




Marjolaine Gagné, who moved to the Yukon from Quebec
and is now working at the Midnight Sun Coffee Shop, said
to serve the best coffee and treats in the Yukon. [S.H.
photo]
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In case anyone wonders why we
keep putting girls on the cover,
money is the answer. We learned
that a magazine with a lovely lady
on the front outsells all the other is-
sues that had dogs, bears, old pros-
pectors and fellows like me on them.
Also, there is no shortage of pretty
girls in the Yukon.

This summer I went up to my
favourite part of the Yukon—Kluane
country—and visited old friends
along the way. Scully at Mile 1118 is
still going strong at 80 years of age.
Obie has expanded his shop at
Burwash Landing (on Burlbilly Hill)
and all the other artists and carvers
are doing just fine in spite of fewer
tourists this year. Dubie at Destruc-
tion Bay had completely sold out
when I was there.

I stopped by Don Rooney’s
shack on Quill Creek and had tea
with him and the other Quillbillies,
Nokomis and Raven. Rooney has
built a couch that converts into a
shower. If I didn’t see it myself, I
wouldn’t have believed it. In case you
think I’m giving you the gears, study
the photos at the bottom of this page.

So long for now,
Sam

This is Prospector Jim White,
holding an 80-ounce gold nugget.
You probably recall Issue No. 2,
when I ran a photo of Jim and I
to prove that he was still alive.
That’s because I mistakenly
wrote his obituary for the Yukon
News.
Anyhow, Jim would like to sell this
nugget. It’s likely the biggest one
ever found in the Yukon. I think
he’s asking $200,000 for it.
That’s awful cheap and you can
write to Jim at Box 2051, Haines
Junction, Yukon Y0B 1L0..



5The Yukoner Magazine

Sam:
In the article about Ben-My-Chree in Issue No. 24 it is stated that Otto

Partridge started the Bennett Lake & Klondike Navigation Company. In fact,
it was my grandfather who built the three boats—the Ora, Nora and the
Flora. The Flora was named after the wife of the CEO of the company,
Frances Rattenbury. All the investors of that company were from England.

Rattenbury was the architect for the parliament buildings in Victoria,
B.C. My grandfather, W.H.T. Olive, worked for Rattenbury on that project
and then on building the boats on Lake Bennett, after which he ran the
company both on land and water.
Edward R. Olive
Campbell River, B.C.
Editor’s Note:
Thanks for correcting the mistake. That story was written by an
Englishman who visited Ben-My-Chree and wrote down what he heard
and saw. He obviously got some facts wrong although his story captured
what it felt like to be there.

Dear Sam,
My wife and I lived in the Yukon from 1947 to 1951.  We were married in

the old Anglican log church in Whitehorse in 1948, then spent the next three
years at Elsa and Calumet camps north of Mayo where I was employed as
mine surveyor, assistant engineer and mine geologist.  Apparently, you are
interested in nicknames of miners at Calumet or Elsa.  Well I used to do the
bimonthly bonus calculations up at the Calumet and I’m afraid the only one
I remember is “Bonus Joe,” who was depicted operating a liner at the face
of the 310 south drift on a Canada 5-cent stamp.

Anyway the purpose of this letter is to request a back copy of your maga-
zine—the one that deals with the United Keno Hill Mines.  When I was up
there the mine manager was Brodie Hicks, mine engineer was Red Taylor,
mill super and later assistant manager was Nick Gritzuk, mine super was
Bob Segsworth who ruled the roost with a couple of iron fists.  One of the
more amusing memories was of a couple of Vancouver ladies who occupied
the Calumet bunkhouse for several days before Segworth found them.  One
of the miners, who later became a very successful mining engineer, bought
$200 worth of subscriptions.  Oddly enough, he subsequently got the maga-
zines!
Bob Jordan
Priddis, Alberta
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Hello to Sam and Dianne,
I received your offer for the Yukoner Magazine and will send you a

cheque herewith for a one-year subscription.  It sounds like something I
would enjoy reading and also might bring back memories of my days many
years ago when my dad took his family from Montreal to a remote little
village in the Laurentian Mountains called La Macaza.  I am now 64 years
of age but back in the mid- forties, we lived four miles in the bush and away
from the town or any other form of civilization.  It was an experience that I
still remember very well.  No electricity, no in-door plumbing, very little
store bought food but plenty of fish—pike, suckers, trout, etc.).  Anything
caught was edible.  Also there was no shortage of deer meat or snared rab-
bit but if you came and gave me a salami sandwich, I wouldn’t know what it
was and probably would make faces trying to eat it.  It was very hard but
one thing I can say, when I turned 14 we went back to the city and since then
Christmas was never the same and I would do anything to re-live one of
those memories of Christmas back then.

I am still in the work force for another year and next July, if all goes
well, my wife, Diane, and I would like to fly to Whitehorse, take a few good
weeks vacation and do a lot of driving to places like Kluane Park, Dawson
City, Skagway and maybe, just maybe, as far as Fairbanks.  But that might
be too daring for two seniors like us.  I worry a little about safety and places
to sleep if we were caught far in between places.
Gene Alexandrovitch
Fabreville Laval, Quebec

Dear Sir,
I was sent a copy of your Yukoner Magazine by my cousin, Don Gillespie

of Revelstoke, BC.  My grandfather, the late George Gillespie of Prince
Edward Island, had two brothers who travelled out to the West and North
many years ago.  Their names were Richard and Frank Gillespie.  Richard
was Don’s grandfather.  As we are just now getting to meet this branch of
the family I so enjoyed reading all the articles in the #23 issue that Don
passed on to me.
Carol (Gillespie) Murray
Summerside, Prince Edward Island

Dear Mr. Holloway,
Enclosed please find my subscription for one year of your magazine.

This sounds like the type of magazine I’ve been looking for.  The big history
events are all right but it’s the little stories that really get my interest.  This
kind of stuff fascinates me so I look forward to receiving my first issue.  Co-
incidentally, I also make my living as a printer and I am quite impressed
that you produce everything on an old A B Dick. Wow!
Ray La Pointe
Winnipeg, Manitoba
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Hi,
We have been to Whitehorse three times over the last 10 years and think

it is a wonderful city.  Hope we can visit again.  We met Jim Robb when we
were there in May.  He told us some wonderful stories about Wigwam Harry,
who was born in Stratford where we live.
Hugo and Sarah Winters
Stratford, Ontario

Dear Editor:
We have travelled your area ten or twelve times starting in the sixties,

always by truck and camper.  Our first trip up the “almost original” Alaska
Highway was the very best.  The improvements have made better and easier
travelling but it has lost a lot of the real old appeal.
Audrey Harms
Barrhead, Alberta

Dear Dianne and Sam,
We recently returned from a lifetime dream of visiting Alaska and the

Yukon, an interesting and very enjoyable trip indeed. While wandering
around Whitehorse, we were searching for “Miles Canyon.”  On the way we
drove by Alpine Aviation with signs signifying air tours of Whitehorse.  What
a great way to see what you people have there! Our pilot, Denny Dennison,
was most interesting and knowledgeable. And so he should be after so many
years in the area.  It was a well described tour that gave us a picture we
would never have focused on otherwise.
Alice Wilson
Red Deer, Alberta

Dear Sam,
I went to Whitehorse in 1942 to work as a radio operator at the Aeradio

station at the Whitehorse airport.  The Alaska Highway was nearing com-
pletion and it was a momentous day in the fall of that year when the first
vehicle came through from Dawson Creek.  It was a hurry up job all around
to get the highway through, the airports along the south built, communica-
tions to the outside expanded to cope with message traffic from the con-
struction business, air traffic messages, weather reports so necessary for
the increased flying activity—all handled from hastily built operating posi-
tions with perhaps only a plank supported by a couple of packing boxes as a
desk.
Warren Johnson
Edmonton, Alberta
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Dear Dianne,
We met Tensley Johnston a number of years ago and have visited with

him several times.  We correspond often and he usually lets us know when
he will have an article in the magazine.  We would like to spend hours listen-
ing to him.  If any of your readers are in Ross River they should look up Mr.
Johnston.  He loves to visit and truly is a wonderful man.  When we met him
I was surprised to see that he had a resemblance to my father.  Maybe that
is why he is so special!  His wife is back in New York because of health
reasons so I imagine he gets lonesome.

We loved the Yukon and would love to go back but it is a long drive for us
at our age so I just get out our photo albums and reminisce over our trips.
Thelma and Jim Saladin
Carson City, Nevada

Hi Sam and Dianne,
Back in the 1980s when I took over the trap line at Lapie Lake on the

South Canol my dear wife bought me a brand new SBX11A radio.  I heard
many interesting stories on it, some of which appeared in The Yukoner
Magazine.  Contact with Don Taylor at 7:00 p.m. on the evening sched. was
always welcome.  (See My Yukon Journey by Don Taylor in this issue.) I
have talked to people all over Yukon, most of whom I will never see, of course.
Don and I have helped some people in trouble and were so glad we could do
it.  Once I had a kidney stone and called for help on the radio.  I sure was
glad to see the chopper that took me to the hospital. A friend  who lived at
Finlayson Lake fell and broke his hip.  He crawled for about seven hours to
get back to his radio and call for help.  I don’t think any of us who have bush
radios would ever want to part with them. One lady trapper who worked a
line up where the DEW line is told me she caught 350 marten before Christ-
mas.  She sure beat me.

Nothing can compare to the life I lived out there on the trapline.  Now
that I am old I do have wonderful memories and did have some real adven-
ture like falling through the ice, camping over night at 40 below and getting
to a tent camp at the end of the day to find that over flow had covered most
of it.  Each year a few more older trappers drop out so I don’t hear them on
the radio anymore.  It gives me a sad feeling.  We had such nice visits over
the air.  I have many pen pals from over the radio and the Yukoner Maga-
zine and I appreciate them all.  My call sign is Far North and when signals
are good I hope to hear new voices this winter.  Some times I monitor the
radio for the Ross River Rangers when they are out on patrol.  I had five line
camps, a day apart, and with antennas at each I carried the radio with me
and was nearly always in contact.  I guess it’s time for this old man to say
10-4 for now.  More later.
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Tensley Johnston
Ross River, Yukon

A Down Home Letter to AnyoneA Down Home Letter to AnyoneA Down Home Letter to AnyoneA Down Home Letter to AnyoneA Down Home Letter to Anyone
By Tensley JohnstonBy Tensley JohnstonBy Tensley JohnstonBy Tensley JohnstonBy Tensley Johnston

I was born December 1, 1911 in Pennsylvania among those beautiful
hills and those dirty black holes called “coal mines.”  In later years my step-
father and I dug soft coal for 35 cents a ton, when we could get a day’s work.

I started school at a little farming town called “Vowinckile,” somewhere
near Kane, Pennsylvania.  My first teacher’s name was Stella Kaiser.  She
was a brawny farm girl who stood for no nonsense and over the black board
she had a good sturdy switch which she used fairly often, although some of
the boys were practically grown men. The school was only one room and
there were little seats up front and bigger ones towards the back.  When the
bell rang we all took our seats and then we said the Lord’s Prayer and then
either the Pledge of Allegiance or we sang a song.  I remember sometimes
it was “My darling Nellie Gray.”

My uncles gave me my first BB gun for Christmas and I shot our calf
with it.  No harm to the calf but I had my first fire arm instruction standing
up for a very good reason.  I can’t remember when I got my first rabbit but
it wasn’t too long afterward.  My dad and my uncles taught me to love hunt-
ing, fishing and trapping and that has lasted all my life.

After my dad died, my mother remarried and we moved to the oil coun-
try around Bradford, Pennsylvania.  Oil became king instead of coal.  Think-
ing back to those first years in school, how different it was.  A family named
Davis lived not far from us. They had three boys and a girl who was tongue-
tied. We all walked to school together and the two oldest boys always car-
ried single shot, shot guns to school when there was snow on the ground.
They never had more than one shell at a time, which they gave to the teacher
each morning and got back when school let out at night.  They shot rabbits
and squirrels along the path.  If they missed, Mrs. Davis wouldn’t give them
another shell ‘til they set snares or traps and got some thing worth a shell.
Needless to say, nothing was ever wasted in those days.

As I grew up and got jobs I sort of drifted away from the outdoors but it
was always calling me.  In October of 1931 I married a beautiful girl who
bore us two equally beautiful daughters and a wonderful son.  As of today
we have been married 71 wonderful years.  After working over 45 years,
mostly as an automobile and truck mechanic, I retired and we came to
Canada and became Canadians.  I acquired a trapline and for the last 27
years have lived the life out in the bush that so many men dream of.

Our children are all scattered now and we are bent and worn and our
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eyesight grows dim but what a wonderful life we have to look back on.  We
remember the good that was then and try to forget the dirty thirties when
we were paying $40 house payments out a a $75 a month paycheck.  How
that wonderful wife of mine ever stretched the rest to feed us I will never
know and I am also sure that under torture she would never admit that she
went hungry at times so the rest of us could have more.  Those kind of girls
just aren’t made anymore.  God bless her.  I do believe I have provided for
her last days so that will never happen again.  My biggest regret is I didn’t
or couldn’t do more for her.  Since our son was killed, we both have a awful
big empty spot that can never be filled up.

Back in our first school days we didn’t know we were poor.  I think we
had things about like every one else.  Some men had steady jobs.  Others
worked whenever they could and we seemed to get along.  I’m sure we went
to school much different than most kids today.  I know that some years when
I was lucky enough to get a suit of trapdoor underwear I put them on when
it got cold and never took them off ‘til warm weather came again.  Back
then at Christmas time it was agreed to give presents of 10 cents to each
other and some years I couldn’t even have one.  Yet with all our money now,
I’d gladly give it all for a few month’s health like we had at 16 before I die.
We old folks have no future so we dwell in the past that we remember so
well.  Yet we can’t remember something from yesterday.  As I write today I
wonder if anyone believes me or even cares.  Life is for the living they say.
At 91, there’s not much life or living.

Tensley Johnson
Ross River, Yukon

Editor’s Note:
Tensley (Tin)has been part of this magazine for a long time, sending in

his great trapping stories and humour.
Last fall, Mrs. Johnson had to leave the Yukon to stay in a nursing home.

She and Tensley were together for 71 years, one of the longest married cou-
ples in the British Commonwealth. They got a letter from the Queen on
their 70th anniversary.

The winner of the gold nugget this time for
subscription renewals is Ken Clarke of
Wiarton, Ontario.
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U
ntil my arrival in Yukon as a young man of seventeen, I had never
tried snowshoes but, as it turned out, in the years ahead I was des
tined to travel many thousands of miles on what we termed ‘Misery

Slippers’. Out on the trail or staking mineral claims, those early days were
often long and tough but, in all fairness, the hard work and travel involved
gave this young fellow a great opportunity to mature and eventually find his
place in Yukon society.

I was born and raised in Ontario. Following the end of the 1949 school
year at Lakefield College, my folks had arranged my summer holiday. I was
to go west and work for a month at a Biscuit Company in Calgary, then
spend the following month at a guest dude ranch before returning back east
and to school in the fall.
Travelling west by train, I
went to work as planned
and things went along very
well, that is, until the
Calgary Stampede came to
town. At that point I de-
cided that no matter what,
the time had come to leave
home and become a cow-
boy. So at the age of 16, I
quietly slipped out of town,
catching a ride to High
River, Alberta where I soon
found a job on the Bar U
Ranch, raking hay with a
team of horses.

When the haying was
done I continued hitchhik-
ing west, winding up on a
feedlot doing ranch chores
for the Douglas Lake Cat-
tle Company out of Merritt,
BC. Travelling on to Van- Don Taylor. Time. place and photographer

unknown.

-
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couver, I was able to find winter employment with the Unemployment In-
surance Commission as a messenger, carrying documents between
branches across the city.

In the spring of 1950 I left the city, and headed north. I worked briefly for
Tom Ardell feeding cattle at Farrell Creek out of Ft. St. John, BC but, fol-
lowing a sudden spring blizzard, the job ended so I decided to head for the
Yukon. Although it was a long way to Whitehorse, I had the good fortune to
meet former friends who luckily happened to be heading up the old Alaska
Highway. So with the sum of eight dollars in my jeans, a beat up Winchester
44.40 rifle, a cowboy hat and dusty kit bag, I was on my way to a new and
exciting adventure on that Easter morning of 1950.

I can never forget my first impressions during those bright sunny days
in early April. This was the north I had eagerly anticipated, the vastness
and beauty of this new landscape exceeding my fondest expectations. As
far as the eye could see was a seemingly endless expanse of semi-arctic
forest, with the distant mountains standing like sentinels in cloudless skies.

Whitehorse impressed me as a real frontier town. It was bustling with
activity both day and night and I quickly set out to find a job and a place to
stay. Much of the country was still locked in snow and ice despite the spring
weather and work was hard to find. Eventually, I did meet a fellow who had
a couple of good suggestions and one of these paid off. Hotel owner T.C.
Richards hired me to look after a small cabin, a few greenhouses and an old
log swimming pool located at a hot spring in the bush to the north of
Whitehorse.

Alex Davis and Alex Van Bibber outfitted me with a couple of horses
and soon the kid they quickly dubbed the ‘Takhini Cowboy’ was ready for his

Don Taylor in 1953.
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next adventure. Loading gear and grub on the packhorse, I saddled up and
followed an old bush road leading to the Takhini Hot Springs. Arriving later
that same day, I turned the horses loose and settled into the small cabin
which was to be my home for the next three months.

As spring blended into summer, the muddy road leading to the springs
dried up and people began to arrive to swim in the old pool. Over June and
July I had a good chance to meet a quite a number of folks and to learn a lot
more about Yukon and the people who lived and worked here.

Later that summer I struck up an acquaintance with an old-timer in
Whitehorse named Bert. He stated he was a prospector and claimed to know
the location of a fabulous copper deposit in the Lake Laberge area. Being
an impressionable young fellow, I was spellbound. In short order, I quit my
job at the hotsprings and soon found myself camped near an old Indian vil-
lage on the south end of Lake Laberge with Bert and our small outfit. We
began prospecting along a low ridge of hills skirting the lake but, after three
weeks of this, I eventually tired of eating dried fish and of my partner Bert.
I concluded that the copper deposit of which he spoke existed only in his
mind. Leaving Bert to his own resources, I caught a ride back upstream to
Whitehorse on the deck of the steamer Casca, and spent the remainder of
the season doing small jobs around town and making new friends.

That first winter was a rough one for the kid. The temperature at times
plunged into the low sixties and seventies. I put in that first winter residing
on the top floor of Martin Berrigan’s three story cabin. I was unemployed

Don Taylor, Slim McMillan, Ed Blyler, Hans Froberg, Mike McCallion,
Alex Berry, ca. 1953.
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most of the time and spent many days on slim rations. My wood supply was
on the small side and, while I did enjoy a bit of warmth rising from the two
floors below, I occasionally found it necessary to borrow from neighboring
woodpiles. But overall I managed to make it through the winter and eagerly
looked forward to breakup.

In the spring of 1951 I made a deal to work for the summer with a
Livingstone Creek area placer miner named Louis Engle in exchange for
25 per cent of the clean up. He had just purchased a brand new Elliasson
Motor Toboggan so it was decided that we would use it to haul most of our
grub and supplies overland from Lake Laberge. The rest would be flown
into the Livingstone airstrip. Louis and Ralph Clethro, who was also re-
cruited at the time, flew in with bush pilot George Milne while I remained at
Whitehorse. When Louis returned alone several days later, we set out over-
land with the new motorized toboggan. Crossing over the ice to the east
side of Lake Laberge, all went well until we started climbing an old trail
leading up through the mountains. Under the strain of the heavy load it was
towing, the clutch on the snow machine began to fail, so we wound up push-
ing and dragging both the machine and the load over most of the hills. We
were able to travel along the gentler slopes pretty well until deeper snows
were encountered, then again the machine would fail us. We finally had to
give up and abandon the unit, proceeding on to Livingstone Creek without
the benefit of snowshoes. Later, when the snow had settled enough to give
us better traction, we were able to bring in the toboggan. In the meantime

Whooping it up at Takhini Hot Springs in the spring of 1950. Don
Taylor on the guitar.
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we backpacked the balance of our scattered supplies to our final destination
on Cottoneva Creek.

We spent the next month chopping ice, repairing sluice boxes and hunt-
ing up a meat supply. When the creek finally thawed, we were able to begin
sluicing gravel. The work was very hard and the days quite long. We stopped
only to eat and sleep and most of our days were spent working in the cut. It
was imperative that we took full advantage of the high water, as later in the
season the water drops off substantially. We eventually managed to com-
plete a sizable cut in the gravel but after viewing the small amount of gold
recovered for our monumental efforts, I quickly decided that such hard work
must be more rewarding somewhere else.

So with a pack on my back and an ounce of gold left in my pocket after
paying my share of the grub, I bid farewell to my partners and set out by
trail for Lake Laberge in hopes of catching a riverboat back to Whitehorse.
This trip neccesitated the building of a raft without an ax, tying it together
with pieces of old rope to float across the Teslin River. Fortunately I have
never had the misfortune of making such a tough trip since. Following a
three-day wait at the wood camp on the south end of Laberge, I was able to
catch a ride back to town, this time on the deck of the steamer Axial. I sold
my ounce of gold to Gordon Lee for the big sum of $31.20, ate a fancy meal in
a cafe, and bought myself about $30 worth of basic grub. I was then able to
catch a ride down the Alaska Highway to the Rancheria River at Mile 701,
and spent the remainder of the summer prospecting in that region.

Returning to Whitehorse in the fall of 1951, I was able to share the mid-
dle floor of the three-story cabin over the winter with former Mayo resident
Andy Anderson. That winter I found occasional work staking mineral claims
for several mining companies. But much of my time was spent learning more
about prospecting from the old-timers, studying geological maps and re-
ports, and absorbing all I could about the business of rocks and minerals.
About this time I became acquainted with a mining man called Alex Berry,
a very fine gentleman I shall never forget. He was a very highly respected
Yukoner who represented the Conwest Exploration Group. Alex kept an eye
out for new mining discoveries and was always helping out miners and pros-
pectors in a variety of ways.

In the spring of 1952, the now very optimistic and eager young prospec-
tor returned once more to the Rancheria River area. Later in the summer
my camp was wiped out by bears, so I spent the balance of the season around
the Watson Lake and Upper Liard area, returning to Whitehorse in the fall.
I eventually found a job for the winter working for the Army at the #14 Com-
pany Ordinance Warehouse, this time renting the top floor of the two-story
cabin.

In the spring of 1953, there was a staking rush respecting a promising
nickel discovery at the White River. On the 21st of March my friend Andy
and I arranged some financial backing from George Cairns and Joe Paradis,
and hurried north up the Alaska Highway to stake out two groups of claims,
eventually optioning them to Prospector Airways for $80,000. We managed
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to get a down payment of $4,000, which was split four ways. Later the com-
pany was to drop the option, but in those times, this was still a great deal
better than a boot in the behind with a frozen moccasin by any standards!

Shortly thereafter I landed a job working on the construction of the
Donjek River Bridge, hauling rock from a quarry to bridge-site with an old
sixty-hundredweight military dump truck. Later that fall, Andy and I did
some prospecting near the Alaska-Yukon boundary and managed to turn up
a good-looking nickel/cobalt discovery. We flew in a mining engineer to look
over the showings only to learn that the volume and grade was too low, so
we had no choice but to abandon the property and return to Whitehorse,
where I once again spent the winter atop the two story cabin.

In the spring of 1954 I camped briefly at Rainy Hollow on the Haines
Road and, for a short time, on the shores of Kathleen Lake. When the snow
had gone I moved to the White River as an assistant federal Park Warden
under Chief Warden Joe Langevin from Haines Junction. This was an inter-
esting summer but, as the job was seasonal, I moved back to Whitehorse in
the fall, spending the winter in the town fire-hall with Danny Nolan and his
crew.

In the spring of 1955 I returned once more to the warden service, this
time serving at Watson Lake as assistant to Teslin-based Chief Warden Frank
Bailey. By this time I had taken a great liking for the town and people of
Watson Lake, so by fall I was determined to put down my roots and settle
there, a decision I have never regretted.

The rest is history... Elected to the Yukon Legislature in 1961, I had the

Yukon Legislature, April 19, 1994. Speakers of the Legislature, L-R:
Sam Johnston, Alan Nordling, Don Taylor, John Devries.
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honour of representing the people of the Watson Lake District for the next
24 years, the last eleven as Speaker of the House. Now in my retirement
years, I continue to remain active, assisting my community and Yukoners
generally, whenever and wherever I can.

Looking back over the past 53 years, I personally feel it was extremely
fortunate that my early trails led me north to spend my life here in the Yu-
kon. I will be forever grateful to the great many people I encountered in
those early years, mostly for their valuable friendships and encouragement.
A young lad in search of adventure and a future in Yukon could have asked
for no more!

Yukon Legislature, July, 1982, At the very back, as speaker, is Don
Taylor.. In the centre of the photo, seated at the table, is Princess
Anne, a visitor to the Yukon.

Editor’s Notes:
Don is one of the best-known people in the territory. His latest effort
has been the promotion of a railway into the Yukon.
Now we know how he came into the country and a bit more besides.
He was first elected to the Territorial Council in 1961, re-elected in
1964, 1967, 1970, 1974, 1978, serving until 1985 and was Speaker for
15 of those years. It was Don who insisted on changing the name from
Territorial Council to Legislative Assembly, and now members are called
“Members of the Legislative Assembly (MLA’s).”
Don runs a fishing camp (called Taylor’s Place) 40 miles north of Watson
Lake. See his website at www.taylorsplace.ca.
Thanks to Patrick Michael for this information and the legislature
photos.
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SBX-11 radio, a vital link to other trappers.

“How can you be out there, away from the world without any communi-
cations, for so long?” people ask us. “We’re not,” we reply.

We’re hooked up to just about every other trapper in the Yukon, north-
ern B.C. and western NWT via a Very High Frequency radio network. The
most common type of radio is the SBX-11. It works much like a CB, except
that it covers greater distances and must be licensed by the CRTC. Each
radio can have up to four crystals, one for each channel.

The most common ones, 4441, are called the open channels and are for
everyone’s use. The 4950 channels link up to the Northwestel operator and
regular phone lines. People can also buy crystals for their private commu-
nications. In the winter trappers are the main users of these radios. In the
summer and fall the airwaves are mostly used by mineral exploration camps
and big game outfitters.

Our radios are our newspapers and TV sets. Every evening at 7 p.m.,
after most people have finished up their chores, you can tune into the open
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channel and catch up on pretty well everything that’s going on in the world.
There’s a wonderful man by the name of Don Taylor who has run what’s
called “The Winter Sked” from October 15 to April 15 every day at 7 p.m. He
has broadcast it from his fishing lodge on Stewart Lake in southeast Yukon
for more than ten years. He lives there year-round and has a variety of com-
munications equipment that’s run by solar energy. This includes a reliable
land-line mobile phone, good AM radio reception and a satellite dish for his
TV.

It was only natural that more and more people started checking in with
him for info on weather, the news, airplane traffic, or to pass a message on
to someone outside the range of the 4441 channel. He has organized all this
high-tech equipment into what is now known as The Winter Sked. It starts
out by his giving the date and time, followed by a call to everyone who has
put in a request to be on the list. These calls can vary from a short, “hi,
there, how’s it going? Everything’s fine,” to lengthy messages.

He’ll record and broadcast important weather data, as well as fur prices
and noteworthy stories about the fur industry in general. We’ll even get in-
formation on important celestial events, since he’s also an amateur astrono-
mer. The program can take up to 45 minutes to complete. What’s most re-
markable about all this is that he remembers everyone’s name, where they
are, who they’re with, the work they’re doing, and their mode of transporta-
tion. Every call is personal, even if, like us, he’s never actually met the peo-
ple he talks with. Interesting call signs, like Far North, Pothole Lake, Liard
Valley, 825 Beaver River, Ridge Lake Toobally, etc., have become very famil-
iar voices to us. We empathize with these people as they deal with a broken
skidoo, overflow, snowed-in traps or a marauding wolverine. As well, we
rejoice with them when they have an exceptional catch, find a good trail or
see a beautiful sunset.

Whenever anyone leaves their base camp for a few days, they inform
Don of their destination and expected date of return. If they’re overdue by
more than a couple of days, he’ll call out for help. I personally know of two
instances where there were unfortunate fires, and both times the trapper
was saved further hardship by Don’s quick response when they did not call
in at their regular time.

His sked has formed a vital link between all the people who live in the
wilderness. This link is so important that people will leave the airwaves
open whenever it’s time for Don Taylor’s friendly voice to come on and say,
“Good evening, this is the Winter Sked, and the time is, precisely, 7 p.m.”
Don provides this service on a completely voluntary basis. What a generous
gift!

First published in The Yukon News, November 20, 1991.
Editor’s Note:
According to Tensley Johhston, Don Taylor is still doing his radio
broadcast every winter.
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T
he morning of April 12, 1993, (Easter Monday), was clear and crisp,
promising a fine spring day.  The road out of the valley where I live
near Whitehorse was bad in those days. It was a trail with deep pud-

dles, iced over that morning.  I loaded my bags and camera equipment into
the truck and crunched through the puddles to the highway.  The Alcan Air
flight to Inuvik was scheduled to leave at 8:30 am and, arriving at the air-
port, I found that I was the only passenger.  I was on my way to BAR-1
Auxiliary DEW Line station to photograph it in its last days.  BAR-1 was
inside the newly created Ivvavik National Park and David Neufeld, Parks
Canada Historian, had asked me to make a  photographic record of the sta-
tion before it closed.

BAR-1 was the first DEW Line station in Canada. It had been built in
the early 1950s as the auxiliary station to BAR-Main on Barter Island, Alaska.
It was located near Komakuk Beach on the small part of the Yukon that
touches on the Beaufort Sea. Topographical maps show that mountain
ranges angle up in a northwesterly direction from southern Canada, reach-
ing almost to the Beaufort Coast.  The area between the mountains and the
sea is known as the North Slope, home to the Porcupine caribou herd’s calv-
ing grounds and the location for oil exploration as well as DEW Line sta-
tions.  BAR-1 was a prototype design and its flaws served to refine the de-
sign for future stations along the Arctic Coast.

David Neufeld had made two visits to the station, interviewing station
staff and making 35mm photographs of much of the interior and exterior.
He encouraged me to read his diaries, look at the photographs and read a
paper that he had written on the history of BAR-1 and the DEW Line.  I also
had a package with the title-”BAR-1 DEWLINE STATION  KOMAKUK
BEACH YUKON TERR  WELCOMES Joanne Johnson.”

Before takeoff the pilot showed me how to use the emergency gear. If
we went down and he was unable to help, I would be on my own.  Then we
were off, flying along the shore of Lake La Berge and on up to Dawson City.
The Piper Chieftain passed Dawson and made its way toward Inuvik cross-
ing the Ogilvie Mountains and following the route of the Dempster High-
way.  I looked down at complete snow cover, having left Spring behind in the
southern Yukon.  I was dressed warmly in a down parka and felt-pack boots
and dozed off crossing the high mountains.  I wondered later how the pilot
managed to stay awake at that altitude.  I was determined to watch the
ground the whole way.
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Dan Frandsen of Parks Canada met me at the airport in Inuvik and we
went to the Canadian Helicopters hangar. Almost immediately we took off
for the repeater station at Sheep Creek on the Firth River, en route to BAR-
1.  The stop was for a scheduled park patrol and to pick up a climbing har-
ness for me.  Arriving at BAR-1 was surprising as we came upon it suddenly
in the vast whiteness of the mountains and tundra.  The station was tiny, the
buildings almost covered by snowdrifts. The most prominent structure was
the radome, standing like a white bubble in the landscape.

Soon after landing, Dan and the pilot took the door off the helicopter.  I
loaded my camera, fastened myself into the harness and attached it to the

Aerial photo of BAR-1 station, looking east,
April 1993. [Joanne Jackson Johnson
Collection,  Parks Canada]
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aircraft.  We then circled the station for aerial photographs at three differ-
ent elevations.  We were fortunate to have a clear day.  Weather can be
extremely unpredictable on the coast, as I found out during the next six
days.  Even as we made the last circle, haze was beginning to move in from
the west.  It was -25 C that day and ,at the end of the shoot, I was stiff with
cold.  After landing, we still had to put the door back on and I had to pack up
my gear. Heading for the station, we met Captain Joseph Wilson, USAF.  He
was the Quality Assurance Evaluator for the DEW Line and would keep an
eye on me while I was on the site and provide clearance for me to enter and
photograph secure areas.   He escorted me to the station and we went im-
mediately to the lavatory, where I received instructions on how to use the
pump toilet.  Finally I got to enjoy a cup of coffee in the dining room.

During the next five days I moved around the complex, photographing
interiors and having conversations with the men and photographing them.
As with other industrial photo projects I had done,  I was an outsider, a
visitor, an observer.  I was also someone new to talk to.  There were ten
BAR-1 staff and three guys who were setting up the North Warning station.
They were also outsiders, providing diversion and neutrality to the usual
tight little group.

Two events that occurred during that week gave me more insight on
life on the Line.  On Tuesday an industrial mechanic arrived on the lateral
flight from CAM-1.  He was reputed to be a millionaire, having saved and

Radar Room  BAR-1 April 1993
[Joanne Jackson Johnson Collection,  Parks Canada]
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invested his money over his 40 years of work, from construction phase to
the present.  I believe he was a bachelor, owning several houses in different
parts of the world, and he told us at a coffee break about a new, expensive
car that he was about to buy.  Not everyone I met there was so disciplined or
fortunate.  (Some folks were working to support extended families.)  When
the plane landed everyone who wasn’t on shift went out to the airstrip to
meet him.

Mid-week we all went out to see a Hercules transport land.  It was bring-
ing more equipment for the North Warning Station.  We gathered beside the
radio shack as the pilot was being guided in.  A low cloud, almost a fog,
obscured the airstrip and the pilot made two passes before finally landing,
to our relief, on the strip and not on us.  We watched a front-end loader
disappear into the back of the plane, emerging with crate after crate of equip-
ment.  I guess it was not usual to have that large plane land at BAR-1.  This
was another event to break the monotony of endless routines.

During that week I took breaks by walking out along the coast with one
or two people.  One day we saw a herd of caribou in the distance.  Unfortu-
nately the station’s two dogs had come along and they went out toward the
herd, which turned and ran.  We were on constant alert for polar bears. The
ice was piled along the shore.  No open water was visible, but we had been
told that bears were starting to come in.  Not many staff members ventured
outside, except to get into the truck to go to the airstrip.

Dining Room  BAR-1 April 1993
[Joanne Jackson Johnson Collection,  Parks Canada]
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Art Hamlyn, Console Operator,
Radar Room, BAR-1,  April 1993

Jimmy D'Arcy , Mechanic,
Powerhouse BAR-1  April 1993

George Atatahak , Heavy
Equipment Operator/Custodian,
dining room,  BAR-1,  April 1993

Chris Jorgenson, Console
Operator,   bar storage room,
BAR-1,  April 1993

Captain Joseph A. Wilson, USAF,
Quality Assurance Evaluator,
outside station,  BAR-1, April 1993

Ivo Plevnik, Industrial Mechanic,
Mechanical/Carpentry
Workshop, BAR-1, April 1993
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The Quality Assurance Evaluator, Captain Wilson, gave security clear-
ance for me to photograph the radar room and even had the radar shut
down for about an hour so we could go up into the radome.  This was a
special event.  That area had to be “sanitized” to allow me to enter.

I spent some time watching TV with some of the staff, usually in the bar
where the television was tuned to the sports channel.  I learned about the
current state of professional baseball, the conversations were usually about
salaries paid to players. There were four channels and four TV rooms, one
for each channel.  It solved the problem of deciding which program to watch.
You could simply walk to another room.  Not surprisingly, Star Trek in all of
its versions was popular.   There was also a recreation area with pool table,
ping pong, and a weight room.  One room was stocked with books, maga-
zines and newspapers, which were brought in two or three times a week on
the lateral flights.  When I was there, television seemed to have replaced
most of the other recreation, although I noticed that the guys from Frontec
(North Warning) played pool regularly.  I guess they had recently arrived
and weren’t into the sedentary existence practiced by the regular staff.  The
lack of physical activity, the numbing routines and the excellent food avail-
able on demand made it difficult to stay slim.

Looking back on it now, and looking more closely at the photographs
made by earlier workers or visitors, I see clearly that my photographs make
an image of the Line in its last stage.  Photographs of earlier periods (con-
struction phase and 1960’s) showed rugged looking individuals working and
spending time outdoors.  I am sure that my photographs reflect an aspect of
our society in the 1990’s, when we had become “soft”.

Of course all of the buildings show layers of change that took place over
40 years, but the faces even more than the buildings look tired and jaded

Ambrose Aknavigak, Equipment
Operator, Water Treatment
Plant, BAR-1, April 1993

Morris Callender, Mechanic,
Garage, BAR-1,  April 1993.

All photos are from Joanne Jackson Johnson Collection, Parks
Canada.



26The Yukoner Magazine

somehow.  The workers would receive a payout, I was told, no pension.  How
could this be?   The “lifers” had worked 25 or 30 years.

 A year after I photographed the station, I had an exhibition of the pho-
tographs at the Yukon Arts Centre Gallery.  David Neufeld and I produced a
little catalogue of the exhibition.  In it, I wrote-

“The faces—the last doers of an unnecessary job.  Real faces-of south-
ern Canada, and the North, Working to support the family, working to build
a personal fortune, working to escape the world.  Sitting for endless hours
in front of a console watching the radar sweep.  Keeping the generators
running.  Clearing snow.  Hauling water. Cleaning toilets.”

When BAR-1 was under construction, the workers lived in tents.  The
first buildings were Spartan with concrete floors and high ceilings. Nothing
was padded  for fear of fire.   Fire was always the most dangerous enemy.
Fire fighting equipment was installed everywhere. The garage and ware-
house were separate from the main buildings and equipped with an auxil-
iary generator and bunkbeds in the event that the main complex was de-
stroyed and the staff was left without accommodation and power.  At the
end the station seemed overdone with symbols of comfort-plastic plants,
carpeting throughout, a tropical mural in the dining room.  Yes, it was com-
fortable, and irrelevant, waiting to shut down, marking the end of an era.

I was scheduled to leave on Saturday, April 17th on the lateral flight to
Tuktoyaktuk, where I would connect to Inuvik and then to Whitehorse.  Sat-
urday morning I packed everything, stripped the linen off my bed and put it
in the laundry.  Around noon when the plane was scheduled to arrive, there
was an announcement throughout the station that the lateral was “mechani-
cal,” meaning it wasn’t flying.  No, I wasn’t getting out, possibly until the
next flight on Tuesday. A bit of panic set in.  I said I had to leave, had to get
back to work, but there was more to it.  I probably experienced a mild ver-
sion of what many workers in the North, who of course had spent months or
weeks in a place, when informed that the flight wasn’t going, experienced
that feeling of being trapped.  The guys told me that you never strip your
bed until the plane lands, it was bad luck to do otherwise.  The next day,
Parks Canada sent a helicopter to pick up two rangers who had made a trip
along the whole length of the Firth River from the Alaska border.  The heli-
copter had room for me and my gear and I got to Inuvik on Sunday.  But
now, ten years later, I wish had spent more time there.  It was a unique
place.  BAR-1 and the DEW Line existed for 40 years and very few people
got to experience it.

During the 1950s, The D.E.W. Line was constructed across the north
to detect nuclear attack by missiles and long-range bombers from the
Soviet Union. The line has been replaced by the North Warning System
and most of the old sites have been dismantled.
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M
y first job in the Yukon was for  an electrical contractor. The boss
sent me across town to wire a basement apartment that he had
started but didn’t get a chance to finish.

A woman answered the door to see what I wanted. “Oh,” she said, “I’ve
been waiting seven years for that apartment to be wired.”

She didn’t seem very disturbed about waiting so long and I wondered
why for a long time. That is, until I caught onto “Yukon Time.”

Yukon Time is the delay between what you intend to accomplish and
the actual timing of the event or task. Other parts of the world call it pro-
crastination.

For a long time Dianne and I talked about getting Jim Robb out to Army
Beach for a visit. In the meantime, our hair has turned grey, three of our
dogs and one cat have lived and died, and Jim became very famous as an

Jim Robb at Yukoner Magazine International Headquarters. He was
admiring all the useful items on the wall such as a bottle-capper, an
1898 shovel, antique rock hammers, steam engine flywheels, railroad
jack, telephone bell, wind lantern, nail puller, 1949 Ford hood ornament,
various hooks and swivels, among other priceless treasures.
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Jim Robb getting out of my ‘67 Dodge Power Wagon. We had driven
up a small mountain to visit a copper mine and cabin from the 1950s.
On the way down, Jim nicknamed the truck, “Old Shake and Bake.”
Indeed, this old Dodge rides like a stiff-legged horse and my back is
sore everytime I come back from town in her. She squeaks and whines
and the doors don't shut right and the heater fan noise will give you a
headache. She's square and high-centered and there isn't even a place
in the dash for a radio.
In low range, four-wheel drive, all the gears working together growl
like a mad grizzly bear. But to my ear, the old truck creates a music
better than any symphony I ever heard.  The only sound that ever
gave me that same, nice feeling in the gut was Hank Williams singing
Kaw-Liga. Dianne sees me looking out the window at it, like Romeo
gazing at Juliet, and she shakes her head.  S.H.

artist. All those years of going without breakfast and sometimes without
supper have paid off for him. People now wait years for a Jim Robb original
and pay handsomely for the privilege.

He is also a gentleman so he came out only three weeks after we in-
vited him.

I picked him up at The Gold Rush Inn where he was busy autographing
prints for some folks in the bar. There is hardly a bar, restaurant, doctor’s
office or biffy in the Yukon that doesn’t have a Jim Robb painting or print
hanging in it. Just recently I found one of Jim’s first drawings on an out-
house wall at Don Sippel’s place.

Anyhow, Dianne dished up a fine dinner of Yukon-grown buffalo stew,
carrots, and asparagus .

Instead of old Dodgie, we drove Dianne’s car back to town so our din-
ner wouldn’t end up on the highway.

For a longer story on Jim, see Issue No. 23.
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Jim Robb in front of a miner’s cabin about a mile from Army Beach.
Just above the cabin is a hand-drilled shaft into solid rock. These old
diggings are part of the Whitehorse Copper Belt.

Right: The late Wigwam Harry, Jim
Robb’s old friend and inspiration for the
Colourful Five Percent Magazines.
[Jim Robb photo}
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LIVING IN A LOG CABINLIVING IN A LOG CABINLIVING IN A LOG CABINLIVING IN A LOG CABINLIVING IN A LOG CABIN
I had moved from the big city of

North Vancouver with my younger
daughter, Allison, to join my new hus-
band who lived in a log cabin in the
Yukon. It was June 1974 when I ar-
rived at the cabin. No electricity or
running water would grace my life for
15 years but I would cope. It was a
throwback to pioneering days. The
lack of neighbours nearby gave me a
feeling of isolation, which I loved.

Did I miss city living with all the
conveniences? No! Here I had close
encounters with nature in a healthy
environment and there were ravens,
bears and wolves to observe in my
own back yard. It was a never-end-
ing panorama of wonderment.

High on the cliffs above our cabin
a rare ravens’ nest was located, in a
crevice on the cliff face. Every spring
we could observe the young through
our binoculars, after we heard them
squawking for their food. Ravens usu-
ally mate in early December. The chicks incubate in March and a hatch of
four or five ravens arrives in April. The female raven is completely depend-
ent on her mate to feed her and the young for about a month. In early June
the young ravens are pushed out of the nest by one of the parents. The fledg-
lings remain near the nest until they can fly proficiently and they leave when
ready, never to return to the area.

The young birds were a good size by then and the volumes of noise that
echoed throughout Happy Valley at that time was most raspy and discord-
ant in sound. If we had visitors the young ravens were as silent as the night.
We were rewarded, after enduring their screeching noises, until they learned
to fly. We watched them play in our front yard and our dock, hopping onto
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the dock and playing games with each other (leapfrog seemed to be their
favourite game). Their antics gave Buzz and I many chuckles.

The raven (Comus coras) is a member of the crow family, which also
includes jays, magpies, and nutcrackers. Of these, ravens are the largest
and the most intelligent. They are found from the Arctic Circle to the moun-
tains of Central America.

Two outstanding incidents regarding the ravens are imprinted in my
memory. The first occurred about a week after my arrival in June. Buzz
and Allison had gone to town and as I lay luxuriating in bed contemplating
the day’s activities, I glanced out the picture window. A huge raven (he must
have been the granddaddy of all ravens and they can live to the good old age
of forty) was perched on a beam outside the cabin and was looking in the
window at me. (Buzz was constructing an addition to the cabin). As we stared
at each other, I sensed he was inspecting the new arrival in Happy Valley
and he approved. In that short space of time a rapport was established. I
didn’t see him again until a of couple years later, stuffed and hanging in
someone’s living room. What a shock to see that monstrous raven stuffed.

Civilization was creeping into our territory. About a mile away a
campground with road access maintained the year round had opened the
area and many newcomers were building their homes.

The cabin under construction in 1971.
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The other incident is a happy one regarding these ancient and wise
birds. After one particularly hard year of bringing six young ravens into the
world and protecting them from the aggressive attacks of the eagles trying
to reach the nest, foraging for food constantly for their voracious appetites
and teaching the young to fly, the parents nestled together like two love-
birds in the bare poplar tree for the whole day. It was September and the
leaves had been ripped off the branches by one of our good north winds.
This enabled me to see clearly those majestic and superb black birds, mar-
ried for life, as they are monogamous. In Whitehorse, they are considered
to be nothing but scavengers, but out in the wilderness, they are truly mag-
nificent aviaries in family orientation. They are all gone in September and
each year the cycle starts all over again with only the two parents returning
in the spring. Of course, they are now Yukon’s official territorial bird and as
such, they are protected.

HAPPY VALLEYHAPPY VALLEYHAPPY VALLEYHAPPY VALLEYHAPPY VALLEY
Before I arrived on the scene, Buzz Sampson, a local contractor in

Whitehorse, had retired from his business at the age of 51. The year
was 1969. He spent many hours and days, two years in fact, looking for the
ideal location for his homestead. At that time homesteads were offered to
develop the Yukon. Contracts with the Queen of England were released for
agriculture and residential purposes only.

He found it! Yes, 137 acres, with 500 feet of lake front property on the
famous Lake Laberge. Seventy acres of the homestead was to be cleared
and ready for planting before title would be issued. A huge outcropping of
rock, covering approximately 30 acres around the base, dwarfed the flat
landscape. The height of the hill was approximately 300 feet, one side being
a face of the cliff and the other providing easy access to the top.

The one-room log cabin had been built and the contract with the Queen
signed in 1971.With his own equipment Buzz constructed a private road to
the property (two and half miles from the main highway) at Kilometre 222
on the Mayo road.

Adjoining the property an additional 500 acres of a grazing lease was
included. Horses roamed freely, including those belonging to many ranches
on the Mayo Road. In 1972 Buzz lost his 12 horses to a pack of wolves. The
horses had been attacked by wolves not for the food but for the pure sav-
agery. The tongue of a mare had been eaten and the genitals of another.
This was all that was consumed in that wasteful slaughter of horses. I was
soon to have an adventure with theses wild creatures, which I later told in a
short story published by Alaska Magazine in the May 1983 issue.

During winter, our life was serene and after our daily chores were done
we could read. Coping with the darkness was the most difficult part. We
only had six hours of daylight during the winter months.
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To augment our income in the winter, Buzz and I would ice fish during
the daylight hours, twice a week in the minus 50 or 60-degree F. tempera-
tures. It was not the cold that got to me; it was the inevitability of the dark
creeping in. It always posed a threat to being outdoors. However, by the end
of June we had a full 24 hours of daylight.

For companionship we had two dogs, Mike and Fritz. Their diet con-
sisted of oatmeal and fish, cooked together and the dogs’ coats gleamed.
Fritz and Mike-what a pair. Fritz was the older of the two, and was a mix-
ture of Golden Lab and Ridgeback and was smaller in stature than his half-
brother Mike, who was pure Lab. Fritz was the more aggressive of the two
and the boss. If a stranger came to the house Fritz would not allow anyone
to pet him, and he would leave the area and take a position on the little bluff
that overlooked the cabin. His eyes remained glued on the stranger; ready
to come to our aid if any threatening moves were made. Once the stranger
entered the cabin, I imagined Fritz’s surveillance was not so intense.

Buzz with our dogs, Mike and Fritz
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Mike on the other hand was a pure Golden Lab, Allison’s and my fa-
vourite. He loved to be petted and was friendly to all. He stood a good six
inches taller than his half brother but he never disputed the fact that Fritz
was the boss, so harmony reigned between the two dogs. These two dogs
loved and protected us three from the wild and guarded us with their lives.

THE DAY OF THE WOLFTHE DAY OF THE WOLFTHE DAY OF THE WOLFTHE DAY OF THE WOLFTHE DAY OF THE WOLF
This drama began on a March night with the temperature dipping

below zero. The light of the full moon spilled onto the lake. No ghostly appa-
rition of Sam McGee was to be seen, but the howling of wolves vibrated
through the eerie stillness. The persistent barking of the dogs awakened
Buzz and me. The time was two-thirty in the morning.

Buzz leaping out of bed, rushed to the living room where he could see
out the big picture window toward the lake. “Fritz’s bark has changed,” he
exclaimed excitedly, and when I listened it had indeed changed to a hysteri-
cal and sharper tone, -”Come quick and see the wolf,” he yelled, getting
more excited by the minute.

I rushed to the window hastily and, after my eyes grew accustomed to
the moonlight, I could see the huge black wolf. The wolf stood towering above
Fritz and he tried to break the dog’s guard by veering first to the right and
then pushing forward. With this maneuvering he had backed Fritz up within
a hundred feet of the cabin. Fritz’s bark continued to be high pitched and
panicky. Mike gave his brother moral support by standing as rear guard
and barking loudly.

Fumbling in the dark, Buzz got his rifle from the set of caribou horns
mounted above the window. Precious moments were lost while I went in
search of his cartridges that I had so carefully put away a week earlier.
Buzz finally loaded his gun and took off outside, not bothering to put on his
clothes, and fired from the porch. The wolf leaped into the air and turned
and ran out of sight. “I missed,” said Buzz, and the air was blue with the
profanity, matching the colour of his skin. We brought the dogs in after all
that excitement and praised them for their bravery.

The next morning I asked Buzz ‘Why did the wolf attack the dogs?”
He explained in his patient way: “Due to the low rabbit population this

year the wolves are hunting other prey and dogs are easy targets.”
This statement was verified when we heard the following week that a

neighbour three miles away had lost two dogs that same evening. Nature is
most accommodating but this low cycle of rabbits happens every seven years.

After breakfast the next morning, we hitched our fish sled to the snow
machine and started out across the lake to pull our fish nets, which were set
under five feet of ice approximately five miles away. About 300 feet from the
cabin Buzz spotted a wolf. This one was bluish-grey in colour. The dogs saw
the wolf at the same time. Fritz took off like a greyhound and ran to within
50 feet of the unconcerned female wolf, barking furiously. The wolf was in
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heat and seemed unconcerned as she meandered down toward the small
island situated in the lake. Mike wisely and protectively stayed with us.

Buzz was in action as we piled off the skidoo and unhitched the sled.
“That wolf is trying to lure Fritz to the island. I am going back for my rifle,”
he explained hurriedly, leaving us to watch the unfolding drama. I screamed
at Fritz, “Come here,” but it was to no avail as he got closer and closer to
the island.

Buzz returned with the rifle slung over his shoulder and the snow ma-
chine running at full throttle. He aimed the machine at an angle hoping to
head them off from the island. Once the unsuspecting dog reached the is-
land, anything could happen. Man, dog, and beast disappeared from view.
After what seemed an eternity Buzz come back into sight, with Fritz trail-
ing behind him. As they drew near I saw the dead wolf draped over the snow
machine.

Buzz very proudly said, “I didn’t miss this time.”

Allison and I and the dead wolf in front of the cabin.
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ICE FISHING.ICE FISHING.ICE FISHING.ICE FISHING.ICE FISHING.
The biggest chore we had to do the next day was pull our fishnets that

were set under the ice about five miles across the lake. From our shore to
across the lake the distance was approximately five miles and the length of
the lake stretched 32 miles. The ice during the winter season was a formi-
dable four to five feet in depth. To dig the ice holes, Buzz used a chainsaw to
cut a square two feet by four feet. Sometimes it came out in huge blocks and
other times like shattered glass and we had to chisel it out with the crow
bar or ice pick. Once the hole is made a strange looking contraption called a
jigger is pushed under the ice with a draw line attached to it. The principle
action of the jigger is to walk under the ice as we move it forward to the end
of the draw line, approximately 300 feet. Now comes the hard and difficult
task of finding the brightly painted jigger under the ice. Buzz would walk in
the direction he sent the jigger and would listen carefully to the knocking
noise it produced while I pulled on the drawstring. Sometimes if we were
lucky Buzz could spot the equipment easily and then we had to cut another
hole in the ice above the jigger so it could resurface bringing the line with it.
Again it was a most difficult maneuver if there was snow on the ice making
it hard to spot and locate the jigger. A keen sense of hearing is also manda-
tory at this time. What a relief when it is found and safely brought to the
surface. The line is removed from the jigger and is now attached to a fish
net and pulled back through to the other hole and it is attached securely at
both holes.

The day we set out for our weekly visit to the nets, after the episode
with the wolf the day before, the temperature was a balmy minus 20 de-
grees F. The fishing net yielded a good catch, over 500 pounds of fish: lingcod,
whitefish and lake trout comprised the rich haul of fresh fish. The lingcod
was a really ugly fish and I left that chore to Buzz along with the few suck-
ers that had to be removed from the net. The whitefish and lake trout we
cleaned and sold to the grocery store in Whitehorse the next day. The other
fish we sold intact to a nearby dog musher for dog food

After loading the fish unto the sled behind the skidoo we took off for
home. Carrying three people and 500 pounds of fish, the skidoo started to
give us trouble about two miles from home. Allison and I piled off the skidoo
and Buzz getting his tools from under the seat proceeded to check the spark
plugs, etc. while Allison frolicked on the ice with the two dogs.

My feet started to get cold as I just had a pair of gumboots on instead of
my heavy skidoo boots. Stomping around did not help so walking over to
Buzz I said, “I think I will start walking home and you can catch up when
you get the skidoo running again.”

“Take the dogs with you and stay in the skidoo tracks, “ he replied look-
ing very vexed and concerned about the transportation. “I’ll work on this a
little while longer and see if I can get it running. It does act like the spark
plug is the problem.”

With his advice ringing in my ears I set off across the ice with Allison



37The Yukoner Magazine

and the two dogs in tow. Little did I realize the danger and utter panic I was
to experience. Unless a person has a landmark to follow on this vast ex-
panse of ice it is very easy to get disorientated and lost. Buzz had related a
couple of incidents earlier. One couple had found their way to his cabin to-
tally confused instead of finding their way to the campground located around
the bluff from his residence. Others, cross-country skiing, have wandered
around for hours trying to find their way home. A white region of 32 miles
can be awesome.

WHITEOUTWHITEOUTWHITEOUTWHITEOUTWHITEOUT
While I trudged home following the skidoo tracks, I noticed at the north

end of the lake a huge white cloud was approaching. It filled the space be-
tween the sky and the lake completely. It was rolling towards me and it
looked imposing.

Wow! I thought to myself, ‘That is some storm heading this way,’ I won-
dered if I should return to Buzz as I only had traveled about 100 yards. As I
stood debating with myself I turned my head to view Buzz and to my com-
plete shock I could see nothing but dense fog. It was if a white wet curtain
had descended upon me obliterating everything including the shoreline

I was encased in a “WHITEOUT.” This was a famous natural phenom-
enon that occurs in the north when the atmospheric conditions are right.
Visibility was next to nil. I was engulfed in this eerie world of nothingness.
Allison had stayed close behind me, as I had followed the skidoo tracks.

Calling the two dogs towards me,”Mike, Fritz, come here, boys!” I
screamed rather hysterically, trying to keep the panic from my voice. I could
sense their presence but I could not see them. Holding tightly to my daugh-
ter’s hand and fighting the hysteria and disorientation within me I looked
downward and I could barely see my boots resting on the skidoo tracks. One
step at a time will bring me closer to home, I reassured myself mentally as
I peered closely at the trail. As I trudged briskly home, my eyes glued to the
snow, the white dense fog became lighter and I could see the dogs.

Allison, wearing a heavy skidoo suit, said wistfully, “Mom, let’s rest a
while as I am so tired,” and with that she plopped down on the ice and started
to make a snow angel in the snow. Mike pounced on her and started to lick
her face.

Fritz stood quietly by my side sniffing the air. As I looked around me I
could swear I saw grey shadows circling us. My immediate impression was
WOLVES!

“Lets get going!” I screamed, hurriedly pulling Allison to her feet.
We travelled some distance at a murderous pace when the curtain sud-

denly lifted and we could see the shoreline.
Allison, crying and completely exhausted, pleaded with me, “Mom can’t

we stop and visit Georgie?” (my husband’s daughter-in law who lived nearby).
We could see by then we were opposite her residence on the lake. and about
a mile from our home.
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Visibility had improved considerably but I debated about leaving the
skidoo trail. What if the whiteout descended on us again? Do I have time to
make the shoreline before it does? The distance was 350 feet. As I deliber-
ated, catching my breath and looking around, the visibility improved each
minute with no grey shadows in my vision.

I replied, looking down at my little daughter’s anxious face, “Alright
lets head for shore.” Without further ado, I left the skidoo trail and headed
for shore praying that we would make it before we were lost in the whiteout
again. In actuality the thick dense fog did not appear again for the remain-
der of the day.

Georgie was pleased to see us and offered us a hot cup of tea while I
related our adventure. After a pleasant visit of two hours or more she drove
us home in her skidoo and, refusing to come in, she dropped us off.

Opening the kitchen door with a sigh of relief I spied Buzz. sitting in his
easy chair. His face was pale and drawn with exhaustion but it did not de-
tract from his flashing blue eyes.

“Where have you been?” he angrily cried and continued berating me in
a loud and violent voice, giving me no time to answer him.

I stood dumbfounded as he continued to give me hell. In my many years
of companionship with him, I have never seen Buzz lose his cool. This was
the first time.

He continued, “I managed to get the skidoo running after I unhooked
the sled on one cylinder only and between pushing it and pulling I arrived
home only to find you not home. I am so played out and I had to contemplate
going out to find you and Allison. Without the skidoo and on foot it could
prove to be impossible.”

I interrupted him then and I was given a chance to defend myself. “I
chose to visit Georgie when the fog lifted as I saw grey shadows and I be-
came terrified.”

“How could you see these wolves?” he asked, his anger somewhat abat-
ing. “You did have the two dogs and was there any reaction from them?”

“Well no,” I replied honestly.
“God, what an imagination,” he answered sarcastically, “and while you

were enjoying a cup of tea I was worried sick the past hour.” He was still put
out about my thoughtlessness.

THE YEAR OF THE BEARTHE YEAR OF THE BEARTHE YEAR OF THE BEARTHE YEAR OF THE BEARTHE YEAR OF THE BEAR
It was a summer for bears. Different species of bears in all shapes and

sizes roamed Happy Valley. I had only spent one summer here in the Yukon
and my husband Buzz still considered me a greenhorn from the big city.
Buzz was an old timer and a sourdough as he thought of himself, and had
already spent 30 years in this wild and wonderful country in the north. He
called it the LAST FRONTIER.

In this secluded valley nestled in between a rocky ridge on both sides
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and Lake Laberge on our doorstep, I continued to be as happy as a lark
even though we still were without modern conveniences. The beauty of the
wilderness and the communion with nature filled my days with serenity.

The first bear that I came in contact with that memorable summer was
a baby cub. Buzz and I had just settled down to our favourite beverage (cof-
fee) sitting outside our log cabin in the sunshine when he exclaimed, “Look,
a strange dog is coming down our pathway to the house!”

“0ops,” he added, “I better correct that statement, and say a baby bear.”
I jumped up all excited at seeing my first bear and I followed the little

fellow as he headed for the bushes. I picked a little stick for my protection.
“Jo, you better come here,” Buzz said in a calm voice. His voice! was

commanding though and I knew he meant it.
“Whenever there is a baby cub around, “he explained as I sat down

again, “the mother bear is sure to be near, and this particular cub belongs
to a grizzly bear, the most dangerous and unpredictable of all bears.”

Somehow that little lecture did not frighten me and even if I was alone
in the cabin I had my two dogs to protect me. It was two weeks later when
Buzz had gone into Whitehorse leaving me alone, for our week’s supply of
groceries, that the dogs raised such a commotion outdoors. I had to investi-
gate to see what all the noise about and what caused them to be so upset.
With no thought of danger and without any firearms I approached the dogs
and there up in the tree in front of me were two baby cubs yelling for their
mother. I remembered Buzz’s warning and I along with the two dogs headed
back for the cabin. The dogs were reluctant to leave but once inside the
house they settled down, especially after the treat and my praise of their
valour. Again not very fearful I hoped the baby bear cubs would descend
and go to their mother once the dogs stopped their barking and harass-
ment. They did just that and we never saw the baby cubs or the mother
again that year.

The next bear I encountered was on our isolated road that stretches
two and one-half miles to the main highway (called the Klondike). Allison.
who was eight that year. and I were going to town that beautiful hot sum-
mer day in July. And just at the spring-filled pool about half way from the
cabin to the highway, a huge black bear came waddling out.

Now this black bear was BIG! With my heart in my mouth I stopped the
car some distance away and watched him as he meandered slowly in the
opposite direction

It has been my greatest fear that the car would break down and we
would have to walk home in the wilderness. It is fine living out here in the
safety of the cabin, the dogs. and my husband’s trusty gun. But what to do if
danger really threatened? I had only my own resources and as I did not
believe in carrying a gun, God only knows how I would cope.

Wolverines have been sighted on this road, along with wolves, coyotes,
foxes, moose, deer, and even lynx. Rabbits by the dozens during the peak
rabbit cycle were included in this wide assortment of wildlife. We counted
up to 50 rabbits on the side of our dirt road one evening at dusk while driving
in.
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The black bear was never seen again but the two baby cubs returned a
couple of years later making a nuisance of themselves. They were now two-
year-old grizzlies. Buzz told me that an old grizzly sow lived in our area and
this was probably her last offspring. The smell of fish from our little plastic
boat attracted the bears of course. We did summer fishing with the little
boat during the summer months, as we did enjoy the nine varieties of fish
caught with the net.

The two bears that hung around the boat became very persistent and it
was not unusual to see them. One afternoon Buzz decided to take a picture
of the grizzly coming out of the boat. The distance was approximately 100
feet.

“Please let me take one dear,” I pleaded. With that I proceeded to walk
down to the boat with the camera adjusted to my eyes.

“Boy, is this ever going to be a good one,” I exclaimed.
Click went the camera and as I lowered it the bear stood about 50 feet

from me. He had become curious himself and had walked up to see while I
had ambled toward him with the camera glued in front of my eyes.

Stunned and angry for not being warned, I turned to run into the house
and there was Buzz doubled over with laughter in his lawn chair, not mak-
ing any move to get to his gun.

“I am going to move into town,” I retorted angrily. “You don’t even care
if I get mauled or not.”

With that remark, I flounced into the house, my dignity hurt, and feel-
ing very resentful of his humour at my expense.

We did make up of course and Buzz from then on did shoot over their
heads with his shotgun every time they came near. One of the twins did
leave the area but the other one remained.

Rather than kill him before he got braver and did any damage to the
cabin, we contacted the game department. They immediately sent down a
bear trap baited with sardines and peanut butter (an old Indian method to
attract the bear) but all we caught was our nearest neighbour’s dog called
Red.

Red was an Irish setter and he was the worst thief in the area. He was
a remarkably smart dog. To illustrate this point I must relate two incidents
that prove this.

One afternoon when it got too hot to clear the land we decided to have a
siesta and as we were preparing to settle down for a comfortable nap in the
cool cabin...

“Quick look out the window,” Buzz interrupted.
There was lifting up the lid of the deep freeze with his nose and trying

to bounce it high enough so he could get a choice package of meat. Before
we started to lock it, we had lost a ham and numerous other packages, never
suspecting the dog as the thief. Today we had forgotten to lock it and Red
with his uncanny sense knew it.

The other incident took place a week later, again during our afternoon
nap when our guard was down. I had made cabbage rolls in the morning
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and  had set them on the counter on the porch to cool. When we awoke I
noticed the roaster out in the middle of the yard. I ran out to retrieve it.
When I looked in the pot only one cabbage roll remained. That dog had man-
aged, without disturbing us, to take the roaster full of cabbage rolls down off
the counter and without spilling a drop had enjoyed my morning’s labour.
The reader must realize that during the summer when the hours of daylight
were the longest Buzz and I had to clear land, build another addition to the
cabin, and so our day stretched from 5:30 a.m. to midnight and a rest in the
afternoon was required.

We finally caught old Red in the bear trap.
“Revenge will be sweet,” said Buzz gleefully as he rubbed his hands

together and proceeded to the bear trap. He had picked a little switch to
make his point.

It was my job to raise the door of the bear trap and Buzz stood poised
outside the gate out of sight ready to give Red his just reward. Have you
ever been posed to strike for at least five minutes? The tension mounted
and I do believe Buzz’s reflexes were slowly diminishing.

Red crouched up at the end of trap and finally made one mad leap for
the open door and he bounded out. All a person saw was a flash of red. Buzz
missed him by a mile and we had many a chuckle over that episode. We
never did get a bear in the trap and eventually the game department came
to pick it up as it was needed elsewhere.

The author in 1974 in her longjohns, first winter in the Yukon
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These encounters with the bears gave us a false sense of security be-
cause what we did when we met the last bear of the season that year can be
considered very foolish and rather dangerous risk taking indeed.

Before I continue with more scary bear stories, I must interject here
and tell the reader that the previous winter Buzz and I and Allison had re-
turned to my home in North Vancouver, where Buzz (never idle) had rented
a shop and built a 23-foot boat. It was just a wooden hull when we shipped it
north but he planned to finish it in the spring.

Putting the cabin on and fiber glassing the boat himself, besides doing
the land clearing, with his own heavy equipment and adding additions to
the cabin made a very busy summer. The cabin, once a one-room dwelling,
now boasted a sunken living room and a one-bedroom addition.

So, with some of the tasks completed, we decided to take time off and
launch the boat. This was our first trip in the 23-foot cruiser. I felt safe and
secure in the “Ucan,” as we aptly named her. It had a big 402 inboard Ford
motor and as we motored down the lake to do a bit of beach combing it was
exhilarating.

The time was September and the lake was an azure blue. The backdrop
of yellow leaves along the shoreline made this a beautiful landscape. The
temperature on the Lake was a cool 57 degrees F., even after the long hot
summer. Swimming was not enjoyable in the shallow bays and if you fell
into the lake, who knows how long you would survive?

Winds or blows on Lake Laberge prevailed north and south. and were
very unpredictable. With no obstacles on the 32-mile lake, waves reaching
eight to ten feet were the norm, making this one of the most dangerous
lakes in the Yukon. I believe Kluane Lake is the other.

When we set out the lake was very calm. Twenty miles from home at
Rut Point we pulled into a sheltered bay. Buzz, as he alit from the boat and
made for the shore, calmly said to me as he peered at the footprints in the
sand, “A big black bear has been here a while ago.”

I noticed the tracks too, after they were brought to my attention, and
they seemed very large, but Buzz appeared nonchalant and carried on into
the woods where he had stored on a previous trip an old antique heater.

I followed behind him bravely, soon forgetting the bear tracks as I did
some exploring. It was on our return trip to the boat with the old heater in
my husband’s arms that I heard the grunt. I had been trailing about five
feet behind Buzz but when I heard that sound I was transposed in front of
him saying with a quivering voice,

“Did you hear that grunt?”
“Did I hear what?” he asked quite matter-of-factly, pausing to have a

rest with the heater on the ground.
“That grunt,” I repeated.
“No,” he replied emphatically, “It must be your imagination.”
With that statement he slowly picked up the heater and carried towards

the boat. I again became lulled into a false sense of security by his uncon-
cern even knowing that the gun was aboard the cruiser. Wandering off the
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beaten path looking for more antiques, I picked up a piece of stovepipe and
hollered to Buzz who was now near the boat.

“Should I bring this piece of stove pipe I found?”
“Drop it quick and get here fast,” Buzz replied in a low and deadly voice.
I instinctively did as he told me and rushed to the boat, my feet became

all toes as I stumbled my way, getting entangled in the bowline of the boat
that was tied to a tree. Buzz had put the stove near the bow of the boat so, in
spite of my clumsiness, I could climb aboard without the usual boost. The
boat when beached made the bow difficult to climb aboard as it stands at
least six feet in the air.

During all the excitement I still had not seen the bear but did I not hear
it grunt? I finally got aboard the boat and then with a premature sigh of
relief I looked for the bear.

There he stood not 100 feet from the boat on the beach in majestic
splendor. He was a huge grizzly, five feet in height standing on his four feet
and wearing the most wonderful coloured cinnamon coat I ever saw. He
was not paying any attention to us but was very busy pawing up some dirt.

Buzz in the meantime was undoing the bowline from the tree instead of
cutting it and taking off. Very stealthily, with his eyes on the bear, he undid
the rope. The suspense was dramatic as the bear turned his head and they
both stared at each other. The ruff around the bear’s neck started to rise
and he looked dangerous indeed.

Finally with his bowline in his hand Buzz leaped for the boat and the
stove was long forgotten in his headlong rush for the rifle. Without any hesi-
tation we started the motor and turn the bow towards the end of the lake.

Can you believe that the grizzly took to the water too and swam parallel
to the boat? The distance between us was 25 feet. He finally left us at an-
other bay further down and shaking himself off as he got out of the water, he
departed into the woods.

Buzz’s only comment after we got home was, “He sure was a queer
acting bear and he must have followed us into the woods.

Later relating this story to an old Indian outfitter, we were told that this
type of grizzly is known as the Water Bear and is the most unpredictable
and perilous of all grizzlies. To this we wholeheartedly agreed. What a cli-
max to the year of the BEAR!

                                            ••••••••••••
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Forward by Sam HollowayForward by Sam HollowayForward by Sam HollowayForward by Sam HollowayForward by Sam Holloway
Those of us who drove the Alaska Highway when it followed its original

route remember every trip as a grand adventure — gravel and dust when
the weather was nice, mud and slime when it rained, hairpin curves and
breathtaking views over the bank as the road followed the sides of the val-
leys or clung to the very tops of mountains.

That first trip gave us the feeling we had driven off the end of the civi-
lized world—and were heading into a lonely, foreboding yet utterly delight-
ful new country. It was if we had left our old self behind and a new one
awaited us just beyond the cascading blue of the mountains that always
beckoned further down The Road.

We kept our headlights on so the oncoming traffic could see us poking
along through the dust clouds. Every 50 or 75 miles, a highway lodge beck-
oned us off the road for high-priced coffee, burgers and gas—and God help
us if we needed parts for our vehicle. Every veteran carried a long tow rope
to pull someone or be pulled out of a ravine. We carried lots of spare tires.

Over the past 30 years The Road has been widened and straightened
and chip-sealed and re-routed so that most of the best curves and scary
sections are now just ghostly trails through the bush, blocked from travel-
lers by mounds of dirt. Alongside some of the old sections we can still find
the remains of cars and trucks that didn’t survive the trip, leaving us to
wonder how those passengers continued their journey and where they are
today.

Nowadays, folks whiz along the highway so fast they scarcely know
where they have been. Most accidents are caused by drivers falling asleep
at the wheel. Many of the highway lodges are gone, with only a clearing
beside the road to show those lost dreams of yesteryear.

We no longer see exhaust pipes and mufflers imbedded in the gravel
nor do we glance with sympathy at folks lying in mud while changing a flat.
Indeed, the magic and misery are gone.

Last year a new section of highway bypassed the old village of Cham-
pagne, some 60 miles northwest of Whitehorse. Where once you laboured
up a steep hill, rounded a sharp corner on the narrow road to be presented
with a lovely valley filled with old log cabins and an Indian graveyard, now
you see nothing but the horizon as you race along.

However, for people living along the highway who travel it often, the
improvements are a blessing. It once took an exhausting 12 hours to drive
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from Koidern River to Whitehorse. Now it can be done in five or six hours
without having to scrape 200 pounds of mud off your rig at Whitehorse.

In these well-written essays, we can see how it was on The Road during
its earliest days.  S.H.

Passage to the NorthPassage to the NorthPassage to the NorthPassage to the NorthPassage to the North
There has been a deal of havering about the Alaska Highway. Superla-

tives have been tossed about recklessly. Epic, incredible, super-colossal are
among the mildest of them. And age-old platitudes have been burnished up
to describe the feats of endurance and ingenuity that went into its building.

 But when all these two-dollar words have been discounted to their
proper tuppenny rate and when one remembers that the Chinese built the
equally “supercolossal” Burma highway with hoes and wicker baskets, the
highway still remains a remarkable construction job which required the
overcoming of great difficulties of transport and engineering and the un-
stinted labor of many thousands of men, some of whom were paid, with
“super” generosity and others la-
boured as soldiers serving their coun-
try.

The remarkable thing about the
job was the speed with which it was
carried through. The road is 1,600
miles long of which 1,200 or more are
through the roughest of mountain
territory interspersed with low
swamplands. From the time the first
U.S. army units went in to begin work
until an official opening was held was
eight months.

 But that official opening did not
mean the road was finished. It merely
meant it was possible for vehicles to
get over it, because vehicles had got
over it, and during the following win-
ter many vehicles got over it. But
there is a difference between winter
and spring and summer, and what
seems solid, and is solid, in winter is
often soft and mushy after the spring
thaws. That happened at many
points.

The Alaska Highway in the very
beginning—a cutline through the
bush. [Truck Tracks Magazine,
1944]
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 It may happen again, on a smaller scale. Indeed it will be surprising if
it does not. One can say that the task of building will go on for a long time
before it becomes the super-colossal all-weather, all-season highway that
many envision. Meanwhile the engineers are keeping their fingers crossed.

 But when this writer went over it in March, this year, as one of the first
party of Canadian newsmen to make the overland trip from Dawson Creek
to Fairbanks, it was an excellent road, wide and smooth and kept in splen-
did condition. As of that time it was functionally adequate for the task for
which it had been built: the transporting of war supplies to Alaska to repel
an expected Japanese invasion.

 Too many persons forget the circumstances of its beginning. The Japa-
nese had made their attack. They were moving towards the Aleutian is-
lands and Alaska. It was expected they would pour into America through
the northern gateway. They had command of the Pacific Ocean. Their sub-
marines roamed at will. Ocean shipping from the United States and Canada
to Alaska was hazardous. It could not meet the necessities of defense. And
so an inland route had to be built with the utmost speed and regardless of
cost in materials, men and money. The need was met.

Today the picture has changed. The Japanese are being beaten back.
They have lost command of the Pacific. Their submarines cannot harass
the Pacific coast and the sea route to Alaska. At the the moment the need of
the road is at a low point. And individuals with short memories are saying it
was wasted effort To say that is folly. Japan is not, in fact, beaten yet. But
even if it is no longer able to carry out its grandiose scheme of an assault on
America, the time is coming when America will launch its attack on Japan.
When that time comes the highway will be needed, for all means of trans-

Clearing snow near Bear Creek Summit, ca 1945, [Canadian Government
photo]
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port will be none too much to assemble the materials and supplies and forces
required.

 Today the construction part of the highway program is considered com-
pleted excepting for finishing a number of steel bridges over far northern
rivers. Along the road the construction camps are nearly deserted. In camps
which formerly housed hundreds there are now two or three score men.
Some have been closed down. The workers have either come out and gone
home or have moved further north into Alaska or are working on the
Whitehorse-Norman Wells road which parallels the oil pipeline.

Those that remain are for maintenance rather than for construction
although the route is continuously being shortened by eliminating curves.
Grades are steadily being cut down. But that is a process which will prob-
ably go on for years as the highway is improved and as settlement builds up
along it.

 The communities which grew up along the road, and Edmonton through
which so much personnel and material went, are feeling the effect of the
completion of large scale construction. Traffic on the road is light and is
mostly concerned either with supplies for the maintenance gangs and for
the airports or with taking men and equipment out, something in the way of
a salvage and tidying up job.

 It is just two years since work began but so fast has been the pace of
construction, so much has been done in so short a time, that already those
still working on the job refer to the “old times” when the job was a real job
and speak casually of such and such a person as being an “old timer,” mean-
ing that he came into the job perhaps 18 months ago.

 Throughout construction there has been a tremendous movement of
personnel. Men would come in and after a few months leave for more civi-
lized places where life is easier. Some of them were killed on the job, many
were injured and not a few were “bushed,” which means to go somewhat
daffy through continuously looking at Christmas trees and snow clad peaks.

 Some idea of the lavish expenditure of machinery and equipment can
be gained from the huge parks of motor vehicles at the main bases. There,
trucks and buses and shovels, graders and tractors stand in long rows. Many
of them are broken or appear to be damaged. Along the road men some-
times mention machinery lost in lakes and muskegs. Daily other trucks are
being hauled out on huge flat trailers. Salvage is proceeding. Soon it will be
complete and only maintenance gangs will occupy the comfortable camps
that have been built along the route.

And so the question of the future of the highway is already arising.

Up Hill and Down DaleUp Hill and Down DaleUp Hill and Down DaleUp Hill and Down DaleUp Hill and Down Dale
One of the important claims made for the Alaska highway is that after

the war it will be a great tourist route. This writer does not profess to be a
prophet and most of the responsible officers who have been in charge of
construction decline to commit themselves on that point.
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 But the view of the ordinary worker, the engineer, truck driver and most
bus drivers is that it will not be an attraction to tourists, at least for a long
time to come. Their reasons are simple: it is too far away from centres of
population, there are so many mountains and mountain ranges they be-
come monotonous after the first two days, it is too long and difficult for easy
driving and finally it does not lead to anything of sufficient interest to war-
rant such a journey and that cannot be reached by easier ways.

 This article will attempt to give some impressions of a drive the full
1,600 miles from Dawson Creek, where it begins, to Fairbanks, Alaska, where
it ends. Dawson Creek is 400 miles northwest of Edmonton. It may be reached
by an earth road if the weather is right, it can be reached by a pioneer rail-
way, but the first party of Canadian newsmen reached it by air in a huge
U.S. transport machine which left them standing in the mud at a primitive
landing strip some miles outside the town and no means of transport in
sight. That was overcome.

 There were ten in the party representing the chief daily papers of Al-
berta, British Columbia and Saskatchewan and one U.S. writer from the
Portland, Oregon, Journal.

 Technically, in official circles, the Alaska highway is known as the Alcan
project, but the men who built it called it “The Road.” And today, from
Dawson Creek to Fairbanks, it is still usually called The Road.

 Before The Road began, Dawson Creek was a typical western Cana-
dian town in a fertile farming area. Around it and Fort St. John, 65 miles
further north, are good looking fields neatly laid out and fenced. It has a
future as an agricultural community.

 But after The Road was started Dawson Creek was surrounded by a

Near Squanga Lake, ca 1945. [Canadian Government photo]
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immense growth of hutments, camps, great motor vehicle machinery parks,
supply dumps and repair depots until it was swollen to the size of a goodly
city.

 The trip to Fairbanks was made in a bus that formerly travelled west-
ern Canadian roads and was driven by bus drivers from Calgary and Banff.
There are always two men on buses on The Road, and usually on trucks.
They spell each other off every 100 miles and even then the job is a strain.

 On that first day’s run, the traveller has cut through spurs of the moun-
tains, he has seen the Peace bridge and the colored escalloped buttes of the
river bank, has skirted Suicide Hill, so named because the road ran over it
so dangerously that it has been changed to a lower level, has navigated the
bobby pin bends of the Sikanni Chief river high over the turbulent foaming
rapids. It has been a full day and one crawls into his army sleeping bag tired
and a little dazed by having seen so much.

 But when one leaves in the morning on the second day of the trip, fresh-
ened by the cold mountain air and a bountiful army breakfast, he is ready
for more. The Road runs directly west, plunging into the Rockies as far as
Summit lake, then turns northwest to run along the side of a mountain ridge
and emerge high on a mountain side looking down on a great valley.

 The valley is known as Paul Bunyan’s grave and is evidence that an-
other legend has grown up around that mythical giant of the lumber camps
of America.

It seems that in those first frenzied days of construction, when it was a
race against time and the Japs, the little men of the camps were having
difficulties. Then came the Great Paul Bunyan astride the mountain ranges,
pushing the forests aside until caught on Steam boat Mountain, the top of
which he sheared off in his great rush, for its top today is as level as a table.
But his injuries were fatal and he fell and so great was his tall that the
mountains trembled and the valley is there. And then the guardian angels
of lumbermen carried him off to the Valhalla of all the construction camps
of the world.

 Then across the Liard on its suspension bridge and into what used to
be known as Jelf ’s camp. There, stopping for lunch, the party found Pierre.
Ever since Charles G. D. Roberts wrote a story about the dapper Pierre,
gambler and adventurer, there have been innumerable Pierres in the
northland. But they are not dapper or tidy like the original. The Pierre of
Jelf ’s camp had a grievance against all visitors to the Great Lone Land,
especially those from the U.S. He thought the party were Americans and he
told us in robust words, half French, half English, that his people had been
happier before we came. But it was a good lunch and no one was disturbed
by Pierre’s resentment.

 And so to Watson lake where the sleeping bags were warm and the
grub good. But the mind was a little more dazed by the multitude of moun-
tains and the abundance of sights and on the third day when the Yukon
boundary was passed mountains and valleys and deep lying rivers began to
lose interest. One could very well do without any more of them. Steadily
from the first sight of them north of Fort St. John, the mountains had been’
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growing larger, more impressive, more snow covered and more rugged. But
in proportion as their grandeur grew one’s interest declined. When a man
does no more than cock a dull and casual eye at a 20,000 foot peak that is
satiety.

 Whitehorse, a rolicking little town, was left behind next morning and
the party decided to make the 600 miles to Fairbanks without a stop for
sleep and so for more than 24 hours the bus rolled through the sub-lunar
landscape of western Yukon and Alaska.

 To attempt a description of the scenery would be a repetition of failure.
It was the same as on the previous three days excepting that the mountains
were higher and more tumbled and the trees a little smaller, the snows some-
what colder and the prospect more bleak. Then came Fairbanks.

Night Life on The RoadNight Life on The RoadNight Life on The RoadNight Life on The RoadNight Life on The Road
The Road has a life of its own. In a way it is a world to itself, cut off at

both ends from centres of population, or as those who live on it say: it begins
nowhere and ends nowhere. And it has a character of its own, too, a charac-
ter built out of the human materials that went into its building in those early,
frenzied, emergency days.

 That character, fundamentally, partakes of the character of every great
construction enterprise but it is distinctive by reason of the circumstances
of war, the participation of the army, the vast use of airplanes and the air
establishments which it serves. It is to be regretted that in its early days of
high pressure, when its character was aborning, some writer and student
of humanity did not have the opportunity to put into lasting words the at-
mosphere that animated the men of The Road.

A typical hill section, Alaska Highway, ca 1945. [Canadian
Government photo]
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Advertising a dance in Whitehorse, 1944. Sent in by Jean Edwards of
Kelowna, B.C.
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 Whatever it is it cannot be grasped and analyzed in a few days travel at
a time when the spirit of the adventure is dying. But something of it still
lives in the emasculated camps that remain and in the robust communities
spread out at intervals of a day’s motor travel.

 All along The Road, the contractor’s construction gangs and the army
are curiously intermingled. The visitor finds it difficult to separate them in
his mind, sometimes even to tell which is which. No doubt a week or two
would clarify the distinguishing line.

 Even yet the camps give a faint reflection of what the men of The Road
call the “old days,” meaning any time more than a year ago.

 The camps are strung at intervals of perhaps 15 miles. They are warm,
well built huts, with washrooms that have hot and cold running water, shower
baths, and provisions for laundry. They have officers’ quarters and large
mess rooms. Where there formerly was, perhaps, 600 men, there are now 50
or 60. But the messes operate 24 hours a day and there the travellers along
The Road assemble at all hours of the night and day for meals or coffee.
They run much as restaurants and there is a standard price for meals of 28
cents Canadian and the food is abundant, well cooked and tasty, better than
one gets in a Regina restaurant for twice the money.

 In these mess rooms the gossip of the road is exchanged. Friends meet,
news is passed along. So and so is going out and he is given messages to
take out. A newcomer on his way in is given advice. The condition of The
Road is discussed.

 It is a curious combination of frontier and army life but it is in the
robustious towns of Whitehorse and Fairbanks, where there is a chance to
play, that the life of The Road centres.

 They are not much to look at, those sub-Arctic communities Their
streets are muddy, for it was thawing during the party’s visit, their build-
ings are old and dilapidated for the most part, they swarm with construc-
tion workers and military and both endeavor to maintain the frontier spirit.

 Whitehorse has a huge hotel, a department store, a theatre, some other
shops and the Whitehorse Dining Hall which gets something of the northland
atmosphere from its customers but is in fact a small town restaurant charg-
ing Delmonico prices. Surrounding it and on the flat lands above the cliffs
are military and air establishments.

 Whitehorse is important for several reasons. It is the inland terminus
of the railway from the port of Skagway; it is the terminus of the main pipe
line from Norman Wells and the starting point of the pipe line to Fairbanks
and south towards Watson Lake. It has a refinery. It is a junction of air lines
as well as of highways and it has river navigation to Dawson City and fur-
ther north. So in the affairs of the Yukon it is strategically situated.

But Fairbanks is the “Gay Paree” of the northland. There the social
life, if such it can be called, of The Road finds full blossom in 11 liquor stores,
20 bars, and heaven only knows how many night clubs. There are notable
restaurants which serve good food and charge high prices.

 For example, a sizable steak costs anything from $2.50 upwards. Ba-
con and eggs will run you more than a dollar. An ordinary meal such as one
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gets in Regina for 50 or 60 cents will extract from $1.50 to $2.00 from your
pocket. In the bars a bottle of beer costs 50 cents but liquor can be bought
by the bottle at prices roughly the same as in Canada. A 26-ounce bottle of
rum, for instance, is $5.10.

 Eskimo girls decked out in civilized finery, rouged and painted and with
high heels, parade the streets, their fat faces shining through a coating of
powder, trying to look glamourous while white girls obscure their beauty by
donning parkas, trousers and heavy wool-lined boots.

 But the gaiety of Fairbanks is a juke box night life straining for a honky-
tonk atmosphere.

 More interesting than the rather drab night clubs was a reunion of the
oldtimers of the Klondike days. They gathered in the bar of the Pioneer
hotel, oldest hostelry in Fairbanks. The setting was ideal because, the old-
timers declared, the fixtures of the bar, the ornate back-bar with its mir-
rors, the counter and the round card tables were the original fixtures of the
famous Malamute Saloon in Dawson City. Many years ago they were taken
over the mountains and installed in Fairbanks’ leading hotel.

 Under the influence of their surroundings and refreshments, the
oldtimers loosened and tall were the stories told. There was talk of Soapy
Smith, of Bonanza, of forbidding Arctic trails, of wild fights in saloons. It
seems as though the passing of years merely makes the memory more vig-
orous or the imagination more fertile.

 Anyway, amidst the fittings of the Malamute Saloon, and among some
of its original frequenters, two New York girl photographers flashed their
camera bulbs and joshed the crowd of real and would-be sourdoughs.

Building the highway across the silt flats at the mouth of the Slims
River at Kluane Lake, 160 miles west of Whitehorse. [Canadian
Government photo, ca 1944]



54The Yukoner Magazine

But a few days in Fairbanks was enough and the return journey started,
600 miles by bus continuous travel to Whitehorse and 1,500 miles by army
transport plane to Edmonton.

Scenic WondersScenic WondersScenic WondersScenic WondersScenic Wonders
Beyond the pleasant farm lands of Fort St. John, on the Alaska High-

way, the unbroken forest begins. It stretches league after league to a total
of more than 1,000 miles in solid formation. Here and there are spots where
the trees are sparse, like the beginning of a bald spot on a man’s head, but
at no point can it be said the land is barren excepting above the vegetation
line on the mountains.

 In the southern part of that long stretch the trees are of a strong and
healthy growth and there is variety. Pines, spruce, birch and poplar com-
pete for every inch of soil with the evergreens having a wide margin of
success. But as one moves north the trees become stunted, the birch and
poplar fewer and even the pines and spruce give way to tamarack.

 Granted that winter is not the best time to see the northland, granted
that it is a bleak and forbidding country when the snows encompass it and
its pelucid rivers are locked in their icy caverns, it still has beauty. In the
early morning as the sun peeks over the ice-capped mountains, the trees
are garbed in an incredibly delicate tracery of glittering frost. When The
Road swings around the turn of sharp cliff and a giant valley is laid out
before one in air so clear that details can be seen many miles away, there
is nothing to do but gasp. Words cannot describe it. Or further north there
is a fantastic unreality to mountains piled one upon each other, peaks tow-

The highway north of Fort St. John, ca 1945. [Canadian Government
photo]
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Sent in by Jean Edwards of Kelowna, B.C.
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ering 20,000 feet into the air, valleys that sink to gloomy depths, glaciers
that slowly push their way to lakes.

 Here in this furthest north one thinks of mountains in terms of ranges,
for the ranges are named and the mountains are not, and the ranges crowd
and shoulder each other for their foothold on the earth. When one looks
from an airplane, on a cloudless day, out across these tumbling monsters
the impression of a dead world is strong, a cold dead world in which nothing
lives and nothing moves. But in the slender valleys that look like black paths
among the mountains there are trappers and the animals they catch. The
world is not dead, but sparse and difficult.

 Along The Road they will tell you that game is plentiful. They will tell of
moose and deer, of Rocky mountain sheep, of wolves and foxes and rabbits
and of abundant bird life.

 In such a land one would expect an occasional rabbit or fox to get caught
in the headlights when driving at night, or that from time to time a wolf
would seen loping through the trees or a deer leap, startled into the forest.
But this party of observers saw no such thing. Two squirrels, a few hawks,
and a score of ravens were the total of animal or bird life seen. No doubt the
wild things have learned to keep away from the highways although it was
noticeable that in the first day or two going north animal tracks were nu-
merous. But in the further north even this evidence of life disappeared. Some-
thing has already been said in these articles about the two great suspen-
sion bridges, one over the Peace and the other over the Liard river. There

A section of highway just south of Whitehorse, 1944. [from Truck
Tracks magazine, probably taken by a Signal Corp photographer, R.
Hawkes]
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are many other great steel bridges, as many as there are rivers and those
rivers are among the exciting, features of The Road, for they tumble through
great canyons, rush down gorges and sometimes meander through meadow
lands.

 The largest of the streams are the Peace and the Liard. Both are spec-
tacular where crossed by their bridges. The Peace tumbles between high
clay banks which have been carved by erosion into fantastic shapes. The
Liard is crossed at the end of its Grand Canyon where it runs between cliffs
of tremendous height.

 Another spectacular crossing is that of the Sikanni Chief river. The
approach is by a series of looping bends that run along the edge of preci-

A typical section of highway, 1944. [from Truck Tracks magazine,
probably taken by a Signal Corp photographer, R. Hawkes]
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pices with the boiling waters far below. This is no place for the casual tour-
ist to drive, a moment of inattention and disaster might result.

 Crossing the border into Alaska takes a little time because the military
authorities take a complete record of each individual together with his fin-
gerprints. They then issue an Alaska travel permit which has one’s name,
home address, occupation and thumb print on it.

 When this party crossed it was after dark. And just as the long process
of recording and fingerprinting began the electric light plant broke down.
The job was continued by the light of one or two electric torches and even-
tually completed with sufficient accuracy.

Highway LogisticsHighway LogisticsHighway LogisticsHighway LogisticsHighway Logistics
 The main problem involved in constructing The Road quickly was one

of what the United States army calls logistics, meaning the transporting of
materials, men and supplies to where they were needed when they were
needed. The highway was to run through 1,600 miles of mountainous wil-
derness. There were three points of access to its route: one at Dawson Creek,
its far southern end, another at Fairbanks, served by the port of Valdez, and
Whitehorse, served by the port of Skagway. But traffic to the ports was open
to interruption by enemy submarines and the railways from the ports would
carry an inadequate tonnage.

Burwash Landing in 1944. Before the highway, it was a trading post
and Indian village. In this photo, a new, log hotel has been built to
serve the tourist trade. [photo by Conrad Puhr of Anchorage, Alaska,
1954]
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 The routes of access were quickly improved but the bulk of men and
materials poured in over the railway from Edmonton to Dawson Creek.

 It is difficult to imagine the vast quantities of equipment and materials
needed. Motor vehicles by the thousands were a primary requirement. Great
bulldozers to shear down the forests, enormous mechanical shovels, giant
scrapers, drilling and blasting equipment and strange machines of uncouth
design to do special jobs, all these and many more were necessary in enor-
mous numbers. Then tens of thousands of men had to move in and living
quarters be provided. And a constant flow of fuel, food and supplies had to
be maintained.

 The job had to be done quickly, the materials assembled in a matter of
weeks and moved over the frozen rivers before the spring thaw. Otherwise
there would be interminable delay.

 When the U.S. army and the contractors began the job there was a
winter road over much of the route. It had been made when Canada was
building its chain of airports to the Yukon and it was accepted as a rough
course for the new highway. It served, too, for preliminary transportation.
But it could be used only in winter and even then its capacity was small.

 Once this main problem of supply was overcome the engineering prob-
lems could be met. And they were numerous. Chief among them perhaps
was the matter of muskeg. Muskeg gives no foundation for a road. Grade
may be made across when it is frozen in winter but when spring thaws come
the bed sinks.

 Avoiding muskeg and mountain has given The Road its torturous, twist-
ing character, has placed it along the side of ridges where there is good
drainage and has lengthened it by a good many miles.

But many of these twists and turns will be straightened out in time.
Many are already being eliminated as muskeg is being overcome and as
more deliberate surveys suggest a change of route. But for a long time there
will be spots that require constant attention during spring and summer.

 With the route marked out, giant bulldozers ploughed through the for-
est tossing trees aside matches. After that came diggers and graders and
machines that built a bottom bed of rock on which the gravel top was laid.
Then huge packers moved along.

 Construction began quickly along the whole length of The Road by
moving supplies in at the three main points and then distributing them along
the tote road. Thereafter the highway was literally torn from the wilder-
ness in a matter of months.

 This involved a secondary problem of logistics. Food, clothing, fuel and
building materials had to be distributed along this tote road as needed. That
meant a constant stream from the outside, constant hauling up and down
the route even before 2~ was a road.

 Such were the problems and difficulties and the fact that a passable
road was completed in less than eight months is a remarkable circumstance.
Nor is it surprising that when the spring thaws came, soft spots appeared.
and traffic was disrupted.

 No one can say with assurance at the present time how far these soft
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spots have been overcome by the second year of construction and improve-
ment. Spring will show, but there is some reason to believe that the engi-
neers have found ways of overcoming the difficulty and that most of the
road will continue in operation this summer.

The Future of a RoadThe Future of a RoadThe Future of a RoadThe Future of a RoadThe Future of a Road
 Now that The Road is completed and work on it has become a matter

of maintenance and improvement, the question of its future is arising.

 There are those who believe it will become a great tourist highway
right after the war, who are already making plans for a motor trip over its
entire length.

 There are others who forecast it will become a white elephant, requir-
ing constant attention and serving no useful purpose proportional to the
expenditure involved and that it will become a cause of dispute between
Canada and the United States.

 As a matter of fact both views are probably wrong.
 It is not likely to be a popular tourist route, for a long time to come for

reasons which were set forth earlier in these articles.
 Nor is it likely to become a white elephant because, first, it will serve

the air line that parallels it which is certain to be a commercial channel,
second, because it should be maintained as a part of the continental defense
system and, third, because as peace comes substantial development of the
territorial resources is a bright prospect and such development will require
a main traffic artery.

Approaching Burwash Landing in 1944. [from Truck Tracks magazine,
probably taken by a Signal Corp photographer, R. Hawkes]
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 It is well to remember The Road was built for one purpose only: to beat
Japan. It was needed in the first place to repel an expected invasion and
was built primarily under high pressure for defense. Now it is needed as a
supply route for the attack upon Japan. It is believed to be adequate for that
purpose.

At the moment it is not being used to capacity but when the time comes
to launch the final blow against Japan huge convoys will again move along
it as forces are marshaled in Alaska for attack.

Nor does any realistic person believe that when this war ends, conti-
nental defense can be neglected. The arrangements made between Canada
and the United States for military co-operation will continue. Alaska and
the whole Arctic belt across Canada is a vital area in such defense. It must
be served by roads.

 Consequently, not only should the Alaska highway be maintained by
cooperation between United States and Canadian military authorities but
additional roads should be built to other strategic points along the Arctic
coast.

 The territory through which the Alaska highway runs is capable of de-
velopment. It has valuable resources. There are enormous forests. The
mineral wealth is believed to be great. Already a rich oilfield has been lo-
cated, tapped and its product being piped to Whitehorse. Along the first 100

This is the village of Champagne now bypassed by the highway. It was
part of the Dalton Trail to the Klondike. [photo by Conrad Puhr of
Anchorage, Alaska,  1954]
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miles of the road beyond Dawson Creek there are fine farms. Alaska has a
large arable area and it is probable that northern valleys will be productive.
There are furs in the forest and fish in the lakes and rivers.

 Canada and the United States have appointed a joint commission to
study the possibility of development. Its preliminary report should indicate
what can be done.

 It is in such development that the future of the road lies. When those
places that are now travel posts grow into towns and cities on the basis of
production in their area, the highway will come into its own. It will be the
traffic artery serving their commercial needs and it will have a much better
chance of becoming a tourist route for it will begin somewhere and will lead
to something worth while.

 But it is foolish to look for these things to take place in a year or two.
Such growth takes decades. If the road is maintained as a military highway
it will hasten that growth. Already it can be said to have opened a new fron-
tier in North America, a frontier capable of infinite expansion.

Editor’s Notes:
Thanks again to Jack Johnson of Whitehorse for loaning me his Alaska
Highway collection of books and photos. Also, it was Jean Edwards
who sent the newspaper clippings from which this story was copied.
S.H.

A muddy day on the highway, 1977. [Sam Holloway photo]
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BRITISH COLUMBIA
Mile
0 Dawson Creek
2 We-Asku-Inn
16 Farmington
35 Peace River Bridge
47 Titus Rooms
48 Pan American
49 Fort St. John
52 Charlie Lake Hotel
101 Blueberry Lodge
136 Black Spruce
147 Beatton River Hotel

Jim & Lela Anderson’s
Pink Mountain Lodge
171 Mason Creek Lodge
200 Trutch Lodge,
232 Dutch Mill
233 Lum & Abners
278 The Last Resort
300 Fort St. John
351 Steamboat Mountain
Lodge
392 The Summit
397 Rocky Mountain Auto
Court
419 Guides and outfitters
422 Toad River Lodge Ltd.
442 The Village Hotel-
456 Motoring Service
462 Highland Glen Cabins

Lakeview Lodge
463 John & Marion’s

496 Liard River
528 Dew Drop-In
533 Coal River Lodge
543 Fireside Inn
590 Contact Creek Service
596 Iron Creek Lodge
620 Lower Post Hotel.

YUKON TERRITORY
Mile
632 Watson Lake Campground
635 Watson Lake

Watson Lake Hotel
Jac & Macs Hotel
Chevron Service Station

642 Totem Pole Lodge
674 Big Creek Campground
687 Transport Cafe
710 Rancheria Hotel
733 Seagull Creek Lunch stop
733.3Swift River Auto
777.7 Morley River Lodge
804 Teslin Lake

Nisutlin Trading Post
829 Brook’s Brook
836 Entrance to re-built Canol
Road
837 Johnson’s Crossing Lodge
850 Squanga Lake Lakeview
Service
865.5junction-Atlin Road   61
miles to Atlin, junction-Carcross
Road 33 miles to Carcross, Y.T.

Thirty years after our government imposed the Metric system (without ask-
ing anyone), people along the Alaska Highway still refer to their location as
Mile 1118, or 1202 or somesuch.
Since 1961, new lodges have sprung up along the highway. Some of these
are gone or have changed ownership many times.
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872 Judas Creek Campground
Crystal Palace Hotel

883 Marsh Lake Hunting and
Fishing Lodge
889 Lunchstop
900 Riverboat Cafe
907 Wolf Creek Campground
910 McCrae Inn
918 Whitehorse
921 Casa Loma Motel
925 junction Mayo-Dawson
Road

225 miles to Mayo
335 miles to Dawson

967 Mendenhall Creek
Campground
987 Krak-R-Krick Inn
988 Cracker Creek Lunch stop
996 Canyon Creek
1013 Pine Creek  Campground
1016 junction-Haines Rd.

Approx. 135 miles to
Haines, Alaska

1016 Brewster’s Lodge Service
Haines Junction Inn
Harris Service

1022 Mackintosh Lodge
1038 Sulpher Lake Lunch stop
1054 Silver Creek Lodge
1064 Kluane Lake Campground
1075 Kluane Lake Lunch stop
1083 Destruction Bay Lodge
1093 Burwash Lodge

Jacquot Bros. Guide
services
1095 Joe’s Airport Lodge
1105 Burwash Flats Campground
1128 Bradley’s Mountain View
1152 Lake Creek  Campground
1169 White River Lodge
1200 Beaver Creek

Livesey’s Hi-way Service
1202 Beaver Creek Lodge

Ida’s Motel
1221 Canada-Alaska Boundary
                 ^^^^^^^^

An abandoned lodge near Beaver Creek, ca 1990. This is where Yukon
radio personality/politician Pam Buckway once lived. [D. Green photo]
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Cook’s Koidern River Lodge at Mile 1164, in the summer of 2001. Below
are Jim and Dorothy Cook, who built this lodge in 1969. The whole
thing blew down in a terrific storm in 1972 but they rebuilt and have
been here ever since. With 34 years of service, they likely have
seniority over any other lodge owners on the Highway. Jim and Dorothy
are on the right. [S.H. photos]
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