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In grateful remembrance
of the beloved comrade of many trails,

MY FATHER,
who in my early youth took me by the hand

and led me along the untrodden ways of the wilderness,
this volume is dedicated.






FOREWORD

The intendment of this volume is not to present
a work on wilderness travel nor is it offered as a
treatise on woodcraft, though it necessarily contains
somewhat of both. Its sole purpose is to accur-
rately record the writer’s experiences and observa-
tions as a hunter of big game in The Yukon just as
they happened day by day and set down in my diary
at the time the events narrated transpired.

When the writer has assumed to go beyond the
range of his own experiences and relate those of his
hunting companions, the diary records those experi-
ences just as related to him by his companions about
the camp fire at the end of the day’s chase.

For the benefit of those who may desire to follow
the writer’s trail into this remarkable hunting field,
it seemed wise to incorporate an account of the route
taken by this expedition together with a brief de-
scription of points of interest along the way. The
modes of travel with their difficulties, the items of
equipment, expeditionary and personal, the charac-
ter of the commissary, and the methods of hunting
are set forth as indispensable to a true account of
the summer’s work and a possible help to any who

may travel the same trail.
v



vi FOREWORD

The objects of the expedition were twofold: to
observe and study the habits of the various game
on their native ranges, and to obtain specimens of
the game for the collections of the individual mem-
bers of my party.

Of no less importance than obtaining specimens
was the study of the habits of the Ovis dalli, being
the pure white mountain sheep, and the less ob-
served and more rare animals, the woodland cari-
bou, rangifer osborni, found in large numbers in the
undisturbed mountain ranges, which we visited.
The sheep mentioned in this diary are all the Ovis
dalli, as we observed not a single specimen of Fan-
nin’s sheep, nor of Stone’s sheep. The caribou
mentioned are all the rangifer osborni, as we ob-
served no other specimens of the caribou family.

For the sake of clarity and in order to enable the
reader to follow the movements of the expedition
into the interior, and more particularly as it has
been the writer’s effort and purpose to record only
facts as they transpired without straying into the
fields of fiction, the writer has deemed the purpose
to be best served by a strict adherence to the facts
and observations set down at the time of their oc-
currence in his diary.

These are the things I have seen,

And these are the thoughts I feel,

As I lie in the warmth of the firelight’s gleam,
Till sleep steals away my will.
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CAMP FIRES IN THE YUKON

CHAPTER 1

“ Let us probe the silent places, let us seek what luck betide
us;
Let us journey to a lonely land I know.
There’s a whisper on the night-wind, there’s a star agleam
to guide us,
And the wild is calling, calling — let us go.”

The northwest angle of the Western Hemisphere
stretches into the Pacific Ocean toward Asia, form-
- ing the United States Territory of Alaska, well
termed a ‘‘nation’s treasure house.” Separated
from Alaska on the east by only the imaginary
boundary of the one hundred and forty-first merid-
ian of longitude, lies an inland domain politically a
province of the Dominion of Canada, with a sea
coast of only 200 miles on the ice-bound Arctic Sea;
and this domain is also a ‘‘ nation’s treasure house,”
a land of romance and somewhat of mystery — the
Yukon.

Within this Yukon Territory there flows a re-

markable and mighty stream, the Yukon River,
I



) CAMP FIRES IN THE YUKON

which not only furnished the name to this domain,
but with its tributary streams constitutes practicably
the only artery of commerce, development, and civi-
lization within the territorial boundaries. Rising
within fifteen miles of the Pacific Ocean at Dyea
Inlet on the southern boundary of the country, the
Yukon rips and tears its irresistible way north by
west about one thousand miles, where it crosses the
Arctic Circle and turning westward flows more than
twelve hundred miles through the middle of Alaska
until it loses itself in the icy waters of the Pacific.
Peculiar among rivers is the extent of its naviga-
bility, for steamboat navigation begins at Lake
Bennet, not quite forty miles north of Dyea Pass,
where rise the streams that feed the waters of the
lake. From the head of navigation, and I refer to
steamboat navigation, to the outlet of the river in
Bering Sea the distance is approximately twenty-five
hundred miles, over which large-size steamers op-
erate all summer, excepting three and one-half miles
at the canyon and rapids, where the steamboats could
run down-stream, but by reason of the current it
would be impossible to get them up-stream. And
this navigability over so much of its course seems
to be characteristic not only of the main artery of
the Yukon, but holds as to its tributary streams, as
the Tahkini, the Teslin, the Pelly, Stewart, Tanana,
Koyukuk, Porcupine, and the White rivers are navi-
gable for very considerable distances by the large
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flat-bottomed steamboats of the Mississippi River
type. .

Naturally and inevitably the course of settlement
and development, following the lines of least resist-
ance, is found along this stream and its subarteries.
Indeed, without a single exception, unless it be a few
clustering mining camps, there is no settlement of
the dignity of a village within this northland, but is
found upon the river. Few indeed are the cities;
when we have mentioned White Horse, Caribou,
Selkirk, Teslin, Ogilvie, Fortymile, and Dawson,
we have mentioned them all and by courtesy have
included several that are questionable as being even
of village dignity. They are all on the Yukon or
its tributaries and there are none elsewhere. The
Yukon courses for most of its length through a
mighty sea of mountains, rising like a petrified ocean
on either side of the river with green and brown and
grey slopes merging into crests of eternal snows.
It is truly a mighty wilderness, a land of immense
silence and mystery, and of incomparable beauty.
It is pre-eminently a land of the hunter, whether the
hunt be the lure of the gold hidden within the moun-
tains, or the fur-bearing animals in the forests, or
the faunal life that calls to the sportsman seeker for
big game. It is the land of the Klondike; it is the
specially favored home of the valuable black and
silver fox; it is the greatest hunting field for big
game on the North American Continent. Here
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alone, on a single hunting expedition, can the sports-
man obtain moose, caribou, mountain sheep, goats,
and grizzly bear, and the hunting fields are ample
and the game plentiful.

The sportsman who would visit the game ranges
of this country must go prepared, and preparation
involves a very considerable element of time as com-
munication with the interior is very slow, particu-
larly in winter season. It was in the fall of 1913
that the writer planned his expedition to the Yukon
for the season of 1914. After considerable investi-
gation it was decided to go from Seattle to Skagway,
Alaska, by boat, thence by rail across the White
Pass, a distance of one hundred miles inland to
White Horse, thence by pack train westward by
north, following the valleys, to Lake Kluane, and
then westward across the mountains to the eastern
slopes of the coast range, where St. Elias and Mt.
Natazhat raise their glistening snow crests to the sky.
The problem of guides is always an important one
for any kind of a hunt, and this is particularly true
of the country we proposed to visit, as it is necessary
that the guides know the game ranges and, in view
of the few men living in the interior and away from
the regular lines of travel, suitable guides are diffi-
cult to obtain.

Indeed, the guides are not guides at all, but are
men who are living in the remote parts of the coun-
try engaged in the business of trapping fur-bearing
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animals for sale. In the summer season there is no
trapping, so these seekers of fur for a couple of
months during the summer, and for the considera-
tion of ten dollars per day, become guides for
sportsmen desiring to visit the particular game fields
with which the guides may be familiar. Oliver
Wolcott, Griscom Bettle, Alfred Hoyt, Heyward
Cutting, and the writer composed the expedition to
visit the game ranges mentioned, and after consid-
erable effort and an even greater delay due to irreg-
ular and slow mail communications with the interior,
promising guides were engaged for the expedition.

Next to having the proper guides, the element of
suitable equipment is important in a successful ex-
pedition into the interior. The outfit is the usual
pack-horse equipment, since all provisions, personal
outfit, and camp impedimenta must be loaded on the
pack animals, and consists of pack saddles, alforjas
(being canvas receptacles with leather loops to fit
over the horns of the pack saddles and big enough
to carry about one hundred pounds on each side of
the horse), hitch ropes, canvas pack-covers, pack-
horse bells, hobbles, horseshoeing outfit. For rid-
ing horses one must have saddles, bridles, gun boot
or scabbard to carry rifle, and war bag or saddle bag
to carry such small items as one may frequently re-
quire while on the trail.

One’s personal equipment permits of but little
latitude, since one is limited as to the amount of
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personal outfit by the fact that horses are few and
their carrying capacity absolutely limited. Such
items, however, as go into the personal outfit are
important and are indispensable. Footwear is the
first element, and should be the best and strongest
hunting boots obtainable, preferably two pairs of
hunting boots, not more than twelve inches high, and
calked well for rock work in climbing mountains.
Four pair of heavy woolen lumberman’s sox are
indispensable, which with two pair of heavy woolen
undershirts and the same number of drawers of like
weight make the next-to-the-skin outfit. Woolen
riding trousers are strongly recommended by the
writer, certainly khaki or corduroy trousers are al-
most prohibited. Any kind of heavy flannel or
wool hunting shirt will suffice, but the regular lum-
berman’s cruiser shirt, with its many pockets and
its almost complete imperviousness to ordinary rain,
makes it desirable above any hunting shirt with
which the writer is familiar. Any felt hat is good.
The regular army hat is particularly good. Gaunt-
lets should be of such size as to be worn over wool
gloves when it is very cold. A head net as defense
against insects is necessary part of the time. To this
trousseau one should add a parkie, with fur around
the face and wrists, as it weighs but one pound, but
will keep you warm and keep out the wind and chill
that one meets on the pinnacles of the mountains,
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and a good sweater and rainproof slicker to be used
when riding completes the clothing list.

Binoculars are absolutely necessary, preferably
eight or ten power in order to locate game and de-
termine the size of the heads before commencing
a stalk up thousands of feet and involving a half a
day’s climb. A camera is a luxury and involves
carrying extra weight, but it is the one luxury which
should not be eliminated. In the matter of fire-
arms, experts are not entirely agreed as to caliber,
though the consensus of opinion seems to be in favor
of a high-power rifle. Personally the writer
strongly commends the 7 mm. or 8 mm. Mannlicher,
or Mauser rifle, on account of its great carrying
power and energy and light weight, as he believes
less wounded game escapes than when one uses
smaller calibers. The 8 mm. Mannlicher used by
the writer and the 8mm. Mauser used by his com-
panions were ideal in every respect and no wounded
game escaped.

The selection of proper bedding for the Yukon
is an item as to which one should not make the
wrong choice. Blankets positively are not to be
considered, as they involve too much weight for
proper warmth. Sleeping robes are almost entirely
used, and in the choice of robes one may have a
large variety from which to choose: the lynx skin
robe, those of reindeer skin, wolf, gopher, and fox
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are all used somewhat, but for lightness, durability,
and warmth, to say nothing of cleanliness, the best
robe is that made of eiderdown. Of these there are
a number that are good and there is one that is par-
ticularly satisfactory. It is a robe ninety inches
square, the side next to the body being composed of
very thick, soft kersey wool, the outside being of a
closely woven waterproof canvas, and between
these is one and one-half inches of eiderdown filling,
blown into cambric partitions under heavy air pres-
sure, and making a very soft bed and one which is
warm in the most severe weather even in the open.
This robe can be used as a blanket in which one rolls
oneself, or by having rings and clasps placed on the
edges and bottom it can be used as a sleeping bag
of sufficient dimensions so that one can roll about
in it with entire comfort. It weighs about twelve
pounds and packs down to a small roll. A good
skinning knife, carborundum stone, hypodermic sy-
ringe, thermometer, aneroid barometer, steel meas-
uring tape, medicines, bandages, and a few toilet
articles, with ammunition for gun and films for
camera, complete one’s personal equipment and 1s
really about all the traffic will bear.

Naturally in the Yukon one’s shelter is a tent,
and in view of the fact that tentmakers have flour-
ished since the days of Omar, the tent item would
appear easy of solution. The writer used a wall
tent made of a silk material, green in color, by rea-
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son of the excess amount of daylight in the north-
land in summer. This tent was thoroughly water-
proof, weighed the minimum, and absolutely mos-
quito-proof, having a mosquito-proof front and
mosquito-proof windows, two in each wall, and one
in the back of the tent. The winged pests of the
North could not crawl under the tent because of a
waterproof sod cloth sewed into the sides, front,
and back, while the windows and mosquito-proof
front barred all other openings and yet permitted
a maximum of ventilation.



CHAPTER II

““ Have you gazed on naked grandeur, where there’s noth-
ing else to gaze on,
Set pieces and drop-curtain scenes galore,
Big mountains heaved to heaven, which the binding sun-
set blazon,
Black canyons where the rapids rip and roar?”

To the hunter of big game the long journey by
train or boat to the jumping-off place on the edge
of the game ranges is ordinarily an unmitigated
bore, endurable only by reason of the thought of
the ultimate goal. It is, however, otherwise on a
journey to the Yukon: time passes rapidly, every
moment is one of interest, and the scenic beauties of
the journey outrun one’s most vivid imagination.

On the 29th of July, laden with guns, ammunition,
camera, sleeping robes, and countless other items of
equipment, we set sail from Seattle by a large and
comfortable ocean-going steamer bound for the
Golden North by way of the Inland Passage, a run
of about one thousand miles through the most won-
derful inland ocean in the world, where only at three
points and then only for a few hours is the traveler
subjected to even the possibilities of discomfort

from sailing a tempestuous sea.
10
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Six hours out from Seattle the ship enters the
three-hundred-mile Strait of Georgia, a passage be-
tween Vancouver Island and the Canadian main-
land with hundreds of islands between — a strait so
narrow that it seems one might almost toss a stone
ashore from either side of the ship. On either side
rise Titan peaks rank upon rank, their lower slopes
covered with dense forestration of enormous trees
of the evergreen family, while above the timber-
line the rocky front climbs up to the glacial fields
and snow-caps cutting the sky line. The way is so
tortuous that one looking ahead never sees more
than two miles of the course, and always off the
bow looms the gigantic peaks that challenge descrip-
tion and make our supply of adjectives seem fu-
tile.

When we are certain that the navigator intends to
ram the mountain, the course is changed, and, sur-
rounded by the majesty of mountains, we again see
our course for another couple of miles.

The air is crisp but not chilly, as the Japan cur-
rent has considerably modified the coastal climatic
conditions; the sunlight is intense and there is no
monotony to the wonderful panorama. Waterfalls
dropping hundreds of feet down the mountain sides,
as flashing strokes of living white against the green
rock, and snow slides that cut gigantic swaths
through the forest slopes, add to the traveler's in-
creasing interest in a moving picture, the major note
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of which is majesty and power beyond words to
express.

It was while sitting on the deck, oppressed by the
sense of the smallness of things artificial and the
majesty of the mountains through which our watery
trail was taking us, that I first heard the story of
the birth of the Golden Klondike from a man who
had mucked and delved for the gold in this country
of wonders long before the Klondike was discov-
ered; who knew the discoverers as comrades and
fellow toilers and sufferers in a land which has use
only for the strong in body and the stout of heart.
The story was so simply told that I must relate it
as it came to me, even though it is perchance outside
the big game field. It is, however, a real hunting
story, one that I have verified, and as such I submit
it to the reader’s verdict as to whether or not it
should be included.

‘ As far back as 1894 there had been a few pros-
pectors from Ogilvie trading post, who had been
doing some work in the vicinity of Klondike River
and Eldorado and Bonanza creeks, but the pay dirt
was scarce and the prospect of anything good
seemed to grow less as each party returned for grub
to Ogilvie to report failure. Bob Henderson, a
sailor from Nova Scotia, had come north to try his
fortune in the search for gold, and for several years,
in spite of poor luck, stuck to the Klondike country
in a belief that he would finally make a real strike.
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In the spring of 1896 Bob cleaned up a little over six
hundred dollars, which was not so bad for a sailor
who had never been in a frozen country before, and
after his clean up he prospected around until he
found gold on Quartz Creek, which he called ¢ Gold
Bottom.” Here he found two-cent prospect (mean-
ing two cents of gold to the pan) and returned to
Ogilvie for provisions, which ran out in a couple
of months. In July, 1896, he was going down one
of the tributaries of the Klondike for more provi-
sions, when he met George Washington Carmac,
and in accordance with the unwritten miner’s code
told Carmac of his strike on Gold Bottom and in-
vited him to come up and stake some ground. Car-
mac at this time was fishing for salmon with his
Indian friends, among them being Skookum or
‘strong’ Jim, and Tagish or ‘no good’ Charlie.
About three weeks later Carmac, Skookum Jim, and
Tagish Charlie, with gold pan, spade, and other out-
fit, started out to look up Bob Henderson and his
find. Going up Bonanza Creek, while panning for
fun during a rest, they discovered ten-cent pan, but
they agreed to say nothing about it until they tested
the ground farther, but would come back and work
it in case they found nothing better.

‘ After very hard travel in the valley they crossed
over the divide between Eldorado and Bonanza
creeks, and almost out of grub and no tobacco
reached Henderson’s camp. Henderson for some
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reason, either because he did not like the Indians
or because of shortage of his own supplies, refused
to sell them anything, and since they had not found
any prospect that looked anywhere near as good as
their ten-cent pan on Bonanza, they decided to go
back.

‘“ Before they had gone far their grub was en-
tirely gone, they were weak and hungry, and the
going was hard and slow, and they were almost at
the end of their strength. To keep body and soul
together they decided to hunt moose for one day,
so they separated, and Skookum Jim finally killed
a moose, after which he called to his brother Charlie
and to Carmac to come to him. While waiting for
them he cut a piece of raw moose meat to eat and
went down to the creek to drink, lying flat on his
stomach, gulping the water. It sure does pay to
drink in the Yukon country, for as Jim finished
drinking, while still hanging over the basin of the
creek, he saw in the sands more pure gold than he
had ever seen before, and Klondike, the greatest
gold producing camp in history, was at that moment
born. Jim said nothing to Carmac and Charlie
when they came up, as starving men do not talk
until they have fed. The moose was quickly
cooked and the three had a big feed. Then Jim
showed them his find.

“Two days they stayed, panning and testing the
dirt and getting pay beyond even their own belief;
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then they decided to stake and record, but they got
into a row as to who should stake discovery claim.
Jim rightfully claimed it as he discovered it; Carmac
claimed it on the ground that Jim was an Indian and
would not be allowed to record the claim. This, of
course, was wrong, but they settled the trouble by
Carmac staking Discovery claim, while Skookum
Jim staked Number One claim above Discovery and
Tagish Charlie staked Number Two claim below
Discovery on August 17, 1896. Poor Henderson,
after his two years’ work and proclaiming his find
to every one, only got a very ordinary claim in the
new field. Within two years’ time Skookum Jim’s
claim, worked by hand methods of shoveling and
sluicing, had paid about a million and a half dollars,
while Carmac’s claim and Charlie’s were quite as
good pay. Their ground has all been worked out
a long time ago as far as ordinary methods are con-
cerned, but the Guggenheims bought the properties
with many others near Dawson and are still work-
ing them by dredges at considerable profit.”

The story as told by my fellow traveler was im-
mensely interesting, and as I sat silent under its
spell and wondered if any of the numerous pros-
pectors bound north on our boat might be destined
for such a marvelous find, the narrator turned to
me and with the earnest air of a man giving very
sage advice said, ‘I have told you a true hunting
story, and the moral is, when you are hunting and
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come to a stream to drink, drink deep, but do not
leave the pool until you have looked at the sands
beneath the water.”

At the northern end of Vancouver Island the
steamer crosses Queen Charlotte Sound, a distance
of about sixty miles on the open sea, until the nar-
row, protected passage between the islands and
mainland is again reached. Along the course are
numerous salmon canneries, while the fishing boats
with their cargoes continually ply up and down the
narrow, salt river between the mountains. Oppo-
site Prince of Wales Island lies the Alaskan town of
Ketchikan, a city built upon a hill, as the mountains
rise from the very water’s edge. A rushing stream
tears its way between two mountains and passes
through the town. And it is an interesting sight to
go up to the bridge near the falls and watch the
silver horde of salmon working up-stream and
climbing the falls. Several hours beyond Ketchi-
kan the town of Wrangel is reached; the chief inter-
est in this place for the traveler centers about the
totem poles, which are grotesque, heraldic monu-
ments of painted and carved wood from ten to forty
feet high, representing the tribal and family identity
of the individual Indian who has erected the par-
ticular monument. Upon the decease of a man at
the head of a family a totem was erected to his
memory in front of the abode of his successor.
The totem pole seems to be confined to the natives
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of the coast in Southwestern Alaska, as the North-
ern tribes and the Eskimos have no such symbolic
monuments. A short distance from Wrangel the
Stikine River, coming down from the Cassiar Moun-
tains, furnishes a route whereby the big game
hunter may find ingress to the splendid hunting far
back in the Cassiar Range.

After leaving Wrangel and passing through Fred-
erick Sound into Stephen’s Passage, we began to
encounter floating icebergs, being masses of ice of
the deepest cerulean blue color that had fallen and
cracked off the ice wall of Taku Glacier and were
floating about in the narrow passage, a menace to
navigation but very interesting to the traveler. Ap-
proaching Taku Inlet a marvelous scene is pre-
sented; Taku Glacier, a gigantic wall of blue ice,
seared with crevasses and tossed into minarets and
spires, rises far back at the very tops of the moun-
tains and descends as a mighty river of solid ice
hundreds of feet thick down to the sea, pushing and
cutting its relentless way between the mountains.
About two hours’ run north of Taku Inlet we come
to Juneau, the capital of Alaska; and to Treadwell,
across the narrows, where are located the famous
Treadwell mines. Ahead lies the last stretch of
our journey by steamship, as eight hours’ sailing
through the mountain-girt, natural passage called
Lynn Canal brings us to the once famous gateway
of the Golden North, Skagway.
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To-day this city slumbers peacefully in a gulch
whose front is gently washed by the blue waters of
the Pacific, while from either side rise the titanic
rocky walls of snow-clad mountains that veil their
shoulders in the mists and lift their hoary crests into
the sunshine above the clouds. The streets are
quite deserted, the glaring emptiness of many shop
windows is eloquent of business activities that lie in
the past, and even the forward look of the inhabi-
tants is a hope for a return of the activities of the
days that are gone. Even to-day there is much talk
that is reminiscent of those fond yesterdays of 1897,
1898, and 1899, when this little town was packed
to overflowing with thousands of men who had come
north by boat to pass through this gateway to the
Golden Klondike, discovered by Skookum Jim.

There the seasoned woodsman and the veriest
tenderfoot, the experienced and the self-reliant
Western miner and the pitifully unqualified city
bookkeeper, the fit and the unfit, in multitudes, with
the common spur of golden expectations, jostled
each other and made merry for a day or so before
starting up the cruel White Pass trail over the moun-
tains that hem in the town.

Of all the hordes of real pioneers, adventurers,
and gold-crazed people who streamed through this
port of entry into the Northern wilderness, the name
of “Soapy Smith” seems to live longest in the
memories of Skagway, probably due to the fact that
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Soapy was not only a very live person while he
breathed the air of this planet, but in Skagway he
became an institution, and being an institution his
memory is still green, even as the grass that grows
over his upturned toes.

In the glory days of Skagway the boat discharg-
ing its varied and motley human cargo that goes to
make up the gaiety of nations, landed on the dock
a hitherto mild and harmless Western gambler
named Soapy Smith, who in the favorable climate
of Skagway developed talents of organization, until
within a short time he found himself at the head of
a gang of outlaws. Soapy became obsessed with
the delusion that his mission in life was to relieve
all incoming gold seekers of their often too meager
grubstakes and all the outgoing miners of the re-
sponsibilities of wealth which they had accumulated
in the form of gold dust and nuggets, and for a time
he plied this form of relief work vigorously and
successfully and usually by the painless method, as
few of his victims were subjected to any personal
violence.

He was a man of resource, and his methods were
as varied as Joseph’s famous coat. It is related
that a missionary en route to the North to labor
among the ungodly stopped in Skagway, and one
evening addressed the crowd and sought contribu-
tions for missionary work. Soapy, hovering on the
outskirts of the curious but none too responsive
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multitude, sought to stimulate interest by going up
to the missionary and taking his stand beside him,
pleading for financial ‘aid to foreign missions. He
is reported to have admitted on that occasion that
he did not know what a church was like on the in-
side, but if they were anything like what they ap-
peared to be on the outside he was in favor of them
on general principles; that they were good to look
at, and that he had never heard of a real town that
did not have a church, and that he was backing his
own belief in the parson’s cause by contributing one
thousand dollars. Whereupon he gave the grateful
missionary one thousand dollars, and hurried to the
outer margin of the crowd to escape being over-
whelmed with tears of gratitude. Then, with such
an example before them, the crowd broke loose and
almost inundated the missionary with contributions,
until with bulging pockets he made his way to his
lodging house. Before he had gone far, however,
Soapy slipped out from between two buildings,
poked a gun into the parson’s stomach, and invited
him into the dark behind the buildings, where he
relieved him of the sum total of the mission contri-
bution and then sent him on his way.

But Soapy’s days were drawing to a close; in fact,
he became too much of an institution and began to
get on the nerves of the people of Skagway, to such
an extent that they decided it was time for him to
move to a warmer or healthier climate. They held



CAMP FIRES IN THE YUKON 21

an organization meeting on one of the docks to
consider ways and means to accomplish their pur-
pose. Soapy, hearing of the meeting, decided to
attend in person, and wending his way down the
dock was stopped by a guard, with the result that
the guard went to heaven and Soapy also made an
exit via the bullet route.

But he still lives in memory, and among the in-
teresting sights of the town is a picture of Soapy,
painted on a silk banner, in a curio store, represent-
ing him sitting in an arm-chair in the morgue, look-
ing rather stiff and peaceful, becomingly arrayed in
a stiff white shirt and standing collar, with white
cuffs showing below the sleeves of his coat of solemn
black.



CHAPTER III

“ The trails of the world be countless and most of the trails

be tried,

You tread on the heels of many, till you come where the
ways divide;

And one lies safe in the sunlight and the other is dreary
and wan,

Yet you look aslant at the Lone T'rail, and the Lone T'rail
lures you on.”

On the morning of August 4th we began our
journey over the mountains through the famous
White Pass, which is a thrilling experience even as
you travel in a modern railway observation car; for
the train starts at sea level and, following the tem-
pestuous Skagway River, it clings to the blasted
ledge along the mountains, climbing ever higher to-
ward the clouds. Far below in the purple gulf be-
tween the mountains lies the old White Pass trail,
where during the stampede of 1897 men dragged
their bleeding feet up the icy and rocky stairway,
carrying their provisions and outfit on their own
weary backs, in order to reach the top of the moun-
tain barrier, while a few of the more fortunate em-
ployed pack horses and dogs to carry their equip-

ment.
22
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The distance from Skagway to the summit is only
eighteen miles, and you make it in comfort by rail
in about three hours; but in the times when the trail
was packed with gold-seekers in a solid stream it
took days to force their way to the top, and not all
who started were destined to arrive, as many died
or froze to death before they reached the top far
above timber-line. Here lies Summit Lake, no
bigger than a park pond, and here rises the mighty
Yukon. In the days that are gone the pioneers in
summer went down to timber and cut trees to build
boats, if they had not carried boats with them over
the White Pass trail, and following the waterways
through lake and canyon fought their way north.
In winter they built sledges to which they hitched
dogs, horses, or themselves, according to their
wealth. From the railway it is not an uncommon
sight to-day to look upon the wrecks of canoes and
boats and broken sledges that mark the northward
course of the empire.

For twenty-seven miles the railroad follows along
the shore of the blue, sunlit waters of Lake Ben-
net, from whose surface rise mountains of old rose
color, with the snow peaks in the background. In
the late afternoon we came to Miles Canyon and
White Horse Rapids, where the pioneers of the
gold rush played with death as their unwieldy rafts
and ill-constructed boats were whirled into the leap-
ing cauldron in the mad race to the North. Many



24 CAMP FIRES IN THE YUKON

who played paid in full with their lives the price of
poor equipment and inexperience. Beyond the roar
of the rapids the train comes to the little town of
White Horse, which for us was jumping-oft place,
from which our last letters and telegrams were to
be sent home and from which we faced the lone trail.

At the station we were met by Tom Dixon, one of
our guides, with whose handwriting we had become
familiar during the long months of sporadic cor-
respondence, and after much discussion of plans and
purposes with the efficient-looking woodsman we
adjourned to a very modern grocery and outfitters’
store to have our grub list put up and packed for the
morrow. On an interior expedition your grub list
practically reduces itself to the army menu, con-
sideration being given only to highly nutritive values.
The staples are rice, sugar, flour, tea, bacon, and
beans in large quantities, with a plentitude of dried
fruits, being apricots, apples, and peaches, which,
with raisins, dried onions, dried potatoes, etc., fur-
nish the proper amount of acid necessary to avoid
scurvy. In addition to coffee and cocoa or choco-
late there are many small items that go to make up
the load, but it is only the basic elements that really
count. Only a limited amount of lard is taken, as
the fat on the sheep, caribou,<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>