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New Alaskan Air Service Brings Territory Within 24 Hours of D. C. 
-— v 

Rich Area Is 

Opened by 
Clippers 

Writer Describes 
Pioneer Flight 
To Northland 
By Joseph S. Edgerton. 

Leave Washington Sunday after- 
noon and go fishing for hard-fight- 
Ing king salmon in Alaska Monday 
afternoon. Leave a land of glaciers, 
snow banks and icebergs Friday and 
be among palm trees Saturday aft- 
ernoon. Visit the.Golden Gate In- 
ternational Exposition on Treasure 
Island Saturday afternoon at 3:30 
and fly over the New York World's 
Fair the following afternoon. 

All these until recently fabulous 
undertakings now are possible, with 
ease and comfort, as a result of 
America's newest piece of aviation 
pioneering, the opening of air trans- 

port service between Seattle and 
Juneau, Alaska. 

Recent inauguration of Alaskan 
service, established primarily for 
Improvement of communications be- 
tween the United States and the 
northern territory, but with secon- 

dary considerations of military im- 
portance, has brought Alaskan ter- 
ritory within five hours of the United 
States and 24 hours of Washington. 

Until now, Alaska has been as far 
away from the United States in 
travel time as has Europe. Because 
of this isolation, the territory, de- 
spite scenic attractions the equal 
of those in any part of the world, 
fishing and hunting unsurpassed 
anywhere, and other attractions of 
an exceedingly varied nature, is 
practically unknowm to a majority 
of American citizens. 

Although all Americans who have 
gone to school at all know that 
Alaska is almost unbelievably rich in 
resources, most of them only par- 
tially developed, even yet they have 
considered it as little more than a 

remote wilderness, so unattainable 
that they do not even consider the 
prospect of bringing it within the 
range of personal experience. 

Today, however, with the inaugu- 
ration by Pan-American Airways of 
clipper flying boat service between 
Seattle and Juneau, the capital of 
the territory, connecting there with 
its pioneer Pacific-Alaska Airways 
service to Fairbanks, Nome and 
other points, Alaska no longer is re- 

mote at all. Instead of being four 
days away, Juneau is only seven 

hours from the continental United 
States. The southernmost town of 
the territory, Ketchikan, world's 
greatest salmon-packing center, 
straggling along on a shelf between 
towering mountains and the sea, is 

just a little more than five hours j 
removed. 

fast lime Mane. 

It was made possible for the 
writer, traveling as a passenger 
on the inaugural passenger flight 
between Seattle and Juneau, to 
leave Washington on Sunday and to 

present a copy of The Sunday Star 
to the Governor of Alaska, Dr. Er- 
nest Gruening, in his own territory 
on Monday. 

If pressed for time. Dr. Gruening 
can leave the territorial capital in 
Juneau Tuesday morning, for ex- 

ample, reach Washington Wednes- 
day morning, transact a day's busi- 
ness in the National Capital, and 
be back in Juneau Thursday eve- 

ning. Juneau to Washington 
and return between Tuesday morn- 

ing and Thursday night—the 
thought would have been a fantas- 

ia tic dream only a decade ago to men 
who counted on four days, at best, 

•for a trip between Seattle and 
Juneau—one way. 

A factual, narrative account of a 

sample trip between Washington 
and Alaska may be the best way 
of illustrating just what is happen- 
ing in this highly important move- 

ment to bind the vital Alaskan 
territory closer to home than were 

our own Western States a few years 
ago. Such a narrative also may 
serve to indicate something of the 
new wonders which are brought 
within almost overnight reach of 
Americans in all parts of the coun- 

try. As the guest of United Air 
Lines and Pan American Airways, it 
was possible for me to gain at first 
hand an experience which undoubt- 
edly will come to increasing num- 

bers of Americans as the months 
go on. Bookings already made indi- 
cate that Alaskan travel is at the 
opening of the greatest period in its 
history’. 

Since the writer was the guest of 
United Air Lines on the transcon- 
tinental trip, the start was made 
from the new $28,000,000 La Guardia I 
Field. New York. By connecting 
air service, the start can be made 
by air directly from Washington, 
with a further saving of time. 

Take-off from New York was at 
4 p.m. Sunday, with arrival in 
Juneau scheduled for 5 p.m. Mon- 

day, 25 hours later, with 1 hour 
allowed for the connection in 

Seattle. 
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liner arrived in Cleveland at 6:52 
p.m. and there the passenger di- 
rectly from Washington would go 
aboard. The big plane began “over- 

hauling” the clock. There was 

heavy rain at Cleveland and the 
city lights were burning, yet. chasing 
the sun westward, we broke into 
clear weather, sunlight and magnifi- 
cent cloud effects. Even as late as 

9 p.m., by my watch, which re- 

mained on Washington time clear 
through to Seattle, it still was light 
enough to make out easily details of 
the scenery below. Battling head 
winds, W’e landed at Chicago after 
a flight of 5 hours and 12 minutes. 

Take Sleeping Plane. 
At Chicago there was a transfer 

to a sleeping plane, with Mr. and 
Mrs. Franklin D. Roosevelt, jr., as 

new passengers coming aboard. The 
attractive young stewardess went to 
work at once making up berths. Mrs. 
Roosevelt turned in soon after Chi- 
cago, but the President's son mixed 
with his fellow passengers for a 
little free-for-all conversation, with 
no holds barred, as is the Roosevelt 
way. One by ofte, however, the 
party, soothed by the steady drone 
of the engines and the easy swing 
of flight through smooth, calm skies, 
disappeared and the last berth light 
was out long before the first stop out 
of Chicago, at North Platte, Nebr., 
at 2:27 a.m.. still Washington time. 

There was another stop at Chey- 
enne before the first flush of a 
magnificent dawn which bathed in 
burnt-orange and gold the rather 
moth-eaten and threadbare looking 

r 
Wasatch Mountain range as we 
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The Pan American Alaska 
Clipper, piloted by Capt. 
Jerry Jones, is shown arriving 
at Wards Cove, near Ketch- 
ikan, Alaska. The boat is the 
Ark of Juneau. 

eased “over the hump” into Salt 
Lake City. Heading away from the 
pioneer transcontinental airway, we 
crossed the center of Great Salt 
Lake for the Pacific Northwest, 
landing at Boise, the capital of 
Idaho, at 9:10 a.m. The Snake 
River wound its tortuous way below 
through barren mountains, continu- 
ing the age-long chiseling of its 
famous goige. At Meacham we 

picked up the old Oregon Trail into 
Pendleton, scene of the famous an- 
nual roundup, and so on across the 
Powder River country, stamping 
ground of Gen. John Fremont and 
Kit Carson, with the snow peaks of 
Mount Rainier, Mount Adams, 
Mount Hood and Mount Baker be- 
ginning to come tip, unbelievably 
huge, isolated and formidable from 
our high vantage point. 

Down the magnificent Columbia 
River gorge we passed directly over 

the huge Bonneville Dam. and even 

the young Roosevelts abandoned 
breakfast to gaze in awe at one of 
the greatest New Deal engineering 
achievements. The battleship Ore- 
gon. of Spanish War and “round the 
Horn” fame, was an outstanding 
point of interest as we eased into 
the beautiful new airport at Port- 
land. Oreg. Up through Oregon and 
into Washington we marveled at the 
stands of giant conifers and grieved 
over the great areas where indis- 
criminate timbering had made bar- 
rens of the forests. So. into Seattle, 
to Boeing Field, where we landed at 
12:52 p.m., E. S. T„ 18 hours and 
56 minutes away from the Atlantic 
Coast. 

Here watches were set back to 
conform with the results of our sun- 

chasing, to Seattle time, 9:52 am. 
Our first day from home had been 
stretched by three hours, thanks to 
fast transportation. 

Destroyers on Guard. 
From Boeing Field there was a 

hurried trip, behind a motor cycle 
police escort, with sirens wailing- 
thanks to our head winds—to Sand 
Point, where Pan-American has set 
up its new Seattle base adjacent to 
the expanding naval air station, 
with two grim destroyers on guard. 

Perfect weather, cloudless, with no 
haze and a warm, blinding sun made 
even more auspicious the start of 
the first Alaskan passenger flight. 
Gov. Gruening, known to many 
Washingtonians through his asso- 
ciation with the Interior Department 
as chief of the Division of Territo- 
ries and Insular Possessions, was one 
of the inaugural passengers. 

Our plane looked very familiar— 
with very good reason. It was a 

41,000-pound Sikorsky S-42B flying 
boat, high-winged, with four en- 
gines and a passenger capacity of 32 
and a crew of five. On her nose ap- 
peared the words Alaskan Clipper. 

Because of the war, negotiations 
covering operation of American Clip- 
per service through Canadian terri- 
torial limits, with possible Canadian- 
based aids to air navigation tern- 
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Got’. Ernest Gruening of Alaska is shown beside a totem 
pole symbolic of the Territory. The pole was carried on the in- 
augural mail flight from Juneau, the territorial capital, to 
Seattle, Wash. The Governor'S' mansion at Juneau. 

porarily are in abeyance—we had to 
keep clear of her territorial waters. 
Well out to sea we cruised up the 
Vancouver coast, ever wilder and 
more desolate. Here, 30 miles at sea, 
were fleets of Ashing boats, many of 
them no more than 20 feet long. 
They stay at sea for days at a time. 

Visit Pacific Graveyard. 
By noon we were off Barkley 

Sound, up which sailed some of the 
earliest settlers of Vancouver, to 
establish themselves far inland on 
landlocked harbors. 

Past Triangle, course is shifted 
toward the 60-mile-wide mouth of 
Hecate Channel, between the Cana- 
dian Queen Charlotte Islands and 
British Columbia’s mainland. 

The channel eventually narrows; 
there are mountains along both 
sides and at 3:50 wre cross the inter- 
national boundary into American 

waters, with an increasing number 
of small, densely forested islands 
below. 

Moor Near Ketchikan. 
Capt. Jones "cuts the gun" at 4:04. 

at 4:06 we are on the water and at 
4:12 we moor around the corner 
from Ketchikan in a sheltered bay. 
There is a yacht waiting to take us 

to a town which stands on very long 
legs: the w'hole 4-mile water front is 
on piers, there is a tide range of 23 
feet and it is low water. At Anchor- 
age the tidal range is 60 feet, we are 

told, the same as in the famous Bay 
of Fundv. At Nome, however, the 
range is a mere 3 feet What part 
of Ketchikan does not stand on stilts 
—most of its main street is of 
planks on piles—is chiseled into the 
mountainside. It is exceedingly pic- 
turesque and we are not, too regretful 
when Gov. Gruening insists that the 

clipper schedule be changed to per- 
mit us to remain here overnight 
and continue to Juneau in the morn- 

ing. 
The weather held good on Monday j 

morning. After sampling the famous i 
Alaskan salmon berries and huge 
blueberries, which grow in a tropical 
profusion among the hemlocks, 
spruce and junipers, we boarded j 
the clipper and took off into a [ 
sunny, dewev morning after a night 
of showers. The islands and main- j land grew progressively more mag- j 
niflcent as we headed by Clarence ; 

Strait, past Etolin and Prince of 
Wales Islands, past McHenry Inlet 
and through a breath-takingly beau- 
tiful panorama of wild islands, tow- 
ering mountains and winding chan- 
nels. 

We passed the mouth of Stikine 
Strait, cruised alongside the moun- 

iains on Zarembo Island and into j 
Sumner Strait, with the famous | 
Wrangell Narrows opening into the 
mountains ahead. We entered Dun- 
:an Canal, which nearly divides Ku- 
preanof Island in two, jumped a low 
?ap between cloud-topped mountains 
and cleared the island into Frederick 
Sound, with Admiralty Island to the 
left, rather indistinct under clouds 
and shreds of fog. We pulled into 
Stephens Passage, with traces of 
10.000-foot peaks in the Coastal 
Range, cloud-shrouded, visible far 
away on the mainland. Our first 
icebergs began to appear, spawned 
by Taku Glacier. 

Entering narrow Gastoneou Chan- 
nel, discovered by Joe Juneau, whose 
name lives in the territorial capital, 
we gaped at the $1,000,000 abandoned 
Thane copper mines and the Tread- 
well mines, still working, with sub- 

Air view of Ketchikan, Alaska, made from the Pan Ameri- 
can Clipper. 

marine bores under the channel, be- 
fore sighting the great Alaska- 
Juneau gold mine, which now' em- 

ploys 1,000 men, and Juneau itself, 
at the foot of towering 5.000-foot 
cliffs. Capt. Jones flew us over the 
foot of Mendenhall Glacier, one of 
the most photographed and best- 
known of Alaskan scenes, before we 
eased to a smooth landing in Auk 
Bay, scaring a deer into splashing 
retreat out of shallow' water on an 
island shore. It was just before 
noon w'hen the clipper passengers 
filed ashore—end of the run for all 
but four of us, who were going on 
into the interior. 

A fast trip through Juneau to the 
Pan-American Airways office and 
we were ticketed and cleared on 
the subsidiary Pacific-Alaska Air- 
ways for Whitehorse, in Yukon Ter- 
ritory, and Fairbanks, northernmost J 
community under the United States 
flag. 

A twin-engined Lockheed Electra 
was warmed up and waiting and we 
were off shortly before 2 p.m. past 
glacier-bordered Lynn Canal toward 
Skagway, which was a roaring city 
of 25,000 during the Klondike gold 
rush of 1898-9 and now has a popu- 
lation of 400. The mountains along- 
side our wing tip were growing 
gigantic, with avalanche-scarred 
snowbanks merging into glaciers of 
all sizes. We passed over HaineS 
and the only military post now ex- 

isting in Alaska, Chilkoot Barracks, 
with a garrison of two infantry, 
companies. 

Here, below, was the locale of epics 
of the Yukon and Klondike gold 
rushes which have gone into story, 
song and almost fable. Skagway 
was the jumping-off point for 20.000 
frenzied gold-hunters in the single 
season of 1898. From Skagway they 
toiled up the 45-degree escarpment 
of Chilkoot Pass, hacking steps out 
of the rock much of the way. Ava- 
lanches slew them by hundreds, 
‘'Soapy" Smith and his bandits 
preyed on them, but they struggled 
on. The old trail up Chilkoot is 
sharp-cut after these four decades 
and we marveled at the tenacity 
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New Policewoman, Washingtons’ First in Four Years, Has Had Vigorous Training 
By Basil Gordon. 

Last month another District of 
Columbia police recruit class was 

graduated w'ith ceremonies, and 
forthwith the local force was aug- 
mented by 27 brave and true police- 
men. But to be strictly accurate 
there were really only 26, for one 
was a policewoman—the first in a 
rookie class in the last four years. 

"Take a walk,” said the bass, "and 
go see this courageous lady. Learn 
what inspired her to launch forth on 
such a career. Was it the simple 
love of adventure, or has she got it 
in for men? Is she merely seeking 
experience to bolster a larger under- 
taking, or was there something m 
her girlhood life which suggested 
such a career? Perhaps there was 
a tomboy instinct way back in her 
pigtail days, w'hich caused her to 
scrap the dollhouse to play cops and 
robbers or beat up the neighborhood 
bully. Get the story, and don’t let 
her pinch you. Amen.” 

Policewoman Margaret Hawkins 
turned out to be a cinch to locate 
up at the Woman's Bureau. Seated 
executively behind a desk in a pri- 
vate office more or less surrounded 
by policemen, she w-as undoubtedly 
the most beautiful one that had ever 

graced that desk. It would be almost 
a pleasure to a crook to be taken in 
by this arresting personality. 

At this point it seems desirable 
to digress a bit and praise highly 
the co-operation of our police force, 
members of which went out of their 
way to welcome their new member 
with every courtesy. They evidently 
figure that it pays to make the re- 

cruit feel thoroughly at home right 
off the bat. in order to get the best 
work out of said recruit. 

Interesting Tale. 
The interview itself was most 

homelike. Forgotten were the grim 
surroundings; it was just a chat with 
a pleasant-faced lady dressed in the 
latest style, wearing neither gun nor 

handcuffs. The history of her life 
proved most interesting. 

She was born in a little town in 
North Dakota in 1901, into a fam- 
ily of five brothers. Her arrival 
created a sensation and a problem. 
Feminine companionship in (he 
neighborhood w-as practically nil, 
and remained so all during her stay- 
in North Dakota, which ended when 
she was 6 and the whole family 
moved to Washington State,*near 
Seattle. 

Conditions there were no different. 
There were cousins in the new ter- 
ritory-seven of them—and believe 
it or not, each was hopelessly male. 
After that there was no use in buck- , 

ing fate—the only thing to do was to 
make good in a masculine world. 
With the rough assistance of the 12 
boys she succeeded. 

Last Barrier Removed. 
Discarding all such feminine frip- 

peries as dolls, sewing sets and the 
like, she plunged into the task. 
Gradually she learned how to 
throw a stone straight, shoot 
marbles and spin tops. So far so 

good. It was a greater strain to 
make friends with toads, snakes, 
mice and bugs and keep them as 

pets in her room, but she made the 
grade. She learned how to put a 
worm on a hook, how to wrestle 
and box and how to whistle through 
her teeth. Her greatest regret was 
the sad fact that she had no 

pockets that she could stuff with 
marbles, fish hooks, strings, sinkers, 
chocolate eclairs and dead frogs, but 
the boys generously overlooked this 
failing. They began to think that 
she was almost as good as a boy. 
One memorable day, when she 
kicked like a steer at having to 
wash her hands and face before 
sitting down to supper, they wrent 
into executive session, removed the 
last barrier and elected her one of 
the boys. 

“Ever since,” continued Miss Haw- 
kins, “I have in a way been one of 
the boys, even if I do use a lipstick 
instead of a razor. I hope I have 
a good understanding of the mascu- 
line viewpoint on life—although I 
Insist that I am also quite femi- 
nine.” 

Problems urasped. 
From constant association with 

her 12 cousins and brothers she be- 
came interested in the lives and 
problems of other boys not so fortu- 
nately placed in life—the class that 
has since become identified as the 
underprivileged. Even at that early 
day she could see that something 
was wrong. Many were developing 
into toughs and gangsters—and all 
for lack of proper direction in their 
recreational activities, which con- 
sisted mainly of violent rough houses 
and fist fights. She determined to 
do something to help, and here it 
was that her upbringing stood her 
well. She would be able to enter 
right into the heart of the problem— 
not just waste time telling them 
not to fight but show them how, 
as long as that was their principal 
amusement. 

“It was really pitiful,” she said, 
"to see the ignorance under which 
they struggled. They just didn’t 
know anything. Sometimes I would 
sneak up on them when they were 
at play, and my heart would almost 
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break. A pair of youngsters would 
be wrestling with no style whatso- 
ever until finally one would get 
licked with absolutely no excuse for 
his defeat. The poor little soul 
didn't know enough to break his 
opponent's hold by kicking him in 
the chest and twisting his neck. 
It was one of my first duties to 
give these taggers such elementary 
education as how to slip out of a 
half-nelson and how to get a ham- 
merlock on the opposition. 

Patience Required. 
“Conditions were even worse when 

they boxed. Although many must 
have attended Sunday school, there 
was not one who understood the 
simple beauty of a good stiff upper- 
cut, and some couldn't even tell 
the difference between a left hook 
and a right cross to the jaw.” 

Miss Hawkins determined to cor- 
rect these deplorable deficiencies in 
their education. At first they re- 

jected her proffered services as 
trainer and sparring partner, hav- 
ing a natural masculine antagon- 
ism to the thought of having a girl 
muscle in on the sacred cauliflower 
industry, and she had to use pa- 
tience to overcome this handicap. 
Gradually it was done. One by one, 

as they picked themselves up after 
a straight left to the button or a 

wallop in the solar plexus from the 
Hawkins fist, there dawned in their 
black eyes and bruised countenances 
a new’ gleam of respect for her, and 
their little hearts w'ere filled with 
a determination to become w'orthy 
citizens and perfect their defenses 
for the future. 

“I have lost track of them since,” 
she sighed. "I know' in a vague 
wTay that they grew up and took 
various careers. Possibly some of 
the better ones may have become 
pugilists. No doubt some of the 
others became politicians. What- 
ever they are doing, I trust they 
are still grateful to me.” 

Does College Work. 
After this phase of her career she 

entered the University of Washing- 
ton to study journalism. She also 
took a course in penology, inspired 
by her understanding of and work 
with wayward boys of the neigh- 
borhood. The penology became so 
much more important than the 
journalism that after her gradua- 
tion she went to. Los Angeles to 
take a job as director of a play- 
ground. Her work there was not 
nearly so strenuous as It had been 

in the old days in Washington 
State, and she had more oppor- j 
tunity to study the home condi- 
tions of the boys from the woman's 
viewpoint tempered by a masculine 
understanding. 

About this time the Los Angeles ! 
County Welfare Board was organ- ! 
ized to make conditions better for j 
the lower income groups. She; 
joined it as a field worker. It was 
her duty to investigate many fami- 
lies and report back with recom- j mendations of what ought to be I 
done in each case. She learned to 
distinguish the w’orthy from the un- ; 
worthy, the shiftless from the thrifty j 
and the genuine from the fake. Her 
previous experience had been a big 
help, and what she learned at this j 
stage was even more important for 
her future. 

To broaden her knowledge of what 
had now become her specialized' 
field she volunteered, when a call | 
came in 1934, to go to Nevada as a ! 
social worker. In the course of her 
duties she traveled over every coun- 

ty in the State, much of her work 
being done right out in the desert, 
where she got to know every cactus 
plant by sight and quite a few by 
touch. 

In 1935 she took a sort of long- 
distance examination for the posi- 
tion of policewoman on the Distrct 
of Columbia force. It was just a 

shot in the dark, and when a month 
had elapsed and nothing further 
was heard of i{ she shrugged her 
shoulders and forgot about it. After 
that she traveled extensively, and 
among her travels was a trip early 
this spring to Buenos Aires. 

Called to Capital. 
There fate stepped in. The long 

shot matured. She got a wire from 

Washington notifying her that her 

application of five years ago had 

been accepted—and please to come 

on and attend the police rookie 

school. She got here as soon as 

possible, attended it, qualifying as 

a sharpshooter in the process and 
passed with flying colors. 

"What I'd like to know now,” I 
said, “is something about your du- 
ties here. Will you wear a uniform, 
tote a gun and take up the elusive 
trail of Louie the Lug and his pals 
or possibly go after the gun molls?” 

"This is my uniform,” she smiled, 
"and I don't expect to spoil its effect 
by adding a gun.” 

“But you can make arrests, can't 
you?” I persisted. 

“Yes, I have that right," she j 
i 

agreed. “But if it becomes neces- 
sary I think I’ll call a policeman. 
Now maybe you’ll believe me when 
I tell you I am essentially femi- 
nine.” 

"You win,” I said. “But what are 

your duties?” 
"Pretty much the same as be- 

fore,” she replied. "More than ever 
nowadays the woman’s angle is 
needed for social problems, espe- 
cially those involving domestic re- 

lations. 
“When I go to a home to in- 

vestigate the very last thing I want 
to do is to get tough and make 
trouble. Instead I want to prevent 
it. I want to straighten out diffi- 
culties before they become serious i 
enough to mean involvement with | 
the law. It is quite human and! 
natural for some policemen to meas- 

ure their efficiency by the number 
of arrests they get followed by con- 
victions, but I take an entirely oppo- 
site viewpoint and chalk up one vic- 
tory for each unfortunate that I can 
save from being, haled into court.” 

juarKea sincerity. 

There was no mistaking the sin- 
cerity of this kindly Western lady 
as she said this. I could not help 
but hope that her confreres on the 
force would agree with her and not 
get upset over her attempts to take 
customers away from them. After 
all, any fisherman would hate to 
have some one come along and 
scare most of the fish away from 
his best holes. As if in answer to 
the unspoken thought, she contin- 
ued: 

“Women are well accepted in po- 
lice work in Washington, although 
this is not always the case evarj- 
where. My experience has shown 
me that without doubt every big 
city should have a woman's bureau 
on its police force. All too many 
have merely a police matron or two, 
and they are not always of a type 
competent to give constructive ad- 
vice.” 

“Yours would be sound, I'm sure,” 
I answered. “Have you any sug- 
gestions to the public on how to 
improve conditions and work your- 
self out of a job?” 

"Well,” she said, “I’d like to see 
The Star urge, one thing—clubs to 
help wayw’ard children. I know 
how they feel and can guess better 
than most adults what they’ll think 
up next if not stopped." 

A 

of the men who braved it as we 
roared up and over the top at 160 
miles an hour. Where we passed 
in minutes they struggled for weeks, 
many failing and many dying. 

At 2:35 we topped the "hump'’ 
and were in British Columbia amid 
a stunning scene of hundreds of 
towering, wild peaks, buried under 
mighty snows and glaciers. Down 
through these peaks the gold rush- 
ers stumbled on to the Yukon and 
the Klondike. We soon reached 
the dazzling blue waters of Lake 
Bennett, where they built rafts and 
boats to ferry down the Lewes into 
the Yukon. At the foot of the lake 
is Carcross. supply town for the 
present eold mines in the rich Atlin 
area. We roared along smoothly 
over the rapids in which many of 
the gold rushers lost their lives— 
Miles Canyon and Whitehorse Rap- 
ids. Below we could see Lake La- 
berge—the “Lake Lebarge” where, 
according to the poem of Robert W. 
Service, occurred the cremation of 
Sam McGee. 

un nay in rairnanas. 

We made a half-hour luncheon 
stop at Whitehorse, listening to 
strange tales of these parts, and 
were off again on an airline for 
Fairbanks, passing the wild-horse 
country of the Kluane Lake Valley, 
beyond which are mountains in 
which is found the finest big-game 
hunting in the New World—the em- 

pire of the grizzly, the mountain 
sheep, caribou and moose. For 
hours we drilled alone over utter 
wilderness, marked only by the 40- 
year-old trails of the gold-rush 
hordes—in from Chilkoot and White 
Pass, out by Chilcat— still distant 
after the passage of four decades. 
The brown of barren mountains 
gave way to increasing green of 
forested ridges and valleys, with 
occasional patches of the tundra 
which is the whole landscape of 
Northern Alaska, and myriads of 
lakes and tortuous streams. The 
size of this wilderness is almost 
appalling—for a full hour after leav- 
ing the last of the gold trails we 

saw no sign of man or his works; 
at least 16.000 square miles of un- 

touched wilderness passed before 
our eyes. 

Then across the wilds stretched 
the international boundary between 
British Yukon and Alaska. The 
surveyors cleared a 50-foot swath 
along the border as they went, 
many years ago. It can be seen 

from the air for miles, stretching 
from the Gulf of Alaska to the 
Arctic Ocean, directly north and 
south. 

Our plane circled over tne new 

$4,000,000 Ladd Field. Army Air 
Corps “cold weather” base now un- 

der- construction just outside Fair- 
banks. Piles of structural material 
lay around, great runways were 

cleared, and a “drag line" had been 
laid to wash gravel out of the Chena 
River for concrete runway paving. 
We landed at Fairbanks at 7:06 p.m. 
Seattle time. 5 hours and 43 minutes 
out of Juneau. Here our watches 
went back to 5:06 p.m.. Alaska time 
—a change of five hours since leav- 
ing Washington three days before. 
We had supper in Fairbanks a little 
later on Tuesday evening, giving 
thought to the fact that it already 
was Wednesday back home. 

But a still stranger fact engrossed 
us. It refused to get dark. Hours 
passed. We were entertained by 
Charley Burnett. Civil Aeronautics 
Authority administrator for 120,000 
square miles of Alaska, who used to 
be in Washington. He showed us an 

amazing collection of Eskimo ivory 
carving, furs, weapons and artifacts. 
Still it refused to get dark. We 
were in the land of the midnight 
sun and there is no dark in Fair- 
banks during the summer. But for 
the hills beyond the Chena, the sun 
would not set at all here: it just 
gets below the mountains along to- 
ward midnight. 

Coupled with a five-hour time dis- 
location in three days and a sun 
which refused to quit working, we 
were in a state of some confusion. 
Our feelings told us it was time to 
go to bed. our eyes told us it was 
nothing of the sort. The old sub- 
conscious, ticking along in normal 
gear and refusing to pay heed to the 
strange antics of time and distance, 
woke us up at 2 o'clock—day or 
night? A glance out the window 
showed daylight and it took some 
sleep-befuddled thinking to realize 
that, while it was the usual 7 a.m. 
rising time back home, here it was 
still the middle of a very bright 
night and no time to be waking up 
at all. 

Thirty hours from Washington— 
the land of the midnight sun, the 
outpost of the Arctic, Eskimo and 
Indian halfbreeds on the streets, 
“South of the Border, down Canada 
Way"— it's not to be wondered at 
if the air traveler to Alaska theso 
days finds himself somewhat con- 
fused. 


