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Barry David Kibler
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Dedicated with love and admiration to my uncle, Barry David Kibler — the man who lovingly preserved and published the Alaska diaries of Edwin Vincent Warren, his grandfather and my great-grandfather.

What makes this dedication especially meaningful is knowing that years after bringing Edwin's journals back to life, Uncle Barry and his wife, Penny, survived the devastating 2018 Camp Fire in Paradise, California — one of the deadliest and most destructive wildfires in California history.

With only minutes to escape, they hurriedly gathered what they could into a travel trailer and barely made it out alive before the firestorm consumed everything around them. Their home, treasured belongings, photographs, keepsakes, and years of memories were all lost.

I cannot begin to imagine returning afterward to find nothing left but ashes.

Yet somehow, amid that heartbreaking loss, one thing feels especially significant. Long before the fire, Uncle Barry had already saved something that could never be replaced — Edwin's story.

Because he took the time to preserve and share those journals, generations of our family have been able to know the young man behind the photographs, the adventures behind the family stories, and the remarkable life he lived while working in Alaska.

For that gift, and for the example of perseverance, curiosity, and devotion to family that made it possible, I will always be grateful.

And thankfully, Uncle Barry and Aunt Penny survived to tell their own story as well.

With love and gratitude,

Your niece,

Gail Robin Raes

Table of Contents

Dedication Barry David Kibler

Introduction

Life Along the Monterey Peninsula in 1903

Edwin’s Journey Begins

Chapter 1 The Birdman of Pacific Grove Edwin Vincent Warren

Chapter 2 Following in My Grandfather’s Footsteps Barry David Kibler

Chapter 3 North to Alaska 1903

Chapter 4  Following the Birds

Chapter 5 Aboard the Princess May

Chapter 6 Into the Treadwell Mine

Chapter 7 Gas, Icebergs, and the Underground World

Chapter 8 Good Times Coming

Chapter 9 Pay Day at Treadwell

Chapter 10 Books, Missions, and Mike the Bulldozer

Chapter 11 Danger Underground

Chapter 12 Blueberries and Trouble at Treadwell

Chapter 13 A Few Feet From Death

Chapter 14 Gulls Along The Shore

Chapter 15 Dreams Beyond Treadwell

Chapter 16 The Ornithologist Underground

Chapter 17 The Beauty Beyond the Mine

Chapter 18 The Climb

Chapter 19 The Vast Fields of Science

Chapter 20 Letters, Gulls, and Properly Cooked Steak

Chapter 21 Payday, Rain, and Red Nelson

Chapter 22 The Treadwell Ghost

Chapter 23 Winter Close at Hand

Chapter 24 Snow on the Mountains

Chapter 25 Happy Days

Chapter 26 Whales in the Channel

Chapter 27 Needed at Home

Chapter 28 Homeward Bound

Chapter 29 Return to Alaska 1904

Chapter 30 It Seemed Almost Like England

Chapter 31 The Miner Bound for Dawson

Chapter 32 Back to Treadwell

Chapter 33 Return to the Treadwell Mine

Chapter 34 The Bears Nest Boarding House

Chapter 35 Moonlight Across the Channel

Chapter 36 The Genuine Indian Canoe

Chapter 37 Rescuing a Little Indian Boy

Chapter 38 A Quiet Restful Sabbath

Chapter 39 The Grand Opening of the Douglas Saloon

Chapter 40 The Friends Church and the Great Essayists

Chapter 41 Searching for Fossils on Douglas Island

Chapter 42 Mr. Jackson's School House

Chapter 43 No More Working on the Sabbath

Chapter 44 Taku Harbor with Mr. Jackson

Chapter 45 A Canoe for the Afterlife

Chapter 46 Good Bye Mr. Jackson

Chapter 47 The Ship Later Wrecked

Chapter 48 In Port at Seattle

Chapter 49 Aboard the Centennial

Chapter 50 The Academy of Sciences Galápagos Expedition

Speaking the Language of the Mine The Vocabulary of Treadwell

Family Photographs A Glimpse Into the Past

The Birdman and the Writer Birds, Stories, and the Family Legacy That Followed

The Birds Keep Following Me


The Bird Glasses

Counting Chickens... and Quail

A Few Feathered Memories

Shooting My Uncle... Well, Almost

The Hummingbird Rescue

Jonathan Livingston Seagull He Was Not

The Bird in the Fireplace

A Flock of Eagles

The Ungrateful Gull

Snow on the Mountain


Author Gail Robin Raes

The Great-Granddaughter's Reflection

About This Book

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Introduction

[image: ]


[image: ]

Some stories wait patiently for decades before finding their way back to us.

For many years, Edwin Vincent Warren's Alaska journals quietly existed in the background of my life as part of our family history—pages written by a young man who traveled north to Alaska at the beginning of the twentieth century.

I always knew the journals were important. What I did not yet understand was how deeply personal they would someday become.

Many years ago, Barry David Kibler—Edwin's grandson—undertook the task of transcribing Edwin's handwritten journals and preparing them for publication. During that process, I helped organize portions of Barry's working manuscript as the project moved toward completion.

At the time, I viewed the journals primarily as an interesting piece of family history and never imagined they would one day inspire a book of my own.

And then life moved on.

Years passed. Children grew up. Families changed. Careers evolved. The journals quietly slipped back into the background once again.

Or so I thought.

Nearly twenty years later I stumbled across pages from Edwin's journals that I had once sent to my son Ryan during a conversation about family history.

The moment I saw Edwin's words again, something unexpected happened.

This time, I no longer read them simply as old family documents.

I read them as a writer. As a great-granddaughter. And as someone curious about the young man behind the pages.

Suddenly, Edwin no longer felt distant.

He became more than a name on a family tree. He became a real person with hopes, ambitions, frustrations, adventures, and a life unfolding one journal entry at a time.

As I learned more about his life, I discovered that Edwin was not only a Stanford student seeking adventure and a way to help pay for his education—he was also a student of zoology. Knowing that detail helped explain many of the observations that filled his journals. Throughout his travels, Edwin paid close attention to the birds, animals, landscapes, and natural world around him, recording them with the curiosity and careful eye of both a traveler and a naturalist.

As I continued reading, I found myself looking forward to the next page, then the next, eager to see what happened next in a story that had actually happened more than a century earlier.

Somewhere along the way, this project quietly transformed from a family publishing effort into something much more personal.

I realized I no longer wanted to simply revisit Edwin's words.

I wanted to spend time with them.

The pages that follow combine portions of Edwin Warren's original journals with my own reflections, memories, humor, commentary, and discoveries along the way.

What began as a simple rereading of family documents gradually became something else entirely. Although I had met Edwin briefly when I was a senior in high school and he was already in his late eighties, the young man who emerged from these pages felt like someone I was meeting for the very first time.

With each journal entry, I came to know the Edwin who boarded steamships, explored Alaska, chased opportunities, observed the world around him, and carefully recorded it all in his journals.

And like many unexpected journeys, it ended up taking me places I never anticipated.
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Life Along the Monterey Peninsula in 1903
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The California Edwin Knew
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Pacific Grove in 1903 must have felt like living inside a postcard painted in ocean blues, cypress green, and salty sea air.

When I imagine Edwin growing up there, I don't picture a rushed world filled with freeways, buzzing phones, or people glued to screens. I picture a quieter California where the rhythm of daily life was shaped by the ocean, the seasons, and the people around you.

Pacific Grove was still a young community then, often called "America's Chautauqua by the Sea," a rather impressive-sounding nickname for a town known for education, lectures, music, culture, and religious gatherings. Beneath the fancy title, however, it was also a place of church socials, sea breezes, wooden cottages, and neighbors who probably knew everybody's business before the family sitting at the dinner table did.

And honestly, Edwin likely had no idea he was growing up in what future generations would consider one of California's most beautiful places. To him, it was simply home.

I can almost picture him walking along dirt roads lined with pine and cypress trees, hearing waves crash against the rocky shoreline while horse-drawn carriages rattled past. Wood smoke drifted from chimneys on cool evenings, mixing with the salt air rolling in from the Pacific. Laundry swayed on backyard clotheslines while mothers called children home before dark.

Entertainment was simpler as well. Families gathered around pianos, neighbors visited on porches, and church socials were important community events. A young man like Edwin might have attended oceanfront picnics, baseball games on dusty fields, or local dances where everyone dressed in their finest clothing — collars stiff enough to practically cut off circulation.

And let's talk about the fashion for a moment.

Women wore long dresses, corsets, gloves, and enormous hats decorated with ribbons and feathers. Men looked polished even while doing ordinary things, dressed in wool suits, suspenders, and hats nearly everywhere they went. Meanwhile, today we think we're dressed up if our yoga pants don't have wrinkles.

Pacific Grove itself had a very respectable reputation compared to some of California's rougher boomtowns. Originally founded as a Methodist retreat community, life there was shaped by religion, education, and strong community values. It was the kind of place where proper manners mattered, neighbors watched out for one another, and young people were expected to represent themselves well.

At least in public.

Nearby Monterey, however, was already developing into a busy fishing town filled with hardworking immigrant communities and diverse cultures. Italian, Portuguese, Chinese, and Japanese fishermen helped shape the area long before Cannery Row became famous through John Steinbeck.

Travel itself was an adventure.

When Edwin boarded a Southern Pacific Railroad train in San Francisco on his way home to Pacific Grove, it wasn't simply a matter of getting from one place to another. The station would have been filled with steam, whistles, trunks, ticket agents, ladies carrying hatboxes, businessmen reading newspapers, and travelers heading into a California that still felt expansive and full of opportunity.

And Stanford in nearby Palo Alto would have felt modern and exciting at the dawn of a new century. Electricity was spreading. Automobiles were beginning to appear. Innovation seemed to be arriving from every direction.

When I think about Edwin growing up in Pacific Grove around 1903, I can't help but wonder how much that environment shaped the young man who would eventually leave California for Alaska. Surrounded by natural beauty, encouraged by education, and living during a time of enormous change, he grew up standing at the edge of two worlds — one rooted in Victorian traditions and another racing toward the modern age.

He may not have realized it then, but he was growing up during a remarkable moment in California history.

And somehow, more than a century later, we can still almost hear the distant whistle of the train preparing to carry him toward the next chapter of his life.
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Edwin’s Journey Begins
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A journey of determination, curiosity, and purpose.
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When Edwin Vincent Warren began his journey north to Alaska in 1903, he did not climb into a car and merge onto a modern freeway.

Instead, he began the trip the hard way — alone on a bicycle, riding north through California on rough dirt roads long before the age of highways.

And honestly, when you stop and think about it, the trip itself was already an adventure before he ever reached Alaska.

At the time, much of California outside the larger towns remained rural and undeveloped. Roads between communities were often little more than dusty wagon routes winding through farmland, ranches, orchards, rolling hills, and open countryside. In wet weather they became muddy ruts. In dry weather they turned into clouds of choking dust.

The roads Edwin traveled were shared with horse-drawn wagons, stagecoaches, cattle, farm equipment, pedestrians, and the occasional early automobile sputtering along like some noisy mechanical experiment.

Bridges were limited. Road signs were sparse. Streetlights were nearly nonexistent once outside the towns.

Edwin referred to his bicycle as his “wheel,” and unlike today's lightweight bicycles, the one he rode would have been heavy, sturdy, and unforgiving on rough roads. Every bump, rut, loose rock, and pothole would have traveled directly through the handlebars into his arms and shoulders.

Yet mile after mile, he pedaled northward.

As he traveled through areas such as San Jose and Livermore, the California landscape surrounding him would have looked very different from today. Instead of crowded freeways and endless development, Edwin rode past open fields filled with wild California poppies glowing bright orange beneath the sun. Oak-covered hills rolled across the countryside while orchards, ranches, and farms stretched for miles between small towns.

Dust rose behind wagons traveling ahead of him. The smell of horses and dry earth filled the air. Steam locomotives could sometimes be heard in the distance. Mission churches and scattered farmhouses appeared along the route like isolated landmarks in a much quieter California.

At times, he likely rode for long stretches without seeing many people at all.

The journey north served several purposes. Edwin hoped to earn money for Stanford University, satisfy his love of adventure, and pursue one of his greatest interests — birds. Even while traveling under difficult conditions, his journal entries reveal someone who remained interested in the landscapes and wildlife surrounding him.

Eventually, he reached Sacramento, where he boarded a train heading north toward Portland and Vancouver, British Columbia.

But even after leaving California behind, the journey was far from over.

From Vancouver, he boarded the steamship Princess May bound for Juneau, Alaska, and eventually Douglas Island and the world-famous Treadwell Gold Mine.

When I think about that journey today, what strikes me most is not simply the distance he traveled, but the confidence it must have taken for a young man barely out of high school to set off largely on his own into a part of the world he had never seen before.

The bicycle ride was only the beginning.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1
The Birdman of Pacific Grove
Edwin Vincent Warren
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Before he became known as the Birdman of Treadwell, Edwin Vincent Warren was a young Stanford student who traveled to Alaska hoping to earn money for his education. What makes his story unusual is not simply where he went, but who he was.

At a time when many young men headed north chasing gold and quick fortunes, Edwin seemed equally interested in birds, geology, literature, science, and the people he encountered along the way. His journals reveal a thoughtful young man who paid close attention to the world around him and recorded it with remarkable consistency.

As I read through his diaries, I began to realize that the real treasure Edwin brought back from Alaska was not gold at all. It was the story he left behind.
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Chapter 2
Following in My Grandfather’s Footsteps
Barry David Kibler
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One of the most fascinating parts of Barry's story is that he did not set out to become a historian, author, or archivist.

In fact, to Barry, Edwin Warren was never a historical figure at all.
“Edwin Warren was simply ‘Grandfather’ to me,” Barry wrote. “I always had
great respect for him. My father died when I was very young, and my grandfather became a very important part of my life growing up.”

Barry was born in Concord, California, on June 6, 1939. Just two years later, his father, Lloyd Kibler, died of cancer, leaving Barry and his older brother, Robert Warren Kibler, to grow up without a father. His mother, Margaret Elizabeth Kibler, never remarried. During those difficult years, Edwin stepped in as a steady and supportive presence in the family.

“Grandfather helped my mother purchase a home for our family in Berkeley, California, where he lived with us for about three years,” Barry recalled.

Family history was woven deeply into Barry's upbringing. His mother had been named after her Aunt Margaret Sara Warren, the beloved sister of Edwin Vincent Warren. The Warren family itself had remarkable roots stretching back generations. Barry often heard stories about his great-grandparents, Edwin Newman Warren Sr. and Drusilla Jane Mershon Warren, who traveled west from Pennsylvania by railroad during the nineteenth century.

One family story in particular left a lasting impression. Barry's great-grandmother, Drusilla, grew up during the Civil War era and often spoke about seeing smoke rising in the distance from the Battle of Gettysburg. She even attended one of the famous Lincoln-Douglas debates and shook hands with Abraham Lincoln before he became President of the United States.

Stories like these connected Barry to American history in a deeply personal way and helped foster an appreciation for preserving family memories.

His grandfather, Edwin Vincent Warren, was born on June 20, 1881, in Plumas County, California. Although Edwin later attended Stanford University and became known for his observations of nature and wildlife, Barry remembered him as a practical man who enjoyed working with his hands. After college, Edwin operated a dairy near Menlo Park and later owned a 300-acre rice ranch near Winters, California.

“One thing that always stood out to me about my grandfather was his attitude toward difficult situations,” Barry wrote. “No matter how hard conditions became, he almost always managed to find something positive in the experience.”

When Edwin celebrated his ninetieth birthday on June 20, 1971, he gave his handwritten Alaska journals to his daughter, Margaret Kibler—Barry's mother. It was a gift that reflected both Edwin's generosity and his belief that family stories mattered.

After Margaret passed away in 1995, the journals were passed down to Barry.

Like many family heirlooms, they spent years carefully tucked away in a drawer, occasionally brought out and reread. Every time Barry opened them, he found himself increasingly fascinated by his grandfather's descriptions of Alaska mining life, birds, glaciers, steamships, whales, and the rugged beauty of the North.

For years, however, the journals remained just that—family keepsakes.

That changed unexpectedly in 2002 when Barry and his wife, Penny, took an Alaskan cruise aboard the Dawn Princess. The trip sparked a renewed interest in Edwin's experiences and the history of the Treadwell Mine, leading Barry to see both in an entirely new light.

“Honestly, I never fully appreciated the historical importance of either the journals or the Treadwell Mine itself until my wife Penny and I took an Alaskan cruise aboard the Dawn Princess in 2002,” Barry later wrote.

What began as curiosity quickly became a mission.

By the time Barry returned home, he realized the journals were far more than family memorabilia. They were a firsthand account of life in one of Alaska's most important mining communities—a story worth preserving and sharing beyond the family itself.

Inspired by that trip, Barry began carefully transcribing Edwin's handwritten journals into computer documents so they could be preserved for future generations. Eventually, in 2007, he published them under the title The Birdman of Treadwell.

Years later, he donated Edwin's original journals to Stanford University, where they are now carefully preserved as part of the university's historical archives—bringing Edwin's story full circle back to the campus where he had once been a student.

“My grandfather Edwin Vincent Warren lived a long life and passed away in 1974 at the age of ninety-two,” Barry reflected. “But through these journals, the thoughtful young man who traveled north to Alaska in 1903 still feels very much alive to me today.”

Without Barry's dedication, Edwin's journals might still be sitting quietly in a drawer today. Instead, they were preserved, published, and shared with future generations—including one great-granddaughter who would eventually discover them and begin her own journey into the past.

Want to Read the Entire Journals?

Readers who would like to experience Edwin Warren's Alaska journals in their entirety can find them in The Birdman of Treadwell by Barry David Kibler.

Unlike The Writer Before Me, which includes selected excerpts from the journals, The Birdman of Treadwell presents Edwin's complete journals exactly as he wrote them. The paperback edition also includes historical photographs of the steamships, the Treadwell Mine, and other locations connected to his Alaska adventure.

Through Edwin's own words, readers can accompany a young Stanford student as he travels north to Alaska and experiences the people, wildlife, hardships, humor, and breathtaking scenery that filled his remarkable journey.

The Birdman of Treadwell by Barry David Kibler is available in paperback.

[image: ]
	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 3
North to Alaska 1903
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Long before commercial air travel, GPS, interstate highways, or even reliable paved roads, my great-grandfather Edwin Vincent Warren began a journey that would eventually take him to Alaska.

He wasn't traveling for vacation.

He was heading toward the Treadwell Gold Mine on Douglas Island to earn money for college tuition while pursuing his interest in ornithology — the study of birds.

What strikes me most about these early diary entries is how matter-of-factly Edwin recorded events that would seem daunting to most of us today.

His journey began in Pacific Grove, California, near Monterey, where he lived before setting out toward Seattle and eventually Alaska.

APRIL 20, 1903 — Started from Pacific Grove, Calif. for Seattle, Washington. Rode to San Jose on my wheel.

Simple. Direct. A young man climbs onto his bicycle and starts north.

And then came the next leg of the trip.

APRIL 20, 1903 — Rode my wheel from San Jose to Stockton. This was a very pleasant ride through pretty country. The road led up from the Santa Clara valley into the foothills, past Mission San Jose, then into the Livermore Valley, through Pleasanton and Livermore, where I had dinner, then through the hills again and out into the San Joaquin plain. I reached Tracy at 3 p.m. and started for Stockton which I reached about half past six. The distance covered from San Jose to Stockton was about 75 miles and the ride most of the day before from home to San Jose was 80 miles.

Reading this today, it's hard not to pause at those numbers.

Seventy-five miles in a day after already riding roughly eighty miles the day before.

Yet Edwin's attention remains on the scenery and the route itself rather than the physical effort required to get there.

The places he passed through — Mission San Jose, Livermore, Pleasanton, Tracy, and Stockton — were very different in 1903 than they are today. Edwin experienced them from the seat of a bicycle, traveling through open countryside, farmland, and small communities connected by roads that were often little more than wagon routes.

And this was only the beginning.

APRIL 22, 1903 — Rode to Sacramento, 52 miles, arriving there at half past three. Looked about the Capital City until 11 a.m. the next day when I took the train for Portland, Oregon. I remained about five days in Portland, waiting for my things to come from home. In the public park were seven or eight live Bald Eagles in a large cage. When my things came I went to Seattle, Washington. I remained there a little less than a week, going to Cloverdale.

The bicycle portion of the trip was over, but the journey north was still in its early stages.

Portland led to Seattle. Seattle would lead to a steamship. The steamship would carry him toward Alaska and the world of the Treadwell Mine.

At twenty-two years old, Edwin was standing at the beginning of an adventure that would shape the rest of his life and eventually fill the pages of the journals we are about to explore.
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Chapter 4 
 Following the Birds
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By the spring of 1903, Edwin Warren had already traveled hundreds of miles north from California by bicycle, train, and steamship. But as I continued reading his journals, another pattern became impossible to miss.

Birds weren't simply an occasional interest.

They were woven into nearly everything he did.

Even while working railroad jobs and preparing for the much longer journey to Alaska, Edwin carefully recorded the birds he encountered along the way. These weren't casual mentions scribbled in the margins. They were detailed observations recorded with the consistency of someone genuinely committed to studying the natural world.

By May of 1903, Edwin had traveled from Seattle to Cloverdale to work for the railroad company while continuing northward.

What follows offers one of the clearest early glimpses into that passion.

MAY 6, 1903 — WORKING ON THE RAILROAD

Went from Seattle to Cloverdale, on a railroad pass for company work. Went to work right away in the camp dining room. Worked from May 9 to June 11th, partly inside and partly outside.

The following birds were observed in the vicinity of Cloverdale:

Bald Eagle, Turkey Buzzard (Duck Hawk), Desert Sparrow Hawk, Burrowing Owl, (Short-eared Owl), Pileolated Woodpecker, Harris Woodpecker, Lt. Blue Heron, Flicker, Olive-sided Flycatcher, Western Flycatcher, Crow, Raven, W. Meadowlark, Song Sparrow, Sembel’s Sparrow, Sora Rail, Russet-backed Thrush, Vigor’s Wren, Western Robin, Chinese Pheasant, Oregon Junco, Oregon Towhee, Anna’s Hummingbird, Blue-fronted Jay, Teal, Bush Teal, Barn Swallow, Cliff Swallow, Western Bluebird, Purple Finches, Chickadee.

Reading this list today feels a little like looking through the notebook of a field researcher.

While most travelers might have recorded miles traveled, expenses, or work assignments, Edwin was documenting species, habitats, and observations with remarkable consistency.

And what a list it is.

Bald Eagles. Burrowing Owls. Blue Herons. Hummingbirds. Western Bluebirds. Swallows. Wrens. Thrushes.

This wasn't casual birdwatching. Edwin was building a record of the wildlife around him wherever he went.

At one point, he wrote:

I found a robin’s nest with newly hatched young also deserted nest containing two eggs. Found another nest with young the next day, seven feet from the ground. The nest was composed of moss and hair. Incubation began.

What stands out to me is the level of detail. Edwin wasn't simply noting that he found a nest. He recorded its location, construction materials, contents, and stage of development.

And then came one of my favorite entries.

JUNE 1, 1903

I found a Chickadee’s nest containing fully fledged and nearly full-grown young. I found Robin’s nest with two newly hatched young and one egg. Also a deserted nest containing two eggs. Found another nest with young the next day.

Collected nest and two eggs of Anna’s Hummingbird. The nest was placed on a drooping Cedar branch, about seven feet from the ground near a wagon road in rather thick woods. The bird was very tame, allowing me to place my hand within a few inches of the nest before she would take flight. Incubation slight.

Even today, Anna’s Hummingbirds remain among the most beautiful birds of the West Coast, flashing iridescent colors in the sunlight like tiny living jewels.

As I read Edwin's description, I could easily picture the cedar branches, the wagon road, and the tiny nest hidden among the trees.

JUNE 11, 1903

Took a set of four eggs of Western Robin from nest placed about 12 feet up in an Alder sapling. Nest placed among small twigs against the main stem of the sapling. It was composed of twigs, roots, string, moss, and mud and lined with dried grass. Incubation very slight.

Went from Cloverdale to Vancouver. Found that the steamer Princess May, a C.P.R. boat was to sail the next evening.

And just like that, the bird notes ended and the journey resumed.

Vancouver would soon give way to steamships, Alaska, Douglas Island, and the Treadwell Mine.

But long before Edwin became known as the Birdman of Treadwell, these early journal entries reveal something important: wherever he traveled, he carried his curiosity with him.

Even while moving steadily north toward an uncertain future, he never stopped paying attention to the living world around him.
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