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				That Darn Newspaper Headline
			

			
				 
			

			
				The large words printed on the page screamed at Ed Williams so loud he couldn't ignore them. He couldn't look away. They grabbed at his mind like a mythical Greek Siren's wail and pulled him in. There it was in the 1897 edition of the Seattle Post-Intelligencer newspaper.
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				"GOLD! GOLD! GOLD! GOLD! Sixty-Eight Rich Men on the Steamer Portland. STACKS OF YELLOW METAL! 
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				Ed Williams had read it over and over. Those words had reached in and captured his very being. Was it really true?  He wanted to know more. He had to know more. The newspaper story spelled out how two steam ships had arrived from the Klondike Gold Rush. The steam ship Excelsior had docked in San Francisco and the SS Portland had docked in Seattle. Between the two ships, they had carried three tons of gold from the Klondike in Canada. 
			

			
				 
			

			
				"Three tons?" Ed thought to himself in astonishment. It sounded fantastic. Was gold everywhere in this far off place he'd never heard of before, called the Klondike? Was it really there for the taking? Could someone like Ed, actually go there, reach down and pick it up of the ground? Pick up gold? That darn headline. 
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				Ed Williams was caught up in the wonder of it all. Him and thousands more. Gold Fever had him, like nothing before in his life. It held him fast in it's merciless grip. The strike was on and thousands would heed the call of Gold Fever. Would he?
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				Ed Williams was a young, single fellow who worked as a livery-stable keeper. He liked animals well enough, but he knew two things. He wasn't going to get rich in his job and he would probably never have another opportunity like this one.
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				Later, Ed found out that there was a place called Skagway, Alaska. It was one of the cheapest routes to the Klondike gold fields. The other was Dyea. So in an incredible burst of raw optimism, Ed decided that's where he needed to go. From Skagway, he would make his way to the gold. Why not? It all sounded simple enough. Like something he could do. Something he should do. And Ed had convinced himself that it was something he had to do.
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				So nearly blinded by Gold Fever, Ed Williams packed up and headed for Seattle and a steam ship that would carry him to Skagway. 
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				He wasted no time, and soon found himself on the busy docks in Seattle where it seemed like the whole world had shown up at the same time. And all of them suffering from Gold Fever just like Ed Williams. The crowd pushed and shoved their way on board anything that could float and take then north. 
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				Ticket in hand, it was finally Ed's turn to board. He was suddenly crammed on to a steam ship with a boat load of other "stampeders" who were headed north to stake their claim. From the deck of the ship, Ed squeezed himself between two other men who were standing at the ship's railing to wave goodbye to Seattle. As Ed stood there, packed in like a sardine, looking back at the dock, his mind raced. 
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				What would the voyage be like? Would it take days, or would bad weather delay his arrival in Skagway for weeks? And what would he find in Skagway? 
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				With a blast of noise from it's horn, the steam ship cast off. 
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				Ed Williams was suddenly filled with intense excitement and sheer terror at the same time. In the pit of his stomach Ed discovered a nagging feeling that this was the biggest mistake of his life. Then for one panicky moment, he nearly jumped overboard. He could have done it. Ed could have swam back to shore and forgotten all about the piercing cry of the Greek Siren's wail, that beckoned him to cast his fears to the wind and join her on the journey of his life. Ed could have jumped ship. But he didn't.
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				That darn headline burned in his Gold Fever brain. "GOLD! GOLD! GOLD! GOLD! Sixty-Eight Rich Men on the Steamer Portland. STACKS OF YELLOW METAL!" There was no turning back now.
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

		

			
				A Cheechako in Skagway
			

			
				 
			

			
				Dark clouds, strong wind and heavy rain welcomed Ed to Skagway, Alaska. 
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				His voyage on the steam ship has been a rough one. Most of the passengers, including Ed, had been sea sick the entire week. High waves and bad weather had battered the ship. And it had seemed as though the steamer would never stop being tossed into the air, then slammed back hard into the water as the ship rolled from side-to-side. Except for still being sea sick and the wind and rain greeting him as the ship entered Skagway Bay, Ed was happy this voyage had come to an end. 
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				As he strained to see his destination while he hung on to the railing, Ed recalled an onboard conversation with a fellow passenger who had been to Skagway before. He had told Ed that the name "Skagway" was a Tlingit native Alaskan word meaning "rough seas in the Taiya Inlet caused by strong north winds."
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				As the steamer finally dropped anchor in the choppy waters of the bay, Ed thought to himself that Skagway was living up to it's name. As he looked out over the settlement from the deck of the steamer, Ed notice a few rough looking buildings and a lot of tents and half buildings with tent roofs. It was a place populated with a crush of people. Ed was soon told that a small skiff boat would be used to transport passengers from the steamer to the waiting Skagway dock.
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				When it was finally his turn to climb off the steam ship and into the waiting skiff, Ed was soaking wet from the rain as he discover a new challenge. The steamer was bobbing up and down on the waves while the skiff was bobbing in the opposite direction. Just getting from the steam ship and into the skiff without falling overboard was going to be tricky. All this up and down motion made Ed's sea sickness worse.
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				Somehow he managed, although barely, to make it from the ship to the skiff without falling overboard. One poor soul wasn't as lucky and had to be fished out of Skagway Bay by both crew and passengers. As they drug the man out of the water and into the skiff, Ed chuckled to himself. Here Ed was, soaked to the bone. Even if he fell into the bay, as wet as he was, he couldn't get any wetter.
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				When the skiff was finally full of passengers for this trip, the boat was pushed off from the steam ship. It was a rough ride in the choppy water of the bay to the waiting dock. But the moment Ed set foot on that wooden dock, his mind and body had a disagreement. Ed knew he was back on something solid, but his body still felt like the waves were still tossing the steamship up and down, side to side. Time was the only thing that would help.
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				As he took in a deep breath of crisp Alaskan air, Ed manage to start walking forward through the crowded dock toward the beach.
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				As he step off the dock, his still shaky legs sank half way to his knee caps in Soggy mud. With each labored step, his cold, soaking wet and still sea sick body was getting closer to the town of Skagway. Whipped by wind and rain, Ed kept saying to himself, "don't fall in the mud. don't fall in the mud." 
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				Everywhere Ed looked, it was like a bizarre carnival. People, animals and wagons full of goods, slogged through the mud in all directions. The crush of humanity in this small place was down right scary. But Ed hadn't seen anything yet. The wind and the rain conspired and pushed him to walk closer to a couple of buildings in search of a board walk where he could get out of the mud. But the only thing he saw was a few muddy planks here and there. Even so, there was no room to walk on them. 
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				The sound of loud, out of tune piano music, laughter and talk filled the air as Ed slogged past the Salty Dog Saloon. Suddenly, the front door of the saloon burst open and a man with a bloody face was thrown out by two huge men. Slosh! The man fell face first in the mud, right in front of Ed as one of the huge men snarled at the bleeding man, "and stay out!" Ed quickly noticed that no one on the muddy street had even stopped to look. Everyone just kept trudging through the mud as if nothing had happened. Ed thought about trying to help the man, but he didn't because he might have lost his own sea sick balance and ended up in the mud right beside the man.
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				A little farther up the street a small noisy crowd had gathered. Curious, Ed pushed his way forward to see what was happening. 
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				A great big, grizzled looking man was giving a terrible beating to a much smaller and terrified looking fellow. The smaller man was lying in the street, covered from head to toe with mud as the big man bent down and picked up the little guy by his neck and his in-seem. The grizzled miner then lifted the little fellow high over his head and flung him under a horse drawn wagon. 
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				The horses spooked, reared up and began stomping and kicking in all directions. The little guy struggled to crawl through the mud under the wagon to get away from the horses and the big miner. To the delight of the gathered crowd, the mud covered little man somehow got up and slogged through the mud as he stumbled to run away. The crowd laughed as the big man growled at the little fellow, "you better run. You, you cheechako!" Then the laughter quickly died down and the crowd started breaking up.
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				Ed stood there a moment in the mud, the wind and the soaking rain and thought to himself, "what kind of place was this and how am I ever going to make it here?" 
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				As Ed start to slog up the street again, he recalled a fellow passenger on the steam ship who had been to Skagway before.  He had said that new comers to Alaska were called "cheechakos" and the people who have been there a while are called "Sourdoughs". According to him, cheechakos were a sort of low-life in Skagway. There was even a scam aimed at them. When a cheechako bought something in Skagway, the store keepers wouldn't give them any change, no matter how much they had coming.
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				And if the cheechako said anything about it, they would get physically thrown out of where ever they were. On the other hand, Sourdoughs weren't cheated that way.
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				As Ed looked around, his still half sea sick mind remembered the gold fields and his reason for being here. And that was enough to keep him going. At least for now. Cold to the bone, soaking wet and tired of the mud, Ed spotted a place called Clancy's Saloon where he figured he could at least get out of the wind and rain for a while. Maybe it had a warm fire for his weary, wet body.
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				What was in store for him in Skagway and the gold fields? Ed was too tired to care right now. But if he knew, he'd probably just turn

			
			
			
			
			
		