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    In The Alaskan, a rugged ideal of personal responsibility collides with modern engines of profit, secrecy, and political reach, and the unmapped immensities of the North become both a proving ground for conscience and a refuge for the vulnerable, as men and women drawn by promise or flight discover that survival in this severe, beautiful country demands not only strength and craft but a willingness to choose between complicity and stewardship, comfort and courage, self-preservation and the obligations that arise when human lives, wild places, and contested wealth intersect under skies that make every ambition feel at once grand and provisional.

The Alaskan is a frontier adventure and wilderness romance set across the coasts, rivers, and interior reaches of Alaska, written by American novelist James Oliver Curwood and published in the early 1920s, when popular fiction was captivated by tales of the far North. While often grouped with Westerns for its emphasis on self-reliance, shifting law, and contested resources, its geographic and atmospheric orientation is distinctly subarctic. Curwood situates the story in a moment when transportation, finance, and governance were stretching into sparsely administered country, and he uses that expansion to frame questions about who benefits, who is endangered, and what ethical codes can withstand distance from established institutions.

At the narrative’s outset, a reserved outdoorsman accustomed to solitary work in Alaska encounters a young woman traveling north under uncertain circumstances aboard a coastal steamer. Their meeting is brief and charged, and its true significance unfolds only gradually as each pursues separate, necessary paths inland. What begins as a chance crossing becomes entanglement in a larger struggle that touches shipping routes, business concessions, and political influence. Without revealing turns that the plot carefully withholds, it is enough to say that the man’s rooted allegiance to the country and the woman’s search for safety draw them toward the same contested ground.

Curwood’s voice blends brisk action with patient attention to place. The prose lingers on ice fog, fjords, and timbered valleys, but it rarely loses forward motion; scenes of pursuit, negotiation, and survival are staged with cinematic clarity. The tone is earnest and romantic in the older sense, investing moral choices with high stakes and allowing sentiment to coexist with danger. Readers can expect a measured alternation of campfire quiet and sudden peril, a narrative cadence that reflects the rhythms of travel and weather. Dialogue is plainspoken and purposeful, while description aims to make the North feel palpable, formidable, and intimate.

Core themes surface early and deepen as the journey advances. The novel weighs stewardship of land and water against extraction for quick gain, probing the feints and pressures by which concentrated power seeks to bend law and custom. It considers the making of identity at a frontier, where reinvention tempts and reputation travels slowly. It examines the costs of secrecy and the uses of trust, especially when protection and exploitation can masquerade as one another. Most of all, it treats the wilderness not as mere backdrop but as a moral environment that disciplines bravado, rewards patience, and demands accountability for every bargain.

For contemporary readers, the book’s conflicts echo debates still active today: environmental limits in regions eyed for development, the reach of corporate combines into public governance, and the human need for refuge when institutions fail. Its setting underscores questions about who gets to decide a place’s future and how law operates at the edges of effective oversight. As with many early twentieth-century adventure novels, some social assumptions and portrayals reflect their time and may feel dated or incomplete. Reading with historical awareness opens space to appreciate both the novel’s environmental conscience and the conversations it invites about representation, power, and responsibility.

The Alaskan endures because it marries a clear, gripping story to a landscape that tests character and purpose. As a work from Curwood’s mature period, it distills his fascination with northern spaces into a study of conscience under pressure, offering the satisfactions of romance and the bracing scrutiny of an ethical dilemma. It rewards readers who enjoy Westerns yet want horizons of salt water, ice, and volcanic ranges, and it resonates with anyone curious about how individuals navigate vast systems. Entering its world today offers not nostalgia alone but a chance to ask what kind of strength a changing wilderness requires.
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    James Oliver Curwood’s The Alaskan is a northern adventure-romance set amid the coastal passages and interior wilds of Alaska in the early twentieth century. It opens aboard a northbound steamer, where a self-reliant man of the north meets a refined young woman traveling under an air of secrecy. Their cautious conversations suggest a shared fascination with the country’s grandeur and a quiet strain of unease beneath her composure. Curwood lays out the contrast between cities to the south and the frontier ahead, positioning Alaska as both promise and crucible, a place where personal character, law, and power are tested against distance and cold.

As the voyage progresses, hints of hidden pursuit emerge. The young woman’s guarded behavior, coupled with the watchful presence of men linked to outside interests, implies a conflict she cannot openly name. A tense episode at sea upends expectations and deepens the central mystery, confronting the northern traveler with a moral choice he cannot easily dismiss. By the time the ship reaches the scattered ports of the territory, rumors and half-truths trail behind them, and the narrative’s focus shifts from chance encounter to entanglement, with reputations at stake and powerful forces willing to work in shadows to preserve advantage.

Once ashore, the novel turns to the rhythms of life in the North. The protagonist’s homestead and responsibilities are depicted in meticulous detail, evoking a society knit together by guides, traders, and Native communities whose knowledge shapes survival. Curwood shows how cooperation and respect are necessities, not ideals, and how an individual’s standing depends on fairness as much as skill. The land itself becomes a measure of integrity, its extremes revealing character. Through this setting, the story positions the hero as a figure of practical justice, determined to protect the fragile balance sustaining livelihoods along rivers, in forests, and across open tundra.

Against this backdrop, a broader conflict comes into focus: the consolidation of commercial power seeking to dominate Alaska’s resources. Corporate agents and political allies attempt to bend law and custom to their will, endangering small operators and the subsistence patterns of local people. Curwood dramatizes hearings, accusations, and public pressure, illuminating how distant capital can distort governance on a frontier. The protagonist’s resistance is cautious yet firm, built on community trust and careful gathering of facts. The novel’s tension grows from a question of ownership and stewardship: who benefits from the land, and by what right do they claim it?

The mystery from the voyage returns with unexpected force when the young woman reappears in the North under circumstances that defy easy explanation. Her determination, tempered by fear, suggests a private history bound up with the very interests now tightening their grip on the territory. She seeks safety without surrendering agency, and her alliance with the northern homesteader is tested by doubt, loyalty, and the cost of speaking truth. Their relationship develops in measured steps, restrained by propriety and danger alike, while new disclosures hint at legal entanglements and long-standing grievances that reach beyond personal grievance into public wrongdoing.

As pressures intensify, the story moves through harbors, settlements, and stretches of wilderness where weather and terrain are as formidable as any adversary. Strategic retreats, guarded journeys, and quiet investigations produce a steadily accumulating case against exploitation. Moments of peril punctuate the narrative but do not eclipse its methodical unveiling of influence and resistance. Curwood balances action with careful observation, allowing scenic detail to mirror the characters’ resolve. Without divulging decisive revelations, the novel aligns private fate with the question of Alaska’s future, setting the stage for reckonings both legal and moral that cannot be deferred indefinitely.

The Alaskan endures for its union of frontier romance, civic conscience, and natural grandeur. It asks whether integrity can withstand moneyed pressure, and whether communities at the edge of empire can define their own terms of prosperity. Curwood’s portrayal of interdependence—between settlers, Indigenous knowledge, and the land—anchors the narrative’s ethical core. Even as it builds toward confrontations and disclosures, the book preserves the suspense of how justice will be achieved and at what cost. Its resonance lies in depicting a resource-rich place contested by competing visions, a theme that remains timely wherever development and responsibility meet.
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    James Oliver Curwood’s The Alaskan (1923) is set in the U.S. Territory of Alaska during the early twentieth century, when institutions were young and distances immense. After the 1867 purchase from Russia, federal military and then civilian authorities administered the region, which gained formal territorial status in 1912. The capital shifted to Juneau in 1906, yet governance still relied heavily on appointed officials and distant federal departments. Communication and travel were constrained by weather, terrain, and seasonal sea lanes, linking communities to Seattle and the Pacific Coast by steamship. This administrative and geographic remoteness frames the novel’s conflicts over power, property, and belonging.

Alaska’s early‑1900s economy was driven by extractive booms that shaped politics and society. The Klondike (1896–1899), Nome (from 1899), and Fairbanks (after 1902) gold rushes created towns, transport corridors, and a speculative ethos that lingered after the richest strikes ebbed. Copper development surged at Kennecott, linked to tidewater by the Copper River and Northwestern Railway completed in 1911. The salmon‑canning industry expanded behind mechanized fish traps, provoking sustained public outcry. National Progressive Era battles over monopolies and conservation touched Alaska directly, culminating in controversies such as the Morgan‑Guggenheim “Alaska Syndicate” and the Ballinger‑Pinchot affair over coal claims, development, and federal oversight.

Between 1906 and the early 1910s, the so‑called Alaska Syndicate, backed by J. P. Morgan and the Guggenheims, consolidated control of Kennecott copper and the Copper River and Northwestern Railway, drawing criticism for outsized influence on territorial affairs. Alaskans pressed for local voice: Congress granted territorial status in 1912, and the first elected legislature convened in 1913. Lawmakers quickly addressed taxes, schools, and fisheries regulation, though federal agencies retained decisive authority. Persistent anti‑trust sentiment and anti‑fish‑trap agitation animated newspapers, civic groups, and political campaigns, reflecting a widespread belief that absentee corporations profited at the expense of resident miners, fishermen, and small merchants.

Modernization arrived unevenly. The Washington‑Alaska Military Cable and Telegraph System, built beginning in 1900, linked scattered posts and towns, while steamship lines connected ports to Puget Sound. The federal Alaska Railroad, authorized in 1914 and completed in 1923, joined Seward, Anchorage (founded as a railroad construction camp in 1915), and Fairbanks, lowering freight costs and reshaping settlement. Private lines such as the Copper River and Northwestern had already bound resource districts to the coast. Maritime travel remained perilous, underscored by the 1918 loss of the SS Princess Sophia near Juneau. These routes facilitated migration, commerce, and political influence from outside capital centers.

Conservation policy was central to Alaskan debates. Under President Theodore Roosevelt, vast areas entered the public domain as national forests, including the Tongass and Chugach in 1907, bringing the U.S. Forest Service into frequent contact with timber, mining, and fishing interests. Federal agencies such as the Bureau of Fisheries regulated salmon harvests, while early territorial game laws sought to balance subsistence, sport, and commercial uses. After the 1912 Novarupta eruption, Katmai National Monument was proclaimed in 1918 to protect its volcanic landscape. Curwood, once a celebrated hunter, publicly embraced conservation by the 1910s, a stance that informs the novel’s ethical horizon.

Alaska Native communities—including Tlingit, Haida, Unangax̂ (Aleut), Inupiat, Yup’ik, and Athabaskan peoples—navigated sweeping change imposed by federal, territorial, and missionary institutions. The Alaska Native Brotherhood, founded in 1912 at Sitka, campaigned for voting rights, education, and legal protections amid discrimination and segregation. Missions and government schools advanced assimilationist policies, while reindeer herding and wage labor tied some villages to new cash economies. The 1918 influenza pandemic devastated many settlements. Debates over land and resource access intensified as canneries and mines expanded. This contested social landscape underlies the novel’s recurrent tensions around authority, tradition, and the consequences of distant decision‑making.

Broader American currents shaped the territory’s culture. Alaska’s legislature granted women voting rights in 1913, ahead of the Nineteenth Amendment in 1920, signaling Progressive‑Era reform impulses. National Prohibition began in 1920, complicating law enforcement in remote districts already stretched by distances and sparse policing. World War I boosted demand for copper and other materials, while federal attention to strategic infrastructure aided the Alaska Railroad’s progress. Muckraking journalism and popular magazines amplified debates over monopolies, conservation, and political corruption. Curwood, a mass‑market novelist with wide magazine exposure, wrote into this atmosphere of reformist scrutiny and public fascination with the northern frontier.

Within this historical frame, The Alaskan uses romance and adventure to stage conflicts emblematic of its era: corporate concentration versus community autonomy, exploitation versus stewardship, and political influence exerted from afar versus local self‑determination. The novel draws on recognizable features of territorial Alaska—steamship corridors, rail projects, canneries, federal reservations, and contested fisheries—without naming every real controversy. Its emphasis on rugged landscapes and moral accountability reflects Curwood’s conservationist turn and Progressive‑Era skepticism of monopolies. By elevating ordinary Alaskans’ claims to fairness and voice, the book mirrors contemporary struggles to define who would benefit from the North’s resources and who would decide.
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  To the strong-hearted men and women of Alaska,

  the new empire rising in the North, it is for me

  an honor and a privilege to dedicate this work.

  

  JAMES OLIVER CURWOOD
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Captain Rifle, gray and old in the Alaskan Steamship service, had not lost the spirit of his youth along with his years. Romance was not dead in him, and the fire which is built up of clean adventure and the association of strong men and a mighty country had not died out of his veins. He could still see the picturesque, feel the thrill of the unusual, and--at times--warm memories crowded upon him so closely that yesterday seemed today, and Alaska was young again, thrilling the world with her wild call to those who had courage to come and fight for her treasures, and live--or die.

Tonight, with the softly musical throb of his ship under his feet, and the yellow moon climbing up from behind the ramparts of the Alaskan mountains, something of loneliness seized upon him, and he said simply:

"That is Alaska."

The girl standing beside him at the rail did not turn, nor for a moment did she answer. He could see her profile clear-cut as a cameo in the almost vivid light, and in that light her eyes were wide and filled with a dusky fire, and her lips were parted a little, and her slim body was tense as she looked at the wonder of the moon silhouetting the cragged castles of the peaks, up where the soft, gray clouds lay like shimmering draperies.

Then she turned her face a little and nodded. "Yes, Alaska," she said, and the old captain fancied there was the slightest ripple of a tremor in her voice. "Your Alaska, Captain Rifle."

Out of the clearness of the night came to them a distant sound like the low moan of thunder. Twice before, Mary Standish had heard it, and now she asked: "What was that? Surely it can not be a storm, with the moon like that, and the stars so clear above!"

"It is ice breaking from the glaciers and falling into the sea. We are in the Wrangel Narrows, and very near the shore, Miss Standish. If it were day you could hear the birds singing. This is what we call the Inside Passage[1]. I have always called it the water-wonderland of the world, and yet, if you will observe, I must be mistaken--for we are almost alone on this side of the ship. Is it not proof? If I were right, the men and women in there--dancing, playing cards, chattering--would be crowding this rail. Can you imagine humans like that? But they can't see what I see, for I am a ridiculous old fool who remembers things. Ah, do you catch that in the air, Miss Standish--the perfume of flowers, of forests, of green things ashore? It is faint, but I catch it."

"And so do I."

She breathed in deeply of the sweet air, and turned then, so that she stood with her back to the rail, facing the flaming lights of the ship.

The mellow cadence of the music came to her, soft-stringed and sleepy; she could hear the shuffle of dancing feet. Laughter rippled with the rhythmic thrum of the ship, voices rose and fell beyond the lighted windows, and as the old captain looked at her, there was something in her face which he could not understand.

She had come aboard strangely at Seattle, alone and almost at the last minute--defying the necessity of making reservation where half a thousand others had been turned away--and chance had brought her under his eyes. In desperation she had appealed to him, and he had discovered a strange terror under the forced calm of her appearance. Since then he had fathered her with his attentions, watching closely with the wisdom of years. And more than once he had observed that questing, defiant poise of her head with which she was regarding the cabin windows now.

She had told him she was twenty-three and on her way to meet relatives in Nome. She had named certain people. And he had believed her. It was impossible not to believe her, and he admired her pluck in breaking all official regulations in coming aboard.

In many ways she was companionable and sweet. Yet out of his experience, he gathered the fact that she was under a tension. He knew that in some way she was making a fight, but, influenced by the wisdom of three and sixty years, he did not let her know he had guessed the truth.

He watched her closely now, without seeming to do so. She was very pretty in a quiet and unusual way. There was something irresistibly attractive about her, appealing to old memories which were painted clearly in his heart. She was girlishly slim. He had observed that her eyes were beautifully clear and gray in the sunlight, and her exquisitely smooth dark hair, neatly coiled and luxuriant crown of beauty, reminded him of puritanism in its simplicity. At times he doubted that she was twenty-three. If she had said nineteen or twenty he would have been better satisfied. She puzzled him and roused speculation in him. But it was a part of his business to see many things which others might not see--and hold his tongue.

"We are not quite alone," she was saying. "There are others," and she made a little gesture toward two figures farther up the rail.

"Old Donald Hardwick, of Skagway," he said. "And the other is Alan Holt."

"Oh, yes."

She was facing the mountains again, her eyes shining in the light of the moon. Gently her hand touched the old captain's arm. "Listen," she whispered.

"Another berg breaking away from Old Thunder. We are very near the shore, and there are glaciers all the way up."

"And that other sound, like low wind--on a night so still and calm! What is it?"

"You always hear that when very close to the big mountains, Miss Standish. It is made by the water of a thousand streams and rivulets rushing down to the sea. Wherever there is melting snow in the mountains, you hear that song."

"And this man, Alan Holt," she reminded him. "He is a part of these things?"

"Possibly more than any other man, Miss Standish. He was born in Alaska before Nome or Fairbanks or Dawson City were thought of. It was in Eighty-four, I think. Let me see, that would make him--"

"Thirty-eight," she said, so quickly that for a moment he was astonished.

Then he chuckled. "You are very good at figures."

He felt an almost imperceptible tightening of her fingers on his arm.

"This evening, just after dinner, old Donald found me sitting alone. He said he was lonely and wanted to talk with someone--like me. He almost frightened me, with his great, gray beard and shaggy hair. I thought of ghosts as we talked there in the dusk."

"Old Donald belongs to the days when the Chilkoot and the White Horse ate up men's lives, and a trail of living dead led from the Summit to Klondike, Miss Standish," said Captain Rifle. "You will meet many like him in Alaska. And they remember. You can see it in their faces--always the memory of those days that are gone."

She bowed her head a little, looking to the sea. "And Alan Holt? You know him well?"

"Few men know him well. He is a part of Alaska itself, and I have sometimes thought him more aloof than the mountains. But I know him. All northern Alaska knows Alan Holt. He has a reindeer range up beyond the Endicott Mountains and is always seeking the last frontier."

"He must be very brave."

"Alaska breeds heroic men, Miss Standish."

"And honorable men--men you can trust and believe in?"

"Yes."

"It is odd," she said, with a trembling little laugh that was like a bird-note in her throat. "I have never seen Alaska before, and yet something about these mountains makes me feel that I have known them a long time ago. I seem to feel they are welcoming me and that I am going home. Alan Holt is a fortunate man. I should like to be an Alaskan."

"And you are--"

"An American," she finished for him, a sudden, swift irony in her voice. "A poor product out of the melting-pot, Captain Rifle. I am going north--to learn."

"Only that, Miss Standish?"

His question, quietly spoken and without emphasis, demanded an answer. His kindly face, seamed by the suns and winds of many years at sea, was filled with honest anxiety as she turned to look straight into his eyes.

"I must press the question," he said. "As the captain of this ship, and as a father, it is my duty. Is there not something you would like to tell me--in confidence, if you will have it so?"

For an instant she hesitated, then slowly she shook her head. "There is nothing, Captain Rifle."

"And yet--you came aboard very strangely," he urged. "You will recall that it was most unusual--without reservation, without baggage--"

"You forget the hand-bag," she reminded him.

"Yes, but one does not start for northern Alaska with only a hand-bag scarcely large enough to contain a change of linen, Miss Standish."

"But I did, Captain Rifle."

"True. And I saw you fighting past the guards like a little wildcat. It was without precedent."

"I am sorry. But they were stupid and difficult to pass."

"Only by chance did I happen to see it all, my child. Otherwise the ship's regulations would have compelled me to send you ashore. You were frightened. You can not deny that. You were running away from something!"

He was amazed at the childish simplicity with which she answered him.

"Yes, I was running away--from something."

Her eyes were beautifully clear and unafraid, and yet again he sensed the thrill of the fight she was making.

"And you will not tell me why--or from what you were escaping?"

"I can not--tonight. I may do so before we reach Nome. But--it is possible--"

"What?"

"That I shall never reach Nome."

Suddenly she caught one of his hands in both her own. Her fingers clung to him, and with a little note of fierceness in her voice she hugged the hand to her breast. "I know just how good you have been to me," she cried. "I should like to tell you why I came aboard--like that. But I can not. Look! Look at those wonderful mountains!" With one free hand she pointed.

"Behind them and beyond them lie the romance and adventure and mystery of centuries, and for nearly thirty years you have been very near those things, Captain Rifle. No man will ever see again what you have seen or feel what you have felt, or forget what you have had to forget. I know it. And after all that, can't you--won't you--forget the strange manner in which I came aboard this ship? It is such a simple, little thing to put out of your mind, so trivial, so unimportant when you look back--and think. Please Captain Rifle--please!"

So quickly that he scarcely sensed the happening of it she pressed his hand to her lips. Their warm thrill came and went in an instant, leaving him speechless, his resolution gone.

"I love you because you have been so good to me," she whispered, and as suddenly as she had kissed his hand, she was gone, leaving him alone at the rail.
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Alan Holt saw the slim figure of the girl silhouetted against the vivid light of the open doorway of the upper-deck salon. He was not watching her, nor did he look closely at the exceedingly attractive picture which she made as she paused there for an instant after leaving Captain Rifle. To him she was only one of the five hundred human atoms that went to make up the tremendously interesting life of one of the first ships of the season going north. Fate, through the suave agency of the purser, had brought him into a bit closer proximity to her than the others; that was all. For two days her seat in the dining-salon had been at the same table, not quite opposite him. As she had missed both breakfast hours, and he had skipped two luncheons, the requirements of neighborliness and of courtesy had not imposed more than a dozen words of speech upon them. This was very satisfactory to Alan. He was not talkative or communicative of his own free will. There was a certain cynicism back of his love of silence. He was a good listener and a first-rate analyst. Some people, he knew, were born to talk; and others, to trim the balance, were burdened with the necessity of holding their tongues. For him silence was not a burden[1q].

In his cool and causal way he admired Mary Standish. She was very quiet, and he liked her because of that. He could not, of course, escape the beauty of her eyes or the shimmering luster of the long lashes that darkened them. But these were details which did not thrill him, but merely pleased him. And her hair pleased him possibly even more than her gray eyes, though he was not sufficiently concerned to discuss the matter with himself. But if he had pointed out any one thing, it would have been her hair--not so much the color of it as the care she evidently gave it, and the manner in which she dressed it. He noted that it was dark, with varying flashes of luster in it under the dinner lights. But what he approved of most of all were the smooth, silky coils in which she fastened it to her pretty head. It was an intense relief after looking on so many frowsy heads, bobbed and marcelled, during his six months' visit in the States. So he liked her, generally speaking, because there was not a thing about her that he might dislike.

He did not, of course, wonder what the girl might be thinking of him--with his quiet, stern face, his cold indifference, his rather Indian-like litheness, and the single patch of gray that streaked his thick, blond hair. His interest had not reached anywhere near that point.

Tonight it was probable that no woman in the world could have interested him, except as the always casual observer of humanity. Another and greater thing gripped him and had thrilled him since he first felt the throbbing pulse of the engines of the new steamship Nome under his feet at Seattle. He was going home. And home meant Alaska. It meant the mountains, the vast tundras, the immeasurable spaces into which civilization had not yet come with its clang and clamor. It meant friends, the stars he knew, his herds, everything he loved. Such was his reaction after six months of exile, six months of loneliness and desolation in cities which he had learned to hate.

"I'll not make the trip again--not for a whole winter--unless I'm sent at the point of a gun," he said to Captain Rifle, a few moments after Mary Standish had left the deck. "An Eskimo winter is long enough, but one in Seattle, Minneapolis, Chicago, and New York is longer--for me."

"I understand they had you up before the Committee on Ways and Means at Washington[2]."

"Yes, along with Carl Lomen, of Nome[3]. But Lomen was the real man. He has forty thousand head of reindeer in the Seward Peninsula, and they had to listen to him. We may get action."

"May!" Captain Rifle grunted his doubt. "Alaska has been waiting ten years for a new deck and a new deal. I doubt if you'll get anything. When politicians from Iowa and south Texas tell us what we can have and what we need north of Fifty-eight--why, what's the use? Alaska might as well shut up shop!"

"But she isn't going to do that," said Alan Holt, his face grimly set in the moonlight. "They've tried hard to get us, and they've made us shut up a lot of our doors. In 1910 we were thirty-six thousand whites in the Territory. Since then the politicians at Washington have driven out nine thousand, a quarter of the population. But those that are left are hard-boiled. We're not going to quit, Captain. A lot of us are Alaskans, and we are not afraid to fight."

"You mean--"

"That we'll have a square deal within another five years, or know the reason why. And another five years after that, we'll he shipping a million reindeer carcasses down into the States each year. Within twenty years we'll be shipping five million. Nice thought for the beef barons, eh? But rather fortunate, I think, for the hundred million Americans who are turning their grazing lands into farms and irrigation systems."

One of Alan Holt's hands was clenched at the rail. "Until I went down this winter, I didn't realize just how bad it was," he said, a note hard as iron in his voice. "Lomen is a diplomat, but I'm not. I want to fight when I see such things--fight with a gun. Because we happened to find gold up here, they think Alaska is an orange to be sucked as quickly as possible, and that when the sucking process is over, the skin will be worthless. That's modern, dollar-chasing Americanism for you!"

"And are you not an American, Mr. Holt?"

So soft and near was the voice that both men started. Then both turned and stared. Close behind them, her quiet, beautiful face flooded with the moon-glow, stood Mary Standish.

"You ask me a question, madam," said Alan Holt, bowing courteously. "No, I am not an American. I am an Alaskan."

The girl's lips were parted. Her eyes were very bright and clear. "Please pardon me for listening," she said. "I couldn't help it. I am an American. I love America. I think I love it more than anything else in the world--more than my religion, even. America, Mr. Holt. And America doesn't necessarily mean a great many of America's people. I love to think that I first came ashore in the Mayflower. That is why my name is Standish. And I just wanted to remind you that Alaska is America."

Alan Holt was a bit amazed. The girl's face was no longer placidly quiet. Her eyes were radiant. He sensed the repressed thrill in her voice, and he knew that in the light of day he would have seen fire in her cheeks. He smiled, and in that smile he could not quite keep back the cynicism of his thought.

"And what do you know about Alaska, Miss Standish?"

"Nothing," she said. "And yet I love it." She pointed to the mountains. "I wish I might have been born among them. You are fortunate. You should love America."

"Alaska, you mean!"

"No, America." There was a flashing challenge in her eyes. She was not speaking apologetically. Her meaning was direct.

The irony on Alan's lips died away. With a little laugh he bowed again. "If I am speaking to a daughter of Captain Miles Standish, who came over in the Mayflower, I stand reproved," he said. "You should be an authority on Americanism, if I am correct in surmising your relationship."

"You are correct," she replied with a proud, little tilt of her glossy head, "though I think that only lately have I come to an understanding of its significance--and its responsibility. I ask your pardon again for interrupting you. It was not premeditated. It just happened."

She did not wait for either of them to speak, but flashed the two a swift smile and passed down the promenade.

The music had ceased and the cabins at last were emptying themselves of life.

"A remarkable young woman," Alan remarked. "I imagine that the spirit of Captain Miles Standish may be a little proud of this particular olive-branch. A chip off the old block, you might say. One would almost suppose he had married Priscilla and this young lady was a definite though rather indirect result."

He had a curious way of laughing without any more visible manifestation of humor than spoken words. It was a quality in his voice which one could not miss, and at times, when ironically amused, it carried a sting which he did not altogether intend.

In another moment Mary Standish was forgotten, and he was asking the captain a question which was in his mind.

"The itinerary of this ship is rather confused, is it not?"

"Yes--rather," acknowledged Captain Rifle. "Hereafter she will ply directly between Seattle and Nome. But this time we're doing the Inside Passage to Juneau and Skagway and will make the Aleutian Passage via Cordova and Seward. A whim of the owners, which they haven't seen fit to explain to me. Possibly the Canadian junket aboard may have something to do with it. We're landing them at Skagway, where they make the Yukon by way of White Horse Pass. A pleasure trip for flabby people nowadays, Holt. I can remember--"

"So can I," nodded Alan Holt, looking at the mountains beyond which lay the dead-strewn trails of the gold stampede of a generation before. "I remember. And old Donald is dreaming of that hell of death back there. He was all choked up tonight. I wish he might forget."

"Men don't forget such women as Jane Hope," said the captain softly.

"You knew her?"

"Yes. She came up with her father on my ship. That was twenty-five years ago last autumn, Alan. A long time, isn't it? And when I look at Mary Standish and hear her voice--" He hesitated, as if betraying a secret, and then he added: "--I can't help thinking of the girl Donald Hardwick fought for and won in that death-hole at White Horse. It's too bad she had to die."

"She isn't dead," said Alan. The hardness was gone from his voice. "She isn't dead," he repeated. "That's the pity of it. She is as much a living thing to him today as she was twenty years ago."

After a moment the captain said, "She was talking with him early this evening, Alan."

"Miss Captain Miles Standish, you mean?"

"Yes. There seems to be something about her that amuses you."

Alan shrugged his shoulders. "Not at all. I think she is a most admirable young person. Will you have a cigar, Captain? I'm going to promenade a bit. It does me good to mix in with the sour-doughs."

The two lighted their cigars from a single match, and Alan went his way, while the captain turned in the direction of his cabin.

To Alan, on this particular night, the steamship Nome was more than a thing of wood and steel. It was a living, pulsating being, throbbing with the very heart-beat of Alaska. The purr of the mighty engines was a human intelligence crooning a song of joy. For him the crowded passenger list held a significance that was almost epic, and its names represented more than mere men and women. They were the vital fiber of the land he loved, its heart's blood, its very element--"giving in." He knew that with the throb of those engines romance, adventure, tragedy, and hope were on their way north--and with these things also arrogance and greed. On board were a hundred conflicting elements--some that had fought for Alaska, others that would make her, and others that would destroy.

He puffed at his cigar and walked alone, brushing sleeves with men and women whom he scarcely seemed to notice. But he was observant. He knew the tourists almost without looking at them. The spirit of the north had not yet seized upon them. They were voluble and rather excitedly enthusiastic in the face of beauty and awesomeness. The sour-doughs were tucked away here and there in shadowy nooks, watching in silence, or they walked the deck slowly and quietly, smoking their cigars or pipes, and seeing things beyond the mountains. Between these two, the newcomers and the old-timers, ran the gamut of all human thrill for Alan, the flesh-and-blood fiber of everything that went to make up life north of Fifty-four. And he could have gone from man to man and picked out those who belonged north of Fifty-eight.

Aft of the smoking-room he paused, tipping the ash of his cigar over the edge of the rail. A little group of three stood near him, and he recognized them as the young engineers, fresh from college, going up to work on the government railroad running from Seward to Tanana. One of them was talking, filled with the enthusiasm of his first adventure.

"I tell you," he said, "people don't know what they ought to know about Alaska. In school they teach us that it's an eternal icebox full of gold, and is headquarters for Santa Claus, because that's where reindeer come from. And grown-ups think about the same thing. Why"--he drew in a deep breath--"it's nine times as large as the state of Washington, twelve times as big as the state of New York, and we bought it from Russia for less than two cents an acre. If you put it down on the face of the United States, the city of Juneau would be in St. Augustine, Florida, and Unalaska would be in Los Angeles. That's how big it is, and the geographical center of our country isn't Omaha or Sioux City, but exactly San Francisco, California."

"Good for you, sonny," came a quiet voice from beyond the group. "Your geography is correct. And you might add for the education of your people that Alaska is only thirty-seven miles from Bolshevik Siberia, and wireless messages are sent into Alaska by the Bolsheviks urging our people to rise against the Washington government. We've asked Washington for a few guns and a few men to guard Nome, but they laugh at us. Do you see a moral?"

From half-amused interest Alan jerked himself to alert tension. He caught a glimpse of the gaunt, old graybeard who had spoken, but did not know him. And as this man turned away, a shadowy hulk in the moonlight, the same deep, quiet voice came back very clearly:

"And if you ever care for Alaska, you might tell your government to hang a few such men as John Graham, sonny."

At the sound of that name Alan felt the blood in him run suddenly hot. Only one man on the face of the earth did he hate with undying hatred, and that man was John Graham. He would have followed, seeking the identity of the stranger whose words had temporarily stunned the young engineers, when he saw a slim figure standing between him and the light of the smoking-room windows. It was Mary Standish. He knew by her attitude that she had heard the words of the young engineer and the old graybeard, but she was looking at him. And he could not remember that he had ever seen quite that same look in a woman's face before. It was not fright. It was more an expression of horror which comes from thought and mental vision rather than physical things. Instantly it annoyed Alan Holt. This was the second time she had betrayed a too susceptible reaction in matters which did not concern her. So he said, speaking to the silent young men a few steps away:

"He was mistaken, gentlemen. John Graham should not be hung. That would be too merciful."

He resumed his way then, nodding at them as he passed. But he had scarcely gone out of their vision when quick footsteps pattered behind him, and the girl's hand touched his arm lightly.

"Mr. Holt, please--"

He stopped, sensing the fact that the soft pressure of her fingers was not altogether unpleasant. She hesitated, and when she spoke again, only her finger-tips touched his arm. She was looking shoreward, so that for a moment he could see only the lustrous richness of her smooth hair. Then she was meeting his eyes squarely, a flash of challenge in the gray depths of her own.

"I am alone on the ship," she said. "I have no friends here. I want to see things and ask questions. Will you ... help me a little?"

"You mean ... escort you?"

"Yes, if you will. I should feel more comfortable."

Nettled at first, the humor of the situation began to appeal to him, and he wondered at the intense seriousness of the girl. She did not smile. Her eyes were very steady and very businesslike, and at the same time very lovely.

"The way you put it, I don't see how I can refuse," he said. "As for the questions--probably Captain Rifle can answer them better than I."

"I don't like to trouble him," she replied. "He has much to think about. And you are alone."

"Yes, quite alone. And with very little to think about."

"You know what I mean, Mr. Holt. Possibly you can not understand me, or won't try. But I'm going into a new country, and I have a passionate desire to learn as much about that country as I can before I get there. I want to know about many things. For instance--"

"Yes."

"Why did you say what you did about John Graham? What did the other man mean when he said he should be hung?"

There was an intense directness in her question which for a moment astonished him. She had withdrawn her fingers from his arm, and her slim figure seemed possessed of a sudden throbbing suspense as she waited for an answer. They had turned a little, so that in the light of the moon the almost flowerlike whiteness of her face was clear to him. With her smooth, shining hair, the pallor of her face under its lustrous darkness, and the clearness of her eyes she held Alan speechless for a moment, while his brain struggled to seize upon and understand the something about her which made him interested in spite of himself. Then he smiled and there was a sudden glitter in his eyes.

"Did you ever see a dog fight?" he asked.

She hesitated, as if trying to remember, and shuddered slightly. "Once."

"What happened?"

"It was my dog--a little dog. His throat was torn--"

He nodded. "Exactly. And that is just what John Graham is doing to Alaska, Miss Standish. He's the dog--a monster. Imagine a man with a colossal financial power behind him, setting out to strip the wealth from a new land and enslave it to his own desires and political ambitions. That is what John Graham is doing from his money-throne down there in the States. It's the financial support he represents, curse him! Money--and a man without conscience. A man who would starve thousands or millions to achieve his ends. A man who, in every sense of the word, is a murderer--"

The sharpness of her cry stopped him. If possible, her face had gone whiter, and he saw her hands clutched suddenly at her breast. And the look in her eyes brought the old, cynical twist back to his lips.

"There, I've hurt your puritanism again, Miss Standish," he said, bowing a little. "In order to appeal to your finer sensibilities I suppose I must apologize for swearing and calling another man a murderer. Well, I do. And now--if you care to stroll about the ship--"

From a respectful distance the three young engineers watched Alan and Mary Standish as they walked forward.

"A corking pretty girl," said one of them, drawing a deep breath. "I never saw such hair and eyes--"

"I'm at the same table with them," interrupted another. "I'm second on her left, and she hasn't spoken three words to me. And that fellow she is with is like an icicle out of Labrador."

And Mary Standish was saying: "Do you know, Mr. Holt, I envy those young engineers. I wish I were a man."

"I wish you were," agreed Alan amiably.

Whereupon Mary Standish's pretty mouth lost its softness for an instant. But Alan did not observe this. He was enjoying his cigar and the sweet air.
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Alan Holt was a man whom other men looked at twice. With women it was different. He was, in no solitary sense of the word, a woman's man[2q]. He admired them in an abstract way, and he was ready to fight for them, or die for them, at any time such a course became necessary. But his sentiment was entirely a matter of common sense. His chivalry was born and bred of the mountains and the open and had nothing in common with the insincere brand which develops in the softer and more luxurious laps of civilization. Years of aloneness had put their mark upon him. Men of the north, reading the lines, understood what they meant. But only now and then could a woman possibly understand. Yet if in any given moment a supreme physical crisis had come, women would have turned instinctively in their helplessness to such a man as Alan Holt.

He possessed a vein of humor which few had been privileged to discover. The mountains had taught him to laugh in silence. With him a chuckle meant as much as a riotous outburst of merriment from another, and he could enjoy greatly without any noticeable muscular disturbance of his face. And not always was his smile a reflection of humorous thought. There were times when it betrayed another kind of thought more forcefully than speech.

Because he understood fairly well and knew what he was, the present situation amused him. He could not but see what an error in judgment Miss Standish had made in selecting him, when compared with the intoxicating thrill she could easily have aroused by choosing one of the young engineers as a companion in her evening adventure. He chuckled. And Mary Standish, hearing the smothered note of amusement, gave to her head that swift little birdlike tilt which he had observed once before, in the presence of Captain Rifle. But she said nothing. As if challenged, she calmly took possession of his arm.

Halfway round the deck, Alan began to sense the fact that there was a decidedly pleasant flavor to the whole thing. The girl's hand did not merely touch his arm; it was snuggled there confidently, and she was necessarily so close to him that when he looked down, the glossy coils of her hair were within a few inches of his face. His nearness to her, together with the soft pressure of her hand on his arm, was a jolt to his stoicism.

"It's not half bad," he expressed himself frankly. "I really believe I am going to enjoy answering your questions, Miss Standish."

"Oh!" He felt the slim, little figure stiffen for an instant. "You thought--possibly--I might be dangerous?"

"A little. I don't understand women. Collectively I think they are God's most wonderful handiwork. Individually I don't care much about them. But you--"

She nodded approvingly. "That is very nice of you. But you needn't say I am different from the others. I am not. All
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