

* A cut is the ditch which is dug in order to reach bedrock just on
— top of which all the zold 1is found,
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greet then with con—no-wit-bit uv-mo-valk (how do you feel this after-
noon) and could stroke my beard and say u-nil poll-uk (biz beard), so
we got along very Zayly for the half hour 1 ssayed with them, They
had nothing to eat but fish, berries and a little flouwr,

I zot bhack to the Porcupine just after a splendid
sunset, which brightened all the peaks to the north with the strancest
ordnze 1izht, HNext morning I sald goodbye to my friends and returned
the 16 miles to Wisenan. Saw about 60 ptaraigen on the way tut my
30 Springfield rifle vas too heavy to use on then, I buzped into Ike
Spinks, whon I hadn't seen since last year, at Coldfoot. He is an
exceptionally intelligent Scotchman, an ardent atheist and a very keen
observer of the life he has seen, both white and mative, W had a
most enjoyahble conversation allthe way home. While we were eating
Junch at the Marion Creek cabin, Jim Wilson came along and stopoed to
talk, so you will see that the trail was certainly crowded this day.

As ever,

Bob.
October 31, 1930.

Dear Fanily et al:

Now that I've been back from the North Fork exploration
for 5% weeks during all but one of vhich 1've been right here in towm,
I guess I ousht to devote one letter to describing oy life in Wisenman,
I can't, however, use the method I used %o employ when I was in the
TWest and describe a typical day because there's no such thing as a
typleal day here, About all I do according to schedule is to get up
some time between 7 and 8, cook and eat breakfast immedintely thereafter,
sweep my cabin, make my bed and wash the dighes after that, fix a 1light
lunch for zyself sometime between noon and two, eat supder with Hartin
Slisco in the roadhouse around six and retire between 10:30 and 12:30.
Tut even this isn't as recular as it sounds in statiag and it certainly
is & great luxury not to have to get up a moment before I feel lilze it,
in contrast to last winter during so cuch of which I rose each norning
by alamm clock betwesn 3:00 A, Y, and 3:30.

The remainder of oy day has been devoted principally
to the following activities:

(1) Talking with oy neighbors in their homes, in mins,
in the roadhouse and in the store.

(2) Playing the phonozraph alone and for visitors,
(3) Givinz Stanford-Binet Intelligence tests to ddults

and children and getting then to fill out the Dunlap-Snyder Moral
Evaluation guestionnaires,
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(4) Dancinz.

(5) Learaing the eskimo lalguaze.

(6) Logsing.

SEARERRAER

Vary pleasantly my house has become rather a soclal
conter of the cozmnity, second only to the roadhouse and the store, I
izazine on the average a dozen peonle drop in to visit evory day. Scoetimes
it's to borrow bonks, sonetizes to heer misle, it generally just to talk.
Apart from the genulne delizht of their cozpanionship, these visits have
afforded a splendid op-ortunity to learn the most intinate “eliefs of the
—omhers of thés fascinating arctic soclety. alone with ne they quite
naturally talk ahout =matters which concera them more personally than the
necessarily general discussions of the roadhouse and bit %y bit there are
Yeing spun out before ne dozens of fascinating “iegrophies of thoughtful
peonle, actively aware that they are alive.

Ia the public roadhouse, as I have said, the dis—
cusslons are more general, One anazing thing, in contrast to comwersation
I have heard in every society im which I have been thrown, is that talee
of which the narrator is the hero are virtually unlmowa. Asong the lumber—
jacks whom I studbed such talk iavolved 11 per cent of all the conversation;
aonz many of my introspective fricads fron: New York and Balticore and
Missoula I'a sure it would consume at least 5 per cent, Again it never
consists in mock obeisance to the arts by people vho really care nothing
whatsoever about them, Nor does one hear: 0h, ¥a® haven't you read Point
Counterpoint? You rmust read it really, it's narvelous," If a book ora
magazine article is cited in these roadhouse conversations it is alwgys
pertinent to the subject undcr discussion and never, that I have observed,
to advertise the guoter's arudition.

But from & positive standpoint, what subjects do
these conversations embrace? Here is a sample of the topics discussed
during two hours of conversation one evening in the roadhouse, I kave
—ade sizilar notations for a gond many aveninzs but this one will suffice
as an 1llustration.

(1) Vaughn Green zives a recipe for cooking porcupines. "Place
the porcupine and a rock in a kettle of wafer and boil, ‘hen the rock
zets tender &mouzh to sticlk a forl in it throw out the porcusine and eat
the rock,"

(2) Thermometers - are Green or Tycos thermometers better?
(3) The coldest weather ever recorded in the Koyuluc,

(4) Koyuleuk is the gueerest river in the country in that it
never entirely freezes up.

(5) Did Martin kiss Mrs, Dubin? (o says Martin, yes avers
everyone elsa),
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(6) The Dubin-Hyde lawsuit of last winter here in Wiscmen,
(7) 1Is it like ome big fanily in the Koyulape?
(8) 1Is overyone a trifle crazy?
(9) Lightning,
(10) Forest fires.
(11) Corser resources of the U. S.
(12) Man's #aste of natural rescurces

(13) Matter never can be lost from the world but merely
changes to less useful forn,

(14) Is there such a thing as the soul?

(15) Pete Radicevitch tells a pornograshic story.
(16) Macoroni an oxceptionally good food,

(17) Pishing possihilitics in the region,

(18) Trail to the Chandalar,

(19) Cabins in the Chandalar Country.

(20) Eow hard it is to be married to a squaw if you intend
to live outside later,

(21) Are the eskimos inferior to the whites.

But merely to recite topics of conversation is
a rather dull procedure, Actunl verbatio expreseions cight bo of
greater intercst, Herc are a fow randon ones sprung by these old
miners, most of them cut off from the main strean of eivilization
for 30 or more yeers,

Bi1lie Gilvert (referring to some hair-splitting)
- WThat's a distinction without a diffcrence.”

Jiz Telly — "Any -an can be a cook if he's got a
zo9d place to board."

Pete Davey — "I've always been sobher whenever 1
coulda!t zet somothing to drinlce. "

Harry Foley - "Worry never nmade e gray—haired,
It mas early piety, zetting down on uy !mees ia church too nuch,"
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Harry (in another vein) - "It's alce to sit on the sidelines
and lonik at 1life as it joes hy and wonder vhat it's all about, "

They descride theriselves tersely and fittingly, "Pete has
a woather-beatén face lilte a man whols just coze out of a blizzard, "
Minything that Kelly caa't brealk is almost unbrealable,” "I tell
Martin his love affalrs are 1ike Caesar - all in the subjunctive

nood, "
Of their 1life in here oninions vary. [
Martin Slisco soys: "Go2d ~ining is the cleanest living

you can palze, You're not robbing aayene or hurting anyone to get
it; you're just taling it clean fron nature,"

2111ie Surke stresses a unique aesthetic side of gold nining,
NThera's sonething about gold ynu love too, like you zight love a
picture or & statue, I tell you, there's something besutiful ahout
a buach of nuzgzets."

Bil11is Gilvert (who likened Martin to Caesar) is less
enttmeiastic, "Of course everyholy in here has sonc idiocyncrasies.
They wouldn't be in hers if they were normal, Oytside at least
a person has a chance to see snmething end hear sozething and learn
gomethins even if they're not malting any money, "

Pete Rodicevitch too sces flaws in the 1ife, "Bumuertioe
the mosquitns are suicide and wintertime you're always runniag risk
of losing your hands and feet, Stil1 there's something about the
imarination maltes you lilza Alasla botter every yeoar."

Alhert Ness is unqualifiedly enthusiastic, "I have absolutely
no desire to go outsife, In liere we have no police, no press, no
church, no priests, no tonemcnts, no biz business zmen, no crimes or
any of the other things with phich they're cursed outside, "

A 1lons hiatus phile 014 Pat Zellecker cane to visit me and
stayed for an hour and a half, Pat is 73, blind in one eye, Jrodably !
the most feeble mon in cap. He is apt o drop dead in his hole f
any day, He is an Irishnan, a very plous Catholic, a remarkably
well read man, Al-ost his first remark fits in serfectly with this
story.

" This is the greatest thing in the world here to my notion,
that man here is his own master. I've zone out and worked 15 hours
a day hers and it doesn't sex half as lons as worizing 10 hours
outside, I imosine a =an outside that has to worlz for wazes without
any intersst in his vwork is more or lese in bondaze all the tine,
there's a touch of slavery ahout it as I see it,"

He then went on to tall me about one Janes Oreelaan vho
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years azo quit one of the big New Yorkt dailies because it wouldn't
zive him a free hand to vwrite what he wented, He left thése lines
on his des, probadly familiar to zost of you but new to De,

"0k, happy is ke, Dorn and taught,
Wno serveth not another's will,

His aroor is his honest thought

And simple truth his utoost sidll,
That man is froe froz servile bonds,
Hot hope to rise, not fear to fall,
lord of himself yet not of lands
And havinz nothing yet hath all. "

Pat quoted St, Thomas Aquinas (thought it sounded like
Thonas Jefferson to me): Minen the governuent is not fit for the
people it is their business to pverthrow it "

"The sreat theolozians," he sald, "laid out the rules
and resulations but if you sot 2 great theologian today he'd be
ticked out of his church like Norman Thouas was. Norman Thomas is
greator than any minister in the Presbyterian Church today but he
was too good for then. '

This brings me to the amazing prevalence of socialiem
in this coounity, 3efore the war George Huey oace came within 2
votes of winninz on the Soclalist ticlket, Socialisn has declined
here but today out of the 61 whites in Wiseman no less than 22 are
out and out socialists or corzmnists in their econonmic beliefs, There
aren't more than a dozen people in the whole community satisfied with
the present economic order, The others might be termed progressives,
they jump all over the existing regime but are such rugzed individual-
ists themselves that the idea of socialism, sometimes foggily con-
celved, scares thenm,

In conversation you hear five derogatory remarks on
the existing syste: to every one supporting it. Here are a few
typical ones,

Martin (referring to honors heaped on millionaires for
no reason except that they are wealthy) — "Ain't that the terror when
they ouzht to be licked with a big stick with the lonz tongs on the
end, "

Pete Radicevitch (a cynical socialist) - "We won't get
socialisn until people are hungry. Thelr minds aren't in their
heads; they're in their stomachs,”

Alvert Ness (an optimistic socialist) - "Labor is the
only people who are winning today. They're not winning cuch tut
1ittle by little they're winning and sometize all of a sudden they're
zoinz to zet control."

George Huey — "You may see it Bob, and nmaybe you too
Nese, but I'zm 75 — still you can't tell, it may come all of a sudden,"
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Alvert Ness = "Yes, it's Jjust like the natives getting
felizion - it comes all of a sudden,"

But they aren't all as wmild as this, OCarl Frank, an
0ld Geraan who will be 77 in Dececber and has lived here in the
Eoyuloik longer than any other white man (since 1898), urges this
treatement for the capitalists and 211 other rulers." Ins Wasser
werfen, Kopf abhauen, oder aufhingen, "

The foelingz against nilitarisn is even stronger than that
asainst copitalism, I haven't yet heard anyone defend it, Here
are three typical remarks.

Pote Radicevitch (who had to serve in the Serbian dmy
vefore the War) — MYou hitch up a horse to a wagon and put bdridle
on hin and whip hizm to drive hin whers you want him to go, it's
just the samc as you put man in argy. The rulers, they get the
ponr producer in the amy to 111 hinmself and they wear the nice
uniform and roll the rmstaches, "

Martin Slisco - "My belief is that the United States could
—ake the vhele world do what she want then and give up all arms.”

Hushie 3oyle (vho has never secn an auto in his 1ifo) -
#Al7nys wars are fought for something which could be settled perfectly
well peacefully, There mever was o war that there was any justi-
fication for fighting, to mx way of looking at it,"

Religious and philosophical beliefs forn a very live topic.
There was a creat debate in here the other night on the imnortality
of the soul, Aze Wilcox, Pete Radicevitch and Harry Snowden (esidimo)
taking the positive side and lartin Slisco and Floyd Eyde the
negative. Here wes one of Aze's speeches (Aze too has never seen
an auto),

WPale the animals, they !mow where to find trails which
haven't been used for years, Hom can that be? 3ecause they've
gotten something handed down to thea from their ancestors, sone
spirit, vhich tells then where to go. Look how the world has
Jjurped shead in the last 100 years, It's because one person's
spirit goes to the new bomn one and he gets the benefit of some of
vhat that person Xmew, Take a greab oind 1like Edison's, he rmmust
have gotten the spirit froa many menm, Of course the nerson who
ddes isn't conscious of any of this but even so it's true just the
.m.ﬂ

Martin Slisco, who can scarcely read or write, had this to
gay in rehuttal,

Mo, I tell you how I figure it. Then you die you dead
and nothinz left only a little dust, maybe a pipeful perhaps,
Heaven is the happiness and the content and the health and that
you have what you craving for here on earth, Angels are good men
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and women, had men and women are devils, The worast thing in oy
belief you can do to 2 tan js to take away sonmething he craves for
whether he craves for liberty as much as for food."

Put Lze wouldn't believe this and cited as infallible proof
of seme psychlic spirit the fact that people are frequeantly aware
when some close relative dies, even though thousands of miles nay
{intervene. To which Martin replied:!

f¥ou believe that craziness? It's like that Bill Waah who
used to be in here., He got o letier fron his wife that she had a
id and he hadn't seen her in five years. But he tell everybody
he have drean mine months before that he sleeping with wife and baby
rmst have been born that way by drean. She have two more kids
while he zone and he think they born too because he have drean,"

ERaEEpEEEEREERR RS

My phonozrapsh has really been a great blessing, In the
sornins after breakfast I always put on some good snapny jazz records
and you can have no idea how pleasantly the drudgery of sweeping or
nalring your bed can be disposed of to the tune of A Roon With a View.
But dish washing I find is donc hest to march music, and I notice
that of all my band pieces the Vashington Post March leaves the dishes
the shiniest, In the evening, on the other hand, just before retir—
inz I delizht in playing the Hunzarian Fhapsody of Iiszt, the Bolero,
The Ride of the Valkyries and occasionally some of the records of
Schuvert's Unfinished Symphony. The last record for the evening
I always put on just before turning out the zasoline lantern and
then I listen to it smugly from bed, When the final note is done
and the smtomatic stop has clicked it generally takes me I presume
about 30 seconds to fall asleep.

Moat fun of all is when friends drop in to listen with ze.
The second day I had moved in, while I was still settinz thinge in
order, I received four callecrs, Three of them had come to the north
country in '98 or earlier, Verne Watts, Poss Postlethwaite and Bob
Maclntyre. The fourth was an es!dmo, Harry Snowden, With the
customary tact of the people of the far morth, they didn't nention
the real reason they came in which was because they were afraid I
naisht be getting honesiclt and wanted to cheer me up, but instead
made it apoear as if they wanted socething from me, to hear my mew
phonozraph, I didn't want to be highbrow so I wouldn't risk any of
ry classical rmsic but &nstead started off with four Show Boat
records, 01' Man River net with tremendous enthusiasmi it has with
everyone here who has hoard it., 3ut vhen I got to Thy Do I Love you,
and the words "why do you love mel?! cae out, old Verne, who once when
double crossed by a prostitute, was only gsaved from blowinz out her
brains by the fact that he had had the fingers of his right hand cut
off by a saw so recently that he still instinctively used that hand
to crab for his zun, = old Verne opined with 8 sly saile: "that
fellow's takins a lot for zranted, isn't he?"
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What int-orcsted me most on this occasion was Harry Snomden's
conduct, fle sat through a dozen popular songs with the most complete
lack of expression on his face that I can imagine in a human Seing,
His high cheekbones, his protruding lips, his half-closed eyes, his
cozpletely imobile countenance nizht have been a model for some
paintinz of the god of boredom. Then timorously I tried the 3olero
and glmost at the first notes Harry was completely transforued, He
broke into a broad grin and said with great feeling: "That's good,
Bob." A little later he muttered: "Gee, that's fine tmsic," At the
end he was in ecstacy and exclaimed:

Gee, isn't there a lot of playing, isn't there a lot of
susic going on there! Play it again, 3ob}"

One evening old Carl Frank brought down soue of his clussical
records, The Pingels caze with hiz and nlso Floyd Hyde and we started
out with a regular concert, Carl had Beethoven's 8th Symphony, which
I tried vainly to get in 3altimore, played by the Berlin Symphony
Orchestra and reproduced by some German company., Then I reciptocated
with Beethovens 5th, then Carl played the Prelude to Meistersinger,
to which I responded with the Hide of the Valkyries, Carl played some
hymns of Bach, I replied with the Hungarian Rhapsody and Carl came
baclk with the Trompeter von Sackinghan. 3By this time others had cone
drifting in until there were 13 in the little cabin, Some were
obviously getting bored by the heavy music so I swung the evening
over to jazz, band music and sentizental pleces 1like 3elieve Me if All
Those Endearin; Youms Charms and Springtime in the Rocldes which es—
pecially appealed to some of these old bachelors, The 3lue Dymibe
too was very popular, Many of the old fellows had waltzed to it with
some dimly remembered sweetheart forty years before. The El Capitan
and Washinzton Post marches were anmong the nost popular two-step music
in the Dawson days of '98 and they too brought a far away look on sev-
eral faces, Harry Snowden was there and of course I had to put on
the Bolero, which was enthusiastically received by almost everyone,

It was explained to me how much the 3olero resembles the esldmo music,

After a while some of the home talent was induced to perfom.
Roy King sang an amusing ditty about "Every nation has a flag but the
coon." 0ld Carl in a surprisingly good voice sang MAfter the ball is
over," Floyd Iyde, youngest white person in camp (27) sang the
Marseillaise in a voice which almost 1lifted the roof, dirt and all,
off the house,

MEAIPSSEERRRRREES

Concerning the psychological tests I've been giving, I
speak merely statistically because it's too early to draw conclusions,
I have given the Stanford-3inet test to 13 adults of whom 10 have been
above normal, U have made almost perfect scores (i, e. have not
pissed on more than two tests) and only one has fallen as low as the
dull normal class, In the vocabulary part of the exanination 8 out
of 13 have nade as good or better than the standard for superior
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adults, This rather surprising result may be attributed, I suppose,
to the great acount of reading cone in here,

The five esdino and half-breed children have all been ahove
nornal and 1ittle Lorraine Green had an 1. Q. of 127 which according
to Terman 7ould place her among the top 3 per ceat of all children.
Harry Jonas, aged 6, vhen I was slving hiz the voecabulary test which
was too hard for him, finally rexarked in condemmation: '"fou do
something wrong to me, you salke e don't know, "

Lest someone should imazine because of these hish marlts that
I do not adhere strictly to the formula in giving the tests or nark
too leniently, I will affirm that I'n exceedingly strict and hard-
boiled in these respects because I don't lmow enough to be otherwise,
However, the natter of rapport of which the psycholozists make so rmch
is all in oy favor and indeed there really 1s no gquestion of raovort
with children who have ridden nmiles pigayback on the exarinerls
shoulders and playfully delight in pulling his whiskers.

PR TR L L

Now I will talke you over to the roadhouse vhere a dance is
going to be held. The tables all have been shoved down to one end
azainst tho counter which divides the Icitchen fron the rest of the
house, That leaves a clear floor space of about 20 x 24 feet, The
floor consists of planed but unpolished spmmce lumber, In one
corner near the door is o 1little shelf on vhich the portable phono—
graph which provides the rueic is sittinz, Near by is a table and an
umised stove over which the records are scattered, Anybody whon
the spirit moves is at liberty to play any record he feels liks.
Generally the men do this but occasionally a woman has some favorite
piece she wants and gets busy.

The women sit on one side of the dance floor, on chairs set
between bulky durlap sacks of sugar, flour and baans. After all it
is a practical roadhouse first and anyway there's no logical reason
¢hy 100 oounds of beans don't aake just as fitting an environment for
dancinz as glittering tinsel. The men recline mostly on the tables
and on the counter in front of that part of the roadhouse which is
a store and alsp on chairs squeezed in between. Occasionally a
man will sit with the wonen but not often, Thore are on the average
twice as many nale dancers present os females which is a great blessing
to the men and should he exhaustinz to the wozmen, but they seem to be
anagingly sturdy. 5

The women wear neat but not fancy dresses such as one
zight see on any normal working girl wio likes to make a fgood appear—
ance and has & 1ittle money to nale 1t with, They always look clean
and usually are fresh. The zen are not so particular and come in
their normal worlsing clothes: flannel shirts, no tle, badly wrinkled
trousers, plain rioccasins, such as they use every day along the trail,
The women, on the other hand, if they wear noccasins instead of
oxfords, always have fancy beading on thex,
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How let me introduce you to oy dancing partnars, First,
1111 take you up to Tobwk Mary, She is in the firat grade in
school, “ut lest you presume that I a- cradle robhing I will also
add that her son wWillie, aged 8, is in the third grade and her
granddaughter, 1ittle Kary, aged 5%, jg in the same class with
her, 014 Mary is U, but 1li'ce cost esldao women of thet age she
looks to be &0, Tior sidn is dry and parchmentlike, she has blue
tattoo marks all over her chin, Jut she is light as a feather
on her f=et, dances superbly, has a delicate figure sonething
like Pegzy Rankin and indeed when I dance Boolk For the Silver Lininz
with hor I might think it was Pegzy if 1 had more iragzination and
didn't loolr down at her.

Her daughter, Tissue Ulen, is a recoarkable girl., She is
stronz as an ox and once in a single day carried 75 pounds for 33
niles over a snowy trail, 3ut she is as quiet and refined as she
js stronz, and this is all the zore renarkable considering that as
a girl she used to see her Zother, night after night, dancing naked
in thelr cabin at Coldfoot for the mmseuent of the nminers who would
get her drun, When still just a 1little zirl Tissne becane preg—
nant and had a rather horrible experience with a crude abortion,

She is now very haphily narried to Jo Ulen, wireless operator, and has
two fine zirls, but the effect of her early mishap has been growing
sorse and she just left a couple of meeks ago for Portddnd to under=
7o a uterine operation.

Over here is Manmie Green, shoutins some pert renark across
the Tlnor to one of the son, She is a contemporary of Tissue's,
both are about 22, At the age of 16 she was married to Vaughan
Green, deputy U, S. Marshal for the district, @e was 47, Since
then one of the favorite biennial pasttimes of the Wisemanites
has beon guessing who nmight be the father of her child. This has
happened three times so far and the only thing which seems certain
is that Vaughan has been the father of nonme of them, 3ut he cheer—
fully lives the fiction that he kas and everybody is hapny, nost
of all Ma—ie who carries on a flirtation with every white —an under
50 in the camp. She herself is half Japanese and half Esldzo
with probably some Russian Slond. She 1s of the roly—oly type.
(Gee, Vauzhan hiuself just come in to chew the rag at this Juncture!)
She dances snd flirts better than any woman in canp and aizht fairly
be considered the reigning belle of Wiseaan.

2ut not for rmch lonzer. ILittle Lucy Jonas is coming right
along, She is only 1! now “ut in a couple of years she will have
the requisite poise and maturity, At present she is very bashful,
gigeles at every remark for fear of nissing sone supposedly clever
one, pets you continiously through the dance because, I inagine,
Manie told her the men litre that, and feels terribly edbarrassed
when you sten on her toes, She is quite the prettiest girl in
camp, She is in the fifth grade in school and doing remarkably
well considerinz that six years ago when she caze over from the
Arctic Ocean she couldn't speak a vord of English, In winter she
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lives luxuriously in the Jonas Igloo, yuilt of poles and mud and branches,
in sumzer less slegantly beside some Tinose which her father has shot, the
whole facily estadlishing houme wherever the animal expires, Sut all this
9s so far avove the standard of the bleak Arctic Coast that Iucy can hardly
believe that that was ever her mode of 1ife and she once exclained to

=e: Wust fancy, living in a snow housel "

Tacy's Marma, Mrs. Jopas or Kal-habuk as she is called in Zskioo,
is built along the lines of a cider jus, She loolrs young for an eskino
af 33, probably because she has sreferred seni-starvation to work. Despite
the loss of one aye she is quite good-looking, Considering that she was
2] when she first cane among <hite —en she has picked up their dances

remarkably well.

That homely little white wonan over there is Mrs, Pingel, She
dances about as you would expect from an ex—missionary of 53 who took up
dancing at the aze of 50,

Mrs, Wheeler, the other white wozan, is a grandoa, She has
one paralyzed leg but she drags it mazely through every dance. She says
when she dan't dance any more sha will be ready to die, She has two sons
1iving somevhere along the West Coast and two divorced lusbands, She 1is
one of the kindest women in the world, has given the old woman-starved
miners of the Koyuwhik just the sympathy they nezded and has been alzost
1ike a oother to the eskino girls just starting to raise fanilies like
Tissue and Manie, She told me: WI don't believe in charity. I belleve
in helpinz people to hels themselves. 1 told Tissue last year I wouldn't
sew for her, 1'd help her and show her how to do things and correct her
when she was wronz, Wt I woulda't be in here always and she'd have to
learn how to do things for herself,”

Enute Ellinzson, who has fallen in love with practically every
wozen, native and white, who has been in the Koyulawc during the past 31
years, had this to say absut her in cosparison with Mrs, Pingel.

1She's done more for this camp than any woman who's ever been
here. To hell with this 'come to Jesus' stuffl"

RASR R ER RS EFTERE

One thing I have been digzzing at quite hard dut not hard enough
is the esldno language. My aduiration for the mentality of these people,
already high, has been augmented when I marvel how any huzan beings cen
learn so difficult a languaze, The vocabulary in every day use seens to
be almost infinite. Already I mow several hundred words and yet I cen
scarcely be said to have commenced on the ordinary words which even a little
child lmows, Everything seess to have a different name for it 1In
English the front lez of an animal, the hind leg and the human leg are all
legs, merely differently nodified. In eslkkimo you have a tatlik , a ou-nik
and a pe—yul, Jut if you pronounce the last one mu—yuk you're not saying
Mesz"at all but "hair."

And that brinss ne to my next arraismment of the Eslkineo, or I
should say rore accurately the Kobuk tonsue, For every tribe has a diff-
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erent dialect and the ons I a= studyins is Kobule, In this language
Jjust the slishtest migoronunciatisn nay have disastrous effects on your
meaning, For examole, Zobuk Mary who has been one nf ny three chief
teachers, kad a cold in the eyes. 1 lmew that con-no-wmit-bit meant
Thow are you feeling! and I got frox one of oy other teachers, Harry
Snowden, that_e-dilc ncant ftgyes." So very proudly I zreeted old Mary
one morninz witn con-mo-wit-bit e-tilk, unconsciously substituting a "1
for a ™", To my chagrin Mery responded with most raucous laughter
and told me not to let Harry teach ne any Lore bad words, I finally
discovercd what =y mistake wes, that e—tik in ldng's English (vhich
assuredly wamn't the English used ia explaining oy error) oeesns "rectun®
and that I had gone up to Hary and asled: 'Miow do you feel in the
rectun, "

Sut in general things are going more encouraginzly. I greet
2y friends every morninz with con-no-wit-bit uv—lavalr and every night
with con-no-wit=bit uv-novals, I bid the: gZoodbye vith part-nusga-

ole—zii—nya, akk for a dance with all-a-luk, thanl then for it with

koya-runza, offer them a drink of water with ill-witch imir-ach tunze,
I can count from a—tor-asic to_da—limrut kee—berk and occasionally even
exclain pete-a—che ! in obscene exasperation.

I should like to conclude this section on the Kobuk lanzungze
with another joke on me, It secus the eskizmos have o nickmane of
siaryeixmimsrsxaf ke Kaniato

their owm, never complimentary, for every vhite person in the camp.

Mine is Na—pal-tulk lug—lu-nach, given because of ry boring into the trees
with ny increment horer, It is really a swell nate for a forester and
literally means "tree spoiler!"

P e e e et

I spent threc days in the woods with Martin, helping hixn cut
his winter's fuel supoly and incidentally mine, carrying the logs to
rollways and core recently hauling it to town by dog tean. This was
the first real wooZs work I'd done since the autuzm of 1927 when Gerry,
John Leney an? I logmed the Koch Plots at Priest River and it seened
quite exhilarating again even for =0 cluisy an axenan as I.

ARAERAREIR AR E RS

And now, even if this letter weren't as unconscionadbly long
as it is, I'2 have to quit it because the dog tean has Just come in
aith the first winter rmil. Aslendid teanm it is too with seventeen
sturdy huskies pulling at the harness. I rust go over to the roachouse
and get the latest news. /

TTTT Y

The nows is all from north of the Yulon, I haven't secn e
bit of news other than mersonal from the outside world in the more than
two monthe I have been in here, with two exceptions, Al Hetzlaf sent
me a full page fron the Fairbanks Daily News-Miner telling of the death
of Major General Allen, first white explorer of the Tanana and Kojulauk
rivers. It was he, you Xnow, who coomandel the Aray of Occupation in
Gernany after the World Waor., Asice froz his splendid early geographical
services I admire hii as the finest example of vhat a soldier can he
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at tho very best, Thanks to the kindness of Major Ahern, I had the
great pleasure of taking luncheon last March with the General and
enjoyed two hours of delightful conversation,

The other news book the form of a clipping from Dorothy
Cogzeshall, quoting a very clever letter written by our mutual hero,
Mr, Justice Holnes, These two itens represent the sun total of
ny lmowledze of what has transpired in the outside world since
August 23. 0f such vital news as aho won the Torld Series I cannot
guess, not even Imowing who won the pennants. 0f the progress of
econonic conditions and the terridle unerssloyzent I haven't gotten
a hint, On Tuesday two personal friends are up for governor,
Elisabeth Gilaan and Gifford Pinchot, yet not even the remotest
vibrations froa tthe active carpaigns 1 ¥mow they have waged have
reached ne, Strangdly enouch this 1ack of news does not trouble ne
and I don't feel any enthusiasn over the fact that the second-class
mail has just come and I can read in the Literary Digest, Tine,
The Pathfinder and the Natlon the news of the past months.

As for first class pail, none arrived this time it
having all come two weels Defore by the airplane which took the
Pingels, Mrs, Theeler and Tissue away. In that mail I received
34 letters which were a great joy and I hereby want to give general
thanics to all the kind senders, Later individual letters will be
forthecoming, The next mail arrives here about December 1 and
anything which left the Bast by October 2] will surely catch it,

As ever,

Bob,
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ROBERT MARSHALL
Wiseman
Aleska

Hovember 5, 1930,
Dear Family et al:

Election Day is one of the three great holidays of the year
in Wiseman. From all over the hills, for more than thirty miles distant,
the miners head for town, less to do their duty as citizens than to enjoy
the social hilarity. The diggings centering around Wiseman are so wide-
1y scattered, the extreme disvance between Jack Rooney's hole at Rooney
Lake and Dutch Henry's eniping on the South Fork being over 70 miles, that
many men who have been in the country for over quarter of a century have
never visited their friends' operation, But the general congregation in
Tigeman at Election Day, Christmas and Fourth of July furnishes the oppor—
tunity to keep in touch with ome another and to exchange ideas and thus
helps to make this geographically scattered commnity such a closely knit
one socially.

As much as a week before Election Day the first man drifted
in, and from then on by ones and twos and threes they came, some of the
nearer ones not until the day of voting, In town they would group to—
gether, and talk on many matters, put it was interesting to observe that
the subject of most animated conversation was their work, There are nine
outfits of from 2 to 4 men sinking holes this winter, and eight other
gsingle men going it alone, By Election Day most had started their holes
already and there was eager imquiry and recital in regard to what sort of
digzing was encountered, how deep it was going to be to bed rock, how the
hole lay with reference to the position of the river channel in the geologic
age when the gold was deposited, whether there would be cross-cutting,

47 it would be necessary to timber, There would be discussion of how the
gold might have washed dowm, differeoat geologic theories would be express-
=d and sometimes sharply contested, reasons would be advanced why such a
snot should be just as good as one 300 feet away where $80,000, had been
taken out, But they all knew it was a great gamble and that the hard
winter's work might not yield them enough to pay for the clothing they wore
out,

It all reminded me very much of scisntists discussing their
rescarch, Only I thinlc perhaps there was more genulne intersst and the
person who was being told about another's work was not so eager to inject
at any cost a recital of his own accomplishments,

Voting took place at the Pioaeer Hall, The polls opened at
elght in the moraing and closed at seven at night, There were three
Judges: Harry Foley, a Republican because his father had been a Demo~
crat: George Zaton, 2 Democrat because he and #im Ham Lewis had years ago
been delezates to the same democratic state convention in Washington; and
Albert Ness, a Socialist because he never could se: how a person could
believe in anything else, The voters stragzled in all day long end there
was much good natured banter, betweon thensclves and the judges, The most
important election was for territorial renresentative to Congress, the cand-
jdatesbeing Wickershaf, republican, and Grigsby, democrat, and Wickersha——
ites and Grigsbyites violently hut good naturedly urged the merites of their
candidates, But mobody toolt the election seriously and I think the gener-
21 sentiment was woll expressed by the following random remaricsi
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iItls a sure bat anyway that neither of them cares what happens
to us. "

Mhatever Tay the vote goos, things will be just the saue as ever
on the Koyulkuk vhen it's all over and the world will keep turning oxce
in 24 hours, "

MA1]1 thess politicians have the same motio: follow me and you'll
wear diamonds, otherwise I'1l put you ia jail,"

"Whichever one's clacted, we lmow both of them ought to be in
jail. " 1

After supper the judges counted the ballots, It mould have made
Senator or thinic he was in Utopia could he have been there to find that
50 out of 62 potential votors had cast their ballots and that one of them
had smowshoed 33 miles to do thie while two others had come 31 miles by
dozteam, Tut the cromd of 20 vho gathered to =match the counting of the
ballots didn't have the proper attitude for Utoplan citizens, It is true
they choered violently whea a vote for their candidate was reported and
jeered at the supporters of the rival candidacy, tut it was all a highly
f1ippant procedure, It reminded me very ruch of the cheering we used to
indulge in during our old sandpile horse-races then Fastest Fawn or Turle
jeh Coffee or Girl of the Gas Mines or John 3, Waterhole or one of the
other imeginary steeds would mako o great spurt,

After the votes werc counted there was a mesting of Igloo No.8,
Ploneers of Alaska, This is the one fraternsl order of the conmunity
tut unlike nost organizations of that sort it is almost completely demo—
cratic, Anybody who came to Alaska prior to Jamuary 1, 1906 can join,
There are no secrete and no member is ever favored, no non-member ever
discriminated against for that reason. All its property is shared by the
whole comrmnity, members and non-members alike, This includes a hall
where the bigszest dances are staged, a large phonograph, a library and a
fund for taking care of the sick who are broke., Since there is no civil
organization in the cortmnity the Pioneers function as a voluntary coopera-
tive for performing many of the tasks usually done by the local govermment,
They supervised the building of the airplans field, raised funds to buy
a wireless station, protested to the Post Office Departaent on the abomin-
ablo mall service., It was the result of this latter action which princi-
pally occupied this meeting vwhich I was invited to attend, Also to .y
surprisc they elected me as an honorary menber,

Shortly after that meeting wus over, at about 10 o'clock, the
Election Day dance comnenced, The Hall wae crowded, people sitting on
chairs and benches all the way around three sides of the 25 x 4o foot
roon, On a platform at the fourth end was the large orthophonic phono-—
graph which provided the music. At eleven olclock when the dance was at
its peak there were U5 people present, 28 men, 10 women, 7 children. The
dances Were delightfully varied compared with outside: not only the stand-
ard fox-trots and waltzes but also two-steps, schottiaches, heel—-and-toe
polkas and one swell square dance, But best of all were the native
dances.

At about mid-night Big Jim, the unerowned king of the Koyukuk
esltinos, jumped up at the close of one of the fox-trots and said in a

Digitized by the Hunt Institute for Botanical Documentation




-7

loud voice: "Now itls our turn," At this the whites all classed and
everybody around me vhispered what I already kmew that they were going

to stace a Eobuk dance, The four older esidmo wozen, who had been danc-
ing the white dances continuously since texn, filed out to the dressing
roo=. Jin sat dowa by his big base drun vhich had besn seat hiz from out-
side and Harry Snowden and Jonas sat on either side of hin, This, I was
told wns a very suall group. They uscd to have as many as 20 natives
dancing together,

Then Jin started teating the dmum, lightly at first, vhile he
and Harry and Jonas sang together at the top of their lungs a song vhich
at first sounded 1like just the ildest sort of cacophony. But pretty soon
sou noticed a stranse rhythn % overything and the sense of discord vanish-
ad, Ia perfect tinme to the rhythm Nalakluck, Eobulk Mary, Kecpuk and M s,
Jonas entered the room, all dressed up in their aost magnificent parkas
of caribou, sheep, wolf, wolverine and otter fur pieced togother in fameiful
design with animal tails hanging like tgssels all over the back, They sway—
ed bac= and forth to the music, arms ;mavizs rrastfolly in slow zotion,
They foimmed a semicircle on the floor arcund the men who were now singing
Jouder than ever, Jia kept beating the drua harder and Larder. Suddenly
Harry got up and went through the wildest gyrations, juaped up and down,
threw hies arus froa side to side, twisted his body and emitted the zost
disoal yells, But overything here too was done in perfect tine to Big .
Jim's beatingz and singinz, Indeed they all followed Jin as carefully as
an orchestra would follow ite conductor. After Harry was through Jonas
juzped up and danced and then Harsy returned again. In 81l the varlety of
contortions through vhich the tmo zen and in a later dance Jim went they
consistently held their bodies in cubistic shapesy the arzs and legs as they
juzped around would be held either straight or at right angles but never in
a curving way. The women on the other hand lept always ia haroonious
curves as they swayod back and forth, going through a sort of suscle dance,
Very much as in their every day lives they formed a baclground for the
activities of the men,

But all this dancing wos not meaningless lilec the white dances,
The sons vhick Jim sang as well as the dance had been made up by hizself
and reoresented a sort of history of his peoplets aigration froz the Xotmk
to the Koyukuwlk, I could understand quite a lot of the phrases and next
eveninz Jin explained me vhat I did not understand, You may be disappointed
in the realism of the story, Before reciting it I oust add that the words
of the story were continually interspersed with "Ya] Ya] Yal" and "Hanza!
Hanga! Hangal , -mch as we sometizes sing tra-la-la-la and doo-doo-ddo-doo,
Here in substance is the sonz which Jin sang.

Wl was out hunting all through the long sun and when I got
back I found my people were gone, But I found a few old people still
left and they told me that everyone had gone to the Koyukulz, BSo I cane
across the mountains and I found them living at Coldfoot with the white
peopla, 1 was all dirty so I asked for water to wash oy haads and when I
had washed they gave me food to eat and coffee to drink, I was very hapoy
because I lmew ny people had come to a good place where there were lots of
caribou and moose and sheep and bear and fox and lyax and plenty of fish
and trees to build houses, And all the white people were very good to
them, Then Christaas case ve went mp to Wisenan and 7e danced and sang
and tallted and ate at the roadhouse and had a very fine tine, "

A1l this actod out elahorately: aaazerent at finding peoplc
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zZone, tedious Journey to Koyukuk, washing lands, drinking coffee, pleasure,

At ona o'clock everyone repaired to the roadliouse where a lunch
of coffee, cake and sandmishes was served. About tmo the dancing re-
cormenced and an hour later there were still 27 people at the hall, When
the dance fimally broke up at 6:35 A, M, there were still 16 of us left.
These inmcluded five women who had danced every dance all night, Mrs, Jonas
in addition having participated in the Kobul dances, Manie Green had
spent the usual busy day which the sother of three young children in this
country must inevitably spend; Mrs. Wilson had walked up seven ailes froo
Tra Creels through the snow; while the other two, Mabel Marsan and Lucy
Jonas, had been occupied all day cooking dog-feed and going to school res—
pectiveély. Of the men vho stuck it throuzh Enute Ellingson, Hughlie Boyle
and George Zaton were all about 70 or older, Despite their age Knute and
George dance beautifully, in fact they're the two best dancers in Wiseman.
As & matter of fact, it was the older zen vho kept things going, Victor Neck,
Jokn Harvey, and I being the only ones under 50 to stick it out. Earry
Snowden, who went thru a1l the violent eskimo gyrations, also hung on throush
the last fox-trot.

ki
November 18

I az just back from a ten day trip up the Middle Fork to help
Jess Allen and Kenneth Harvey koul in their sheep meat which they shot
this fall, to see the country and to contimue my study of tree growth at
timberline, Jess is 51 and despite the loss of an amm is one of the
best woodsmen in camp, Kenneth, only 29, is the second youngest man
in Wiseman, This was the firet real mmshing (i. e, dog-sled travelling)
I had ever dome for serious purposes, We had two sleds with five dogs
for one and six forthe other, We took turns drivirg the sleds and running
ahead to pick the route, Qur journey was 62 miles up the Middle Fork to
the last blg forks in the river, within about 15 oiles of the Arctic Divide,
Here Jess and Harv had cached eight sheep, It took us three days to malce
the trip out and eix to come back, The first night we had an old trapoer's
cabin for shelter, after that we had only a tent with a stove which we
carried along with us,

My conclusion in regard to mushing without trail or prepared
ghelter may be swred briefly in the remark that it's the most damnably un—
comfortable work I lmow but that there are mouents of exhilaration which
you wouldn't exchanze for anythinz, Most of you caa drop the letter here
but a few with a penchant for detail may care to read further,

The first reason why this mid-winter mushing 1s such damnable
worle is that whenever the going is real heavy, which means whenever there's
deep snow or gravel bars to cross, you have to get out yourself and pull
with the doge. On this trip such work involved about a third of the dis-
tance and it seeus that psychologically as well as philogenetically man is
too far removed froz the beasts of burden to get much joy out of such labor,
The second reason is that wherever the going is just ordinarily heavy you
are supposed to run along bohind the sled so as not to overburden the dogs.
Its nothinz to trot several miles throush the 1light snow this way without
stopping. The third reason is that vhenever the going is real good on
glare ice and it's perfectly legitimate to hop on the sled and ride, ina
few minutes the wind and the 25 below zero atoosphere and your previous per-
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spiration combine to malee you so cold you're evea more uncomfortable than

in the first or second :iisery. In addition there are such trivial annoy-
ances as saow blowings in your face and the depression of startiag out before
the short Novesber dglight commences and apureclatiag all day that when
you're cone travelling you've zot four hours of tizht rustling to get ceamp
set up, mood cut, dozfecd cooked and sunoer prepared, And then of course
there are overilows aund they really rise abovc the class of trivisl offenses,
You see when it gets real cold the river at places freezrs solidly to the
botton. This dams the mater which is flowinz under the ice all wiater

and it bocks up and fimally flows out over the top of the ice by way of

same crack or airhole, Thus you find these overilows of water on top of
the ice. Often they're slazed over sn that you think they're good ice until
you brealk throuch, If you are woariag shoe—paclcs and the water doesa't

Zo over you're all right. 1f you're wearing moccasins, which are mach
warer, or if it does go over the top, your fect get soaked and then you've
zot to stop just as fast as you can, build a fire and dry out. Most of
the peonle vno have lost their fect in this rorth country and many who have
frozen to death had their catastrophe start on an overflow,

But aow for fhe exhilaration, and after all one ninute of
that makes up for an hour of the other, Snmotizes it comes standing on
the back of your sled, in the few mimtes before you get too cold, while
you're flying over smooth ice and living in the rhythm of your trotting tean,
Sorotinmes it comes then you lock up suddenly and notice some great towering
limestone crag, for the l{iddle Fork is bounded by any number of rock faces
fram 500 to 1500 feet high., Soretines it comes vhen you feel yourself
overcoming the distance botween you and your destination, overconing the
cold, overcoming the hard travellingz, overcoming 60 miles of an uninhabited
and seldon traversed milderness, Sometimes it comes over a longer period,
as that corning vhen we made that last lap om our journey to the Upper
Forks, There maa perfect weather for once, the goins was good, and we
could observe the whole nageant of a midwinter Arétic morning growing out
of a midminter Aretic nisht, It was full starlight wvhen we started, headinz
straight on the course tovard Polaris, After half en hour the black siy
in which the stars twimi<lod brightly and coldly commenced to turn gray and
the stars slowly faded, The gray became faintly blue and then a single
snowy pealt in the northwest showed a tip of piniz, So gradually you could
hardly notice it advancing, the pink spread from peak to peak until all the
gurits to the north and nest were colored. The pink kept creeping dowmn
the slopes, changing so immercentibly in color that 1t wee a surprise when
you noticed the pin't was all gone and the whole mountainsides were bathed
in a golden spray, cragzy peaXs, snowfields, darlk spruce timber, everything,
And then all of a sudden, after a whole moraing of ehadow, there was a wide
bend in the river and at hizh noon we drove out inte the sunlight,

We reached our destination at the Upper Forls that after—
anon shortly after nne, It was gettinz constantly colder and we couldn't
worlc hard enouzh settinz up canp to keep wam. We had to stop frequently
and warmed our feet and hands by the fire where the cormmeal was coolcing
for the dogs. But by 5:30 all the chores were completed and we retired
to the well-heated tent for supper and repose.

That niskt of November 10 probably cost of you were
spending comfortably in steamheated roons in the heart of steaheated cities.
That nizht near the arctic divide, though tho thermometer did drop to LO
below and we had only o thin canvas shelter, we probably spent scarcely less
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sonfortably. But ours mas a sinzle oasis of warath and comfort in thou-
sands of square miles of freezing wilderness, That same night, eight ailes
helow us, Albert Nass was forced by darimess to stop and he shivered throuzh
a miserable nizht by an inadequate siwash fire.

That nizht also marked the tragic conclusion in the romance
of Martin's cousin, Leo Slisco, Leo's father had made a saall fortune at
Home, With plenty of money and unusually good looks Lec had run riot among
the chorus girls of Frisco, had married and gotten divorced from & prominent
West Coast actrass and a night club gueen, had twice contracted and been
cured of syphilis and was now an advanced dope addict, Broke, sick, just
sver his second divorce, he had deternined to come to Tiseman and his cousia
and start 1ife azain, Reaching Fairbanlcs the suthorities jugsced him a month
for disorderly conduct while under the influence of hop and refused to allow
him to come to the Koyulmix by plame, So he set out over the 320 nile trail
from Nenana, There was a roadhouse 18 miles out. Leo epparently had zone
17 of them when it must have gotten dark and certainly very cold, Inade-
quately clothed, umsed to the morth country, dissipated I can perfectly
pleture the cold horror which rmst have seized hin when darimess cane on and
no shelter yas reached. Ee probably felt that he had travelled at least
30 miles and smst surely be on the wrong trall, that his only hope for 1life
was to return, Anyway, when one mile from shelter he wheeled around and
backtracked, Next moraing they piclzed him up by the side of the road in
a sitting posture, frozen stiff, Like so nany others he had only sat dovn
to rest a minuts which suddenly becane eternity.

Next morains from our shelter Harvey set out straight up the
mountain opoosite camp in quest of more sheep, Jess and I started upstrean,
We had gone @ mile and a half vhen Harv came running up with the news that
Nees had just driven into camp, with a message for Jess to return at once
because Mre, Allen was sicl, Te all returned to camp and found there was
nothing critically wronz but that her mind was affected quite badly, She
had shown traces of insanity on and off for the past two years, appareatly
a cooplication of going through chanse of 1ife.

The way this case was handled by the cormunity was typical
of how such emergencles are met on this frontier, It was essential for
Jess to be gotten, everyone around town could see that, So Marsans volunteer
ed their doge and sled and Albert Ness volunteered a week of his time and
considerable misery and set out after us. As I have already related, he had
to siwash cut one night in the bitter cold. But all this was considered
merely the normal neighborliness of the frontier and Albert expected no
thanks and would have been indignant at any offer of money.

1t was too late for Jess to start baclk to Wiseman shat day
but next morning he was off before dayll-ht and with six dogs malking his
empty sled fly down tho river he reached town by night, Meanvhile, there
being nothinz to be done then, I set out again for the divide between the
Eoyukuk and Chandalar. The two streaus were but three quarters of a mile
apart and were connected by a very low pass rising only 50 feet above the
Chandalar Valley and 500 above the Koyulouk, It was bleak and windswept
this frizid oid-Novesber afternoon and with the thermomefer still below 30,
snapping photosrashs with a cut-film camera was o chilly pastime, to £ it
nildly, But there was a joy in slidinz on the ice of the Chandalar U0 oiles
above where any other Tiseman vwhite man hod beem, a joy in seeing the rugzed
arctic divide only 10 niles amay, 1it by the last sunlight of the short
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afternosn and especially az exhilaration in coasting 500 feel into the Koyu-
101‘-

Returning to camp I stopped at the last timber. By dint of
smch pressure and at the srice of numerous shivers and some profanity I
bored nine different trees, The azes and distribution of the timber gave
beautiful confirmation to my theory on the advance of the northern timberline,
When I got to camp I just had time before darlmess to cruise a quarter acre
sample plot in the heavy timber surrounding us, It would be quite discon-
certing to those who hold the commonly accepted theory of a stunted northern
timberline to learn that just a mile and a half away were trees 18 inches in
dianeter.

Albert Ness stayed with us to help haul the meat back to
Wiseaan, It took us six days to return because the loads were so heavy we
had to double haul more than half the distance, that is split the load and
haul tdice over the same ground, It was hard work but the nights in camp
vwere very pleasant, Ness is 2 remarkably well read man and his interests
are wide, Harvey loves to talk about guns and hunting better than anything
else, but when you get him off those subjects he has very interesting ideas,
The following topics jotted do'm one evening are typical of the subject matter
of our conversations in which I always let them take the lead. v

1, Houdini 16. Geozraphy of upoer Bettles Biver
2. Heredity vs, environzent 17. Spiritualism
E. Genes and heredity. 18, Psychoanalysis,
. Health, 19, Protons and electrons.
2. Medicine, 20, President Harding.
. 3Birth Control. 21. Rottenness of American govern-
7. TFree discussion of sex essentlal, ~ zent today.
8, 4All of us agnostics, 22, Life in here happler than outside
9., Dogs. the 2&. Mining.
10, Creasy, the one negro in/Koyulouic 24, An experience of iHess breaking
11. BRace prejudice, thru ice.
12, What fine people the eskimos are, 22. General Miles.
13. Terrible treatment of Indians « Jefferson, Hanilton, Washington
. outside, 27. Woodward's biography of Wash-
14, A huntinz experionce of Harvey, ington praised by Ness.
16. Thrilling experience of Ness 28, Hypocrisy and narrosmess of
during 30 years in northern ralizion,
wilderness. 29, Crime due to example of wealthy.
30, Blg companies rule lives of
ecployees,

This letter will go out in a day or two by plane, Mrs, Allen
wae judged insane last nisht by jury as required by the laws of Alaska, and
consequently the Territory can now take her to the sanitarium at Morningside
for proper treatment, It is a perfectly clear case of paraphrenia and she
is obviously in the seconi stage whero the patients have well-systematized
delusions of persecution, She thinks there is an elaborate plot to poison
the peonle of Wisenan, one by one, to break up the school, and especially to
do away with her because she has fouzht so hard to keep the school here,

She has also done a lot of reading lately on thought transference and I was
rather flabbergasted when I returned to town to find that I had flashed her
peychic nessases 62 miles domn the river that there was gasoline in the coal
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0il, strychnine in the prunes and arsenic in the flour.

Jess is all brozen up but he has sense enouzh to ses that it is
irmerative that she be taken vhere she can set treataent, He comes in
to see me two or three tines a day and havingz chosen 2e as the person an
—hon to unburden has unfolded a most poisnant psycholozicel tragedy in
which a domineering fanily, suporession of sexual informatioa, a lonely
childhond, avsence of any frieads, terrible fear of being an old maid and
abnorrence of sexual intercourse have played a part. All this has hapoened
in spite of the fact that ifre. Allen has the best forual education of anyone
in TWiseran with tmo years of sraduate work at Wellesley on top of a four
year college course, aad in spite of the fact that her brother, Dr, C, is
head of one of the bigzest medical clinics on the West Coast,

It was izportant for the hearing last night to get jurors vwho had
modern ideas in regard to insanity. Again 1t mas typical of this frontier
spirit that when I walzed up to Hammond River yesterday to ask Verne Watts,
Victor Neck and Harvey to come dowm, they dropped their work imnediately
and wallked the six snowy miles to town and then after the hearing at 9:30
at night trudged the six long miles back, all without the slightest feeling
of havings done anything heroie,

Bob,.

-
-
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ROBERT MARSHALL
WISEMAN
ALASKA

January 27, 1931,

Dear Family et al:

Since nothing very thrilling has happened during January, other than the return
of the sun after an absence of & month, I shall devote this letter to making you better

acquainted with some of my Eskimo friends,

0f course the place to begin is at the cabin of Fig Jim and Nalkuchluk, for this
is the center, sooial, spiritual, and economic, of the native population of Wiseman,
I think the economic is most important, for T can't see any other sufficlent reason for
Jim's immense prestige among the natives here, which makes most of them look up to him
for leadership in all the important problems which sconfront them, He is not & medicine
ran: there are none in Wiseman, He is not the oldest native here: that superlative
belongs to Oxadalk, He is not the best musher: that honor goes to Riley, He is not the
ablest hunter: Herry Srowden beats him in that respect, And of course Big Charlie and
Jonas have the pretty daughters, But one thing Jim always has possessed has been an
amazing amount of energy which has sent him out to the trap lines, out on the hunt,
dovn the river hauling freight, when the other natives were idling around tewn, In
addition, his word has alweys been scrupulously kept, so that the store has given him
large credits, Consequently, Jim has invariably had more food, more worldly wealth
in general than any of the other natives, With the prevalent Eskimo custom of potlateh~
ing, dividing up whenever one has more than the others, Eig Jim has been the prineiple
support of the entire Eskimo commnity, MNany winters Jonas, who iz perhaps the laziest
man in the world, has fed his whole family of six, principally on the meat which
Big Jim has shot, In addition to this economic prestige Jim is wise, kind, and without
favoritism, so it is quite natural that he should be the leader, and his large, clean
cabin the commrpal center of the Eskimos of TWiseman,

Perhaps some night, after supper and half an hour of chewing the rag around the

house, I decide to pay Big Jim a visit, Bo I start across the town., First, dom
the main street, mcross the Wiseman Creek bridge, with yellow light pouring out on the
snow from & couple of cabins to my right, and moonlight flooding the whole frozen valley
of thy river to my left, Then at the store I turn and cut diagonally back from the
river, passing more snowcovered cabins with cheery lamplight in the windows, and also
several deserted omes, looking even by moonlight very black and cold, All the while
the/bright waves of the aurora flicker in the sky overhead, and the stars twinkle in
the thirty below air like shuttering megnesium powder,

I open the door to Jim's ocache, which serves for the storage of all non-perish-
ables as well as for a vestibule, and then open the inner door and enter the house,
Jim smiles cordially and says a hearty Honnowitbiteh (how are you?), and of course I
reply Nakurunge (I am fine,) Nakuchluk leughe, says Alapas (it's cold), and I say
Alapas apie apie (it?s too cold), and then everybody laughs and they all continue with
whaE They were talking about when I entered,

My Eskimo vooabulary is still so limited (only sbout 700 words) that it is
quite an effort to follow the conversation at all, and try as I will, I continually
lose the train of thought altogether, So I will take the easier course and deseribe
what I observe after I repose myself on the floor, perhaps beside Cupuk,
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At one end of the single room of the large eabin, which measures 14 x 32 feet,
all the wonen are sested on the floor, Nakuchluk is working on some skins, seraping
them thin with en amazing collection of horemade Instruments, sorme iron, some bone,
sore obsidian, She sits with her legs straight out in front of her, her body bent
forward, her head bowed over the siin on which she is working, She is a little, dried
up old woran, wrinkles all over her face, but with the sweetest ochildieh smile, All
the while she works she hums, except when she breaks into the conversation, which 1s

often,

Beside her, smoking an 18 inch long pipe, with lege also straight in front of
her, sits old Utoysk, most elderly woman in camp, She is probably sbout 70, She is
very quiet, seldom smiles, seldom even sings. Although she has lived intermittently
among the Whites for a dozen years I have never heard her speak even one word of
English, I think she is entering dotage, and I imagine that her mind strays most
the time over the windswept turdra to the morth where she wandered for more than half
a century, She 15 the most tattoced woman in camp, with five blue lines running from
her lower 1ip to the tip of her chin, whereas her closest rival, Nakuchluk, has only
got three to beautify this part of her face,

Beyond Utoyak sits Kalhabuk, youthful rother of four strapping Jonas ehildren,
and wife of the Lazy Joras, BShe is the most powerful woman I have ever lmowm, When
the store turred down four years ego, and all the people around carried out everything
they could in the few minutes before they were driven out, Kalhabuk emerged several
times with an hundred pound sack of flour on her shoulder and a fifty pound sack under
one arm, I am sure she could lick three out of four men in Viseman in a fight, But
the test could never conme off, because she is the most placid of mortmls, and takes
everything as it comes along in the greatest good humor, ircluding Jones'! indolence.
If you ask her why she doesn't make him work she replies vaguely: "Oh, thatts all
right,” She exerts almost no parental authority over her children, She 1is simply
orazy over her daughter Iucy, and would, I believe, sacrifice almost anything to make
her heppy. She sits there with a cynical emile on her face, unless ghe is laughing
or yawning, and peacefully smokes her pipe,

Between me and Kalhabuk sits Cupuk, She is sbout 26, She married Louls Sackett,
o netive from Alatna, who soon after ditched her and left for the Kobuk, Her face is
homely, her back deformed, her temper rather fiery, her I.3, low, so the poor girl
hag had rather s hard time plcking up another man, Externally she keeps up & jolly,
lively eppearance, and a& I sit beside her she Jokes, and nudges xe, and whispers about
licentious dreams, but I kuow that underneath she is terribly depressed.

In the certer of the room, facing the women, Big Jim, Oxadak, and Arctic Johnie
sit on chairs, Big Jim is about 65, He has closely cropped gray hair, bright eyes,
a protruding jaw with a little stubble on it, On either side of his routh are two
holes into which he used to insert ivory ornaments for the dance, One hole has all
closed up, but you can observe soup oozing through the other when he eats, Tis clearly
enunciated volce is always the dorinant oue in the conversation, His wrinkled forehead
and a worried look in his eyes mnke you fiel he must have kmown great tragedy, until
he smiles when you forget everything except his sincere geniality,

Oxadak 15 a couple of years older, He is Utoyak's husband, He speaks hardly
any English either, tut is much jollier than his wife, He has o deep, base voice, in
striking contrast to the high pitched voices of the other Eskimos, Arotic Johnie, his
adopted son, is a surly looking native of perhaps 36 years, He seens solemn and
rorose, and this impression is accentueted by his very dark skin, the other Eskimos
here being as light as derk complexioned Whites, He dresees exquisitely, mostly in
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furs, and seems to take great pride in his personal appearance, About ten years ago
he brought down his wife, Loulge, from the Arctic and she refused to go back with him,
This Novenber he came in with his wife, Annie,

I sit beside Cupuk and watch them all: Big Jim and Oxadak talking in loud,
guttural voloes together; Nakuchluk working; Utoyak smoking her pipe; Kalhabuk smiling
across at mey Cupuk whispering about the dreanm she had last night; all the women, now
ohattering together, now singing in s low voice, now breaking irto the conversation
of the men, Very frequently everybody in the room rocks with laughter, Sometlimes
Big Jim tells me in English what the joke wis about. Here is ome typical story, in
the exact words which he used to explain it, which caused everyboedy to roar, made
Big Jim pretty nearly break down leughirg before he could finish it, and almost ocom=
pelled Nakuchluk to choke, Remenber that him, as the Eskimos use it, weans it as wellas
him,

"Long tire ngo, me young man, six men go hunt., Take him nlong fish, take him
along seal oil, pack them over, Fretty soon no rore grub, all gone, he no lagt long,
somebody get him little bit of flour from ship, No steamboat, Ship,.

"Make oamp, old man get him over close to fire all time, no one else get close,
Take off parky, all time close fire. Turn one side to fire, turn other side to fire,
no keep him warm, Young man fix it up, mix him flour in frying pan, no grease in 1%,
put him on fire, B8ays, 'Here, old man, You all time too close fire, you hold him
pan,! 0ld man says he no savvy make hot cake, Young fellow give it to him right
away, says: 'You hold it,!

"Pretty soon hot cake burn him on bottom, Young fellow says: 'You turn him,
Move him,'! Hot cake no cook him on top &t all, 0ld man shake him 1little bit higher,
little bit higher, little more up, up, up, up, up above him head, (all the while Jim
talke his whole attention is concentrated in ascting out what he is telling, the old
men shaking the frying pen and gradually raising it until it is high sbove his head,
and at the same time nervously uncertain of how he should flap the hot cake over)
pretty soon throw him up, pretty soon (hot cake) fall, hit him over head, old man turn
head round, pretty soor he (hot eake) roll him down back of head, Hot cake stick him
there on neck behind, no parky, no nothing, Everybody laugh then, old man roll down
in gnow, take him out, 01d man no mad, he laugh too."

Stories like this, of funny or ridiculous experiences, both of themselves and
their friends, form one of their favorite subjects of conversation, Hunting experiences,
and especially current discussions of where the game is now are of special interest,

So too are peographical discussions, how the rivers fork, where the passes lie, where
the niggerheands are especially bad, But the favorite topic of all seems to be gossip,
for they are for the most part very catty, and always are down on at least one of
their number about whom they can't make mean emough renarks,

Often late in the evening Jim will bring in the bass drum, while Oxadak and
Johnie will take the little omes, and then everyone joins in singing until the rafiers
fairly ring to the stirring music of Tunga Chunga and A Yah Yah E Yah,

II.

When Big Jim was etill a young man in his native Sellawlk country along Hotzebue
sound, just north of the Bering Straits, he fell under the influence of the Missionaries,
Their teachinge became the dominant force in his life, All the complexities of nature,
all the perplexity of how the infinitely wvaried world he kmew came to be, all the fear
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provoking superstitions, were simply resolved in o perfect faith thet a beneficent God,
not so different in character than Jim himself only infinitely greater, had ecreated the
universe for the happiness of mankind, In a severe life in which young friends were
continually being carried violently to death, in which beloved parents died and apparent=
1y rotted away, it was very ocomsoling to learn that after death everybody would be re-
united in an existence infinitely happier than that on =sarth, "We lmow nothing about
all this, me no know how earth come, till me learn God bueiness, Now me learn God
business, everything fine,"

But Jim's relipion, which eases his mind of worries, and teaches him to live a
1ife which sincerely strives to follow the admonitions of the Ten Commandments and the
Sermon on the Mount, is far from a puritanical ore, He decries the missions which
forbld the natives to dence., He likes to see people happy all the time, He drinks
when he oan get something, though unlike almost all the other drinking natives, he
almost never gets drunk, He smokes, dances, sings, has sexual intercourse, and isnit
ashamed of any of them, He doesn’t even resent his wife going to bed with whome
ever she wills when he is mway, These liberal beliefs he cleims to owe to the fazous
Archdeacor Stuck (first climber of Mount MeKinley)., I fimgine if Jim were asked to
name the three greatest people in the history of the world he would enumerate Cod,
Jesus and Archdeacon Stuck,

Jim's morning program when he is out in the hills is s follows: "Just get up,
pray first and sing little bit, He no forget anything you pray him, God, Some people
forget him pray, no help him God, TWhite people, native people, all same (to) God,
£11 of us just like brothere, Then me build him fire, Pretty soon sing sore more,
singing good morning, sing pretty hard, open him lung, feel pretty good. MNe never
sick, eing hard morning, Feel fine, Nakuchluk sing too,"

He is entirely fearless of any of the nany dangers of the North. He is so
exceedingly competent that despite sixty years of wandering in the wildermess he has
never seriously frozen himself, never even suffered a single major injury, About five
years ago he killed a bear near Coldfoot with an axe, When I asked him if he wasn't
scared he replied: "Dogs scared, me no scared, Ne scared of bear, he kill me all
right, Me no scared, he mo kill me,"

Although Jim is no medicine man, he has many practical home remedies, Here ia.
his attitude toward bolls,

"I see him boiling business sickness lots, He bust, he no all come out, he
grow again, You cut him, you no cleen him good, bire by he come back again. You keep
him rotten all time, put on rag, put on soap, chew up sinew, put him on, keep him warm
with cotton, then pretty soon he get very rotten, you ciean him good knife then, mo
more come out, 0l1d man, me father and me father!s father all teach him that, Call him
boiling business,"

Which in other words simply means, wait until the boil is ripe before lamoing.

Both Jim and Nakuchluk have teken the kindest interest imaginable in me, Jim
says: "You know me boy, Johnie? You all same me boy," And Nakuchluk says: "le be your
mamra," So they have done the loveliest sort of unexpected things, brought me old
trinkets which they took from the Arctic, made fancy gloves and fur boots for me,
shown me how to rake fire without matches., Especially Jim has delighted in teaching
me how to talk, how to sing, how to dance in Kobuk fashion, He iz a severe teacher
in that he insists that what he teaches ba learned exuetly right, He may take few
minutes to get me to say & single word just correctly, He makes me wateh his lips,
ghows me where his tongue is placed for each sound, If I make the slightest mistake
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he shakes his head and says: "No good. No good at ell," Put when I get 1f right he
beams all over, as if he'd just gotten a silver fox in his trap, and he encourages me
to further effort with his happy "aurigal" He had a terrible Job teaching me %o dance,
my rythmieal sense being so poorly developed, but he would encourage me with remarks
like: "Learn to sing, dance together just like telegraph, Hard work at first. Frebty
spon you learn him, no more hard work, fun all time,"

III.

Ike Spinks told me that I must be sure to get the atory from Nakuchluk ~f how
Peluk, her first husband, disappeared, Ike said the only way to get it really right
wes to walt until Rig Jim was gone some night, and then go to bed with the old woman,
T didn't think it wes necessary to adopt such heroic meansures, tut I did think che
might be less inhibited in telling her tale if Jim wmsn't around, so I came over one
everning when Jim was off to the Nosgulto Fork, This is the story I got, about one
gquarter from her Eskimo, about one half from her English, end about guarter from
Cupuk's excellent translatlons,

The whole trouble commenced one spring, some thirty-three years ago, when an
unknown Eskino, encamped on the tundra along the Aretic Coast, heaved a stone at his
dogs who were barking, Now it chanced that the trajectory of this misslile, instead
of carrying it to the ribs of one of the raucous canines, collided with the siull of
a passing Eskimo named Mukollik, Mikollik dropped unconscious to the ground, and his
loving wife, Missonik, rushed posthaste to Peluk, who was o great Medicine menm,

FPlease do not think I am exaggerating his prominence, I will guote you one
little exarple of his miraculous ability, just as his own wife Nakuchluk told me about
it, to prove to you his votency, "Man sick, Feluk put big bugson him, big 'buga.
Pretty soon he teke them off, swallow them himself, bime by vomit them up, Eet
all bebter again, pretty soon he all well,"

As soon ag Peluk saw Mukollik he realized his case wes very grave, But extra-
ordinary conditions may sometimes be cured by extraordinary measures, so he prescribed
this urusual treatment, that he, Peluk, should have sexual intercourse with Mikollik!s
wife, Nevertheless, Mukollik died,

Now Tunach, the devil, was exceedingly wrath for he did not approve of adultery
with the prospective widow as a treatment for a fractured skull, So he gave Peluk to
understand that he had better beware, Then Peluk explained to Nakuchluk that Tunach
would surely get him if she ever let Peluk get out of her sight, that to cirocumwent
Tunach she muist always follow Peluk wherever he went, Peluk also told Nakuchlul that
if Tunach ever did capture him he would try his best to get back, but that she must
never allow any men to live with her or he could not return,

In the sutum of that year Peluk and Nelkuchluk headed for the Arctic divide to
try their luck on the Koyukuk, They crossed over at the head of John River, and food
having run short, spent some time there snaring rabbite and ptarmigan, One day they
spied some caribou on the hillside a short distance above them, This was rare luck,
and Peluk hastened to get his gun, He left Naluchluk to attend to the snares, but
cautioned her to keep an eye on him constantly,

She watched him mount the hill, but es he approached the caribou they started
to walk away, Pretty soon they disappeared behind a little hummock, Fes followsd them,
and she continued working on her snares, expecting him to reappear at cny moment, But
he didn't, The short December day drew to a close and still no Peluk, She spent a
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gleepless night in their sikin shelter, and at first daylight started out to hunt for
him, But the wind had blown during the night, and Peluk's tracks were all covered
over, 8o she saw not the faintest trace of him, The next day she set out again, look=
ing for him, and the next day, and the next, But all in vain, Teluk had vanished as
oompletely as the flowers of summer,

A few days later a couple of hunters from the Arctic passed by her camp, They
joined her 4in the hunt, and slept that night in her shelter, Next morning when they
went outside they saw Feluk's fresh snowshoe tracks coming almost to the shelter, and
then abruptly ending, There were no back tracks, Tunach had smatched him egain when
he was almost to safety,

The hunters wanted her to come along with them, but she refused to go, Maybe
she could still find Peluk, Naybe he would try to come back again, She would stay
+here witheut a gun, living on what ptarmigen and rabbits ghe could snere, and hunt
for FPeluk every day.

"}Me look round, me look round lot, me look round every day, me no find him,
¥e no find him at all nothing, Every morning, me wake up, me go outside, put him ear
on snow, listen, maybe me hear him come, Him no core, Me hear nothing, me hear
nothing, only wind, only wolf howl, only ice break him, MNe snare few ptarmigan, no
more rabbit, Dog die, no nuff ptarmigan (for) me (and) dog. Me get pretty poor,
pretty near me die too, Bime by sun come up, pretty soon lots people come along, Xe
pretty glad, me so glad me forget Peluk,"

Of course they came into her shelter, men and women both, and she told them the
story of her misfortunes, While they were talking they heard a sound outside, like
the wind, and sew a men's gshadow on the snow,

MtHal Peluk come homel! everybody say, Me run out, look, nobody, just blaock
shadow, Bime by me look again, no shadow at all, nothing, MNe never see Peluk again,
me never see him no more,"

IV,

One night when I was over alome with Big Jim, learning to sing, there was a
frenzied Imooking at the door. Jim opened it, and tliere were Bessie and Jemnle,
alnost choked with orying,

"My Cherlie dying," Bessie wailed, "He coughed up bleod, heis bleeding from
the lungs, come gquick,"

Then she and Jennie started back on the run to their tiny cabin, about 50 yards
awey, and Jim and I followed, On the way, Jim made a very practical division of labor,
He said: "Me make praying business, you give him medicine,"

And so it was arranged, When we got inside the cabin Jim immediately flopped
dovn on his kmees, and, with bowed head, commenced an earnest prayer for Charliels
recovery, Charlie was sitting at the edge of his bed, bent over an old butter can
which was used as a cuspidor, and now and then spitting out a 1ittle blood, It was
a slight hemorrhage, and on the spur of the moment I could think of no medicine to give
him except to have him lie down, &s quietly as possible, and to loosen everything tight
ebout his olothing, which was almost nothing., When these simple operations were oonm-
pleted I joined Jim on the floor, and helped with the "Amen" in which Jemnnie slso
Joined, but Bessie shook so with sobbing ehe could not enunciate a sound,
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I have never seen such a picture of complete, woebegone misery as Bessie
presented, You would have thought she was watohing her husband and daughter being
burned at the stake, No, it was worse than that, for in such an event she would perhaps
have mercifully fainted, Now all she could do was stand and howl and shake, with a
look like & woran of ninety on a face which chromologicelly was only 33 years old,
After a while, when the bleeding had stopped, she managed to splutter out a few phrases,

"Oh, my poor Charlie,---- Why did I ever ocome to Wiseman. ---- If Charlie dies
I rather be dead, ---- That's how I lost my two little children already, ---- Narie
was sitting right besidere sewing, ---- A1l of a sudden she started choking., ---- Whole
lot of blood come up, just like this, =--- In a few minutes she was dend, ---- I wish
I was never born, ---=- I wish I was in Bettles, ---- Oh, my poor, poor Charlie, =-=---

Then she would lay her head on Charlie's chest and just sob again, until I would
have to impress on her that it was essential that Charlie be kept quiet,

Mearwhile Charlie took the whole matter with stoical indifference, He wasn't
the least bit excited about the blood, mesured Bessie that he felt a whole lot better
gince he had ocoughed it up, that the cold which had been bothering him for two monthe
would now be cured in no time, He said to me, with philosophiecal resignation: "Funny
thing, my Bessie, Me get sick, anyone get sick, she act just like crazy. She love
me too much, I guess, Funny thing,"

And Bessie, with great heaving of her breasts, sobbed out: "I can't help it,"

V.

After that evening I came on exceptionally intimate terms with the Suockiks, as
they call themselves for that is Big Charlie's Eskimo name, and the last name which the
whole family has adopted, Bit by bit, I have picked up both their biography and their
philosophy.

Big Charlie wes & native of the Kobuk country, where as & boy he grew up largely
on caribou, seal oil, berries, and fish, In 1898, when he was sixteen, he and his
father set out on an all summer's hunt across the Endicott Range to the Koyukuk, It
wag here that they met the first white men they had ever seen, I will let Charlie tell
the story,

"First white man I ever saw down below Bettles, '98, MNe and old man come over
from Kobuk down head of John River, We see white thing like emoke against hill, and we
go see what it is, Pretty soon we see man, look different any many I ever see, He
say: 'Hellol' I don't evonsavvy hello, He give me tobamcco, and I smoke that fine,
Pretty soon he motion like this (maxing beckoning motion), Then me and old man follow.
Then he walk a little ways and motion mgain, and we follow some more, Pretty soon I
says to old man: 'Maybe he want us to go with him,t

"Then we follow him, and pretty soon we see big boat in slough. We never see
anything like that, white smoke coming out and everything, and we scared, But he go
on board over gangplank, and pretty soon he go down in ecabin, and come out with tobaceo,
and throw it at us, We know that, and when he motion some more we think he all right,
80 we come on over gangplank, Then he take us down to cabin and make motion, and long
time we no savvy nothing, But then old man says to me: tMaybe he wants us fetoh him
caribou skins, he give us tobacco,!
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fThen he take us to other cabin, and we set down at teble, I never see him

table before, Funny thing, Then man come in and bring all sort of grub, set hin on
table, I know nothing about that sort of grub, I don't imow nothing about use him
fork, I no savvy plate, I no lmow which way to hold kmife and fork, Pretty soon I

eat bread ard tes, I kmow that all right, Fretty soon white man put something yellow
or bread, Pretty soon I swallow it, pretty scon it go down just like strong whisky.

T feel it go all the way down to storach, it burn like fire in stomach, My papa all
scared, he try doctor re up this way with honds, blow on me, Pretty soon I all better,

"Stay four days, pretty scon I like white man's gun, He show me bullets, 30=30,
and I think he too small to kill anything with, I think his gun bum, no go for nothing,

"gs fellows no savvy white language for long time, Pretty soon we find native
boy, he savvy guickly, he tell us few words, Then we lmow few words, pretty soon we
learn real guick,"

The year tefore Charlie cams over from the Arotic, Bessie was born souewhere
down the river near the mouth of the South Fork, Her people were Koyulkuk Indians, and
she had the childhood which most Koyukuk girls must undergo of terribly hard labor be-
fore she was ten years old, packing huge loads of wood, working on the gee-pole, ocuring
the meat which the men cooked, I have heard the life of the Koyukuk girls described
by & white man who has lived a great deal among that race "as part way between how we
treat our children and our dogs, but a whole lot nearer the dogs,"

When she was still a tiny baby her father, Big William, had taken sympathy on
his brother, Big Betes, who had just lost his only child, and had given Bessie to him
and his wife to raise, At eleven she went to work at the roadhouse in Bettles, and for
five years she stayed there, walting on tables, helping in the kitchen, danecing all
night long, drinking heavily, smoking, giving the men who stopped there freguent
sexual gratification, She learned there, both the white language and the white custons,

Meanwhile Big Charlie had prospered exceedingly well in the Koyukuk, He was
strong, energetic, intelligent, lucky, and made good money, mining in the summers
trapping, hunting, and freighting in the winter, He was scrupulously honest, and the
old Northern Commercial Company often trusted him with the transportation of several
thousand dollare in gold, At ore time he had over $2,000 deposited at the Northern
Comnmercial store, which was something absolutely unprecedented among the natives, He
made his home iIn Bettles, living right next door to Bessie's hore,

In the spring of 1913, shortly after the breakup, Charlie wes starting out for
a spumer up the John River, As he was about to shove his boat off, Bessie came down
to say goodbye, GShe had liked him very well for years, had come to think of himas a
big brother, in fact called him brother, When she came down this morning Charlie
said jokingly: "Don't you want to come along with me up John River?"

"Sure", she said instantly. She went right home to get her things, and left
with him that day., They must have spent a very happy summer together, judging by
their frequent fond recollections of little incidents, They returned in the autum
by way of the North Fork and Wiseman, where they were officially married in the white
manner,

During the next four years they wandered all over, mining, hunting, trapping,
Three children were born to them, and they were very happy., But in the spring of 1919
all of their children developed severe colds, and the oldest and youngeet died within
a few weeks,

Digitized by the Hunt Institute for Botanical Documentation




D)

This broke them up completely, For weeks they did nothing but bemoan their
fate, They never sgain seemed to develop their old emergy. Thereafter, Charlie never
would do any work at sll ss long as there was something left to eat in the house, and
he kept putting off things so consistently that the other natives got to nicknaming
him Tororrow Charlie, Eessle, who can make the most beautiful beeded moccasins, rarely
induTged Her art, except under the pressure of necessity, and spent rost of her time
dancing, loving Charlie, and fondling Jennie, the ome child left her,

Today time has worn off much of their misery, and they are generally an exceed=
ingly jolly family, They are continually joshing you, and they all have a hearty
laugh, But they still remain as lazy as ever, making their living just as much es
possible from handouts which the whites, who are mostly very fond of them, fregquently
give,

They are both passionately devoted to Jemnie, who 1is 14-1/2 years old, and
exceedingly good looking, Bessie shows me the magnificent bead work she can already
do, Charlie points with pride to some drawinge she hos made. Both stress what o very
good girl she is, Both delight in telling storiee of her precocious remarks, just
like any white parents, For example, when she was five she had asked her papa: "Vhat
moke ptarmigans so wild? Do you think maybe little mice chase them all the time?"

Charlie asked smazedly: "Who told you thati"

To which Jennie replied saucily: "Don't ask too much guestion,"

After nine years they still are mnde all happy, Jjust by recounting that tale,

As I have said, they love to joke, Here is a typieal conversation,

Bessie = This is some old shack, Look at the floor there.

Bob - Dontt you get your feet all full of slivers when you get up in the
morning?

Bessie - Sure, my big toes are Just full of them, That's why I don't come
up to dance anymore,

Eob (advancing with cpen kmife)- Take off those moccasine and I'1l amputate
your blg tces. Then you can dance again,

Bessie - You don't get fresh to me or I'11l burn your whiskers off,
Jennie = "Where's the coal oil, Mom. '\,‘_' Taee

Bessie - That's right, we eprinkle a little coal oil on them, touch a match,
and, zing, it goes.

Meanwhile Charlie sits and chuckles, and the rest of us all laugh,
Although they are on good terms with all the natives of Wiseman, they and
Harry Snowden alone remain aloof from the potlateh, and the custon of keéping continual

open house, "I feel all sick if I can't be alone some time," Bessie says,

In religicn they are even more unique, for they are the only ones who don't go
to the prayer meetings whioh Jim conducts periedically, Both Charlie and Bessie are
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agnostics, When you asi Bessie what she thinks will happer after she dies, she just
ghrugs her shouldere, Charlie is a little more verbose on the subject, though no more
plain,

"Iong time ago, before you're born from mamma, you don't know, Then you born
fromw mamra, you do kmow, After you dead pretty hard guees what heppen, You guess,
I guesg, 8ll same, All us fellows kmow, he dead and bturied and leave him there, A4ll
I krow, I want to have as much good time I can wher. I live, ro worry about when I
dead,"

He is very toleraxt on the subject of belief,

"lorg time ago, ever before white man come, rative have story spirit leave body,
go other place, Good thing to belleve, I guess, Got to believe something, BHellef
den't hurt nobody."

2s for himself: "I no believe nothing I no see, Other natives, they see devils
and spirits and all sorts of people that really aren't real, I no see nothing ever,
Maybe so, but I no believe it,"

About the relation of man and wife they both talk frequently, Charlie sayses
"Top bad husbend, wife can't always die together," BSubjectively, he remarked: "My
Bessie, me, just like two kids together, Have good time together all the time, never
fight,"

Bessie's comment orn him was: "I think Charliets the most wonderful man in the
world, He's always good natured, never gete angry sbout anything, I'k not that way
at all, I tell person just what I think of him, fly right off the handle,"

One day, when Charlie was still in bed, Martin and I dropped in for a visit,
Bessie was combing her heovy, black hair, which reached to her waist,

"Are you a berber?" she asked Martin, laughing,
"Gee whiz, you ain't going to out your hair, You look fine as it is,"
Bessie laughed sorme more,

"Don't worry, Martin," she said, "I'm not that orazy yet, There's no sense in
1" ;

"Phat!s the way I feel about it, You're real, old fashioned womsn that way, _ =~
- b

and the way you love Charlie," .
"Sure, I'm old fashioned woman, If you no love husband, whatis use to ha;e
husbend at all," "

"Doesntt that make you jealous, loving him so?"

"0f coursel The two got to go together, Where you has no jealousy, you cantt
hag any love," )

Charlie doesntt believe in the marriages so prevalent in Wiseman, of a man in

the late thirties or forties wedding a girl in her early teens, "0ld man, young girl
marry, no good, He wants sleep all time, she wants dance all time, they can't be
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heppy that way, Young man, young girl marry, they have same laughs together, same
jokes, same troubles, same happy, same everything, then they get along fine all the

tine,"

His advice on courtship was this: "Me tell you Martinm, any time you like him
girl, you no go after him, No good, that iind of girl for mar, You went him girl,
him go after you, him all right, that kind, Long time ago me youug boy, me savvy
girls plenty,"”

He believes in the essential sameness of the huran race, both as regards nlace
and time, "All over just the same: some people fine, sore people no good, some people
Just like dog, To heart et all, Native, White, Arotio, Xoyukuk, Yukon, Outsids, all
over, all the same, Long time ago, mayte one man meet other man in woods, kill him
with bow and arrow, long time sgo, Todsy some man sll same, ornly raybe they scared
to kill vecause Marshal arrest them, otherwise all same,"

Their attitude toward child education is freguently discussed, It can be
summed up in one short remark of Pessle's,

"I never punish Jennie, Charlie and I never spank her in our lives, If she
do something wrong I Just tell her it's not nice and she don't do it any more,
Punishing children all the time is no good, It just makes them mean,"

VI.

I had planned to write you about Harry Snowden, lone wolf among the natives
here, only Eekimo old bachelor in the Koyukuk, who maintains that if "young kids get
married together, all same cat, soratching and fighting together all the time.," I
wanted to tell of my visits to the igloo where three Arctic famllies live togethsr,
and where vpon entry I am inmediately kmocked down by four little kids who canlt
speak any English, but who delight in stroking my whiskers, riding on my btack, end
generally clanbering all over me, Especially I wanted to write of the great fight
between Arctio Johnie and his beautiful wife, Annie, which caused the latter to leave
her husband and set up an independent household for herself and children, as well as
breaking the entire native population except the neutral Suckiks into two fiery factioms.
But I havejalready drawn this letter out to an indefensiile length, so I must reserve
thoese tales for personal narration to any ope interested,

BOEB,

L]
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