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MORE ADVANCE PRAISE FOR BRAVING IT


“Any of us who’ve watched daughters grow up to be strong and capable in the backcountry will delight in this book—it’s a wonderful new world in many ways!”

—BILL MCKIBBEN, AUTHOR OF THE END OF NATURE AND WANDERING HOME

“As a father of daughters and a lover of adventure, I found Braving It to be spot-on—riveting, profound, open-eyed, and deeply touching. Campbell’s struggle to understand and measure up to the stark and stunning Alaskan wilderness and, more important, to his teenage daughter—to find his place in the lives of both—becomes our struggle, too. A must-read for every striving parent and every teen striving to understand his or her parents.”

—DEAN KING, AUTHOR OF SKELETONS ON THE ZAHARA AND THE FEUD

“If your idea of a good time is hordes of mosquitoes and wind chills of 50 below, you are not your average dad. And if you invite your teenage daughter to enjoy these with you and she says yes, she may not be your average daughter. This is a great story of what it means to love, trust, and test your kids.”

—LENORE SKENAZY, AUTHOR OF FREE-RANGE KIDS

“Braving It is a book full of hope. At a time when we are concerned with ravages upon the environment, this story explores the wonder and unspoiled beauty of the Alaskan wild. And at a time when our youth are consumed with technology, social media, and a sense of entitlement, we read about a teenage girl who not only chooses to venture into the wilderness, but relishes the experience. This book gives me hope for our landscape and our youth.”

—LARRY BECK, SAN DIEGO STATE UNIVERSITY PROFESSOR AND AUTHOR OF MOVING BEYOND TREELINE

“Braving It is part call to adventure, part coming-of-age story, and part celebration of family. A thoroughly engaging and thought-provoking read.”

—DANIEL L. DUSTIN, PROFESSOR OF OUTDOOR RECREATION, UNIVERSITY OF UTAH

“Rarely has a book captured so well the unknown wilderness of parenting, of what it is to be a teenager and what it is for a father to learn to trust. Braving It is also a kind of guide to stepping outside one’s comfort zone. A must-read for anyone trying to understand the father-daughter bond and anyone who loves wildness.”

—MELISSA ARNOT, MOUNTAINEER
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FOR MY FATHER, WHO SHOWED ME THE WAY.

AND FOR MY DAUGHTER AIDAN.



AND YET THERE IS ONLY ONE GREAT THING

THE ONLY THING,

TO LIVE TO SEE THE GREAT DAY THAT DAWNS

AND THE LIGHT THAT FILLS THE WORLD.

—ANCIENT INUIT SONG

THERE ARE ONLY TWO LASTING BEQUESTS 

WE CAN HOPE TO GIVE OUR CHILDREN. 

ONE OF THESE IS ROOTS; THE OTHER, WINGS.

—HODDING CARTER, WHERE MAIN STREET MEETS THE RIVER
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My daughter Aidan hadn’t yet entered kindergarten when I made a series of trips to the Alaskan Arctic while researching and writing my first book. She loved my stories, and as she listened, she said that when she was a “big girl” she hoped to join me in Alaska. I told her that, yes, one day we would go together. She accepted this answer until her freshman year in high school, when she began to remind me of my promise on what seemed like a weekly basis.

The more I thought about it, the more it seemed like the right time to take her on an Alaskan adventure, or perhaps a series of adventures. In traditional Eskimo cultures, although gender roles were well defined, adolescent girls would sometimes accompany their fathers on extensive hunting and trapping trips while boys stayed behind in the village. The idea was that it was important for boys and girls to switch roles in order to acquire the others’ life skills. Boys would learn to sew, tan, weave, and cook, and girls would learn how to hunt, survive in the wilderness, and make tools and weapons. I believed that, at fifteen, Aidan was ready for a similar experience. She would be old enough to appreciate it and responsible enough to carry her own weight. Perhaps, too, her encounter with wilderness would evoke the same feelings of wonder it had in me.

From John Muir and Aldo Leopold (fellow Wisconsinites) to Rachel Carson, Annie Dillard, and Wendell Berry, literature teems with musings on the power of nature. Leopold memorably called it “meat from God.” Edward Abbey called wilderness a “necessity of the human spirit.” Henry David Thoreau’s saying “In Wildness is the preservation of the World” makes the bold claim not that we must save wildness but that wildness has the potential to save us.

In preparation for our adventure I asked Aidan to read Wallace Stegner’s “Wilderness Letter.” In it Stegner writes about wild country as “a part of the geography of hope.” I’d always loved that line—“the geography of hope.” But in rereading the letter before passing it on to Aidan, I was drawn to another phrase: “the birth of awe.” Yes, I thought, in Alaska, Aidan might truly feel awe. Short of that, I wanted her to learn concrete life lessons in common sense, self-sufficiency, confidence, and competence.

By February 2013, after deciding to do a self-guided, three-week paddling trip somewhere in Arctic Alaska, we were auditioning rivers, running them in our imaginations. There was the Firth, a mighty river of steep canyons that straddles the border between northeastern Alaska and Canada; the Hulahula, a scenic, hundred-mile-long stretch of water that tumbles from the Romanzof Mountains of the Brooks Range to the Arctic Ocean; the Canning, which parallels the Hulahula and runs along the western border of the 19.5-million-acre Arctic National Wildlife Refuge; the Sheenjek, which in 1956 motivated environmentalists Olaus and Mardy Murie to develop the idea of a wilderness preserve in the Arctic; and, finally, the Porcupine, a six-hundred-mile historic trade route that winds through dense boreal forest en route from Dawson City in Canada’s Yukon Territory to the Gwich’in Athabaskan community of Old Crow, also in the Yukon Territory, and then southwest into Alaska.

All are wild and beautiful rivers with the ability to inspire and terrify. That is the thing about awe: beauty and fear are inseparable. The Inupiat, of Alaska’s harsh Arctic coast, have a word to express the duality: uniari, “nervous awe.” The Tununirmiut of Baffin Bay call it ilira, and distinguish between it and the raw fear—kappia—that one might feel if he or she were thrown from a canoe into an icy Arctic river.

In April we pored over maps and began to assemble our gear. Then, in May, I got a call. Heimo and Edna Korth, my cousin and his wife, about whom I’d written The Final Frontiersman, had just left the bush for the village of Fort Yukon, on the Yukon River, where they traditionally spend the summer months. For the rest of the year the Korths live 120 miles to the north, deep in the foothills of the Brooks Range, where they raised three daughters. Heimo and Edna are some of the last hunter-trapper-gatherers living in the Arctic National Wildlife Refuge.

Heimo wanted to know if I’d be willing to come up in July and August to help him build a new cabin on the Coleen River. Earlier that month, during spring breakup, as the river ice thawed and melted, the Coleen River had rerouted itself, spilling into a side channel; the Korths’ current cabin, which sat along the banks of that channel, was in jeopardy of being washed away. Heimo explained that he had already done some of the preliminary work. He’d picked out the new site upriver, cleared some of the trees, and sketched the outline of the cabin with an axe and a shovel. His only caveat was that we’d have a lot of work and we’d have to do it fast to get most of the cabin built before the cold came.

I was tempted by the invitation. I’d always wanted to build a cabin in the woods, nursing dreams of heading to Canada or Alaska and living off the land, but as a young man I instead went to an eastern city for college. It was a good place, but hardly an appropriate training ground for a mountain man. After college I got sidetracked, following the beaten professional path to Chicago and New York, and eventually left the path for the mountains of Colorado. Then, a decade and a half later, a deep homing instinct led me to return to rural Wisconsin.

In each place I lived I found joy. In Colorado I went to graduate school, which I paid for by working construction and landscaping, and sometimes helping out an old rancher whose sons had left for the city. In return the rancher gave me some first-edition Zane Grey novels from his book collection. But I had never followed the needle pull of the compass north as Heimo had.

I mulled Heimo’s offer over for a few days before approaching my wife, Elizabeth, with an idea: what if Aidan and I were to go up together to help him? Elizabeth had never been a supporter of our Alaskan river trip idea and viewed this new plan with equal skepticism. Aidan was not new to the wilderness, but she still had lots to learn, and Elizabeth thought we should start out with something less risky—the Boundary Waters, for instance. The Boundary Waters is a 1.3-million-acre wilderness, with twelve hundred miles of canoe routes, that straddles the border between Minnesota and Ontario. It’s remote country—by Lower 48 standards—but it is not Alaska.

Elizabeth’s biggest worry: bears. Like many other Lower 48ers, my wife believes that nearly every Alaskan thicket hides an angry, frothing-at-the-mouth grizzly. She’s no city gal, either. She’s done her time in the woods. But the thought of her oldest daughter wandering around in bear country scared her. She'd read that a grizzly kills in a gruesome fashion, delivering a deadly blow to the head with a force akin to a twelve-pound splitting maul swung by an NFL linebacker, before seizing the back of its prey’s neck and severing its spine. Grizzlies have a bite force of over 8 million pascals, a metric unit of pressure, powerful enough to crush a bowling ball. Elizabeth wondered why I would want to risk taking Aidan to Alaska, especially when she could learn the kinds of life skills I was talking about right here at home.

By that, Elizabeth meant that we have land where we keep bees and tend a garden, pick cherries, apples, mulberries, and plums for jam. There is no shortage of work. We were getting chickens, so there was a chicken coop and run to build, wood to cut and split, and perhaps one day maple trees to tap and sheep’s milk cheese to make. Nevertheless, I could tell that Elizabeth was wavering. When she made me promise that wherever Aidan went I would be beside her with a shotgun, loaded with lead slugs, I knew that she had decided to let Aidan join me. Now I had to hope that Heimo and Edna would, too.

Heimo didn’t know Aidan—his second cousin once removed—from Adam, and when I called to broach the possibility of her coming, he proved leery of taking on a teenage girl. He was full of questions that boiled down to just one: could she hack it?

I made a modest pitch. I am one of my daughter’s biggest fans, and occasionally one of her toughest critics, but I didn’t want to raise expectations. I told Heimo she might prove herself useful. After thinking it over for a couple weeks, he called back: he and Edna were willing to give Aidan a chance.

I still had to sell Aidan—and perhaps myself—on the experience. We’d be swapping a river trip for a three-and-a-half-week stint of cabin building. Would there be opportunity for Stegner’s “birth of awe”?

I was straight with her about the experience; I didn’t sugarcoat it. It would be hard, sweaty, and dirty work. We would get blistered, scratched, and scraped limbing trees and lugging them out of the woods. There would be bugs—clouds of them. We would be wearing the same pair of work clothes day in and day out, and after a while the animal smell of our own bodies would offend us. We would encounter Nature with a capital N, including the possibility of running across a grizzly, Ursus arctos horribilis, or a cow moose protecting her calf.

For tools, we would be using axes, drawknives, pickaxes, and saws. If one of us got cut badly, we’d have to make an emergency call by satellite phone and hope that someone could come and airlift us out. Because the nearest hospital is two hundred and fifty miles away, in Fairbanks, we would be a minimum of twelve to twenty-four hours from medical help. The remoteness of where we would be, and what that meant in case of emergency, could not be overemphasized. In 2012, two scientists from the University of Alaska, Fairbanks’ Geophysical Institute identified the Coleen River as the most isolated spot in mainland Alaska. The Arctic National Wildlife Refuge is roughly the size of South Carolina or the country of Austria, and combined with the adjacent Ivvavik and Vuntut National Parks in Canada, it is part of one of the largest protected ecosystems in the world.

Aidan had lots of questions, many more than when we were planning the river trip. She is a curious, inquiring girl, a committed student of the Socratic method: ask and you will be enlightened. When she’s nervous or uncomfortable, the questions multiply. Heimo’s invitation somehow made Alaska real for her, and her questions came in a torrent, like a spring cloudburst. How dangerous would it be? Would we have a first aid kit? What would we eat? What would we do about the bugs, the bears? Would a grizzly maul you? Kill you? How would we protect ourselves? Where would we get our drinking water? What if we got giardia? Would she be able to use the satellite phone to call home? Would there be a generator to charge her Kindle? Though she knew some of the answers, she asked the questions anyway. But then one day, after nearly two weeks of her hounding me, the barrage ended. She had reached a saturation point. A week later she announced with little ceremony, “Dad, I want to go.” She sounded so confident that I began to worry.

Aidan, you see, is firstborn and eager to please. As a little girl she’d ask me, “Daddy, do you wish that I had been a boy? Is that why you gave me a boy’s name?” Perhaps she heard the teasing from my buddies. It’s a Gaelic name—Aidan—meaning “little fire,” and is used mostly for males. My friends insisted that I wanted a son so bad I gave her a boy’s name. By the time Aidan was two, I knew that was a lot of bunk. She was my sidekick. She was a tomboy, but still a girl who loved dolls, tea parties, and feather boas.

In answer to her question about whether or not I wished I’d had a son, I chose to be honest with her. I told her that I’d dreamed of having a boy, but not long after she came into the world, I knew I could never love a son more than I loved her.

Despite my reassurances, in school she made sure she could throw a football as well as the boys, field the highest punts, and run the fastest and longest. With a BB gun, and later a .22 rifle, she was determined to be a deadeye. When I brought home ducks, geese, or pheasants I’d shot, she’d get right in there and watch up close while I cleaned them. I’d offer her a brief biology lesson as she held the still-warm heart in her hands.

When she was seven I gave her the nickname Cap. Two years earlier, I’d started reading books to her in bed before school—everything from Kate DiCamillo and Mark Twain to J. R. R. Tolkien and Laura Ingalls Wilder. Her favorite of Wilder’s books was The Long Winter, set in South Dakota during the brutal winter of 1880–81. When the train stops delivering food to the Ingallses’ town, Pa Ingalls and the townspeople worry that they will starve until two young men, Cap Garland and Almanzo Wilder, make a dangerous trip across the prairie to bargain with a farmer for a supply of wheat. They return with enough to last the town through the winter. I told Aidan that she was my Cap Garland. At the time, I didn’t realize the dynamic I was setting up: Aidan trying to fill the character’s brave and determined shoes. But she never showed any signs of crumbling under the weight of her nickname. Actually, I think she was proud. She felt that I saw her as she wanted to be seen.

As a teenager, she’s no different than she was in grade school. She still puts 100 percent into everything she does, so much so that occasionally she can be blindly driven, believing there’s a straight line between commitment and success. Being goal-oriented and ambitious doesn’t equip one to deal with the reality that sometimes, despite one’s efforts, things don’t work out as planned. I felt that a wilderness experience would teach Aidan about adaptability. In rural Alaska, Murphy’s law is a near constant, a state of uncertainty that many kids these days are ill-equipped to handle. Between organized sports and school, their lives are planned, and managed, to a T. Someone always seems to be hovering, ready to dispense advice, problem-solving instructions, and directions. Decisions are made for them by principals, teachers, coaches, instructors, and us, their parents. Being in the woods, by contrast, is all about improvising.

My greatest hope for Aidan was that her encounter with a new world, most especially a wild one, would be one of the defining moments of her life—that the Alaskan Arctic would knee her out of her comfort zone and, simultaneously, throw her for a joyful loop. In reality, I had no idea what obstacles we would face, nor did I know how Aidan would react to them. Would we be taking on too much? Was I being unrealistic, irresponsible even, in thinking that I could take my teenage daughter to the remote wilds of the Alaskan Arctic?
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The July sky was blue and brittle and the air over the craggy peaks of the White Mountains looked as if it could shatter. Below, mist wafted out of the thick woods along Beaver Creek. The water was high and cloudy with runoff.

I looked back at my daughter Aidan, cramped in her jump seat, her head resting on her backpack in a Dramamine-induced sleep. I was grateful that on this, her first flight in a bush plane, the weather was fairly calm. I saw the gold cross that was once my grandmother’s hanging from her neck. My mother gave it to her just days before we left for Alaska. “To keep you safe,” she said.

Thirty minutes later, I spotted the Yukon River, wide and wandering, with the sun on its back. A few hopeful Gwich’in fishermen had set out their fish wheels. Once the baskets would have been full of Chinook, or king salmon, as they’re known in Alaska, but the great salmon runs on the Yukon seemed to be things of the past. In Fairbanks, we had heard that 2013 was one of the worst runs in modern history due to disease, a deteriorating gene pool, and “bycatch” by the Bering Sea pollock fleet, whose nets also picked up tens of thousands of salmon.

Not long after, I saw the town of Fort Yukon, a hodgepodge of tin-roofed cabins and dirt roads that dead-ended not far out of town. If not for the glistening school and the shiny, new health clinic, Fort Yukon would have looked like a frontier outpost hacked out of the woods a century ago.

A few minutes later we landed to pick up some supplies for Heimo. Daniel Hayden, our bush pilot, taxied our Helio Courier over to where another pilot was gassing up his plane. I woke Aidan, and Daniel popped open the doors. By the time I struggled out of the cockpit I knew that the other pilot was Kirk Sweetsir, an old friend. Kirk ran Yukon Air Service as a one-man, two-plane operation. Ten years previously, I’d flown with him a number of times and had once described him as a “pilot-philosopher.” Having grown up in the river community of Ruby, Alaska, he had ended up in England, attending Cambridge University. But England couldn’t hold him after his undergraduate years: too many lines, boundaries, hedgerows, and too much tight-lipped propriety—especially for an Alaskan.

Aidan wandered over to Kirk’s Conex and read the sign: “YUKON AIR WELCOMES YOU TO: FORT YUKON (GWITCHYAAZEE), POPULATION 637, LOWEST TEMP: −75, HIGHEST TEMP: + 105, LOCATED 8 MILES NORTH OF THE ARCTIC CIRCLE.” By the time I took a few photos of her, Kirk had finished gassing up his plane. He walked over, shook my hand, and turned to Aidan.

“So the old man’s taking you up to Heimo’s. Gonna be hot and buggy.” He looked at Daniel, who was trying to fit a window through the plane’s door and laughed. “What are you trying to stuff in there? Is that for Heimo? I thought he was still using seal gut for windows.”

Daniel laughed loudest of all. In Alaska, among the dwindling population of backwoods trappers, Heimo has a reputation for keeping things spare and simple. He still tucks his smallish cabins in the woods, making sure they’re not visible from the air or the river. But as he gets older, he wants a few modern comforts: a big, south-facing window, for instance.

“Nope,” I replied to Kirk. “No seal gut or walrus hide. Heimo’s going twenty-first century. Actually, the plan is to have a few windows.”

“Hmm,” Kirk mumbled. “Heimo’s getting civilized in his old age.”

Daniel announced that it was time to go, and I shook Kirk’s hand and make tentative plans to see him and his wife and their two boys on our return trip.

At an airspeed of one hundred miles per hour, Daniel followed the switchbacking lower Sheenjek due north and then headed northeast to the Coleen River corridor, all the while talking about the 1990s National Geographic documentary Braving Alaska, in which his family, the Haydens, and Heimo’s family had been featured.

“It was great back then,” Daniel said, “because we rarely left the bush. Not even in summer. So it was fun to have visitors. But that way of life is over. The world is not a physical place anymore. It’s about technology.” As Daniel talked, I pictured the footage of the entire Hayden clan, Daniel sporting a wide, happy grin as a long-haired child of the wilderness, and I wondered about the trade-off—laptops and iPhones for Conibear traps and skinning knives. Even Susan, Daniel’s younger sister, who ran her own trapline with a team of dogs, had swapped life in the bush for town.

“I still go out to the homestead, usually for a month or so to trap marten,” Daniel said. “That’s enough for me to reconnect. But I don’t run dogs. I use a snow machine. Kibble is expensive, and you can wipe out a whole river feeding dogs on fish.” Then Daniel pointed north to a line of high, treeless hills separating two broad valleys. “Our territory runs up against Heimo’s right there.”

Though their cabins are separated by eighty miles, for a long time the Haydens were Heimo’s closest neighbors. They rarely saw each other, but Heimo considered Daniel’s parents, Richard and Shannon, both friends and kindred spirits. Heimo had grown up in Wisconsin, Richard in Minnesota. Both had married native women, and both families had decided to make a go of it in a place most people have had the good sense to leave to the caribou, bears, and botflies. January temperatures often bottom out at 50 below, and with the plagues of mosquitoes, blackflies and hornets, the summers can be worse than the winters. Through perseverance, guts, and a bounty of good luck, mixed with heartbreaking misfortune, the two families carved out their lives in the kind of seclusion few people have experienced.

In 1882, a U. S. Census Bureau geographer classified the frontier as a place containing fewer than two people per square mile. That definition, I knew, was utterly inadequate here. The Korths and the Haydens were the only settlers for more than five hundred square miles. The nearest road, the Steese Highway, was nearly 250 miles away, on the south side of the White Mountains.

Daniel brought the plane down low over the river. The Coleen was the color of the Caribbean, a transparent turquoise. Aidan tapped me on the shoulder and pointed out her window at a small school of Arctic grayling holding in the current.

Minutes later, Daniel spotted Heimo and Edna near the river and made two passes to study the makeshift gravel bar runway. “Looks good,” he said. “They’ve filled in the holes and dragged off the driftwood. The river’s gone down, too, since the last rain. I was worried we might not even have six hundred feet.” With the heavy load we were carrying, Daniel would likely need that much room to land the plane.

As he pulled back on the yoke, Aidan tapped me on the shoulder again. Gravel bar landings are risky, and Aidan wanted me to hold her hand. I squeezed it three times—I—love—you—and felt the urgent need to imprint on my brain the feeling of my daughter’s hand as the tundra tires touched and the tail tire lowered and dragged. But Daniel put the plane down as if on a bed of feathers and we taxied back to the south end of the bar. Out the window I saw Heimo, dressed in hip boots, an old flannel shirt, a bandana, and his leather holster with the .44 Magnum. Ten years had passed since I saw him last, but apart from a week-old beard gone completely gray, he looked the same. Edna did, too, although I could see that she moved somewhat stiffly and that her black hair was also streaked with gray.

“Hey, Cuz,” Heimo said as I exited the plane.

“Howdy, Old Codger,” I replied, shaking his hand.

Heimo turned to Aidan as she stepped out of the plane. “We’re going to work you hard.” He laughed, extending his hand.

Aidan shook it. “My dad says you’re a big joker.”

“Oh.” Heimo laughed again. “I ain’t jokin’. We got lots of work to do.”

Aidan gave me a look—not for the last time—that said, What have I gotten myself into?

She walked over to Edna, whom I studied for some sort of reaction, but her face remained impassive. I heard Aidan say, “I loved my slippers.” During one of my trips north, when Aidan was four, Edna had made Aidan a pair of Eskimo slippers, using moose and caribou hide, short-haired strips of sealskin, small pieces of lynx (which many trappers pronounce “link”), and wolf fur. On the tops of the shoes, she’d added a white background of beadwork accented by beaded red, yellow, and blue flowers. They were works of art, and Aidan wore them day and night for years.

Edna smiled tentatively. When I’d first proposed bringing Aidan out, it was she, even more than Heimo, who had resisted the idea. While I was writing my book about the Korths, my relationship with Edna had sometimes become testy. Edna is from the small Yupik Eskimo village of Savoonga on St. Lawrence Island in the Bering Sea. I asked too many questions that, from her cultural perspective, were prying and intrusive. Heimo told me, too, one day as we basked in the spring sun along the riverbank, “Edna resents that I spend all my time with you now. She says she misses me.”

Perhaps Edna agreed to let us both come out because she knew that Heimo needed our help and because she knew that she would not be with us. She had injured her back in a car accident while on a food run in town, and the work of cabin building was simply too hard for her. She was heading back with Daniel to Fort Yukon, where she would tend Heimo’s salmon nets and her garden.

The sky was still free from clouds, and from where we stood, I could see massive Bear Mountain to the north, and what the Korths call Mummuck Mountain, meaning “breast” in Yupik, to the northwest, and the Porcupine and Strangle Woman Mountains—the Old Crow Range—to the east and southeast, just across the border in Canada. The sight was, I felt certain, what Wallace Stegner had meant when he wrote about being moved by a “timeless and uncontrolled part of earth,” a world not reduced to the human dimension. I knew, too, that nothing in Aidan’s experience, not the Northwoods of Wisconsin or the Upper Peninsula of Michigan, not even Idaho’s Sawtooths, had prepared her for wilderness stretching in every direction. I remembered when I saw this place for the first time, more than a decade ago. I had felt both frightened and liberated; now I wondered if Aidan felt it, too.

Edna walked over to the plane. Before she climbed in, Heimo wrapped his arms around her. “I love you, Mom,” he said. Instead of calling Edna Honey or Sweetheart, he’d always called her Mom.

We waved good-bye as Daniel taxied to the north end of the gravel bar. We heard him rev the Helio’s engine, and when the plane rumbled past in a swirl of wind, spitting gravel and scattered sticks, we all waved again. As it disappeared downriver, Heimo spun in a circle with his arms outstretched, an Alaskan Zorba the Greek.

“Damn,” he said, “I feel so lucky to live out here.”

An hour later, after transporting our gear to the campsite, and setting up our tent, we walked with our fishing rods north along the river through willows and head-high cottonwoods, purple Siberian asters and yellow Arctic daisies, clinging to the sand, and tufts of white cotton grass. A flock of hooded mergansers croaked as they whipped by. Soon the caribou would be coming.

“I gotta show you this grayling hole,” Heimo told us excitedly. “You’ll love it. There’ll be a breeze, too, so there ain’t gonna be any skeeters.”

We reached the gravel bar, and while I tried to tie on a small dry fly without the aid of my reading glasses, which I’d left back at camp, Aidan threw out a spinner. Seconds later her line was taut and bouncing.

“Look at that,” Heimo said. “First cast.”

Aidan was beaming. Our last few fishing outings had been family affairs in which I’d spent much of the time untangling lines, grumbling, and getting irritable. By the time I was ready to cast, Aidan had already brought in two fifteen-inch Arctic grayling. She held one up for me to see and grabbed its dorsal fin, which fanned out like that of a miniature sailfish. She laid it down and thumped it over the head with a rock, and the fish shuddered.

Heimo was lying among the smooth and silvery stones, too blissed out even to bother wetting his line. If Aidan could learn anything from him, it would be to live in the here and now, in what my Idaho writer-friend, John Rember, called the “thin moment of the present.”

“Should I catch more?” Aidan asked hopefully.

“Keep fishing, if you want,” Heimo said, propping himself up on his elbows. “We ain’t in no hurry. It’s six o’clock and the sun don’t set till August.”
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I woke in the middle of the night to the sound of sandhill cranes, their coarse, whiskey-tinged voices traveling up and down the river, and for a moment I forgot where I was. I could have been back home, in Lodi, Wisconsin, where the cranes congregate in the local marsh.

I crawled out of the tent to watch for them but was quickly driven back in by the swarming mosquitoes, which rose out of the bushes like smoke. Although the Arctic is a desert—it gets less rain than Arizona—in summer it becomes a playground for over forty species of mosquitoes. Because of the two-thousand-foot-thick permafrost, the ground absorbs little water. Puddles, ponds, and ephemeral pools dot the landscape, perfect breeding places for trillions of mosquitoes.

I zipped myself into my sleeping bag and lay back and listened to the cranes’ racket. They sounded happy, raucous, as if they were on an all-night bender. Above me, between the rain fly and the tent, I counted not sheep but dozens of mosquitoes and a handful of horseflies, attracted by the scent of human flesh. In Fairbanks, we were warned that, due to a wet spring and a late-season snow, this was the worst bug year in the Interior in decades. According to an article in the Alaska Dispatch News, titled “Bloodletting Worsens During Alaska’s Legendary Mosquito Infestation,” the mosquito population would be reaching its peak in July.

Morning came too soon. Hearing the crackle of a fire, I exited the tent. “Better move fast. Bugs are terrible bad,” Heimo warned. After living in Fort Yukon among Alaskan Natives for two to three months of every year for the last thirty-plus years, Heimo had adopted their speech patterns, speaking in truncated sentences, dropping his definite and indefinite articles. He would say, “You get wood; I make fire.” The only thing that distinguished him from the Native Gwich’in in Fort Yukon was his very noticeable Fox River valley, Wisconsin, inflection. Once a Cheesehead, always a Cheesehead.

“Gonna make pancakes,” Heimo said. “Aidan like them?”

“Yeah,” I said. “But she’s still sound asleep.”

“Is she a sleeper?” Heimo asked.

“Depends.”

Like most teenagers, Aidan could crank off ten to twelve hours on weekends and over summer vacation and still wake up tired. But during the school year she was sleep-deprived, also like many kids her age. She would stay up till midnight studying and then, because she knew my school year ritual was to wake at 4:30 a.m., I would see a note in the kitchen by the coffeemaker asking me to wake her at 5:00.

I pulled a camp chair close to the fire to escape the mosquitoes. Heimo pointed to the sky overhead. “Osprey. Up there in the wind. They’re cruisin’.” I craned my head. The two ospreys looked like lost kites.

When Heimo said that we were going to need more wood, I pulled on my mosquito head net and left the fire. Mosquitoes poured out of the blueberry bushes. The old ones that had wintered over—snow skeeters, Alaskans call them—were slow and sluggish, but they still craved blood. The new crop was small, hungry, and quick.

I noticed a trail, followed it away from the campsite and the buggy underbrush, and gathered an armful of wood. Not until I walked back did it occur to me that the trail was wide and too well packed to have been blazed by Heimo in the few days before Aidan and I arrived. Then I saw large desiccated piles of scat, and attached to the bark of a spruce tree, I noticed light brown guard hairs. A scratching post? Then it dawned on me: it was a bear trail. Heimo had set up camp next to a bear trail. I thought of Doug Peacock’s advice about picking a campsite in bear country. Choose a spot, he writes, that is not “on or near a bear trail, a potential feeding site, or a place where bears bed or travel to or from beds.” My next thought was that Elizabeth, my wife, was going to kill me.

Although Alaska’s huge coastal brown bears make the Arctic’s barren land grizzlies look like pine martens, a hungry five-hundred-pound bear is nothing to trifle with. Genetically identical to the nine-hundred-pound coastal browns, the barren ground grizzly’s habits couldn’t be more different. Brown bears sleep a lot and frequent small areas, where game—especially fish—is plentiful. In contrast, hungry barren ground grizzlies prowl huge territories in search of food, especially in late summer as they enter a metabolic stage called hyperphagia, when, in preparation for hibernation, they will be trying to take in as many as 20,000 calories per day. At 82,000 calories, one average-size human being would satisfy a bear’s caloric needs for half a week, saving it the trouble of digging up large areas of tundra in search of ground squirrels and roots.

I dropped the wood near the fire.

“What in the hell, Heimo; is that what I think it is—a bear trail?”

“Yup,” he said, laughing so hard he could barely talk. “You noticed.”

“We can’t mention it to Aidan,” I told him, “until she gets comfortable out here.”

“Ah, hell,” Heimo said. “We don’t have to worry about bears. They hate the bugs, too, and most of ’em are in the mountains.”

“Most of ’em are in the mountains,” I muttered to myself.

For the next five minutes I glanced back and forth down the bear trail as if a grizzly was going to appear any moment. When the pancakes were done, I poked my head into the tent. “Breakfast is ready, Aidan.”

She could hardly open her eyes. “It got cold last night, and I didn’t sleep well. Daddy, can I sleep a little longer? I promise I’ll get up early tomorrow.”

I hesitated for a moment. This adventure was, in part, supposed to be a lesson in self-sufficiency and grit, and I didn’t want to get started on the wrong foot. But, when Aidan called me Daddy, which she rarely did anymore, it was hard to say no to her.

“Sure,” I said. “I’ll eat your pancakes and make two more for you in an hour.”

I knew Heimo was watching and listening, and I turned toward him somewhat sheepishly. Before coming up, I’d filled him in on what I hoped to accomplish by bringing Aidan to Alaska.

“Maybe it’s the Dramamine she took yesterday,” I said.

“Yeah,” he said. “We got a lot to do, but let her sleep. I remember how my girls were when they were teenagers. I could have yelled ‘fire!’ and they never even would have rolled over.”

I’d always liked this about Heimo. He lived a hard, demanding life in a place that cut a person little slack, and could be opinionated and unsparing, but he also could be surprisingly tenderhearted.

At 7:45 Aidan unzipped the rain fly, crawled away from the tent, poured water from her water bottle into her hand, and splashed her face.

“Ahh,” she said. “I bet I look a lot better than I did an hour ago, huh?”

“Prettiest girl for a hundred miles,” I said.

She scowled. When she turned fifteen, it was as if someone had flipped her sensitive switch. She rarely let a perceived insult pass, especially if it involved her appearance.” I take it you haven’t seen yourself this morning, Dad,” she countered.

“Ouch,” Heimo said, looking at me. “She’s right; you don’t look too good.” Then he poked the cast-iron skillet in Aidan’s direction. “Got a crispy blueberry pancake for you. The girls loved ’em this way.”

Aidan pulled a camp chair over to the fire. Heimo held up his hand as if to say, Shhh. Seconds later he said, “That’s a Bohemian waxwing. Nice song, isn’t it? Pretty far north for ’em, though.”

By the time Aidan finished her second pancake, Heimo was no longer interested in birdsong. He was ready to build a cabin. But first things first: Heimo announced that he needed to introduce us to the dishwashing and bathroom protocols.

Washing dishes was a fairly straightforward job. We had one metal tub and one large pot, which we’d fill at the river and carry back to camp. The tub we’d use for soaking and washing, and the pot for rinsing. We’d leave the dishes out overnight to air dry.

The bathroom procedure was more complicated. First Heimo showed us the screen tent, the only place other than our sleeping tent where we could escape the bugs. “When those blueberries start percolating,” he said, “believe me, you’re gonna want to know where the ‘honey bucket’ is.” Inside, surrounded by walls of mosquito netting, was a five-gallon bucket, our makeshift toilet. Next, Heimo led us forty feet into the woods, where he had dug a shallow hole. He’d put up a small piece of orange tape on a nearby tree as a marker.

“You bring the honey bucket here and dump it. What comes from the earth returns to the earth. But the hole ain’t that deep, so be careful of the back splash,” he warned us. He continued. “Then you get on your hip waders and walk down to the river and wash the bucket out. All the other animals shit in the river. Ours won’t hurt it. Just make sure you don’t clean the bucket upriver of where I get my water.”

The bathroom procedure was not quick, as I soon discovered. At the end of the day, when I was worn out from cabin building, the prospect of answering nature’s call seemed a daunting one. I learned to hold it till the next morning, waiting until waiting was no longer physically possible.

On the way back from the honey bucket hole, Aidan pulled my shirt and whispered something that I couldn’t hear.

“Speak up,” I said.

“Shhh. I don’t want Heimo to hear.”

We let Heimo walk ahead and then she said, “Dad, that bathroom tent is just thirty feet from the fire pit and twenty feet from Heimo’s tent. There’s not a bit of privacy. Mosquitoes or not, I’d rather use the woods.”

“Heimo raised girls out here,” I told her. “He knows when to turn his head.”

“He better,” she said. She kicked at the ground with the front of her boot. “And what about—” She hesitated and then blurted it out. “What about my period, Dad? What if I get it while we’re here?”

“It’s no big deal, Aidan,” I told her. “Heimo raised girls. He knows all about that stuff.”

Back at the campsite, it was as if Heimo had been eavesdropping on our conversation. And he was direct, no beating around the blueberry bush.

“Aidan,” he said, “if you get your period, just wrap your stuff in toilet paper and we’ll burn it in the fire. But let your dad know when you get it, so we can be extra careful about bears.”

“Bears?” Aidan asked, alarmed.

“Yup,” Heimo answered. “Bears smell the blood, which for them means food. It was the only time I was worried about the girls walking in the woods. When they had their periods, I made them stick around the cabin.” A recent report from Yellowstone National Park had called the link between bear attacks and menstruation a myth, but who was I to question Heimo?

“Let’s get going,” he said. “We got five weeks of work to do and only three to do it in.”

He grabbed the chain saw and made for the woods with git-’er-done gonzo. Aidan stood cement-footed.

“C’mon,” I said. “Let’s get going.” I could tell she was obsessing over grizzlies and menstrual cycles.

“I don’t like it, Dad. I don’t like it at all,” she said. “No privacy. Bears hunting me down.”

“Give yourself some time,” I told her as gently as I could. “You haven’t even been here for two days.”

To her credit, Aidan picked up a basket—packed with gloves, bug spray, bear bells, pepper spray, water bottles, mosquito head nets, a chisel, a hammer, and her Kindle—and followed Heimo’s trail into the woods. I grabbed two axes and a shotgun and followed close behind her.

In a clearing a quarter of a mile from the campsite, Heimo waited for us near a large pile of logs. “These are yours,” he said to Aidan. “They need to be peeled before we can use them on the cabin.”

It was a shit job and Heimo knew it, but his eyes were fastened on Aidan. He was sizing her up. Would she be a whiner, or would she make herself useful?

I surveyed the logs. Although they’d been limbed and bucked to size, the bark was thick and knotted. No way in hell, I thought. No way Aidan’s going to be able to peel all of these.

Aidan was no newcomer to peeling poles, but she’d never taken on a job like this before. Back home, in spring, we’d built a compost bin using black locust poles, and cut and peeled more poles for a chicken coop. Black locust doesn’t rot and will last almost forever. But peeling live, fresh-cut trees, especially in spring, when the sap is running, is like sliding a knife through warm butter—except where there’s a knot, the bark comes off in long, moist sheets. Stripping bark from sun-dried spruce logs was going to be an entirely different matter.

Heimo explained to Aidan that he wanted the bark off, the logs naked and honey-colored, so that the inside of the cabin didn’t look like a dungeon. He took the small axe and went to work on the knots, after which he exchanged the axe for the drawknife, wedged the log with a small wood chock, and dug the drawknife’s blade into the bark and pulled. He worked furiously, perhaps showing off a bit. He was sweaty and out of breath when he finished the demonstration.

Aidan ran her hand along the peeled portion of the pole and asked Heimo for the drawknife. She positioned herself over the top of the log and pulled, but the knife dug in too deep.

“Change your angle,” Heimo said.

“Like this?” she asked, jerking at the handles of the knife. She completed a few strokes and then stopped dead at a knot. She dropped the drawknife. “Ouch,” she said, shaking her hands.

“Yup,” Heimo said. “If you don’t whack off those knots first, you’re gonna be in for a world of hurt.”

Aidan tried again and got into a rhythm before she hit another knot. The drawknife jumped and almost hit her in the face.

“Ugh,” she growled.

“Gotta be careful,” Heimo said. “You’ll bleed to death out here. Nearest hospital is a long way off. Hundreds of miles, and that’s if you’re lucky enough to get a plane.”

Aidan tried again. She can be hardheaded, and while this can occasionally make her tough to deal with, I knew that for peeling poles it was a trait that would work to her advantage.

“Now you’re steamboatin’!” Heimo said. “We got a lot of logs, so when you get tired, you can switch with your old man.”

He explained that, after we’ve made some headway on the walls, we’d head downriver to where he was dismantling the old cabin. Although the managers at the refuge office in Fairbanks had given him permission to build a new cabin, they wanted him to cut as few trees as possible and use as many of the old logs and roof poles as he could.

“C’mon,” he said to me, as Aidan continued to peel. “I want you to see the new cabin site.”

He was excited again and eager to show me the place he’d picked out. He took off at a trot, but I walked backward, keeping my eye on Aidan.

Halfway down the path, he stopped and shouted, “Hurry up.”

When I reached him, he said, “Couldn’t be more perfect. It’s in a clearing, but tucked in the trees, and close to the river, too.”

“That means skeeters,” I said.

“Yup,” he agreed. “But we can light smudge fires. Besides, Edna and me will be thankful for the trees when it’s fifty below and the wind’s cuttin’ through here.”

Twenty more yards down the trail, Heimo stopped.

“Here it is. The cabin’s gonna face south, and I’ll use the window you brought right here.” He pointed to what would be the front of the cabin. “Edna wants windows on each side, too. It’ll be our home cabin, the one we’ll grow old in, so I’m going to build it big—twenty feet by fourteen. Edna deserves it.”

The cabins I remembered staying in when the girls were still living with Heimo and Edna were approximately thirteen by thirteen, six steps in either direction. They were comfortable and clean, and every square foot had a purpose.

Heimo continued to talk about where he was going to put the cache and the outhouse, and where he’d hang the meat racks. But I only heard every fourth word or so. I was looking back at the area where Aidan was peeling, watching her as best I could. I took my eye off her long enough to help Heimo notch two of the foundation logs. The process was a fairly simple one. We used a string and a pencil to measure and draw, or scribe, the notch. With the chain saw Heimo made a rough cut and then whacked out the chunk with the back of the axe. Then we shaped the notch with the small axe or a gouge chisel, tapping the end of the chisel with a hammer and watching as the sharp blade curled the wood. After we notched both ends of two logs, I walked back to Aidan’s work area. My main concern was not bears but her cutting herself with the drawknife.

I called to her and she turned around. She was wearing thick gloves, pants, a long-sleeved shirt, a head net, and bear bells, and was already drenched in sweat.

“You okay?”

She ignored my question. “How long are we going to be out here, Dad?”

I scowled at her. “You’re kidding, right? How long? Way too long to start asking.”

She looked at me, laid down the drawknife, picked up her Kindle, and sat against the base of a tree.

“What are you doing?” I asked.

“Taking a break,” she said.

“After forty-five minutes?”

When she didn’t respond, I said, “Why don’t you get back to work.” I said it less as a question than a command.

“I’m tired and hungry,” she replied.

“We came here to build a cabin, and you knew it.”

“Fine,” she said, getting up slowly. “I’ll do the work, but I don’t have to like it.”
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When I returned to the new cabin site, I saw that Heimo had finished notching the remaining two foundation logs, so we went to work on the wall logs. Cabin builders notch their logs differently. On all logs other than the foundation logs, Heimo lays his notches down, a vertical log fitting into a horizontal one tongue-and-groove style to prevent water from building up, freezing, and weakening the walls. Rather than making them square, he shapes the notches to fit the logs. Winter has a way of finding cracks and seams; the tighter the fit the better. Because big trees are hard to find in a land where it takes two hundred years for a black spruce to get fifteen feet tall, Heimo has to alternate his logs between thick end and thin end so that the cabin wall does not rise unevenly.

By the time the wall was two layers high, the clearing smelled of sweat, chain saw fumes, and bar oil, like a mechanic’s shop, mixed with the lush scent of spruce pitch and wood chips and the sharp smell of mosquito dope (which deterred mosquitoes but seemed to summon the horseflies). The saw, with its air-cooled, two-stroke engine, was loud, too, but there was no way of getting around the odor of gas or the noise. Using handsaws, we would have to work until October, when the snow would likely be a foot deep.

Heimo shook wood shavings from his bandana and then picked up another log, which was badly bowed. When we lay it, bow up, on top of the other two logs, the middle stuck six inches into the air.

“I got a trick,” Heimo said, and while I held the log steady, he made a vertical cut at the bend. As he sawed, the bow slowly fell. “Another inch,” he said, “and she’ll lay almost flat.”

By the time he had cut a third of the way through the log the bow was almost gone. He inserted the front of his saw blade in the gap between logs and shaved off the small knots and ridges, alert, all the while, for the possibility of the saw kicking back in his face. When he tired, he handed me the saw and I finished the job.

“Okay, let’s spike it,” Heimo said. “We wanna get these logs as flush as we can. Use the butt of the axe on the spike. I ain’t got a sledgehammer.”

Heimo and I straddled the wall. Sitting close to where he had made the cut, we used our weight to press down the log. I spat on my hands, rubbed them together, and grabbed halfway down at the belly of the axe handle. Then I spat on my hands again.

“What’s all the spittin’ about?” Heimo said. I could hear the anxiousness in his voice as he readjusted his hold on the spike. “Watch out for my hands. I lose them and it’s sayonara. I won’t be good for nothin’ out here.”

Fortunately, I’d spent the winter splitting wood, and my aim was true. I struck the spike dead-on. It took eight more swings before the head of the spike lay flat against the log. My forearms ached.

“Think of how strong those old Wisconsin lumberjacks must have been,” Heimo said. He stepped back and eyed the wall. “Looks good. Now it’s time for more logs. We can see how Aidan is doing.”

We were a quarter of the way down the trail when he stopped. “What’s that?” he asked.

I heard it, too: I will wait, I will wait for you. “It’s the chorus,” I told him. “Mumford and Sons. Aidan’s cranking her music to let the bears know she’s there.”

As we neared Aidan, Heimo danced a kind of Irish jig.

Perhaps sensing something, Aidan glanced back and smiled. “See, it’s working,” she said. “No bears.” I wondered what had happened in the last two hours to change her mood. Then I saw a large log peeled clean of its bark. Progress.

“How ’bout some Led Zeppelin or Jimi Hendrix?” Heimo said.

“Who?” Aidan asked.

“Who? Who?” Heimo looked at me as if I was responsible for Aidan’s question. “She don’t know Led Zeppelin or Hendrix?”

“She knows Neil Young and the Stones,” I said.

“Aidan,” Heimo said, “on your next trip, I’m going to introduce you to some real music.”

“Hunk Willam?” Aidan asked. “Bug Owen?”

Clearly pleased that Aidan remembered the story he had told us over breakfast about the Native Gwich’in of Fort Yukon and their affection for country music, especially Hank Williams and Buck Owens, whose names they pronounce Hunk Willam and Bug Owen, Heimo wrapped his arm around her shoulder.

“She quicker than you with her comebacks,” he said to me.

I replied that I’d been taking it easy on him, that soon I’d break out my wicked wit and skin him like a deer.

“Maybe when we’re sitting around talking politics,” I goaded him. “Who knows, maybe Sarah Palin will run for president in 2016. Didn’t you take a picture with her in Fort Yukon? I’m going to circulate the rumor that she grabbed your butt and you told her that she had ten minutes to take her hand off.”

“Go to hell,” Heimo replied. “Edna wouldn’t think that was funny.”

Heimo and I had developed a rapport over the years and forgiven each other our differences. We simply agreed that when it came to things like politics, our riverbanks were not within hollering distance. We followed the Thomas Jefferson model. Jefferson is thought to have said, “I never considered a difference of opinion in politics, in religion, in philosophy, as cause for withdrawing from a friend.”

The three of us were a curious bunch. Heimo is a sharp, self-educated (he barely graduated high school) conservative with secessionist tendencies. Alaska, especially the Alaskan bush, attracts iconoclasts, free spirits, and irreverent do-it-yourselfers who march to the beat of their own drums and mistrust most anything to do with what they call “the feds.” Heimo’s got the mistrust thing in spades, though he counts among his friends the federal bureaucrats, biologists, and wildlife ecologists of the Arctic National Wildlife Refuge office in Fairbanks and many employees of Alaska’s various state agencies. Though he’s never been south of the Mason-Dixon Line, he flies the Confederate flag over his cabin to protest governmental overreach. He grew up with a father who had been a union plumber and a dependable Democrat until the union ditched him at the time when he most needed its support, at which point his father vowed never to vote Democratic again.

I, on the other hand, have six years of college under my belt and the student loan repayment bills to prove it. In Alaska, a good college education doesn’t have the currency it does in the Lower 48. Alaskans care about practical things, like whether or not you can butcher a moose, overhaul a truck engine, fly a plane, or identify animal tracks. I hunt and fish, have trapped a bit, own shotguns and rifles—though I am not a member of the NRA—and teach my daughters how to use them. But unlike Heimo, who has been living in the woods since he fled Appleton, Wisconsin, I have spent a portion of my life


















































OEBPS/Camp_9780307461261_epub3_nav_r1.xhtml


		Cover



		Title Page



		Copyright



		Contents



		Dedication



		Epigraph



		Maps



		Prologue



		Part I
		Chapter 1: Into the Wild


		Chapter 2: Bugs, Bears, and the Bathroom Procedure


		Chapter 3: Peeling Poles with Marcus Mumford


		Chapter 4: First the River Giveth


		Chapter 5: Downriver


		Chapter 6: New Rituals and the Ridgepole


		Chapter 7: Cloudberries


		Chapter 8: When the Mountain Is Out







		Part II
		Chapter 9: Fernweh


		Chapter 10: The Pull


		Chapter 11: Back to the Bush


		Chapter 12: The Real World


		Chapter 13: Wolverine and Whale


		Chapter 14: Thanksgiving


    		Photo Insert


		Chapter 15: The Life They Love


		Chapter 16: Wilderness Girl


		Chapter 17: Birthdays and Beaver Tail







		Part III
		Chapter 18: It’s in the Genes


		Chapter 19: Trust


		Chapter 20: Say Good-Bye to Summer


		Chapter 21: “It’s A!?”


		Chapter 22: Be Still My Heart


		Chapter 23: Mr. Griz


		Chapter 24: Where the Wolves Sing


		Chapter 25: At the Headwaters


		Chapter 26: A Bony River Indeed


		Chapter 27: Paddle and Pray


		Chapter 28: Grit and the Gorge


		Chapter 29: Hypothermia


		Chapter 30: The Way Distance Goes


		Chapter 31: Good-Bye, Alaska









		Acknowledgments



		About the Author





		Cover


		Cover



		Title Page


		Contents


		Start




		i


		iii


		iv


		v


		vii


		x


		xi


		xiii


		xiv


		xv


		xvi


		xvii


		xviii


		xix


		xx


		xxi


		1


		3


		4


		5


		6


		7


		8


		9


		10


		11


		12


		13


		14


		15


		16


		17


		18


		19


		20


		21


		22


		23


		24


		25


		26


		27


		28


		29


		30


		31


		32


		33


		34


		35


		36


		37


		38


		39


		40


		41


		42


		43


		44


		45


		46


		47


		48


		49


		50


		51


		52


		53


		54


		55


		56


		57


		58


		59


		60


		61


		62


		63


		64


		65


		66


		67


		68


		69


		70


		71


		72


		73


		74


		75


		76


		77


		78


		79


		80


		81


		82


		83


		84


		85


		86


		87


		88


		89


		90


		91


		93


		94


		95


		96


		97


		98


		99


		100


		101


		102


		103


		105


		106


		107


		108


		109


		110


		111


		112


		113


		114


		115


		116


		117


		118


		119


		120


		121


		122


		123


		124


		125


		126


		127


		128


		129


		130


		131


		132


		133


		134


		135


		136


		137


		138


		139


		140


		141


		142


		143


		144


		145


		146


		147


		148


		149


		150


		151


		152


		153


		154


		155


		156


		157


		158


		159


		160


		161


		162


		163


		164


		165


		166


		167


		168


		169


		170


		171


		172


		173


		174


		175


		176


		177


		178


		179


		180


		181


		182


		183


		184


		185


		186


		187


		188


		189


		190


		191


		192


		193


		194


		195


		196


		197


		198


		199


		200


		201


		202


		203


		204


		205


		207


		208


		209


		210


		211


		212


		213


		214


		215


		216


		217


		218


		219


		220


		221


		222


		223


		224


		225


		226


		227


		228


		229


		230


		231


		232


		233


		234


		235


		236


		237


		238


		239


		240


		241


		242


		243


		244


		245


		246


		247


		248


		249


		250


		251


		252


		253


		254


		255


		256


		257


		259


		260


		261


		262


		263


		264


		265


		266


		267


		268


		269


		270


		271


		272


		273


		274


		275


		276


		277


		278


		279


		280


		281


		282


		283


		284


		285


		286


		287


		288


		289


		290


		291


		292


		293


		294


		295


		296


		297


		298


		299


		300


		301


		302


		303


		304


		305


		306


		307


		308


		309


		310


		311


		312


		313


		314


		315


		316


		317


		318


		319


		320


		321


		322


		323


		324


		325


		326


		327


		328


		329


		330


		331


		332


		333


		334


		335


		336


		337


		338


		339


		340


		341


		342


		343


		344


		345


		346


		347


		348


		349


		350


		351


		352


		353


		354


		355


		ii


		vi


		viii


		356


		357


		358


		359


		361





OEBPS/fonts/FreeSerifItalic.otf


OEBPS/fonts/FreeSerifBoldItalic.otf


OEBPS/images/Camp_9780307461261_epub3_023_r1.jpg
CHAPTER 2

BUGS, BEARS, AND THE
BATHROOM PROCEDURE





OEBPS/images/Camp_9780307461261_epub3_024_r1.jpg
CHAPTER 3

PEELING POLES WITH
MARCUS MUMFORD





OEBPS/images/Camp_9780307461261_epub3_021_r1.jpg
PArT I





OEBPS/images/Camp_9780307461261_epub3_022_r1.jpg
CHAPTER 1

INTO THE WILD





OEBPS/images/Camp_9780307461261_epub3_019_r1.jpg
MAP OF THE ARCTIC NATIONAL WILDLIFE REFUGE

Area of detail map

Arctic Ocean

___ 1002/AREA

Kaktovike

COASTAL PLAIN

IVVAVIK %
NATIONAL PARK™>
OF CANADA

(3
A -
| )8
IS
7t
o AeS
(63 Q’&
ANy,
TR eVenetie
Fort Yukon
o’
‘{\"\vo ¥
dﬁ)
Bea‘é
1T S
S\O
A L A
Fairl')anks

ARCTIC CIRCLE
2
%,
‘e
Circlee
S K A

SFLVLS AALINA

0 20

40 miles

[ZFa Ll
0 20 40kilemeters
\

|





OEBPS/images/Camp_9780307461261_epub3_020_r1.jpg
PROLOGUE





OEBPS/images/Camp_9780307461261_epub3_001_cvi.jpg
ERAVING /T

A FATHER, A OAVGHTER, AnNG
Ard UNFORGETTABLE JRURNEY
INTD THE ALASKAN Wito

TAMES CAMPBELL






OEBPS/fonts/FreeMono.otf


OEBPS/fonts/FreeSerifBold.otf


OEBPS/fonts/FreeMonoBoldOblique.otf


OEBPS/fonts/FreeMonoBold.otf


OEBPS/fonts/FreeSans.otf


OEBPS/fonts/FreeMonoOblique.otf


OEBPS/fonts/FreeSansBoldOblique.otf


OEBPS/fonts/FreeSansBold.otf


OEBPS/fonts/FreeSerif.otf


OEBPS/next-reads-html/fonts/Shift-BoldItalic.otf


OEBPS/fonts/FreeSansOblique.otf


OEBPS/next-reads-html/fonts/Shift-Light.otf


OEBPS/next-reads-html/fonts/Fort-Book.otf


OEBPS/images/Camp_9780307461261_epub3_018_r1.jpg
OUR ROUTE OVER THE BROOKS RANGE AND DOWN THE HULAHULA

Arctic Ocean Ay IR eKaktovik
Arey Lagoon
Barter
Island
u PORTAGE
_~Okpilak R.

COASTAL PLAIN/1002 AREA

SADLEROCHIT :
MOUNTAINS KINGAK HILL A |

Old Woman Creek~_

KIKIKTAKMT.A g2 GORGE
__——Esetuk Creek
& MT.
§ MICHELSON
% a WESETUK GLACIER
Katak Creek—" = \ TUGAK PEAK
T( Kolotuk 7,0“
West Patuk ek OM}\?}Y A“{S
Creek RN
MO
GRASSER’S STRIPm

tal Divide % GUILBEAU PASS
ANED e emm et 2
ome T [T (R
; ',C.. i @»‘*\G/

o8
' )
y 2
+ Red Sheep ‘f,o
° Creek— &

m RED SHEEP CREEK
[AIRSTRIP G E
R A N 0 10 20 miles

S | S
B R O O KfS CS = 17 1
45 miles to 0 10 20 kilometers
Arctic Village






OEBPS/images/Camp_9780307461261_epub3_017_r1.jpg
BRAVING JT

A FATHER, A DAUGHTER,
AND AN UNFORGETTABLE JOURNEY
INTO THE ALASkAN WILD

JAMES CAMPBELL

CROWN PUBLISHERS

NEW YORK





