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Man-power

In the General Electric 
organization is an army of 
75,000 persons, co-operating 
to make electricity do more 
and better work for human
ity.

A series of G-E advertise
ments showing what elec
tricity is doing in many 
fields will be sent on re
quest. Ask for booklet 
GEK-18.

Four millions of the best man-power of Europe per
ished in the Napoleonic conquests. Military con
quest is non-creative, while industry is always 
creative.
In the last ten years the General Electric Company 
has created machines having a man-power forty 
times as great as that of all the lives lost in the 
Napoleonic wars.
When the college men and women of today are at 
the helm of industry and of the home, it will be 
realized more and more that human energy is too 
valuable to be wasted where electricity can do the 
work better at lower cost.
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The Savage River Camp in McKinley Park

Our <z^Cor{hern cM^ational (Varlc
B y  George L in go .

N o te .— George Lingo, a senior in Mining 
Engineering, is Assistant General Manager 
of the Mt. McKinley Transportation Com
pany. He Ms been with the Company since 
it was organised two years ago and has had 
much experience in conducting tourist par
ties in the Park. He says that the Com
pany’s policy is to give students of the Col
lege preference when selecting men for work 
about the camps during the summer.

T. McKINLEY National Park em
braces 2,645 square miles. It is 

second in size of our national parks, Yellowstone 
Park being the largest. McKinley is located in 
the Interior of Alaska, and lies almost wholly 
north of 63 degrfees north latitude. The Park is 
adjacent to the Alaska Railroad, and extends 
westward from it a distance of one hundred 
miles. Its southern boundary follows roughly 
the peaks of the Alaska Range.

The country now embraced by the Park was 
set aside as a National Park by an act of Con- 
gross in 1917. This act was a result of the ef
forts of Charles Sheldon, a wealthy sportsman, 
hunter and naturalist of New York. Mr. Shel
don spent over a year in the park country study
ing that area with the idea of creating a great 
game reserve, as well as another national play
ground. Alaska, as represented by the hardy 
and courageous pioneers who overcame the hard
ships of cai’ly days, is indebted to Mr. Sheldon. 
Mount McKinley . National Park is not only a 
game reserve and playground, it is a monument 
which represents the spirit and characteristics of 
the American people. It was not until 1921 that 
money was appropriated for use in the Park. 
During the years 1921, 1922, 1923 $24,000 was 
appropriated. Appropriations for 1924-5-6 and. 
7 totaled $54,020.00. This money is used 
chiefly for hiring rangers who patrol the Park, 
and on improvements in the Park.

As a game preserve it has untold possibili
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ties. It is true that in the past great quantities 
of game meat have been taken within the present 
boundaries. Now, of course, no hunting is al
lowed. A conservative estimate states that close 
to 50,000 mountain sheep make their home in the 
Park. It has been estimated, also, that a non-mi- 
gratory herd of 100,000 caribou range within the 
boundaries. Moose are common, large brown and 
grizzly bears are abundant, fox, including red, 
cross, silver and black are found everywhere; 
marten and mink are plentiful, as are also ptar
migan, game birds similar to pheasants. There 
are fifty-two other bird species that nest in this 
area. It is of interest to know in this connection 
that during the last summer Professor Dixon of 
California found the nest and eggs of the surf- 
bird, the only nest that has ever been found. The 
nest was close to the automobile road that is 
being constructed. It will not be many years be
fore the game, which is rapidly increasing, will 
automatically replace the game which is hunted 
out of the area surrounding the Park.

The scenic wonders of the Park have been 
seen so far by only a few persons. Out of the 
thousand or so persons who have visited the 
Park, only about fifty have had sufficient time to 
take advantage of the trips offered. It is regret
table that up to the present time the travel bu
reaus and agencies have not been familiar with 
conditions, with the result that the traveler’s 
itinerary called only for a day’s trip into the 
Park from the railroad. Mt. McKinley is, of 
course, the apex of Alaska. It has an eleva
tion of 20,300 feet, the elevation of its base 
being approximately 2,240 feet. It is seen from 
these figures that the mountain rises 18,100 feet 
above the surrounding country. I haven’t the 
ability to describe the majestic beauty of the 
mountain. Harry M. Myers, a newspaper cor
respondent from Michigan, while a guest at the 
Park during the 1926 season, said, “ The Park 
should be opened up by a continuation of the 
motor road. In this way all of the visitors would 
see a magnificent country—one that is unexcelled 
anywhere in the world—with an excellent close- 
up view of majestic Mount McKinley whose

The End of the Road in the Park

peak, 20,300 feet high can be seen towering above 
the clouds sometimes as far as 150 miles away. At 
no place in the world so easily accessible can so 
much wild life be observed, and to the lover of 
nature’s wild creatures a visit to the Park is well 
worth many times what it costs. ’ ’

Automobile, stage-coach and saddle horse 
transportation as well as camp accommodations 
are provided for within the Park by the Mt. Mc
Kinley Transportation Company. This company 
operates under concessions granted by the Na
tional Park Board. It maintains a camp at Sav
age River which accommodates seventy-five per
sons. It also has four other camps located far
ther in the Park.

Harry Karstens, the superintendent of the 
Park, is one of the three persons who successfully 
scaled Mt. McKinley to its highest point. This 
feat was accomplished in 1913. Previous to this 
time unsuccessful attempts were made almost ev
ery year since 1902. Under Mr. Karstens’ guid
ance I feel that the average mountain climber 
would not have difficulty in reaching the sum
mit. It is intersting to know that a recording 
thermometer was placed on the summit of the 
mountain. It would be of great scientific inter-' 
est and value to climb the mountain and get the 
thermometer. It will have recorded the lowest 
temperature reached at a point on the summit 
of the highest mountain on the North American 
continent, located well north of 63 degrees north 
latitude.
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The Home of a Prospector at Copper Mountain

In cyYLcKinhy' (Parlc
B y  L e s lie  A. M arch an d .

HOSE who first have seen Mt. McKin
ley from the Alaska Railroad and 

have been awed and impressed with its massive 
bulk of snow and ice reared to dizzy heights 

' among the clouds, must also have been impressed 
with its apparent nearness. One feels it towering 
above him even at a hundred miles, and feels 
instinctively that he must tilt his head and look 
upward to see the top. It is easy to yield to the 
illusion that it is just behind the nearer ridge, so 
high and so abruptly does it rise above the sur
rounding mountains and sheep hills.

I have seen the mountain from almost every 
point from which it is visible from the train win
dow on the line of the Alaska Railroad. I have 
seen it from an airplane above Fairbanks, over a 
hundred and fifty miles away. I have seen it 
from College Hill dissipating the wine-red and 
molten gold rays of the December sun sinking 
behind it. I have seen its tip tinged with the 
pink of sunsets and sunrises in summer and win
ter. I have seen it a dark silhouette with the

north peak luminous in the red-yellow light of a 
crescent moon. I have seen it from a Yukon 
river boat on the Tanana seeming to rise out of 
the trees on the opposite bank.

But it is only after one has seen Mt. McKin
ley from the nearer reaches and in such evident 
cool superiority to its rugged surroundings that 
he can realize its true fitness as the nucleus for 
one of the greatest and most attractively wild of 
all the national parks.

A  T e n t  A bove T im b e r l in e .

We had drunk some husky tea at noon in 
rusty tin cans at the desolate Road Commission 
tent above timber line on Stony Creek and were 
resting for a few minutes before the ascent into 
Thoroughfare Pass. Here, deep within the Park 
(we had traveled forty-one miles, always in the 
general direction of McKinley, with packs on our 
backs since we left the comfortable tent camp of 
the transportation company at Savage River) we 
felt that the mountain must be very near and 
knew that it might reveal itself suddenly over
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some hill like a sheep or a caribou which would 
appear from time to time along the trail without 
warning of its proximity.

Quaffing a last can of ice-cold water from 
the rill near by and piling enough small twisted 
brush sticks beside the Yukon stove to answer 
the trail requirement, even whittling some shav
ings from a gnarled willow stump, we lifted 
packs on sore shoulders and began to follow the 
faintly outlined trail which we could see at inter
vals for several hundred feet up the steep slope. 
Stopping for a moment in the steepest part of the 
ascent, we looked back at the landmarks of the 
trail behind us; at the little white tent, the haunt 
of parka squirrels and occasional travelers; at 
the gravel bars of Stony Creek and across the 
sloping moss flat of Highway Pass to the innum
erable sheep hills beyond; at the big hill across 
the Toklat which we had left behind us in the 
morning; at the entrance to Polychrome Pass 
and the mountains behind the East Fork. Each 
successive sheep hill we knew partly by contour, 
having observed it for hours and from many 
angles, and partly by its distance measured by 
the thickness of the blue haze enveloping it. Be
hind the farthest hills that we could see was 
Igloo Creek, then more slushy moss-covered di
vides separating the Tetlanika, the Sanctuary 
and the Savage. And back there we had thought 
McKinley very near!

T h e  W h it e  W onder,
The sky was clear except for a few fluffy 

clouds floating in the direction of the range. 
Perhaps we would not see McKinley at all that 
day. Bat after a few more labored steps we 
reached the summit of the pass, and peeking out 
from the side of the hill on the left was what at 
first looked like a white cloud, the rugged top of 
the mountain. The clear outline of the two 
peaks, the sharpness of ridges on its surface, the 
unmarred purity of whiteness on perpendicular 
walls, the wind-swept smoothness of depressions 
all gave the impression of exultant height and 
aloofness.

This was my first near view of Mount Mc
Kinley, the white wonder of the range, the top of 
the continent. I was destined to see it much 
nearer in the days that followed and from sev

eral different angles, but never was it more im
pressive than when framed on the left by Copper 
Mountain and on the right by the hills flanking 
Thoroughfare Pass.

M o u n t a in  W h im s .

McKinley, With Her Cloud Hood

Tall and imperious is the Queen of the 
Range, and as whimsical as any woman in or- 
ranging her toilet, and in keeping wrapped 
around her the soft and enticing draperies of 
morning mist and downy clouds. I have been 
tricked by a cloudless sky into climbing nearly 
three thousand feet to the tup of a dome in the 
Kantishna hills with the hope of getting a pic
ture of her without her cloak of swansdown, on
ly to find the range clear* except for a string of 
clouds at the ten to twelve thousand foot level.

The mid-June sun having made the mosqui
toes lively, we built a smudge on the south slope 
about a hundred feet from the summit and pre
pared to await the unveiling of McKinley, which 
we had confidence would happen during the day
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(it was then 10 o'clock) as the clouds seemed 
moving and lifting.

We watched with the glasses through the 
whole of the afternoon while cloud after fantas
tic cloud floated by to the eastward. Sometimes 
they would seem to stick and become welded into 
a mass of heavy vapor at the left shoulder. What 
seemed solid cloud to the naked eye looked like a 
thin veil through the glasses, a veil hiding a 
white wall, a thousand foot declivity overhang
ing the valley of a glacier. On the very top of 
the north peak, clinging to it tenaciously 
throughout the day, one end attached and the 
other floating away like a banner in the breeze, 
was a hood of the very thinnest gauze,— was it 
cloud, or mere mirage? At times it looked like 
the reflection of the snow bank of the south peak 
showing realistically the blue shadows of depres
sions. We watched till we became dizzy, dozed, 
and watched again, while the soft vapors form
ing about Mt. Foraker detached themselves as 
airships pursuing one another across the front 
of McKinley. As each cloud would sail by an
other would be on its trail and would reach the 
middle before the one was past.

At 7 o ’clock we gave up hope, snapped our 
cameras and started back down the ridge. In 
ten minutes the whole mountain was cloud cov
ered.

But there are times when the whole range 
is as clear as a crystal and not a cloud is in the 
sky. It was on such a day that I left Kantishna 
post office and headed for Copper Mountain in 
the dim distance. For the whole of a scorching 
day I traveled over moss and niggerheads facing 
the glaring peaks of the range all boldly cloud
less.

H om e  of a  P rospector.

From the bench of the plateau at the foot 
of Muldrow glacier there is presented a fine pan
orama of McKinley, of the glacier, and of Cop
per Mountain, on the bench at whose base is a 
prospector’s cabin and cache. I crossed the wide 
gravel bar of the glacial stream running by the 
foot of Muldrow and followed the path up the 
bench. At least here was habitation. Six hun
gry malamutes tied in a row strained at their

A  Lone Caribou Crossed the Trail

chains and welcomed me with their barking. 1 
smiled as I saw sheep meat hanging in the cache. 
It was 5 o ’clock and no one was about, but I 
walked in and made myself at home. The cabin 
was well kept and supplied. The walls were cov
ered with building paper fastened to the logs 
with spike nails. A  long shelf at the back of 
the one room and above the two board bunks was 
loaded with canned goods and supplies of the 
concentrated and preserved varieties. A meat 
saw and cleaver hung from a purline. There 
were signs of fresh baking. An abundance of 
finely split kindling was piled near the door. A  
long table covered with white oilcloth was clut
tered with ore samples, sketch maps and miscel
lanies.

The owner came in and soon had some juicy 
sheep steaks frying in the pan. In his southern 
drawl he invited me to stay for several days. I 
hung my socks to dry after supper on the cus
tomary rack above the stove and went to bed.

F o l lo w in g  a  G lacier .

Another cloudless day greeting me in the 
morning, I determined to go around Copper 
Mountain and follow up Muldrow Glacier to 
the turn where I knew a clear view could be had 
of the mountain up the valley of the glacier.

I was at the end of the bench on the west 
side of Copper Mountain. Below me several hun
dred feet ran a glacial stream, turbulent in its 
rocky bed, and on the other side of it was the 
black irregular mass of the dead glacier with the 
ice walls of occasional crevasses or little pot hole
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lakes showing blue-white in spots. Descending to 
the creek bed. I followed the gravel bar until the 
creek running into the steep bank sent me up on 
a bench again. But for the greater part of the 
way I followed the gravel bars of the creek. 
Sometimes the channel would become narrow 
and I would be forced to run along a sliding 
gravel wall which threatened to throw me into 
the water at any false step. Sometimes it would 
widen out and give comfortable walking and 
time to observe the delicate mountain flowers, 
forget-me-nots, wild poppies, bird-bills, and I 
know not what, that grow so profusely and with 
all the freshness of new spring buttercups so 
near the glacier and the snow line.

At 1 :30 in the afternoon I reached the turn 
of Muldrow and also a turn of the glacial stream, 
but in the opposite direction. In order to reach 
the point that would give me the fullest view up 
the glacier I had to ford the stream, a move 
which netted me a wetting as the water came 
over my boot tops. But it was worth it. I was 
in the very heart of the range, only a few feet 
below snow line, and immense crags rose to 
breath-taking heights above me. And the can- 
yoned walls of the glacier framed McKinley ris

ing nearly eighteen thousand feet above snow 
line.

T h e  L o n e ly  V a s t .

To one unaccustomed to the wilderness a 
hundred little things press in to heighten the 
sense of loneliness. A  strange bird screeching in 
the distance, a ptarmigan’s guttural cackle, the 
feeling that as far as one can see and farther 
yet there is no human being, the uncertainty of 
what lies over the next ridge— all are exagger
ated in the consciousness and become momen
tous. The strange feelings of the lonely vastness 
of the Park crept over me as I started on my 
fifty-mile jaunt back to Savage camp from Cop
per Mountain. Some shrill notes of two long
tailed. seagulls native to the inland swamps at
tracted my attention. Apparently I was passing 
their nest for they began one after the other 
making a dart at my head. They came straight 
for me at a remarkable speed and would swerve 
when about ten feet away as I waved my hat.

Grazing in the passes were small bands of 
caribou. They were all curious and would caper 
toward and around me at a distance of a hun
dred yards or more. Then as I approached, some 
great buck with his magnificent horns in the

The Curious Mountain Sheep
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velvet would give a graceful bound in the air as 
if trying to jump over some, invisible object and 
the herd would be off at their easy canter, at 
once ungainly and graceful. Seen from behind 
they appear to be attempting the Charleston by 
the way they throw their legs out to the sides.

I tried to get close enough for a picture of 
a cow and small calf, but they trotted over a 
bench and were gone. A big bull ran across my 
trail and around to the windward where he 
spread out his hind legs and rearing back on his 
haunches made an ugly face at me as if to say, 
“ Stay away from my cows.”

O ff  t h e  T r a il .

It was past noon and I had been going since 
5 :30 in the morning. The Sanctuary was high, 
they told me, and I must cross the Road Com
mission bridge. Following vague directions I 
headed for a pass and missed it. The sun was 
burning down and the day was sultry. I was 
resolved, however, to know my fate as decided by

( R e v a m p i n g )

HE outstanding changes in the campus dur
ing the summer months were the revamping of 
the building formerly occupied by the janitor 
into a girls’ dormitory and the erection of the 
new motors building.

The new-girls’ dormitory is a welcome ad 
dition and does much to promote and enliven the 
social life on the campus. It is a two-story struc
ture and has accommodations for six girls. Steam 
heat and electricity are furnished from the cen
tral power plant. Miss Martha A. Park is iu 
charge. Miss Patricia Ray of Seward was the 
first to reserve a room in the hew “ Co-ed”  dor
mitory.

The new motors building, constructed dur
ing the summer, fills a need that was very ap
parent last winter, when the short course in mo
tors was so cramped for working room that the 
best results could not be secured. It is a one- 
story building, thirty-six by fifty feet, with con
crete floors and walls up to five and one-half feet, 
the remainder of the eleven-foot wall being of 
frame construction. The roof is covered with

the view from the ridge before eating lunch. I 
had a queer and unreasonable feeling that I 
might be miles off the course and would have to 
“ siwash it ”  and I was short of grub.

A slight way up the steep ridge I sank down 
011 a tuft of moss with a fluttering of the heart 
and the feeling that I was going to be sunstruck. 
A rest of five minutes and I swung my pack up 
and made another fifty feet to rest in the wel
come shade of a lone spruce with thick boughs 
that the'wind blew gently like a fan. Bit by bit 
I got to the summit and there paralleling my 
ridge was another a little higher. What was be
yond that I could not tell.

Between the two ridges was much swamp 
land and thick brush. I picked out the lowest 
pass opposite and started for it. But in the 
“ pup”  leading from the saddle I found running 
water and decided that I would eat my lunch. 
It was then 1 :30. But I was literally too tired 

(Continued on page 32)

<G7ie Campus

The Men’s and Women’s Dormitories

corrugated iron to blend with the general roofing 
scheme. Light and steam heat are furnished by 
the central power plant.

In addition to these two major changes, a 
sum of fifteen hundred dollars was expended 
during the summer in the improvement of roads 
and paths, clearing of land, erection of stair
ways, and other alterations. Many important 
undertakings are contemplated in the future, but 
these largely depend upon appropriations.
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A  RULE OF THE ROAD.

/H E R E  is one fixed traffic rule on the road 
to success— self locomotion. The way is too 
crowded for loiterers and there is no standing 
room for those waiting to be pushed; one must 
proceed under his own power or take the ditch.

It is a sorry fact, but nevertheless a true 
one that many prefer the ease of the roadside to 
the strife of the highway; some are content to 
start and finish there; some take to it after but a 
faint-hearted attempt to journey down the thor
oughfare, leaving it as they reach the first rough 
stretch or approach the first hill, while some af
ter a valiant attempt are finally forced to the 
ditch broken and discouraged from continued 
adversities and ill luck.

To be among those who successfully travel 
the trail and finally win success we must have 
certain prerequisites to entitle us to start; we 
must have vision; ambition to mould it; incen
tive to make it reality and courage to carry on 
when the road is long and rough and the rests 
far between. It must be realized by us all that 
these qualities vital to success do not suddenly 
develop in us as we idle through precious mo
ments waiting for opportunity to come a-rap- 
ping, for they build opportunity rather than 
wait for opportunity to produce them. We are 
too prone to live in the folly of hope that when 
the ' ‘ Big Chance”  arrives we can suddenly 
throw off the stupor that has crept over us as 
Ave have gone through life ever avoiding respon
sibilities or work that does not show immediate 
reimbursement, and plunging forward blindly 
reach the goal of desire, for in this hope we in

deed assuredly overrate ourselves. I f  we would 
be with the leaders as we journey down the 
highway we must be in training and the training 
is acquired only through eai’ly realization that 
our future and its success or failure lies within 
ourselves and that we must early train ourselves 
to be willing to accept responsibilities and to 
work often without self gain so that patience 
and self-confidence are moulded into our charac
ter, so that w hen night finds us in a lonely part 
of the trail, it will not find us lost, despondent 
or with fear in our hearts.

It is easier to follow with the crowd; to let 
the leader take the responsibilities and the crit
icism ; it is also easier to wait to start the journey 
when the roads are paved and the hills graded 
and perhaps after all it is easier to follow with 
the majority as they trek along the prairie trails 
where going is easy, than to toil with those few 
who know the ruggedness of the mountains, but 
let it also be known that although those who 
would travel the level places may never know 
the darkness of the ravine yet never either do 
they achieve the glory of the summit. J. McC.

NEW BLOOD.

^ L v O O  GREAT a homogeneity is not good for 
any school. The benefits of the intermingling of 
students of various social and scholastic train
ings go beyond the mere general advantages of 
teaching them to “ rub elbows”  with the world.
It is not too much to say that the scholastic 
competition is likely to be livelier in a college 
whose students have not all received an identical 
preliminary training.

It is for that reason as well as for others 
that the College welcomes a generous leavening ' 
this year of students from most of the larger 
Alaskan towns and from the States. Rep
resented on the rolls are Seward, Anchorage, 
Cordova, Juneau, Ketchikan, Chickaloon, and a 
number of other places in the Territory. Who 
will now dispute the claim of the College to be 
all-Alaskan? L. A. M.
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T o Fill the (Purse
HERE are many and varied fields of work 

open to students at the A. A. C. & S. of M. dur
ing the summer months, and although the min
ing industry offers the larger number of open
ings, students in the other branches of engineer
ing and those taking Business Administration 
and General Science have no difficulty in finding 
employment.

At the present time the Fairbanks Explora
tion Co. is carrying on extensive work in this dis • 
trict preparatory to installing a number of 
electric dredges and during the past summer 
many students were employed by them both in 
field and office work.

The Alaska Road Commission also gives

work, each summer, to those of the students who 
have an inclination for truck driving, while the 
Richardson Highway Transportation Co. and 
smaller mines in the camp employ their quota.

Ray Hamilton and Franklin Shafer felt the 
urge of the wanderlust and spent the summer 
surveying in the Wiseman district of the upper 
Koyukuk, traveling up by way of the Tanana, 
Yukon and Koyukuk rivers and returning by 
plane. Other students worked at various pur
suits along the coast, while a few made the trip 
to the Outside. Some worked their own ground 
and a few made inspection trips to various min
ing localities procuring data for thesis work.

In the Frozen cJYtuck

Mammoth Tooth in Frozen Ground

N the fine sedimentary muck that the Fair
banks Exploration Company is thawing and 
sluicing away on Goldstream by means of great 
hydraulic giants in order to uncover the gold- 
bearing gravel, there was discovered this faJI 
part of the skeleton of a hairy mammoth, inhab
itant of this northern domain, so the geologists 
tell us, some twenty-five thousand years ago.

Members of the Historical Geology class visiting 
the spot found only an enormous molar tooth 
and a few of the big bones of the head protrud
ing from the frozen muck. It will not be known 
how much of the skeleton is embedded there un
til spring sluicing opens up the ground.

The College museum now contains almost a 
complete set of bones of a mammoth dug up by 
a dredge in the Kuskokwim district several 

(Continued on page 30)

Geology Claes Visits the Mammoth.
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<Zjhe World o f Little&t ‘̂ JhinQs
B y  G. Raym ond Hood.

T IS NATURAL to want to extend our 
vision, and we are forever trying to 

enlarge our Universe. We try to look through 
infinite space, and think through infinite time. 
With our modern appliances, we may penetrate 
space, and render perceptible one hundred mil
lion stars instead of the two thousand that greet 
our eye in the evening sky; but we cannot reach 
them. We are prisoners on a tiny speck, lost in 
this universe of flaming suns, and in a sense, we 
are limited to a very small circle on that speck. 
Our horizon is seldom more than fifteen miles 
away, and though we fly above it, or tunnel un
der it, or swim beneath its waters, we are scarce
ly at ease save when we stand upon the surface 
of our earth. We are, in a sense, two-dimensional 
animals.

The world, as a field for exploration, is prac
tically worked out. We have scaled its mountain 
peaks, plumbed its seas, exploited its Klondikes, 
stood upon its poles, and compassed it in every 
direction. There is another world* however, that 
is all about us: a world that has never been ex
plored; a world that has scarcely been discov
ered; a world of tremendous possibilities ; the 
world of the infinitely little.

I f we place a single grain of sugar into a 
glass of pure water, and stir it thoroughly, each 
portion of the water will contain its aliquot share 
of the dissolved sugar; and we shall perhaps be 
able, by a refinement of analysis, to detect its 
presence in a single drop. But if we increase 
our glassful of water to a lake, or to a sea, we 
shall reach a point where a single drop, or a hun
dred single drops taken at random, may not con
tain any sugar at all. We have, then, the con
ception that the grain of sugar is composed of a 
finite number of particles, or molecules, and that 
the process of subdivision by dilution is limited 
by the number of molecules.

These sugar molecules are of a definite size, 
and we have accurate methods of measuring

their weight and number. They are relatively 
large in the world of littlest things, but amaz
ingly small in our notions of size. In round 
numbers, there are eighteen hundred billions of 
billions of them in a gram. Stated in another 
way—if a gram of sugar, that is to say, a thim
ble full, were dispersed evenly throughout the 
waters of Lake Superior, there would be five 
molecules in every drop in the lake.

The water, too, is made up of particles of 
definite size. I f  we take a single drop of it from 
the glass, and magnify the drop to thvj size of 
our earth, the water molecules will appear like 
golf balls: they will be the stones and gravel of 
this new world. Here and there will be larger 
boulders: the molecules of dissolved sugar.

But these stones are complex: they are smal
ler particles cemented together. By chemical 
means, we may split the molecules into their ele
mentary parts, and find sugar composed of twen
ty-two atoms of hydrogen, eleven of oxygen and 
twelve of carbon, while water is made up of two 
atoms of hydrogen and one of oxygen.

Not long ago, we thought of the atom as a 
hard, indivisible something, beyond which we 
need probably never look for the ultimate foun
dation of matter. Molecules were made up of 
such atoms, more or less bonded together in var
ious combinations, with more or less freedom of 
motion; and of combinations of molecules, all 
matter was composed. Perhaps we were justified 
in resting with this conclusion for a time, for the 
atom is almost inconceivably small. I f  we were 
to split our glass of water into its component 
atoms, and magnify each atom to a grain of 
sand; and if it required a hundred thousand 
grains of sand to make a cubic inch; then our 
glass of water would suffice to cover this Terri
tory of Alaska with a layer of sand grains four 
miles deep!

Now we know that the atoms are not hard
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particles; that they are not simple, but complex; 
and that they are built in a very intricate fash
ion. We are to think of them as being composed 
chiefly of charges of electricity. We conceive of 
them as being formed of layers of electrons, or 
negative charges, arranged in definite order 
about a positively charged nucleus. They are 
minute solar systems, and most of their volume 
has all the properties of empty space.

I f  we consider the smallest atom—the hy
drogen atom— we may look at it as consisting of 
one negative charge, or electron; balanced by a 
positive charge, or nucleus. As a mechanism to 
keep these two charges from merging entirely, 
it seems necessai’y to adopt a celestial orbit, with 
motion about the center of gravity. We may 
say that magnifying the hydrogen atom diameter 
to one mile, the electron would look like a base
ball at the end of the half-mile radius, and the 
nucleus would be a positively charged pinhead at 
the center of the circle.

Other atoms will be similar, but not simpler. 
All the other elements are derived, one after an
other, by the repeated addition of an electron 
and a positive charge, until we reach the highest 
number of the series, Uranium.

Everyone knows that the diamond is only 
crystallized charcoal. The venom of the rattle
snake and the white of an egg are formed from 
identically the same amounts of the same ele
ments. Cloves, ginger, oil of lemon, and black 
pepper are all hydrocarbons containing ten at
oms of carbon and sixteen of hydrozen. Oil of 
roses and common coal gas are alike made from 
the same number of atoms of carbon and hydro
gen. Sugar and gum arabic are also brothers, 
and we could find many other examples.

The explanation of these peculiarities is, 
of course, that the atoms are placed differently 
toward each other in the molecules of the differ
ent substances. In very similar fashion, we may 
have the electrons in a given element arranged in 
different relationships with each other, and with 
the nucleus. Then there arise isotopes, or ele
ments having the same chemical properties but 
slightly different atomic weights. That is, an 
element may have two or more atomic weights.

Common examples are chlorine, with two atomic 
weights, and mercury, with six; giving us by 
combination, sixty-three kinds of mcreurous 
chloride, or calomel!

When dynamite is exploded, the atoms 
which make up the nitroglycerine molecule cre
ate a terrific disturbance in their chemical rear
rangement. Each molecule flies apart, under the 
influence of the detonator, as an arch falls when 
the keystone is removed. Even by comparison, 
we can scarcely visualize such a cataclysm as the 
disruption of our univei'se, accompanied by the 
explosion of our sun and the loss of our earth in 
unutterable space. But in the world of littlest 
things, such catastrophes are of rather common 
occurrence. Some of our heavier elements, as 
uranium, thorium, radium, and actinium, are 
regular dynamite cartridges, but they continue 
exploding indefinitely. The universes of their 
atoms are continually disintegrating: hurling off 
electrons, and accordingly falling back into sta
ble universes of lower complexity. These ele
ments are automatically going to pieces. Others 
are having decomposition forced upon them. 
Thus complex Tungsten has been shattered by 
an electric spark, at a heat corresponding to the 
sun’s, to give simple Helium. We have touched 
the Philosopher’s Stone: the alchemist’s dream 
of transmutation of metals is realized before our 
dazzled eyes!

These are a few of the marvels of our new 
world of littlest things. Perhaps the most re
markable of all is, that weight for weight, the 
shattering of an atom discloses millions of times 
more energy than the explosion of dynamite.

This evolution of energy is of more import
ance to us than the transmutation of, let us say, 
gold from lead; for it is obvious that if we dou
ble the world’s supply of gold, a dollar will be 
worth only fifty cents. But if we can learn to 
release and control that force, the perpetual 
struggle for existence will cease to be the lot of 
man. We shall not need to live on the bare sur
plus of Nature’s energies. The very rocks will 
yield up light and warmth and power: the des
erts will be gardens and the whole world a Sec
ond Eden.
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In Calm Water With the Rapids Behind

Wifli Gun and ^Pack Sack
B y  J o h n  M cCom b e .

HE WARMTH of summer evenings 
has given way to cool fall nights; 

leaves have begun to fall; waterfowl, on their 
way south, pass high overhead; the hunting 
moon is on the rise; Indian Summer has come to 
the North, and from Labrador to the Bering Sea, 
the red-blooded feel the urge to know once more 
the thrill of the hunt, the companionship of the 
camp fire and the freedom of sky and forest.

Back in the “ Height of Land”  country of 
Quebec the early dusk of a ,mid-October day is 
gathering. Two men come down to the stream’s 
edge, place a canoe in the water, and, stepping 
in, push off and quietly move down stream, the 
dip of their paddles scarcely audible above the 
murmur of the rapids half a mile below. The 
canoe is empty, except for rifle, birch bark horn 
and axe that lie between the thwarts; but these 
are all the requirements for the night’s work, 
for the Bull Moose is now seeking his mate and 
the hunters are on their way to a pre-chosen

stand where, by the fraudulent imitation of a 
love-call, they will lure the antlered king to his 
doom.

As the rapids loom near the men swing their 
craft over to the right bank and, in a minute 
more, are over the oily take-off into the mael
strom below. But their canoe is light, and strong 
muscles answer the command of keen eyes as the 
canoe suddenly swerves diagonally toward iho 
left shore to find the deep channel between the 
boulders, intent on destruction, and as quickly, 
is back to the right bank, and again back to 
the center where it straightens out to take the 
last dip, rides the swells below and is in calm 
water with the rapids behind.

As if stopping for an instant to gather 
breath before the next race) is run, the river now 
widens out into a small lake. At the lower end 
one shore is rocky and rises abruptly, but the 
other shows a wide, sandy beach with a luxurious 
growth of lily pads out from it, and just beyond,
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a sand bar boasting a covering of coarse grass 
and low blueberry bushes. The canoe grates oil 
the sand of the bar, the men get out and quietly 
pull it up, the rifle and horn are lifted out, and 
the evening hunt is ready to start. Nature 
seems to have favored the hunters, and lent them 
her aid, for the gentle breeze is off-shore, the 
sky is clear, and in a short time the moon will be 
up.

There is no word spoken— one of the men 
holds the rifle across his knees, his companion 
picks up the birch bark horn and with the per
fection of long practice, sends forth a low grunt, 
followed a few seconds later by a shorter one; 
then silence again reigns. No movement from

the two figures crouched motionless in the shad
ows ; but ears and eyes are keenly alert to catch 
the answering call or note any movement in the 
forest edge three hundred feet away, across the 
intervening lily pads and beach. The men are 
wondering too, wondering if he comes how he 
will approach —  perhaps noisily, crashing 
through the bush as if challenging all to dispute 
his right—perhaps silently, only disclosing his 
presence when he suddenly appears a dark shape 
on the yellow beach against a background of 
black spruces.

Another call breaks the solitude but this 
time there comes an answering call from the hill
side that rises gently behind the shore, and after 
a short interval the melancholy, plaintive plea 
from the bar again breaks the silence, but brings

forth no response. Five minutes that seem like 
an eternity, and the horn in again raised and a 
low call emitted. From the very edge of the 
woods comes an answering call and fingers 
tighten as the rifle is shifted to be leady for in
stant action. A  few low grunts from the bar 
and eyes that search the deepening shadows 
across the strip of water— a tightening of the 
muscles—a rifle slowly raised-—one endless mo
ment—then the flash and the forest re-echoing 
to the report. The moose staggers, makes an at
tempt to reach the protecting woods, collapses—  
a few spasmodic quivers and the antlered head 
falls low.

The morning mist is rising from the river as 
the canoe finds its way to shore. Two men get 
out, lift out their load, and start up to their 
camp, half hidden where the beach gives way to 
the blue line of forest.

Day is breaking over a Western marsh, hun
dreds of migrating waterfowl are in the air, and 
the dull booming of guns is to be heard. On an 
outjetting point on the north side of the marsh a 
blind may be found, directly in front of which 
bob some forty wooden decoys, inviting their live 
brothers to take shelter with them, in the lee of 
the shore, from the fierce “ norther”  that is 
painting the open water a grey white. A  bunch 
of bluebills swing up wind, finding it heavy go
ing. It seems for a moment that they will pass 
out of range to the right, but suddenly they make 
a sharp turn and setting their wings, sail in over 
the decoys. They have dropped their legs, and 
with fast flapping wings are about to settle in 
the water when a figure rises over the top of what 
might be mistaken for a heavy growth of grass, 
and a pump gun speaks. In a few seconds the 
ducks are out of range but not before three of 
their number are left to pay the toll. A spaniel 
is quickly in the water retrieving his kill, and is 
soon back in the blind beside his master, both 
waiting keenly alert, for whatever luck may next 
send. A pair of mallards, coming with the wind, 
drop in like bullets and pay the price; a flock of 
three blacks lose a member as they pass over-

A  Morning Bath
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head just in range; a lone redhead, flying low, 
comes in and stays. Thus the day proceeds; 
noon comes with a lull in the shooting; the after
noon wanes, the evening flight is on; then dai’k- 
ness and a man tramping campwards, contented, 
his packsack heavy and his cartridge belt light.

Clouds hang low over the Alaska Range, a 
drizzling rain is falling along the stream valleys, 
but an occasional break in the clouds discloses the 
peaks covered with a new mantle of snow that 
comes almost down to the timber line. The wide 
gravel flats of the braided glacial stream seem 
destitute of life, but on closer scrutiny one might 
discern three figures plodding their way up
stream. Each carries a heavy pack and a rifle 
swings from the side of each packboard.

Shadows fall, darkness gathers, but the 
three men continue on their way. It is hard 
going in the dark up that last half mile of side 
pup, but the camp site is at last reached, a fire 
quickly dispels the darkness, a tent is set up, the 
odor of cooking is on the night air, camp is made. 
The evening meal is soon over, tobacco produced 
and the plans of the morrow discussed; then shoe 
pac-s are pulled off; the warmth of the blankets 
found, tired muscles relax and sleep comes 
quickly.

Morning breaks with the rain of the previ
ous day gone, but the clouds still hang low. The 
snow line has crept a little farther down the 
slopes. The hunters awake and gaze out on fa
miliar scenes: the view down the pup, and across 
the river to the benches, rising quickly to meet 
the base of precipitous cliffs that culminate in 
snow-white peaks; the trail leading up the pup 
to rising benches that run along the base of the 
sheep hills; the bark worn off the bottom, of sev
eral small spruces where the dogs were tied out 
when the camp was pitched the previous winter 
in these stunted spruces near the timber line. 
How different, though, now without the snow 
from what it was when the rivers and creeks 
were solid and the color scheme was white, brok
en only by black buttresses of rock or the green 
of the spruce along the stream valleys.

Breakfast is soon over and the men turn 
down the pup toward the main, stream. Graining 
this, they start upstream, scanning the gravel 
bars, overgrown here and there by stunted willow 
brush, for signs of life. Suddenly one of them 
stops and gazes intently across the stream. He 
turns and speaks to his two companions and they, 
too, look. Then they all turn and retrace their 
steps some half mile to where the river widens 
into several channels, making an advantageous 
fording place. The stream is waded, but not 
without difficulty for the current is strong and

A  Partner in Hunting

the gravel rolls under foot; it is hard to stay 
erect. The shelter of the fringe of spruce and 
cottonwood, along the edges of the bars, is gained 
and the men move cautiously through the timber 
as they proceed upstream. The woods following 
the course of the river swings to the right and 
from the point formed the hunters gaze out 
through the trees and see their game— caribou— 
a herd of fifteen out on the bars a hundred and 
fifty yards away. The men converse in a few



F A R T H E S T - N O R T H  C O L L E G I A N

In the Stunted Spruces Near Timberline

low whispers as they pick out their animals, then 
sitting down rest their elbows on their knees and 
take sight. Reports ring out. A big bull drops 
in his tracks his neck broken, another halts and 
then starts slowly after the fast disappearing 
band. But he does not get far. Another bullet 
finishes him. The animals are soon cut up. A 
cache is then built, fifteen feet off the ground, 011 
the top of four cut-off spruces, and the meat 
placed in it, and then covered with spruce 
boughs. The hunters will return in the winter; 
there will be dogs to feed.

The camp is astir early the next day and 
before daybreak the hunters have started the 
ascent of the ridge behind the camp. Daylight 
finds them half way up, the hardest climbing still 
ahead and a covering of new snow to contend 
with. At last the ridge is gained and the men 
separate, one heading east along the ridge; and 
the other two proceeding west, keeping the top.

As evening begins to settle, the lone hunter 
makes his way into camp and starts preparing 
supper for his two companions when they arrive. 
He has not long to wait, for supper is but half 
ready when they hail him as they come down 
through the trees, each packing a heavy load of

sheep. “ Good thing you fellows turned the 
trick,”  greets the victors from over the pots. 
“ Got a couple of shots at a nice old ram, pretty 
dose, too, but missed and the only sheep 1 saw 
after that were a long way off, on another ridge, 
and it was too late then to go after them. How 
did you get yours?”

“ Fairly easy,”  was the rejoinder. “ About 
a mile and a half along the ridge, after we left 
you, we spotted a bunch of six. A ram and five 
ewes feeding down along the top of the bench. 
We worked our way down a gut, keeping well out 
of sight, expecting to be within good range when 
we’d get to the bench, but they fooled us. They 
had moved down farther and were out of good 
shooting range. We sent a couple of shots over 
their backs and it sent them toward us. We fig
ured if they kept coming the way they started 
they’d run us down. But they changed their 
minds and swung to the left up over a talus 
slope. We both let drive, and knocked the old 
boy over, but instead of staying put he started 
to roll on the slide and didn’t stop till he nearly 
reached the creek bottom. Took a long time to 

(Continued on page 34)
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CyYLarooned by the bureau o f Fisheries

(To protect the salmon 
Bureau of Fisheries has imposed certain 
restrictions, such as the establishment of 
deadlines at the mouth of streams, prohibition of 
fishing on Sunday, and various minor regula
tions tending to give the salmon an opportunity 
to move up the stream to spawn. In order to en
force these rules the bureau places a man at the 
mouth of each stream known to be used by the 
salmon for spawning)

BUNCH of the boys were peacefully 
J*-* sucking sodas in Juneau’s chief dis

pensary. There was a heated discussion in prog
ress as to whether there was more ice cream in 
the Seattle sodas. Just as the Juneau boys seemed 
to be "getting the best of it by force of numbers
and stronger vocal cords the argument was
rudely interrupted by a man who had just en-

By E. G. M oore.
(Illustrated by the Author) 

industry, the tered. Seeming to care little for the reputation 
of Juneau sodas he came to the point abruptly.

‘ ' I f any of you boys want a job camping out 
for the summer at $6.00 per day, go up to the 
office of the Bureau of Fisheries and hand in 
your applications, ’ ’

There was a brief pause for a fraction of a 
second, then a mad scramble for the door. While 
the others jammed in the door casing I sneaked 
out the back way and out the alley. I was inside 
the office of the bureau about three jumps ahead 
of the rest. But there was no need for hurry as 
there were jobs for all. I found myself assigned 
to the Chaik Bay district, with orders to get my 
outfit and be ready to leave in the morning on 
the “ Rainbow.”

Getting a skiff proved to be a problem. I 
had nearly given it up as a bad job when I 
found a man who said he had a fine little skiff in

18
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his back yard that rode the waves like a duck.
Early the next morning we sailed from Ju

neau for our destinations on Chatham Strait. 
The first stop was a little bay near the month of 
Tenakee Inlet on Chichagoff Island. It was dark 
when we got there, so we spent the night on the 
boat before unloading the first victim. Just at 
dawn the next morning I was awakened by 
someone whispering in my ear.

‘ ‘ Get up and have a look at the bear on the 
beach. ’ ’

Dressing quietly, I sneaked up the compan
ionway and joined the rest. About a hundred 
feet down the beach was a large brown bear sit
ting on his haunches and gazing at us far more 
calmly than we were gazing at him. After a 
few miniates of this mutual curiosity he rose to 
his feet and strolled leisurely into the forest.

“ Y ou ’re going to have some great hunting 
here,”  said the captain enthusiastically to the 
unfortunate youth who was to be landed at this 
spot.

“ Yea, sure,”  he responded in a weak tone 
as he gazed doubtfully at the shotgun he had 
brought along.

The captain pointed out a nice spot for a 
camp a few yards from the point where the bear

had disappeared, but the mighty hunter of the 
night before said he saw a wonderful camping 
site on the other side of the river. So leaving him 
on the beach with his outfit piled around him, we 
sailed across the strait to Admiralty Island, 
where I was to be left at Chaik Bay.

The boat seemed to be heading toward a 
coastline of unbroken bluffs, but three or four 
miles from the shore, a narrow gap became vis
ible which soon opened into a bottle-*shaped bay, 
that reached to the mouth of a small river. On 
either hand the shores rose sharply from the 
water’s edge to snowcapped tops. The river 

' wound through a marshy flat that stretched back 
several miles to a stream of silver, pouring over 
a high bluff. A whispering murmur confirmed 
the presence of a waterfall.

At the foot of a bluff that rose almost per
pendicularly for a thousand feet was a narrow 
strip of forest with a fairly good beach. The 
captain edged in to this as close as he dared and 
then launched my skiff. Tying it to a boatrail 
we proceeded to gather my outfit together. I 
was aroused from the sad contemplation of a 
loaf of bread daintily garnished with motor oil 
by a shout from the captain.

"Come here and look at your boat. It

Riding the Waves
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hasn’t learned to swim yet.”
As I gazed at the dim outlines of my yacht, 

resting peacefully five feet below the surface, I 
recalled the remark of its former owner that it 
rode the waves like a duck. It was apparent that 
he had forgotten to mention that it had the div
ing ability of a loon. We fished it out and made 
the discovery that the seams had opened half an 
inch from exposure to the sun. However, a piece 
of canvas tacked on the bottom served to keep it 
on the surface for five minutes before bailing out.

Twilight was settling in the bay by the time 
my outfit had been dumped by the water’s edge. 
Due to the height of the mountain behind my 
camp, it was dark a couple of hours before the 
last golden ray faded from the mountain peak 
on the other side of the bay.

I extended to the captain an invitation to be 
present at the founding of Camp Moore, but he 
courteously declined the doubtful honor and left 
me alone with my goods and chattels heaped 
about me. The dwindling light spurred me into 
action and I began casting about for tent poles. 
There were 110 trees near by, less than a foot 
through, so I conceived the brilliant idea of using 
the oars from the skiff. After an hour’s wrestling 
I finally got the tent into a semi-erect condition 
and rolled up in my blankets beneath it. All 
went well till I happened to kick one of the oars 
and the tent descended upon me with the sudden
ness of a deadfall. I amused myself for a few 
moments by repeating a few quaint phrases and 
catchwords, from the combined vocabularies of 
muleskinners and seafaring men, enlarging upon 
them somewhat, thanks to my contact with Col
lege men. I didn’t relish another struggle with 
the tent, so let it lay as it was and passed the 
night fairly comfortably.

The next morning I got to work and put up 
my camp in a comparatively habitable condition. 
I was supposed to estimate the quantity and spe
cies of salmon moving up the river, but could n't 
see how I could possibly do it when they would 
not stay still long enough to be counted. It was 
several days before I got the knack of estimating 
the size of a school by the number of salmon that 
jumped.

One day I decided to climb the mountain for 
a deer to help out my larder which was becom
ing low. I squirmed my way upward through 
tangles of fallen timber, and thick clumps of 
devil’s club. It took three hours to force my way 
through two miles of the heavy underbrush char
acteristic of the islands of Southeastern Alaska. 
To add to my discomfort it began to rain in a 
steady drizzle, till by the time I had reached the 
top I was carrying several pounds of surplus 
water in my clothes. It was with a vast sigh of 
relief that I finally emerged from the dripping 
forest into the grassy parks on the top. Deer 
were plentiful and half an hour’s hunting 
brought me a fine young buck. It did not weigh 
more than a hundred pounds so I shouldered it 
and started back. A few hundred yards seemed 
to double the weight, so I decided to remove the 
unnecessary portions. A half mile of under
brush persuaded me that I couldn’t possibly eat 
more than half a deer, so I cut off the fore quar
ters. But it was no use, for the more I cut off, 
the heavier it seemed to get. When I stumbled 
into camp I was staggering beneath the weight of 
a dozen chops and a few steaks.

Time hung heavily 011 my hands. An hour 
a day served to get the data required by the bu 
reau and the rest of the time became increasing
ly unbearable. A pair of ravens nesting high up 
on the bluff behind me were particularly obnox
ious. Whenever I was feeling unusually lone
some they never failed to send a dismal croak 
floating down from the heights. To keep from 
becoming more cuckoo than I already was, I de
cided to row up the straits to Killisnoo, a matter 
of some fourteen miles.

I launched my leaky skiff early the next 
morning and started off. My average progress 
was about two hundred yards between stops foi 
bailing. Out in the strait a breeze came up 
which soon had me tossing about like a cork. I" 
was too late to turn back so I had to bounce 
around on the swell and keep on rowing. I was 
still rowing when the sun went down, but the 
lights of Killisnoo were sparkling on the shore 
less than a mile away. No perfume ever seemed 

(Continued on page 32)
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V/hen ‘Travel Was Adventure
B y  A lb in a  A . M iller .

NE WHO rides into Interior Alaska in 
a comfortable coach of the Alaska 

Railroad in the winter time might find it diffi
cult to realize what winter traffic was like twen
ty years ago, or even ten. From the well-heated 
car he can look out over miles of barren snow 
fields without it once occurring to him that so 
short a time ago the winter traveler between 
Fairbanks and the coast set out upon an adven
ture and not a voyage.

By 1904 a land cable had given wire com
munication between Fairbanks and Yaldez, the 
gateway to the Interior. It was in about the 
year 1910 that the old Northern Commercial 
Company bought out the mail contract from the 
first mail contractor, Ed Orr, who had had it for 
about one year. The mail contract, however, ex
tended over a period of four years, a season last
ing from October to April, and being wholly con
trolled by the supply of snow necessary for sled
ding. The early fall schedule called for two 
stages a week; then in middle winter three 
stages were operated when trail conditions were 
at their best.

We will follow one of these southbound win
ter stages, thereby attempting to comprehend 
fully the conditions and hardships encountered 
by some of the travelers of the ten-year period 
previous to the completion of the railroad. As 
many as twelve passengers could be accommodat
ed on a stage, and after they had taken their 
places in the three- or four-seated stage coach, in 
went the foot-warmers, robes, and finally tarpau
lins were tied over and around each seated sec
tion. It is recounted that many women were 
frightened upon being tied securely and didn’t 
quite sense the advisability of being bound to a 
sled by some husky driver.

The mail and passengers ready, the four- 
horse stage left town about 8 a. m. The first 
stop was at the 18-Mile roadhouse for lunch. At 
every sixteen- or eighteen-mile house the arriv

ing stage was given fresh horses. About four 
relays were maintained on the route, the load 
being transferred to an awaiting southbound sled 
and the other sled taking aboard the northbound 
mail and passengers. Thus each stage operated 
between some specified trail points and had at 
each roadhouse men to be relied upon for the 
care of the stock. The night stop was made at 
Munson’s, forty miles from Fairbanks. Those 
who have traveled this route admit that everyone 
was famished at mealtime, and that even the 
crabbiest arc in good humor after eating a hot 
meal. Story-telling, cards, and early retiring 
were the main endeavors after dinner. When a 
roadhouse was over-crowded, as was often the 
case, people would sleep in shifts, and woe be to 
the heavy sleepers!

The following morning saw the usual early 
start in semi-darkness, lunch at the Fox Farm, 
and the Little Delta reached by night. On the 
third day of the trip, lunch was had at a tent 
roadhouse, and at Sullivan’s for the night. The 
following day, after passing Gordon’s, the night 
stop was at Donnelly ’s, and there they entered 
the Delta country which was so well known for 
its storms. Upon leaving Donnelly the next 
morning the big stages were abandoned for dou- 
ble-enders drawn by single horses, all of which 
were driverless but the first and last of ti e pro
cession, the intervening horses being well trained 
to follow along. Through this blizzard country 
was to be encountered the most terrific storms of 
the Interior. Certain drivers well acquainted with 
each landmark even in the most violent storms 
were retained as guides through this section. One 
might wonder why the sleds were not enclosed. 
Enclosed sleds have been known to be capsized 
and to be so handled by the wind as to be turned 
completely out of their course.

Almost fourteen days’ travel was required 
to cover a trip of 370 miles through one of the 

. (Continued on page 27)
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South Fork of the Koyukuk

cUhe CAerial (Route
B y  F r a n k l in  S h afe r

HE TRIP to Wiseman, the little town 
on the upper Koyukuk far north of the 

Arctic Circle and well up in the Endicott range 
where I had spent the summer with a surveying 
party, involved about twenty days and over a 
thousand miles of travel by water, which includ
ed quite a bit of the Tanana and the Yukon and 
practically all of the Koyukuk river. The 
thought of flying home over this rough and 
tangled wilderness in a few hours was appealing. 
So down out of a hole in the clouds one day came 
two birdmen and lighted on the field.

It was a few days before the weather clear
ed sufficiently for the start. The plane that I 
was in was the first to leave the ground. A roar 
and a rush of wind and a bounding and we were 
soon leaving the field far behind. As we passed 
over a ridge along the bank of the Koyukuk the 
airplane began to rock every way at once in the 
changing air currents. At first I tightened my 
grip on the side but I soon became used to the 
bumpiness and began to look around below. The 
trees looked like a bed of moss upon which a 
person could land softly if he fell. We had 
circled about and were directly over the Koyu
kuk, a long green ribbon disappearing in the val
ley to the south. On the west bank lay Wiseman,

a mere mite of a town though the largest north 
of the Arctic Circle and the last on the northern 
frontier of Interior Alaska. The houses and 
other objects were too small to seem real. Yet at 
that height I could distinguish plainly every 
rabbit trail on the alluvial fan built by the creek 
emptying into the river from the east.

A  signal from the pilot of the second plane 
which was still on the ground, brought us down 
again. He had broken a propeller at the start 
and we were delayed until that was fixed. Then 
both planes were in the air. This was something 
new again for as they drew close together we 
could see the people in the other machine and 
wave to them. It was a strange feeling to know 
that we were not alone up there, but that others 
were close by, floating as it seemed, for, going 
at the same speed as ourselves, they hardly 
seemed to move, except vertically when they 
would appear to rise or fall in the queerest man
ner without any horizontal movement whatever. 
I was reminded of a “ devil’s darning needle”  
poised over a small pond or lake.

From the height of a few thousand feet, 
distance was very deceiving. When the other 
plane would pass between us and a peak, even
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though it was considerably closer to us than to 
the highest point of ground below, it looked as 
though it would surely hit the mountain. The 
first time we headed for such a peak I was cer
tain that we would run into it before we turned 
aside with space and time to spare.

As we passed through the mountains, fly
ing between sharp crags, we began to run into 
clouds and rough air which would first lift and 
then drop us. I f you have ever jumped off a 
fence with your eyes closed you know something 
of the sensation of hitting an air pocket in a 
speeding plane. Small cloud banks that we 
passed over looked so soft that one was tempted 
to wonder how soft they would be if he jumped 
down on them.

When we were nearly to the Yukon we 
were compelled by a heavy snow storm and a di
minishing gas supply to return to Betties where 
we spent the night. In the morning it had clear
ed enough for travel and both planes started off 
for Fairbanks. We passed high over barren or 
wooded stream valleys winding a circuitous 
route through hills and lowland that all seemed 
flat. The South Fork of the Koyukuk looked 
like a snake with rheumatism. It was difficult to 
tell which way some of the streams ran. In time 
the Yukon appeared ahead of us, a thin line of 
shining water. From that point I could see the 
dim outline of the Alaska range on the horizon, 
and Mt. McKinley looked twice as big as it does

from the ground. We crossed the Yukon at the 
point where it runs from the flats into the Yu
kon Hills. I could hardly believe that a steam
boat could go any distance up a river so small 
until a tent on the bank showed by comparison 
the river’s great breadth.

Before long we passed over Brooks. This 
moving landscape was realistic, but hardly real. 
To me it was like seeing something in the movies; 
you see it for a moment and then it passes on; 
you have seen the thing as it is, but you have no 
tangible evidence to prove it.

A few minutes later we could see the whole 
valley of the Tanana in the Fairbanks district. 
The mining towns and camps around seemed 
only a few steps away from Fairbanks. We 
could see most of the new ditch and the hydrau
lic operations 011 Gold Stream. Then we were 
over the town. Cars in the railroad yards looked 
like toys. The color of houses seemed more pro
nounced. The ball park was so small that I 
didn’t see how we were going to land in it. But 
it grew big suddenly as we made the swift de
scent. I was home again after flying steadily 
for three hours and twenty minutes and cover
ing nearly two hundred and fifty miles. And I 
left the plane reluctantly, walking still in a 
world not quite real, floating yet in an airy realm 
above the clouds, and feeling that the Arabian 
Nights had melted into Alaskan Days.

Over the Endicotts



24 F A R T H E S T - N O R T H  C O L L E G I A N

CA Chechako ^Treks Overland
B y  C h arles  T h o m p s o n .

N the first days of September of the 
present year it became necessary for 

me to come into Fairbanks from the little inland 
town which I had been calling home for about a 
year. The trail over which I tramped with a 
light pack on my back is probably quite typical 
of many such trails in Alaska. Up and down 
long sloping hills, across creeks and rivers, over 
domes and along side hills and ridges, through 
swamps and niggerhead flats, it winds its tortu
ous way. Built by the government at a cost of 
several thousand dollars and originally intended 
for a wagon road, but little used as such, it was 
never really practical because of the four moun
tain ranges it must cross. It has now lost much 
of its resemblance to a road and in many places 
the grass has grown so tall and thick over it that 
one must guess at the trail.

The first night 1 stopped with a prospector. 
The picks and shovels flew thick and fast that 
night, and many a hole we put to bedrock. 
Soaked by a heavy rain the following morning, 
I came at noon to a relief cabin where I soon had 
a fire going and the old coffee pot on the stove. 
Due to the combination of generous precipita
tion and tall grasses, I was more than slightly 
damp from my waist down. Peeling off my af
fectionate clothes, I wrung them out and hung 
them up to dry, and proceeded to go about get
ting my dinner a la September Morn.

The sun was shining when I struck out 
again, my trail now leading on an easy incline 
up and over a dome. While negotiating a 
switchback, I saw a cow caribou a couple of hun
dred yards ahead. I was just making the last 
sharp right turn when the same animal, which 
had trotted leisurely into a clump of spruce upon 
seeing me, burst from the thicket and crossed the 
road about twelve feet ahead, going a few more 
miles an hour than Barney Oldfield ever did at 
his best. I was still wondering in a sort of cas
ual fashion about the reason for all this unseem

ly hurry, when I found myself face to face with 
a nice big black wolf, who, until now, had been 
advancing both hard and fast. He plowed to a 
stop and we stood eyeing each other for that well 
known half-second' I did not know whether he 
had been coming down the road to greet the car
ibou or my humble self, whom he probably took 
for the calf, but at any rate it was necessary for 
one of us to give ground, and as I was too sur
prised to move, he turned and conceded me the 
right-of-way.

I passed over the top of the dome and fol
lowed along just under the ridge top. Caribou 
were frequent now along the way, mostly cows 
with calves, in groups of from two to a hundred. 
Suddenly I saw a black bear about a hundred 
and fifty yards away to my right up the hill tak
ing on a cargo of blueberries. He was a good
sized bear and to me he looked even bigger. I f 
I continued on the trail I would have to pass 
within fifty feet of him. Not wanting to fright
en him, I determined to make my presence 
known before going any closer. At my third hal
loo he stood up and looked in my direction. Be
ing uncertain of his intentions I commenced to 
look around for a tree. As there was none suit
able at hand I decided to make noise my forte. 
Picking up two stones, I began banging them 
together to let him know he wasn’t the only 
pebble on the beach, and was relieved to see Mr. 
Bruin move away a little. Seeing the battle half 
won, I began talking to that poor, innocent bear 
in no uncertain terms. I cussed him backwards 
and forwards, up one side and down the other, 
not forgetting his progenitors and all his prog
eny, present, past and future. At last, being a 
proper gentlemanly bear, he decided it would be 
beneath his dignity to stay and listen longer to 
such insulting remarks, and so began to amble 
away. And when I say amble I don’t mean 
maybe, for he was an exceedingly buxom bear.

(Continued on page 29)
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Left to Right: McIntosh, Potts, Overshiner, Hamlin, Scoles, Abell, Fuller.
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The cT̂ Cew Ones
The growth and development of the College 

has made necessary constant additions to the fac
ulty until now, in the fifth year, the College 
Staff, with President Bunnell and his secretary, 
numbers seventeen. Seven of this number are 
new at the College this year.

K e n n e th  W. A b e l l ,  the new athletic coach, 
comes from St. John’s Military Academy, Dela- 
neld, Wisconsin, where he was an instructor for 
two years. Previous to that he taught for a year 
at the Fishburne Military School at Waynesboro, 
Virginia. He graduated from Colgate Univer
sity, New York, in 1923, with the degree of Bach
elor of Science. While at Colgate Mr. Abell be
came a member of the Greek letter society, Delta 
Kappa Epsilon. He served in France with the 
32d Division. In addition to his work as coach, 
he is Professor of History and Instructor in Mil
itary Science. .

V e r y l  R. F u l l e r ,  Professor of Physics, re
ceived his Bachelor of Science degree in 1923, at

Hastings College, Hastings, Nebraska, which, in
cidentally, is Mr. Fuller’s home town. He spent 
some time teaching in high schools in Nebraska. 
Mr. Fuller comes here directly from the Iowa 
State College, Ames, Iowa, from which he grad
uated this year with the degree of Master of 
Science.

Miss In a  M. H a m lin , the new Instructor in 
Business Administration, hails from the State of 
Illinois. She graduated from the School of Com
merce, University of Illinois, in 1920, with the 
degree of Bachelor of Science. Miss Hamlin is 
a member of the National Honorary Commercial 
Sorority, Gamma Epsilon Pi. Since her gradu
ation she has taught in high schools in Nevada, 
Illinois, and Michigan, lastly in the Southeast
ern High School, Detroit.

W ill ia m  H. O versh in er , Professor of Civil 
Engineering, received his Bachelor of Science 
degree from the University of California in 1917. 
He is a member of the Dahlenaga Club, an hon
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orary engineering fraternity. Mr. Overshiner 
has spent eight years since his graduation with 
the U. S. Coast and Geodetic Survey. Two years 
of this time were spent in the Philippine Islands, 
one year along the Alaskan Coast in the Prince 
William Sound district, and the rest of the time 
along the United States coasts, covering practi
cally the entire American seaboard. He severed 
his connection with the U. S. Coast and Geodetic 
Survey a year ago, and from that time until his 
coming to Alaska was engaged in municipal and 
highway engineering work in California.

graduated from the University of Wisconsin in 
1914 with a Mining Engineering degree. Since 
that time Mr. Scoles has been engaged in practi
cal mining and field work in the States, and has 
had much experience in underground operations 
and mill testing. Mr. Scoles stated that the met- 
allurigcal and ore dressing equipment of the 
School of Mines is as complete as anything 
he has ever seen in the larger institutions outside, 
and he feels that a student should be able to get 
as good training here as would be possible else
where.

F. M. P o tts , Professor of Business Adminis
tration, is an alumnus of the University of Illi
nois, from which school he graduated in 1922 
with the degree of Bachelor of Science. He is a 
member o£ the Honorary Foreign Trades Fra
ternity, Theta Delta Pi. Mr. Potts taught for 
three years in the School of Commerce of the 
American University at Beirut, Syria. Leaving 
Beirut in the spring of 1925, he returned to the 
United States and held a position with the 
Standard Oil Company in Chicago until the 
time of his departure for Alaska.

J. C. S c o le s , Associate Professor of Mining,

The new Secretary to the President, M rs. 
E u n ice  J ea n  McIntosh, is already a seasoned 
Alaskan, this being her fourth year in the Terri
tory. Mrs. McIntosh attended Washington State 
College at Pullman, ' Washington, and also re
ceived business training in the Gray’s Harbor 
Business College at Aberdeen, Washington. A f
ter completing her course, Mrs. McIntosh was 
employed by the Grant Smith-Porter Shipbuild
ing Company of that place. Since coming to 
Alaska she has been engaged in secretarial work 
for the Alaska Railroad at Nenana. Mrs. McIn
tosh began her duties at the College on Septem
ber first.

cUhe Crackling, ^Blaze

^  ML/HAT is so conducive to a mood of rem
iniscence as a crackling blaze piercing the black
ness of a dark night, half-lighting faces, disclos
ing for a moment looks of pleasure, of trouble, or 
of dreaming? Nothing so well expresses the sym
bol of college spirit as the annual bonfire built 
on College Hill by the freshman class. In the 
fifth year of the College it has become a firmly 
established tradition looked forward to by towns
folk and students alike as a time for rekindling 
the flame of fellow feeling in College activities.

Once again, as last year, a cool dark October 
night lent itself to the occasion. The crowd, 
early gathered in the building, was summoned 
to the brink of the hill by a bugle call. The 
freshmen were gathered in a semicircle facing

the great pile of wood and combustibles they had 
laboriously stacked high for the occasion. As the 
ragged fringes of the crowd drew in, the signal 
was given and President Bunnell lit the blaze. 
Tongues of flame bit into the dry boxwood and 
the trash saturated with oil. The fire crackled 
fiercely while the ceremony of initiating the 
freshmen proceded. When they had lighted 
their torches in the symbolic flame of student life 
and activities, the torchlight procession made a 
serpentine around the big bonfire.

A  lone figure in the outskirts of the crowd 
is recognized in the dazzling light for the sole 
representative of the alumni present. What is 
he dreaming into the fire? Is it of a time when 
numerous “ old grads”  will gather at the fresh- 

(Continued on page 31)
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Palfy Sheet Metal Works
Opposite Alaska Hotel

SHEET IRON, TIN AND COPPER W ORK  

STOVES AND FURNACES 

PLUMBING

Bredlie’s Shoe Store
Agent for the 

C R O SSETT SHOE

When Travel Was Adventure 
(Continued from page 21)

most bitterly cold stretches of Alaska. The stage 
drivers indeed deserve much commendation for 
their fearlessness; many times their lives were 
endangered. Often they cached their passen
gers and returned to a roadhouse for help dur
ing a storm or after some accident had occurred. 
Each driver, however, was familiar with his por
tion of the road even to the minutest detail and 
was not therefore harassed by the dangers of 
strange territory in bad weather.

In the summer months freight teams were 
employed to distribute feed along the trail from 
both Fairbanks and Valdez. The winter stock 
was taken from the entire route, forced to swim 
the Delta River, and left to graze on the rich 
pasturage at Donnelly’s until fall when the 
horses were reshod and again placed in service.

Although Brower first used Ford trucks on 
the trail as far as the Little Delta, Robert E. 
Sheldon in 1913 made the first trip through to
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the coast by Ford. This is the time that “ Lizzie 
got there”  for if the road was bad she was pick
ed up and carried. So Bob says.

Tn 1918 the Northern Commercial Company 
was underbid in the mail contract and the indi
vidual who took it over went broke just as the 
railroad was able to handle it on its partially 
completed line by train, and by dog team be
tween the ends of steel. Then the Alaska Road 
Commission through Colonel Richardson became 
better organized and the idea was conceived of 
perfecting a highway for commercial travel on 
a more efficient and regular schedule by auto
mobile. The Richardson Highway soon became 
a popular road for summer travel and especially 
for those planning to catch a boat who would 
contract with a ‘ £ highway man' ’ to be landed on 
the coast in so many hours; this means of travel 
being more dependable than what was offered by 
the uncompleted railroad at that time.

Just say, “ I saw your ad in The Collegian’.’ 
when patronizing our advertisers.

Storage Repairing
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Parts and Service

Fairbanks
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McIntosh & Kubon
PRESCRIPTION DRUGGISTS 

In the North Since 1898.

Drugs and Medicinal Preparations, Serums and 
Vaccines, Assay and Photographic Chemicals, 
“I-P ” Looseleaf Note and Memo Books, Eaton 
Crane & Pike’s Stationery, Augustine & Kyer’s 
Candy, Cigars, Cigarettes, French Perfumes 
and Toilet Necessities.

THE CORNER DRUG STORE 
A t Fairbanks 

Known Throughout Alaska

CA Chechako (Treks Overland
(Continued from page 24)

He must have consumed a good many pounds of 
berries to have reached his present avoirdupois. 
Previous to the encounter I had begun to feel 
somewhat fatigued, but now, miraculously, I 
seemed to be extremely light footed.

Just at dusk I swung down off the ridge to
ward the relief cabin where I intended spending 
the night. Glancing back at the skyline, I was 
presented with a remarkable picture. A hun
dred yards away six caribou were silhouetted 
against the sky, statuesque, immobile.

After a fairly comfortable night at an old 
roadhouse, where, contrary to what one would 
suspect, I was not troubled by haunting dreams, 
I set out in a heavy downpour. Shortly after 
noon that day I reached the railroad. My hike 
was ended. Nothing extraordinary had occurred 
—nothing unusual for an Alaskan traveler—but 
to me it will always be memorable.

PIONEER HOTEL
C. W . TIBBITT, Propr.

Largest and Leading Hotel in Fairbanks

65 W ELL-FURNISH ED ROOMS 
25 W ITH  BATHS

Stables for Horses and Dogs
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Subscribe 

for the

jfartljcst J^ottl) 
Collegian
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75c a Year
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In the Frozen Much
(Continued from page 11) 

years ago. These bones were preserved in an al
most perfect state by a constant refrigeration in 
frozen ground. I f  ancient man had had such a 
burial ground as the frozen muck and gravel of 
the Interior of Alaska affords, we might know 
more of his habits, and his history would not have 
to be pieced out from such slender records in 
caves. Perhaps then too the missing links in his 
ancestry would not now be enshrouded in such 
complete mystery. But no matter. Here is evi
dence at our door of a life of the past that taxes 
the imagination to picture it in its primeval set
ting. This big fellow had already slept for cen
turies in his icy bed when all that we reverence as 
old and hallowed by time was still in the making.

The College was this year represented at the 
Anchorage Fair by a booth of the Home Econom
ics department. In former years the represen
tation has been from the School of Mines.

The Empress Circuit of Alaska
Operating the Finest Theatres in the North.

CORDOVA SEW ARD V ALD E Z ANCHORAGE FAIRBANKS

Showing only the best films produced, accompanied by pipe organs and 
grand pianos, with the best Musicians to play them

AUSTEN E. LATHROP, Manager.
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THE RIGHT GROCERY
Fancy and Staple Groceries

FIRST AND  COWLES Fairbanks, Alaska

<T5he Crackling, (Blaze 
(Continued from page 26) 

man bonfire as at a home-coming, relighting the 
warm blaze of memory of the first years of the 
institution, of college days in the old time? Or 
are his thoughts already reminiscent of the four 
years just past, of the four formative years for 
himself and for the College?

The fiercer blaze is gone. Some remain to 
watch the phantasmagoria of colored flame in 
the coals and the dying embers. Others go to 
visit the men’s and women’s dormitories before 
the dance begins. In the gymnasium things be
gin to happen: the freshmen, upon whom the 
burden of entertainment rests, give a dance, 
“ methought of faery” . Later the “ Dying 
Hobo”  utters his dramatically touching lines. 
After the sad drama of the trials of a football 
coach, Saint Peter himself with a dancing halo 
plays on his golden harp strains which sound 
peculiarly like the thrum of a jew ’s harp. And 
the dance goes on. . .

CANN STUDIO, Inc.

K O D A K  A N D  
PH O TO  SU PP LIE S 

Eastman Dealer 

Fairbanks, Alaska
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Diamond Setters

Fairbanks, Alaska

Samson 
Hardware Company

M IN IN G  M A C H IN E R Y  
A N D  M IN IN G  SU PP LIE S 

Garden Island, Alaska
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HOTEL NORTHERN
Newly Furnished Rooms 

With Hot and Cold Water
BARBER SHOP AND POOL ROOM 

In Connection With Hotel

Carl Berge, Propr.
Front Street Fairbanks

Smith’s Hardware
AND

Gun Store
—  GUNS —  

AMM UNITION —  SPORTING GOODS

Orthophonic Victrolas and Records 
At Outside Prices.

NORDALE HOTEL
A. J. NORDALE, Propr.

N EW  AND STRICTLY MODERN

Second and Lacy Fairbanks, Alaska

Fairbanks Laundry, Inc.
Capital Stock $29,000

You Can Have Your Clothes Laundered

SAME D AY AS RECEIVED

High Class Hand-Work Department 

Work Called for and Delivered

Robert Lavery Hallet Bailey

The House of Quality
LAV E R Y & BAILEY

Staple and Fancy Groceries
Gasoline Service Station

Miners’ Supplies, Crockery, Granite, Tin and 
Glassware; Buyers and Exporters of 

Raw Furs and Skins

Cushman St. and Second Ave. Fairbanks

Marooned by the (Bureau o f Fisheries
(Continued from page 20) 

so pleasant as the odor of dead salmon and her
ring fertilizer that greeted me as I docked at the 
pier. When I climbed out of the boat I discov
ered that prolonged rowing had worn through 
the seat of my trousers and had, in a sense, left 
me open for criticism. But I was too tired to 
care and moved painfully up to the bunkhouse 
and flopped.

Luck was with me, for the next morning I 
found that the Rainbow had stopped there on 
her way down to pick me up and take me back 
to civilization. With many vows of “ Never 
again!”  I boarded the Rainbow, picked up my 
belongings at camp and returned to the metrop
olis of Juneau.

In McKinley (Park
('Continued from page 9) 

to eat. I took a few bites of my cold sheep steak 
sandwich, ate one small slice, of fruit cake and

W e blend the best with careful pains 
And skillful combination;

And every single loaf contains 
Our business reputation.

PREISS’ BAKERY
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John F. Lonz
The Latest and Best 

In M en’s W ear

drank some water.
On the top of the saddle I saw with relief the 

valley of the Sanctuary, but I had no idea where 
the bridge was. At five minutes after three I 
dropped on to the river bar. Taking a chance I 
headed down stream. For two hours I traveled 
and saw no sign of a bridge. I began to doubt 
my directions, to doubt the existence of the 
bridge, of habitation, of anything but endless 
miles of gravel bars bearing a river that grew 
wider and swifter as I followed it through barren 
hills and canyon walls. Suddenly I saw a man’s 
footprints in the damp sand, and those of a dog. 
A few minutes later appeared the red beams of 
the bridge and the white tents of the Road Com
mission.

And that was the longest day in the year; I 
can well believe it. But whether the sun went 
behind the hills at 9 or 10 I have no knowledge, 
for at 6 :30 I rolled up in my blanket and slept, 
except when wakened by the cold or by a noxious 
squirrel in the rafters, until 6:00 in the morning.

Fairbanks, the teeming placer camp of fif
teen or twenty years ago, has had its great day 
and its great slump following, and now the pen
dulum is swinging back to prosperity once again. 
Modern machinery is being erected to work 
ground previously thought worthless; many 
small prospects are being proved valuable; the 
prospector is in the hills again with a new faith 
in the future. And the short course in mining 
at the College is as popular as ever among those 
who have seen that scientific knowledge is the 
keynote in the new boom.

INDEPENDENT 
LUMBER CO.

Largest Stock o f Finished and 
Rough Lumber in Interior Alaska

Fairbanks - - - Alaska

Pozza’s 
Second Hand Store

W hat you don’t want we buy; 
W hat you want we sell

FIRST AVEN UE FAIRBANKS
A LA SK A
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Robert Winbaur DAY AND NIGHT SERVICE Percy Hubbard

SERVICE MOTOR COMPANY
Chrysler, Hudson and Essex Motor Cars

Firestone and Kenyon Tires Valvoline Oils

Gasoline —  Accessories 

Fairbanks, Alaska

With Gun and ^Packsack
(Continued from page 17) 

pack him back up, but then it ’s worth it. Guess 
it’s your turn tomorrow. ’ ’

Night drops, supper is finished, the day is 
talked over, the morrow planned, then sleep and 
the contentment that is the heritage of those who 
travel the trail with gun and packsack.

There is a large turnout of good material 
for basketball this year. Two men’s teams will 
represent the College, while the girls will have 
an excellent opportunity with several skillful 
new players to maintain the undefeated record 
of the three years past.

The janitor work in all the College buildings 
is handled entirely by students, preference being 
given to those working their way through.

This year will see the advent of a college 
calendar, a handsomely illustrated booklet to be 
sold as a souvenir.

WAECHTER BROS. COMPANY
Fairbanks, Alaska.

W H OLESALE AND RETAIL

MEATS AND POULTRY  

Dealers in Live and Dressed Reindeer
Address 403 Melhorn Building Seattle, Wash.
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Short Course for ^Prospectors

Hlasfca agricultural College ant* 
School of /HMnes

SECOND COURSE STARTS JANUARY 31st
"  1" z z ir » < ^

“ It will give you new vision in {he hills’ ’
-i

Board and Room  at College Dormitory $55 Per Month

W .  W ,  V .V .’ , W A  W - 'A  W n  SV ,

Garden Island Restaurant
Q UALITY —  SERVICE

LOUIS ROSE, Propr.

Garden Island Fairbanks

VJV W ,  W M  VW J VJW J Wm W d

E-D-U-C A T-I-O-N is  life a1setr e a te s t

^ f t  teaches one to know
FOLLOW THE COLLEGE CROWD TO

THE MODEL CAFE
{he ^BeSt KNUPPE YOULE BURGLIN

' “ -----------.Y3t£j FAIRBANKS, A LASK A

YOU WILL FIND
Your Laundry Well Done and 

Entirely Satisfactory

You Send it to the

American Hand Laundry
JACK OGARA, Propr.

Fairbanks Alaska



THE FAIRBANKS MACHINE SHOP
PE TE R SO N  and N IELSON , Props.

BOILER W ORK, HEAVY M ACHINE AN D  BLACKSMITH W O RK

You Are Sure of Satisfaction When Your Work Is Done by Expert Mechanics

Acetylene Welding and Auto Repairing

YUKON HIGHWAY TRANSPORTATION COMPANY
The Midnight Sun Route

FARTHEST NORTH AUTO STAGE SYSTEM  IN AM ERICA

F A I R B A N K S  T O  T H E  1JU K O N  R ID E R  5 1 ] A U T O .

J. H. JONES, Mgr. Fairbanks, Alaska

A. A. 8HONBECK
A n c h o r a g e .............................................Alaska

Explosives and Blasting Supplies
Lime, Plaster and Cement Fire Brick and Fire Clay

H ay and Grain

Asleep!

. Adventuring into the mountain gorges, succumbing to theI irentu Uecirs friendship of the Catskill gnomes cost Rip Van Winkle twenty
years of sleep. He awakened to find his old friends gone and the 
world in a new era.

There are Rip Van Winkles in business who have been duped 
s— s (-x into slumber by the false counsel that advertising isn’t needed.
( 1 They will awake to find their customers gone and the world

speeding on ahead of them. There will not be a happy ending 
| to their story. The businesses which stay wide awake are those

which use the beneficial stimulant of good printing.

Anchorage Times Publishing Company
Anchorage, Alaska _________________________________   Shonbeck Building



“ Q U A L IT Y ” SE R V IC E ”

Wholesale and Retail Dealers in
Staple and Fancy Groceries,

Hay, Grain and Feed,
Hardware and building Materials,

Clothing, Boots and Shoes,
Paints, Oils and Glass,

“ Ball Band” Rubber Goods,
General Merchandise o f All Kinds

Northern Commercial Co. of Alaska
§)(SXsX3®®®®gXjXjXjXsX5)®®®(iX3®®®®0Q!XiXS®®®®®®̂ ^

- YOU HAVEN’T SEEN ALASKA

Until you have traveled over

r(jTie ^Richardson (?Dr ail
Through the Heart o f the Alaska Range, past the greatest: 

variety o f beautiful scenery on earth.

TRAVEL W ITH  THE

Richardson Highway Transportation Comany
In Studebaker Big-Six Touring Cars

For Further Information W rite The R. H. T. Company

CO R D O V A Alaska FA IRBA N K S



The First National Bank of Fairbanks
FAIRBANKS, ALASKA

Resources Over $1,250,000.00

We Issue Local and Foreign Drafts and Travellers’ Checks 

Requests from out-of-town customers given careful attention

W E SOLICIT YOUR BUSINESS 

□  □ H Q

The Farthest-North National Bank

R o i p  Important is IDearing 
Quality in the Qarments Ijou buq?

1 S Merchants dedicated to giving greatest value, we 
! don’t  care whether the material is woven in the Unit

ed Kingdom or the United States, providing it is the 
finest fabric we can offer our customers, for the 
purpose for which it is to be used.

We are after the Man who is looking for Quality 
Goods. He will get it heapingly in UNDERW EAR, 
SHIRTS, SOCKS, GLOVES AND MITTENS, PA
JAM AS, SUITS, OVERCOATS, ift fact—

MARTIN A. PIN SKA'S STORE

~1


