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Alaska Peninsula Trek
Chapter 1:  Drift River to Tuxedni Bay
1 - Erin
First day.  It feels good to be finally out here.  The folks at Clearwater air were a little skeptical of dropping us off out here in the middle of nowhere, but we managed to convince them we knew what we were in for, and are (I hope) well-prepared for it.  It’s a beautiful clear day today.  You can see so far up and down this flat valley that I feel like I’m going nowhere when I stare ahead and walk.  It’s like a moonscape out here by the river.  Blasted grey sand and gravel with erroneous-looking boulders speckling the ground.  This whole area was hit hard by lahars when Redoubt erupted.  We got a head start upriver today in the plane.  Inching over Cook Inlet, shouting over the roaring motor as we watched the mountains come incrementally closer.  It was a shock to be dropped back down to human scale when we landed.  The cool down-valley breeze is airing out my feet here, and the sun feels great.  The river’s been good walking for the most part, with a few heinous scrambles through alder and devil’s club, up and over where the river cuts against the steep valley walls.  There's no intermediate here.  Flat and cliffs.  The wind is keeping them down now, but I’ve thwacked, swallowed, inhaled, and ineffectually flailed at more than my share of mosquitoes today.  Mosquitoes up the nose make me sneeze.  The wind seems pretty steady off the glaciers up valley, so hopefully we’ll have a respite from being devoured for awhile.  Also means the bears ahead are not forewarned by our smell.  We haven’t seen any animals yet, but these sand flats read as a newspaper of tracks.  Grizzly tracks.  Damn big bear tracks.  Also a lot of wolf, some smaller bears, moose, river otter, coyote...  I’ve been perfecting my “Heyyy  Bear!” call during our mostly-blind thrashes through the underbrush.  The alder by the river are long and spindly .  Like walking through a forest of straws.  You can’t see in, but it’s fairly easy to move around inside.  I wish the same could be said for the slopes.  I dread the coming bushwhacks.  My shoes are doing a good job at blending into the sand and rocks around them.  We've been wading back and forth across narrow little channels of this river, and it’s so silty that each step into the murky mucky bottom lays a nice pile of sediment in my shoe.  And of course this grit then migrates around to just the most uncomfortable spots.  We’re worried about silt clogs in the water filter too.  We’ve just passed up the theoretical day 1 campsite, but it’s early yet.  A warmish time for a long break.  
2 - Hig

Well, it’s almost 7 hours since we left camp and we’re only 2 or 3 miles from where we started and taking a cooked food break.  It doesn’t look so bad for some distance ahead now though.  We started by backtracking slightly and wading into a multi-hour traversing bushwhack along the steep (45 degree +!) slope which divided rushing waters from cliffs.  Up and down, balancing on alders, sliding on dirt slopes, swatting mosquitoes (not nearly as bad as early yesterday), and picking out devils club spines.  Finally we decided we could probably make the crossing with our rafts and we left the brush.  


This crossing was only over a small branch of the Drift River.  It’s always very difficult to estimate what can be done with these rafts because we have no way of testing their capabilities other than just jumping in and trying it out.  This one had a nice bailout spot on our side of the stream and a great target on the other, so after a good bit of deliberation, we deemed it crossable.  I headed out first and it went fine for about 3 paddle strokes until with a “pop” one paddle blade came loose and started rotating relative to the shaft.  I pulled it up and began attempting to retighten it, thinking of the waves standing tall in the rapids downstream.  I took another stroke, the paddle loosened again, but there was no time to really fix it, so I just fumbled along, half unscrewing the paddle blade, but eventually bumping into shore just at the start of the rapids.  

After a hollered warning form me, about paddle shafts, Erin started out.  As we had previously observed, her lighter weight made the paddle quite easy.  She actually had to drift a little without paddling so she could come ashore at the nice landing just upstream of my landing site.  After dragging our rafts up and dumping our the pool of water, we took a moment to check out a most unusual sand bar.  It appeared quite normal, a small bar formed in a calm bite out of the stream bank, but when you walked on it, a large section would liquefy, while the sand below your feet would remain solid.  Undoubtedly this could be dangerous in a place like Turnagain arm, but here, with no tides and fairly shallow sand deposits, we figured we could escape whatever trouble we got into.  Sometimes as we walked on it, the sand below our feet would bend like a flexible sheet, and I could imagine what it might be like to be a water walking bug.  


After this we walked on, weaving between and across very minor channels of the Drift R. and its tributaries.  We were glad to be traveling and thought we had just about outflanked the cliffs when the Drift reared across our path and left us no options but retreat, the alder (maybe), or the rafts.  So we started inflating again.  


Actually, first we waded to a sandbar and started assessing the river.  It was wide; a major portion of the drift river was concentrated here and we had chosen the spot because it was not a single deep channel, but instead a set of interweaving riffles and bars.  It was fast:  the river here was dropping about 50 feet per mile and yet somehow it seemed much steeper.  Also there was a very frightening set of rapids below our crossing and we could not see beyond that.  However, we compared it to our previous crossing and it seemed doable, except without the nice bailout option...  The starting point quickly drained into exciting looking waves that we were really not interested in experiencing.  

I went first again and though I had carefully tightened all joints, the paddle was instantly loose again.  A failed attempt to fix it revealed the problem.  It was actually overtightening, and the popping loose, like any overused threaded plastic.  But there was no time to consider the stupidity of my mistake.  Large waves were bouncing me up and down as I slid into the small rapids I had hoped to avoid.  And I wasn’t making that very critical progress towards the safety of the other side.  I grabbed the shaft end of the offending blade and prevented it from rotating as I dipped my arm over and over into the muddy fast waters.  


Now I’m half naked and well dried by the wind and sun.  Erin of course breezed across like she was jaywalking and avoided the rollercoasters I had ridden.  But the rafts have now proven themselves capable of riding significant waves, and I hope that with some improvement to the paddles we will continue to find them effective.

3 – Hig

We left the nice fire and comfy rock seats of our siesta point and followed the drift R. upstream.  Within about 10 minutes we again paused and watched as a grizzly, the 1st we’ve seen, wandered downstream a couple hundred yards away.  It was an awesome animal.  It padded along casually, inspecting the ground with its huge swinging head for any sight of food.  I’m not so skilled at creating an image of something like a grizzly.  I guess most large animals one sees are herbivores living in flat places and they move slowly and sort of stiffly, browsing mechanically.  This bear was constantly shifting, its huge shoulders adjusting as its legs lumbered over the ground.  It encountered a rather large channel shortly thereafter and without hesitating dove in and swam.  It was deep enough that the current swept it some distance downstream before it managed to make land, scrabbling up the unstable bank.  We watched it for some time after that as it found some tasty thing on the ground.  As it started angling toward us we started walking and the next time we looked it was running full tilt off across the valley.  It must have caught our smell or that of our siesta site and it decided we might be dangerous.  Perhaps it had encountered hunters before, or maybe a recent encounter with another grizzly (we found tracks hinting at this) had it on edge.

The rest of the day went quite well as we approached Redoubt.  We had one bushwhack due to crowding by the river again but it wasn’t bad.  We saw many strange volcanogenic landforms including large sink-hole like pits (maybe ice trapped in lahar?) and what I think was the toe of a huge landslide.  One particularly odd thing was a vaguely contouring strip of bare ground with alder on either side.  The only tree we saw in it was a very battered cottonwood.  We had noticed earlier that cottonwoods were much more tolerant of burial...  Also the vegetation was odd in that it was rather un-diverse overall and even much less diverse on a local scale.  Some places had only hellebore and alder while others would be dominated by fireweed or grass and alder...  The hellebore were particularly neat because they are so pretty and they were oddly distributed with clusters of 2 or 3 huge plants.  We slept well in one such place, and I’m sitting now with a view of the river, Redoubt, and spots of sunlight piercing the alder. 

4 – Erin 
6/25/01


Now that I’ve finally laid down, I realize that I’m exhausted.  We’re slightly behind our estimated schedule, but we’re well up the pass and not too far from the top if the walking keeps being smooth. (Actually, Hig just corrected me – we’re just across the valley from the planned spot)  We woke up this morning to finish our walk on the beautiful shelf overlooking the gorge, scrambling over an immense mudslide which was crumbling over leftover miniature ridges of snow.  And then, of course, we hit a cliff.  
The snow sloped down gently to the raging river below us, then promptly disappeared as the waves lapped against the rock face ahead.  No way past but a steep alder traverse over the cliffs.  We spent about five hours covering a map distance of about 800 feet.  Though it’s about a mile when you count the elevation change, and probably at least five if you count all the clambering up and down over trees.  Alder are frustrating, but they seem much more kindly when they are the handholds on a steep slippery slope.  
My feet stick better to the ground than they used to.  More practice and more loosely tied shoes.  It seemed fine when we were thick in the trees, swimming through alder, scrambling across a little gully...  But then there started being open patches.  And we had views!  Rushing river just below our feet but so far down!  It was terrifying! (though actually not much worse).  

We belayed eachother over one wide snow traverse – not because it was so hard to walk, but because the thought of sliding off it was rather unnerving.  I very carefully ignored the wonderful view to focus on my feet and my ice axe and the rope in my hand..  Eventually we shot down a snow chute and across the river on an enormous snow bridge.  We’d just climbed up the other side when we heard a vast deep crashing thumping sound.  We’d heard a few before – big snow slides.  

We were just in time to see the one other (much smaller) snowbridge crash and crumble into the river downstream of us.  The timing would have been all off without that 5 hour detour.  :)  We took a whole series of pictures of it.  Using up film too quickly on these sunny days.  The tributaries coming in upvalley of that were almost all bridged by snow and the other was doable.  Almost the whole walk from then on was in snow.  

Soft, squishy, with deep suncups and actual slush pools in places.  It was a good leg workout charging through it, but it felt so nice to be making progress.  But I guess we’re always making visible progress.  Either I can’t see very far and am moving very slowly (nasty bushwhacks) or I’m moving fast with a huge vista.  Either way, progress relative to the landscape isn’t so bad.  I think we saw a wolf down near the end of the pass.  Too far away to be sure, but it sure looked dog-shaped in the bushes.  A lot of neat mud upwellings there from an under-snow mudslide.  Pretty orange-brown snow.  

The Drift river grew more stately as we walked upvalley.  Wide, slow, and braided into a million different channels.  But we tuned away and took off up this pass.  Climbing, but in nice snow.  Quite fast.  It’s exciting to be out of that valley in a new place.  The voles are enormous and bold here.  Hig’s worried they’ll chew up all our gear as we sleep.  
5-Erin
6/26/01


Our gear is strewn all over the rocks here, drying off after our long paddle.  I’m glad we had a warm sunny day for this, with the streams of water running down to my butt from my shoes, and the splash onto my pack and my stomach with each paddle stroke, there was never a hope of staying dry.  Getting in is an ungainly wriggling, trying to keep the pack, raft, paddle and the strings that attach them all untangled from eachother.  They usually tangle with me.  

This whole valley is a lake!  The upper reaches of the river were swift and rocky but then it flattened out and spread to fill the whole valley.  We were just lazily drifting down willow-lined channels which split and branched and wandered.  It reminded me of Minnesota topography, except for the impressive backdrop of mountains and glaciers.  The flat willowy part of the valley ends abruptly just downstream of us in a wall of dead spruce.  Maybe killed in an old eruption of Redoubt? 

 That pot of beans and rice looks about ready.  Mmmm....  with a little oil from the sun dried tomatoes...  I really like our midday hot lunches.  So nice to take a break in the sun to hang out dry out and eat good food.  We need a better way to store those tomatoes in oil.  Always leaking.  Rafting downstream is fast!  Seems so lazy, but we gain a lot of time.
6-Erin
6/27/01

After our paddle yesterday we realized we had set ourselves up for an unintended shortcut.  Happily paddling along, not noticing where we were supposed to go up the mountain.  We could have still done it from where we were, but it was a long way up and quite steep.  And no one likes to backtrack.  So we decided to chance the riverbank.  Unfortunately, we had some nasty willow bushwhacking and quite a bit of mediocre alder.  Fortunately, the river didn’t quite butt up against the cliff in the narrow spot.  We had a great butt-sliding chute down to the river’s edge, and then a nice pile of rocks to walk around on.  The bushwhack down the river isn’t so bad, but I do get tired of it.  The mosquitoes here are huge!  I’ve been adding their large carcasses to our sleeping bag as a decoration.  We slept in a former nest of devil’s club last night (after hacking them all down of course.)  A warm night’s sleep, but I occasionally get a bit claustrophobic in that narrow bag.

7-Hig
6/27/01

Today went very smoothly.  No difficult rafting, no long bushwhacks, and no unexpected climbs.  We started down in the thick of the alder at a campsite which first had to be cleared of devil’s club and now we’re camped where the velcro-like lichen are sticking to all our foofy insulation and it’s hundreds of feet down to the highest alder.  We began the day by bushwhacking along the N. Fork Crescent R. down past high cliffs of crumbling lahar deposit.  After only an hour or so of this slow going we came upon an excellent bear trail which shot us along for the first mile of our long arc to Crescent Lake.  As we exited the meadow-broken alder into beetle-killed spruce the trail abruptly vanished, leaving us to stumble along through scattered trees, willow, and a phenomenal amount of high-bush cranberry.
8-Erin
6/29/01


Sitting here on the grass in front of the little cabin we slept in last night.  This place is much more respectable a spot in the middle of nowhere than the  Redoubt Mtn Lodge.  Things look appropriately plain and weather-beaten.  We managed to find the only 2 cliffs on the whole slope on our descent from our 3000 foot campsite of squishy heather and lichen.  But they were relatively painless to avoid, and the descent through the alder was even pleasant in some places.  A lot of nice dirt to butt-slide down, with trees on both sides of the chute to grab onto.  The snow was a bit hard and steep for glissading, but Hig did anyway, whirling to catch alders every 10 feet to stop himself.  We saw one avalanche of mud and snow boulders fresh enough that the flayed leaves of the hellebore it trampled hadn’t even wilted!  I wonder if that was one of the rumbles we heard from up high.  Eventually we hit flat ground and mucked through the grassy swamp to the muddy bay shore.  Lots of grizzly tracks.  

We blew up the rafts and floated lazily out bay with the outgoing tide.  We were so far up that the water didn’t even show a hint of salt.  At first I kept paddling and paddling, convinced that we weren’t going anywhere.  But eh current was carrying us at a good clip, and we enjoyed the spinning view of the landscape.  Those rafts can do a 360 with no paddle strokes at all.  Taking a picture from the raft is an exercise in frustration.  As I'm desperately struggling to pull out and turn on the camera, the boat is happily spinning me away from the shot.  So I paddle a couple strokes to right it, then hastily click the shutter as the landscape both drifts and spins by.  We paddled past some amazing cliffs.  And a couple of young grizzlies.  They were snoozing under a ledge and were rather disturbed by the funny floating creatures – huffing and jogging away a few yards, only to turn and stare in curiosity.  I tried to take a picture.  We were busy staring at a strange patch of something on the cliff face and didn’t notice the bears in time to be quiet.  

Eventually the current stopped helping us and we were tired of boating, but we were stuck out beyond an enormous flat of muck.  We paddled and poled our rafts across until we reached ground firm enough to stand on, climbed out shivering, and dragged the raft across the mud to the next channel, where we flopped in, paddled across, and repeated the whole thing.  We saw a seal poking out of the water in one of the channels.  It was nice and warm in the sun, so we dried out a bit, loosely packed our muddy gear, and started trucking along the beach.  Lots of grizzly tracks.  We’d been confused about where the Croll’s was, and according to our directions, we should have passed it awhile ago.  We ended up asking some passing set-netters.  The seemed to think we were a couple lost idiots, but they gave us a ride across one of the sloughs.  

And then we had mud.  Miles of slippery mud to cross.  There were only a couple places where it really ate my feet, but the constant shluck shluck shluck of pulling my heels out wore out my feet and lower legs right away.  There were occasional sloughs and depressions to cross, which usually involved a graceful flailing slide down the near bank, followed by a frantic scramble up the far bank, to avoid being sucked in by the deep mud on the sides.  There were rocky shores along the edge of the muck, and we followed that for awhile, hoping for a beach.  I was just taking a picture of Hig rounding the corner of a really nice columnar basalt formation when he slowly turned around and walked back. Sow grizzly with cubs, napping just around the corner.  

So from there we just made straight across the open mud flats.  The Croll’s dog – Wolfie 2 – greeted us on the beach, and w helped push their skiff up the meandering channel to shore.  We had a good evening hanging out with pizza and a movie.  

When I came out of the house, one of my shoe insoles was gone.  I had washed the grit out of them earlier, and left them to dry.  I looked around fruitlessly and determined that Wolfie had stolen it.  Later, as I walked back up to the house with Wolfie following, I was idly grumbling to him about taking my stuff and wondering where it was.  Suddenly the dog raced off and grabbed something in the bushed, shaking his head vigorously.  I thought he had a stick for me, but as I approached, he turned his head and presented me with – my shoe insole!  Smart dog.  It was kind of nice to sleep on a bed last night.  
Chapter 2:  Tuxedni Bay to Pedro Bay
9 – Hig
6/30/01

The Krolls said it would be no trouble to drop us off across at Fossil point so long as the wind died down and the outboard cooperated.  So we hung out and waited.  The wind didn’t die, so we patched gear, chatted, and partook of Mary's smoked fish and salad.  We watched “The World is Not Enough” and “The Rock”.  We slept...  In the morning it was calm, so Erin and I waited until 10:30 to try the motor.  Mary didn’t have the reach to start it, so I yanked the cord  a few times, eventually getting a sputter.  So I gave it one final heave and the engine started...  leaving me holding the new detached pull cord.  But it was running!  So we took off.  And the engine died after about 500’ of distance.  So after the lengthy process of pushing the boat up the channel we walked off, stopping after a short distance to inflate our rafts.  We paddled and drifted with the now quite significant wind to cut across the mudflats we had walked before.  We worried a bit when the waves grew higher until we realized the water was only about a foot and a half deep.  We ended up walking along towing our pack laden rafts.  Eventually we ran out of water and tried towing just our rafts without the packs.  This was ok until the loop on mine ripped out, rapidly deflating the raft.  So we rested a few times on the miles of mucky beach as I went through the practiced process of patching.  Finally we hit a large channel which prevented us from continuing without inflating our rafts, so we decided to cross the channel of Tuxedni that we had been following to get to a large end bar.  

Rapidly deposited, poorly sorted, silt rich sand bars are what have made Turnagain Arm famous.  People have been walking along, on what appears to be a fairly normal sand bar when suddenly it liquefies beneath them and then resolidifies around their legs, trapping them  until either a rescue team with a high pressure pump reliquifies the sand, or the tide washes over them.  We were aware of this danger and so developed a response.  If the sand liquefies below you, flop on your raft and then figure out some way to escape (such as rolling).  We found fairly quickly that the sandbar was a bit sketchy.  We would walk along and then, without warning, the sand would deform beneath our feet.  Most of these were no problem, requiring only a few quick steps, but then Erin, who was leading at the time, found a genuine soup pot.  She quickly flopped onto her raft, which floated there.  All around the sand ripples flattened and water oozed up to spread in muddy streams.  I cautiously approached from one direction after another.  Finally I found one that wasn’t inclined to liquefy and pulled the reclining Erin to safety.  Soon after we hopped in our rafts and paddled to the far shore, making our way to the channel we had earlier determined to be the mouth of open creek.  There we deflated our rafts.

We looked around surveying the plain of short grass around us.  1... 2, 3... 4...  Soon we had spotted no less than 7 grizzlies grazing like buffalo...  And before we had even finished repacking, some large twin prop (DC3?) airplane buzzed through about 30 feet off the flats.

After weaving through the bears (those that noticed us ran) we trundled up valley until we reached a nice out of the way campsite far from large animal sign.

10-Erin
Sitting up here on the ridge, looking down into Johnson river valley.  River looks rough, but we can probably follow it downstream a ways, then cross.  We started yesterday from our campsite in a beautiful low angle patch of alder and ferns.  The mosquitoes however, were not at all beautiful.  After a fitful night sleeping and slapping and wrestling with the mosquito netting, we decided to only half pack up and make for the river, hoping a smoky fire would drive the bugs away.  Hig ended up carrying the full Ursacks of food through a nasty bushwhack.  We didn’t expect such a long trip to a nice fire spot, but after a bit of bumbling and crashing we found a tiny little bank of rocks in the middle of the stream.  We set up a clothesline and tried to rinse some of the mud and grit out of our shoes and clothing.  It worked, but it never stays gone for long.  Almost as soon as we left that spot we were walking down sandy gravelly old channels and acquiring more shoe grit.  The fire smoke did clear out a lot of the bugs, but they were still thick.  Drove Hig nuts trying to write in his journal, so he’s finishing that up now.  Open creek did indeed have big open gravel flats.  They were really nice walking for a little while and then we hit snow.  So much deep lumpy snow, and hardly even above sea level!  The stream branched and wound around, so we were continually splashing across and walking in little creeks.  Between that and the snow, my feet were freezing.  Luckily the main body of Open Creek only hit the cliffs once, and it wasn’t a bad scramble to get around it in the alder.  We started angling up the valley wall, headed for the enormous-looking mountain we had to climb over to keep going.  Of course we went up and up only to find ourselves looking down and across a huge gorge dug our by the retreating glacier.  It was a pretty steep scramble down through the alder to get into the gorge.  It looked much nicer on the other side.  And then we went up.  And up.  No messing around with slow ascents on that mountain.  And this early in a longish leg, our packs were quite heavy, pulling and urging us to go back down the mountain.  We had such a view back down it was hard not to be wigged out by vertigo on the climb even though the slope was really quite safe.  We thought we would have to traverse over some cliffs at the top, but we crested the ridge to a smooth bowl of snow, between us and the pass.  We’d skipped the cliffs entirely, and they lay far below us.  We could have dropped down into the valley after the pass, but this ridge looked so tempting.  And it didn’t look nearly as far away as it really was.  We skirted around the ridge for a long time, bumping up and down and around.  So many steps cut in that traverse.  Finally, after a wild bit of glissading, we decided to head up the ridge after all.  It was late and getting cold, and our legs were complaining about those heavy packs.  Our petering enthusiasm and fear that we’d hit the last good campsite for a long ways stopped us in a flat rocky tundra spot below the ridge on a little knob.  It was below freezing up there, but there were no bugs.  We slept well despite the cold, and didn’t even wake up until 10.  I think the ridge was worth it though.  A few clouds in the sky today, but still overall sunny and warm.  Great view of Illiamna from here.  We had a really neat little scramble down between the snow and the rock to get here.  Wedging myself down between slippery rock and snow, grabbing a drink from the trickles of water melting off the overhanging ledge of snow.  Maybe I should rouse Hig from his nap now, so we can start our descent.
11-Hig
Today wasn’t the longest distance day or anything, but it was definitely a nice day.  After our long break on the ridge (with nap!) we wandered down to the river flats where we found we could simply walk across instead of taking the ¾ to a whole hour to use rafts.  So we felt we had plenty of time to hang out and investigate the abandoned CIRI (mining?  Oil?) camp.  Then we wandered past a draino-blue pond and through a landscape cratered by the sinkholes left by melting fragments of Lateral Glacier.  After that we passed some sulphur cobbles in the river and decided to eat our split pea soup with beans.  Then another mile or so of hiking and camp.  I want to sleep now...

12-Erin 7/5/01

Well, we haven’t written for awhile here.  Two long hard days, with little time to do anything but sleep and walk.  We woke up two days ago to find that the weather, for the first time this trek, was not sunny.  It was foggy, drizzly, and wet.  Very wet.  Slogging through wet bushes creates a personal all-direction rain shower every time you touch anything.  So despite the raingear, I was soon drenched.  And the fog didn’t help much for navigation. 

 We came down the slope and then cut around the base of it for awhile, debating whether the cottonwood stripes would provide better walking.  They did for about 10 feet, but soon we were in a mess of willow, which were even wetter than the alder.  There were several large swampy wet meadows and  ponds made by beaver dams, and the willow grew thickly in the low spots around those.  A great place for moose.  We saw three huge moose browsing in the valley below us just as we came down off the hillside.  They seemed a little disturbed at our presence and slowly retreated further into the brush.  We kept slogging through wet brush, getting quite chilly.  It was hard to keep my directions straight in the flat foggy valley, but we kept heading towards the stripe of cottonwood we hoped marked Red Creek.  

More moose sign in the valley.  We found a huge antler, not even damaged, but it was a little too big to fit in our film canister “souvenir case”.  And the moose trails helped us out as well.  They may eat willow, but they do try and walk around it sometimes.  And we followed a beaver dam around the edge of a pond.  Beaver dams provide great walkways in very wet places.  
After we crossed Red Creek we lit a huge fire to warm ourselves up and have a meal.  Standing there in the cottonwood forest steaming as the water in our clothes evaporated in the fire’s heat.  The side of me facing the fire quickly became dry and too hot, while the rain spattered and chilled my other half.  Hig had an interesting time drying out his wet kit stuff by the fire in the rain.  It was hard to leave that warm place. Our plan was to head up the ridge, across another ridge, and over a pass on Saddle mountain.  

We did eventually do that, sort of.  The ridge going up was a real knife edge – narrow enough in spots to be rather unnerving.  And it just didn’t widen.  It went on, sharply cutting its way up the valley only to disappear into a confusing mess of ridges and gullies and cliffs.  At least it was snow up there, so we had less of an alder bushwhack.  But the place was all gullies.  It was a maze.  Like the Badlands, plus alder and snow.  We kept climbing up and down these bumps, which were smooth on one side and cliffs on the other, often with only a narrow steep strip of snow to ascend them.  We couldn’t see far enough to tell which way to go.  We never did hit the middle ridge, but the pass at the end, which we feared would be hard to find, presented itself nicely.  

And we started climbing out of the clouds!  At first it was a barely perceptible bluing of the sky above us and a brightening of the snow, but soon we could see the sun.  The sun on top of the clouds across the valley made a beautiful and mysterious scene – reminiscent of alien spaceships landing.  The pass was easy, if a little steep and vertigo-inducing.  

We cruised down a narrow canyon of a gully on the other side of the pass, carefully inching our way down the steepest part and contemplating the tracks of a mother and baby bear careening down the slope.  A lake filled most of the valley below us – mostly covered with cracking and melting snow.  We started traversing around the right side, cutting steps in the snow and scrambling up into the alder.  I’ve cut an awful lot of snow steps lately.  

We got about halfway around when we saw a sticking point ahead.  A cliff.  It looked like there just might be a  way around it, but it was too dark to see from where we were, so we decided, foolishly to continue our traverse around to have a look.  Of course, it was at this point almost midnight.  We found that that place was impassable, but Hig though he saw a way up at the top of the shelf, so we began to  scramble up a steep patch of alder up to it.  Soon enough we realized that it was much too cold, late, and dark to do any sort of climbing, and retreated sheepishly back to camp on a huge flat boulder in the snow.  

The next morning, we started out around the other side of the lake.  No cliffs here, but a lot of steep snow traverses and steep boulder fields.  At one point I slipped, and started careening horrified down to the edge of the lake, but I managed to stop myself well above the shore.  Go ice axes.  I would have been rather cold and wet, and it wasn’t the best place for fire starting.  

Instead of a stream coming out of the lake, there was a field of enormous boulders, all the way down to the edge of the spruce.  The water kept below them mostly, poking up now and then as we got further downhill.  It was even a worse maze than the day before!  The boulders made a series of random little cliffs and holes to be avoided, and it was impossible to choose a route more than 10 steps at a time.  We managed to piss off a black bear on that slope.  It was standing on a rock well uphill of us, yawning in distress and stomping its front paws on the ground as a threat, like it was trying to scare Hig away.  I was uphill of Hig at that point, and when I popped out on another large boulder it seemed to decide that two of us was too many, and started retreating.  There was another bear with it, and they watched us for quite awhile up there.  

The boulders disappeared under the alder, which did not make travel any easier.  We jetted along in occasional flat spots way down low, then hit another patch of boulder climbing.  The boulders were very cool, for all their inconvenience.  I was really looking forward to the line of spruce I could see ahead of us, since in my previous experience I had learned that spruce made pretty good walking.  

But most of the spruce here had been killed by beetles or something.  It was all deadfall and devil’s club, with the occasional live tree.  The patches of alder, which we usually take great pains to avoid, were infinitely more pleasant than the rest of the forest.  We had about a mile and a half of that stuff, slowly inching our way along, slipping into holes between dead logs obscured by the masses of green devil’s club leaves.  Our slow pace made us a great target for mosquitoes tagging along.  

Although it certainly seemed endless – that forest did end, and we found ourselves in a huge wet swampy meadow.  A bit sinky and squishy and mucky.  In places pretty.  I wish we’d been there later in the year to eat the berries!  The horrible bushwhack was full of almost-ripe huckleberries and salmonberries, there were lots of green currants, and the marshy meadow was thick with cloudberry (nagoonberry really) plants.  

We were surprised to find a well-cut trail heading out of the meadow, through a small patch of forest and past a complex of chicken-wired houses to the beach.  Always kind of strange to hike in from the middle of nowhere and see buildings.  They were home but not talkative, so we took off down the beach.  A nice long straight beach.  The wind was chilly, so we put on our fleece jumpsuits and kept walking.  We crossed two river channels at the beach, where they spread out wide and flat in the sand and gravel.  Cold, but no more than knee deep.  Fast going on the beach.  We kept walking and it got a little darker, and a little darker.  We were heading out to a point.  We were rather nervous about camping in grizzly country, and hoped there’d be a better place out there.  


I felt like de-gritting my shoes out of the wind somewhere, and we were curious about the forest, so we headed inland.  The forest had no undergrowth but moss, and a very well-trodden bear trail running along it.  The forest was only a thin strip, so we cut through to a meadow beyond, and another bear trail.  We hiked along in this meadow for a long time as the channel in the middle became a slough filled with water, hardly noticing the failing light. 

Suddenly we heard a splashing sound as a grizzly bear retreated across the slough in front of us.  Three bears out of nowhere!  How could we have missed them?  I took the duct tape off the bear spray as we waited, nervously.  They retreated a bit further and we decided to walk back out on the beach, where there was more light.  We crossed one more little slough and picked our way out to the point, where we found a little sleeping spot under a spruce at the top of the beach.  It was probably after 2 am by the time we got to sleep.  The sun came out this morning as we were packing, and we decided to build a big fire, eat some, and dry out our gear.  A late start walking, but hopefully we’ll still get a ways.
13-Hig

Well, good thing we got the “bad weather” portion of our hike over so soon.  One day of drenching bushes, one day of clouds, now we’re back to continuous sun.  The weather continued to improve after our morning/afternoon gear and fire break, and the next day dawned clear and windy, and now, 5:00 pm, there are just a few minor clouds.

Most of yesterday was beach walking.  Mile after mile of rocks, sand, and ocean vistas.  As the day cleared the mountains around Seldovia came into view, blue and faint in the distance.  Our first couple miles were littered with boulders making for concentration intensive boulder hopping.  After that we had cliffs to skirt around and occasionally bypass.  The only streams we crossed before the end of the day presented little difficulty.  One was rather striking however.  “Spring Lake” it was called on the map, and I hadn’t guessed it had such a functional name.  The “lake” was almost more a lagoon, dammed by a gravel/cobble ridge left by winter storms.  A fair sized stream dumped into the lake and overflowed it at one corner, but far less overflowed then dumped in because most of its volume sprung from the gravel and cobbles along its length.


Near the end of our beachwalk we passed beneath incredible cliffs.  The rocks were striped with shales and gravels and sands showing signs of soft sediment deformation, and subsequent tilting with only minimal faulting or folding.  It was at some points like being in the grand canyon if the rocks sloped and the water didn’t instead of the reverse, except there was no other side of the canyon.  Splattering waterfalls and huge bands of monkey flowers adorned the cliffs.  At one point the alder, which formed a smooth carpet on the slopes far above, was ripped open by a great brown gash.  All down the cliffs and slopes below were signs that an alder and earth rending mud slide had thundered down this spring.

We passed several little clusters of houses along the shore.  At one a dog watched us and then quietly followed us to the edge of his territory.  I wonder how it affects a dog’s sense of space to have grizzlies as neighbors...

Here the bears were quite thick.  There were at least 10, possibly more, and they seemed more tense than most.  We watched for some time, despite the fading day, and they were running and chasing almost as much as they were emulating buffalo.  Eventually a route to middle glacier creek opened between the bears, and so we hurried along, happily finding the stream did not require rafts.  As darkness slowly grew we hiked the last couple miles to a campsite just below the mountains.


Today we’ve been hiking in the next valley over, West Glacier Creek.  So far it’s been flat.  This means slow smooth streams (I wish we were going down!) and lots of muddy marshes.  The difficult travel is balanced by huge (I’ve never seen any so large) animal trails and by the good weather.  Some of this area is so beautiful in the the sunny weather...


Now we eat on a sand bar.  The sun is hot but the air is cool and the breeze keeps the bugs away.  I’m very pleased to find my mind and body in generally good shape for this trek.  3.5 more days to Pedro Bay...

14-Erin 7/7/01 “manaddanock camp”
I’m staring out the “window-door” of our little space blanket tent across a field of poofy tundra to where the two Ursacks are tied together around a rock.  There doesn’t seem to be much animal traffic here (no tracks or dung), so I’m not too worried.  We had a beautiful day to be in the high country today.  There was one rain shower we walked through, and that was rather chilly.  Especially crossing the streams.  Feels like I’m walking on a bed of nails afterward, with my frozen feet.  We had a cold crossing this morning in the valley.  The stream was steep, and fast, and a maze of rocks.  We haven’t seen many rocky streams on this hike.  The rocks provide calm spots in the boil downstream of them, so we wove our way across between them, taking at least twice the width of the river to get across.  I’m glad we didn’t try and cross that the night before.  We were intending to, but got sidetracked going around a marsh on a half-mile-long beaver dam.  It must have taken generations of beavers to build that monster.  The current beaver was rather irate at us walking on his handiwork, and kept swimming around and thwacking his tail on the water, trying to scare us off.  That valley just ended up as a total maze, with all the marshes and rivers and trails.  We ended up crossing the big river at the end several times over, trying to go upstream in our rafts.  We weren’t actually paddling upstream, but we kept walking to the end of a gravel bar island, crossing (going downstream some) and walking to the end of the next one.  No good landing spots on the other side of the river for a long ways.  Kind of inefficient, especially trundling along with the huge inflated rafts and the paddles and strings attached.  Hig carried them both for awhile.  We had a great view of Iliamna from those flats though.  It’s kind of neat to walk around a mountain and see it from every angle like that.  We actually got going at a decent time this morning – and are camping before 1AM.  Trying to shift our hiking schedule so that it is fully encompassed within the light time, which should be easy – there’s a lot of light now.  We caught up with our scheduled stop again today.  Beautiful easy traveling all the way, except for a bit of mucking around in the river gorge this morning and the steep climb out of it.  The rest of the climb had some alder but we caught a bear trail for a good bit of it.  Both Hig and I felt a bit slow by the top of that, walking like w e had leaden weights in our shoes, but it must have just been lack of food, since a bit of gorp perked me right up.  Later, we ended up climbing a couple hundred feet too high because we were having so much fun with it.  All nice low-angle snow.  We passed through a huge area that was all snow and tundra, grading into snow and boulder fields as we climbed.  I’ve never seen so much of that before.  For all those boulders we heard not one marmot whistle.  None this whole trip.  Saw a ground squirrel though.  We were planning to keep walking up high, traversing around the bumps and cutting down later to the valley floor.  But we got one look at this place and came right down.  Beautiful descent in the snow – turning into poofy tundra.  Almost no brush yet.  The rocks are very white here.  We collected a bunch of wild celery, fiddleheads and fireweed at our tooth-brushing spot.  Hopefully they’ll spice up tomorrow’s cooked meal nicely.  We’re camping tonight on the top of a manaddanock (sp?) – a funny geo word for a big hunk of rock that doesn’t want to erode and becomes a hill.  Hig is sleeping next to me now, and this position is getting a bit uncomfy in our tight sleeping bag.  
14(again!) Erin 7/10/01  


I’m writing this at a table, inside, under electric light.  Feels like cheating almost.  We’ve had a rather social day today, wandering around talking to people here in Pedro Bay.  Mostly asking for directions.  This place is small in population, but the houses and roads spread out into a regular maze, with roads and 4-wheeler trails winding every which way unmarked, and widely-spaced houses tucked in here and there.  We’re sitting here at Verna Jean's house, and I think it took 4 separate sets of directions to get us here.  People have been generally very friendly.  Some are impressed, some think we’re crazy, and others just don’t get it.  Or all three.  

Post office is only open in the morning and we just barely missed it.  But the postmistress/bed and breakfast operator was happy to get us our packages, feed us lunch, and let us use her phone and space fro awhile.  One of the guests there (not just a tourist, he seemed to be doing some work involving notebooks), Ace, was super interested,  talking to us for a long time about our gear and such.  Then we wandered around for awhile looking for the store (in someone’s house – a few shelves open 5:30-7PM only), got lost, but discovered there were showers at the tribal office.  Maybe we’ll get one tomorrow!  Washing clothes in the machines there would be great too.  

Verna jean was quite talkative, telling us all sorts of stories about working up on the North Slope, hitting a bear with her 3-wheeler, etc...  Even a bed here!  It’s weird being the curiosity in town.  A little like in Zanzibar.  

So much happens so quickly on this trek.  I can’t believe the end of that last entry was only a few days ago.  Down the Iliamna river and around the lake to here.  The vegetation is very different here.  Not so thick.  :)  And a lot of it is poofy poofy tundra with scattered black spruce.  The nicest campsite you could ask for and great on the feet.  You sink in about a foot with each step.  Makes it a bit tough to go up, but oh well.  

The Iliamna river was beautifully clear and turquoise.  We’ve seen so many silty glacial rivers that it really stood out.  Shortly after we climbed off of our manaddanock, the river went up against the mountain and into a huge gorge.  Great waterfalls.  A bit of a climb to get up and around them.  It was hot, and we weren’t quite in a good hiking rhythm yet, so we took quite a few breaks.  

That day we got hiking within 1 hour of waking up and looking at the watch – so we got a prize.  Prizes are rings of some exceptionally excellent dried pineapple.  We only have a few, so we come up with situations deserving the award of these “prizes”.  Seeing the first bear, getting going in an hour, waking up before 8 ...  And some we’d rather not win:  falling in water enough to wet your hair, dumping the cookpot, leaving a piece of gear behind...  

We had bits of alder bushwhack and meadows and some fairly nice forests (birch, spruce, cottonwood) walking down that valley.  The river flattened out a lot after the gorge and we stopped at a nice sandbar to cook a meal and do a bit of gear patching.  Our gear is steadily accumulating bits of duct tape and extra webbing from my pack straps.  We’re rather hard on the stuff.  Hig’s shoes are looking alarmingly threadbare already, so we asked for his backups in the mail.  

We decided to just raft down the river after our meal stop.  The water was a beautiful turquoise and really deep.  It was like something out of a Far Side cartoon.  We were just drifting down the lazy meandering stream, wondering what was coming up, when we heard the sound of rushing water getting louder and louder ahead of us.  We saw a bit of rapids, so we paddled to shore in our still-lazy current. We crossed the river, got out of our rafts, and started toting the cumbersome things along the side.  We got around the corner to see the river drop down about 80 feet in an enormous gorge, splashing and spraying into 3 big waterfalls.  So we took a picture, deflated the rafts, and took the drier route around.  

At the bottom we tried rafting again, but it was too fast and shallow and we were bumping and scraping all over the place.  In deference to our fragile rafts we got out quickly and decided to walk.  It was pretty late at that point anyway.  We made good time on the riverside animal trail for awhile, went around the spot where the hills encroached upon the river, and decided it was about time to camp.  

We have just had the worst luck trying to camp lately.  Last time there was a beaver dam that took an hour, but this time...  We were walking along happily by the river, noting a pond between us and the hillside.  So we kept going, trying to walk around the pond.  But what looked like a pond was actually an armpit-deep channel connected to the river and separated by a long peninsula on which we were standing.  Not wanting to get so wet and cold just before sleeping, we had to backtrack to the base of it and charge up the hill in the failing light to set up camp under a tree amid swarms of net flies.  These little bugs bit like crazy and we could hardly see them in the day.  At night it was merely a constant feeling of being eaten with nothing to slap at.  Much worse than mosquitoes. We closed ourselves off quite well that night, using the raft paddle shaft as a breathing tube.  

We’ve had a lot of trouble with those paddles and paddle shafts this trek, cracking and becoming too easily popped loose by a paddle stroke.  Makes river crossing more wet and exciting if you have to hold the blade on as you paddle.  We replaced the worst of the paddles here, so hopefully we’ll do better.  It was only a short walk the next morning before we hit the river.  We weren’t quite intending to, but Hig got his directions a bit off and the river looked nice and raftable, so we decided to hop in.  It was a chilly morning, so I wrapped up our entire sleeping bag around my tummy under the coat.  It’s easy to get chilled in a wet raft when you’re drifting.  Walking is warmer.  This time the river was free of rapids and stayed that way.  I even fell asleep at one point and confused the heck out of some ducks I drifted past.  The beginning was sort of exciting though, negotiating ourselves around big logjams.  Logs are prime raft puncturers.  

After the logjams we drifted by a fishing guide and his Texan customers in the calmer part of the river.  Coming out of the lodge right here in Pedro Bay.  We got out of the river at the big steel bridge, and were only half-packed up when a truck appeared to offer us a ride.  I had to retrieve the paddle and food that Hig almost left on the roadside.  They drove us to Pile Bay Village and then somebody there (Chet?) gave us a boat ride across the lake past Pile River, so we wouldn’t have to blow up the rafts.  

Confused by all this leaping through the landscape at breakneck speed, we negotiated our way across the log-filled channels we landed in and up to a little hill, where we studied our map and dried out a bit.  We knew the trail to Pedro Bay was very old and not maintained, but it did help us out quite a bit, especially at the beginning and end.  Bears and moose use it now.  People don’t travel overland that way much anymore.  To hear people in the village talk, they used to walk all over the place a long time ago.  Before planes were so common I guess.  

We bounced around the coastline for a ways, finding bits of nice beach, bits of boulder-hopping beach, bits of animal trail, and bits of bushwhack.  Hig’s knee started bothering him, and we were thinking of stopping, but the ibuprofen helped, and we found the trail again!  It cut in over the land and we managed to follow it quite a ways before losing it around a lake.  The beavers have raised water level a bit since that trail was made.  

I almost stepped on two baby spruce hens up there.  The mother fluttered out of the ground ahead of me, and startled, I watched her running over to cower in the tundra just ahead of me.  Hig made some hurried comment about not moving my left, no my right foot, and I looked down to see this tiny little spruce hen chick not 5 inches from my toe.  So I hurriedly picked up my foot to step back, not understanding Hig’s protests.  It turns out that there was another chick right next to that same foot, but I didn’t step on either of them.  

We only found occasional bits of the trail after that.  Feeling the lack of food and the long day, I was getting tired and indecisive about choosing routes.  We wandered back and forth across the stream and up to the ridge where we found an alder bushwhack and cut back down the gully and into the nettles and up to the other side of the stream ridge, which was actually nice tundra.  Shortly thereafter we saw the road into town and decided to camp right there on the cushy ground.   
Chapter 3:  Pedro Bay to Kulik Lodge
15-Hig 7/10/01

We woke with Verna Jean and her daughter and borrowed her stove to cook up some pasta we had bought at the store the day before.  She insisted upon giving us a ride to town, saying we needed to be off our feet as much as possible.  We went first to the laundry and then while Erin started buying change and such, I went to the PO and sent our film and excess poly pro towards Seldovia, and a park permit to King Salmon.  The whole town had come to know of us and were on the lookout for a ride to Pile Bay Village.  At first the news was negative.  The EPA guy was non-committal and Marge reported no leads on her end.  But then a man (his name slips my mind) found us at the laundry and announced a ride.  He then took our picture with a digital camera, promised to e-mail us copies, and told us he and another guy would give us a ride in 45 minutes or so down to the dock.  Erin jumped in the shower and I started the laundry drying.  Just after Erin exited the shower news arrived that time was short, so we dumped wet clothes in a bag, grabbed our packs, and jumped on the backs of some 4-wheelers for a fast ride to the boat.  It turned out it was the same guys who had given us a ride to Pile Bay Village in their suburban.  So off we went past the silhouette of Lincoln in the cliffs (the “cultural center of Pedro Bay”).  The water was a little choppy but the boat was quite large, and we were in Pile Bay Village by around noon.  They offered us a further ride to their “camp”, and there we were fed and I even got to take a shower.  Finally though it was time to push off from the comforts of communal living.  They waved as we wondered off down the trail to the river and vanished.

Our initial task navigating seemed pretty simple.  We needed to follow the Illiamna River downstream, cross a couple tributaries, and then veer off to climb into the mountains.  The map had a fold just where we were and had become unreadable, but we figured the worst that could happen was that we would walk a longer than necessary route because of meanders, and that wasn't a concern since our ride had put us a day ahead of schedule.  The river turned and wandered and the first tributary crossing proved a messy area with many branchings and odd intersections but we wandered along, enjoying being on our feet again.  After some time we came across a sluggish channel which blocked our progress with neck deep water.  As we made our way far around it we heard rushing water in the distance and through the trees and though we had finally come across our long sought after 2nd tributary.  So we cut through the forest towards it, discussing where the main river was and whether we might be slightly confused about our directions.  Then we came across an excellent trail which seemed angled about right...


After a while the trail was approaching a river but the river was large and running left, not our small right-running tributary.  We had returned to the Illiamna, but this wasn't much of a problem.  We walked a bit more downstream, speculating about how it was that we still had not found our tributary.  We stopped and attempted to better orient ourselves using the compass.  This showed the river to be going north, which was odd, since none of the meanders on the map fit with this.  Again we walked downstream when suddenly we hit a small log jam which evoked a very strong sense of deja vu...  We had been here before...


Eventually we backtracked to the trail and followed it in the opposite direction, which got us well on our way for it extended well beyond where we found it originally.  Probably it was a remnant of the old horse trail over the mountains whose route we followed.  Our theory is that we must have come across the trail where it cut off a long meander.  The meander must either have been hidden by the fold or new since the map was made since there was none shown which could have done this.  But we were properly chastised for our casual attitude and for our assumption that we could avoid getting lost by just following a river.


We continued along the route of the old horse trail.  Later we figured out that this was a mediocre route and that the map was inaccurate on its course anyway, but we gave it a try.  Up through alders, across and through a gully and up again into high windy tundra.  Bear trails with wide spaced tracks and thin lines where ground squirrels had repeated themselves a thousand times more than the great grizzlies.  We came into view of Spring Lake and camped at the mix between alder and tundra.  Our site was very nice, a deep wide furrow between tundra hummocks, but we shivered through the night to drive out the damp of our half-dried sleeping bag.


Today has been largely a day of repairing and resting.  We slogged for a few hours through alder and resting.  We slogged for a few hours through alder, a punishment for following the dotted trail line on the map, and surprised a great grizzly who rumbled away across mossy meadows.  Now we are preparing for a short walk to a campsite where we won't be overly associated with our cook fire.  We stayed long because our camera complained about a puddle in its innards and so we hope to dry it out.  It is good to extend our rest a little more like this.  We will walk long tomorrow...
16-Erin

Writing here in the growing darkness by another camera drying fire.  I hope this works.  It would be sad to have no more pictures.  I wish the camera had been loaded and ready a little while ago here.  A fox came and checked us out.  It must have been only 10 or 20 feet away!  It made a careful circle around us and our fire and backed away, glancing at us through the brush.  Curious fellow.  Small and orangey-red, with a big fluffy off-white tail.  We saw another fox earlier today, bounding between alder patches on the slope below us.  Ptarmigan \-chasing.  I wonder why this second fox didn't run?  Even grizzlies run from the unfamiliar.  We made good time today, traveling 17 miles in only 11 hours or so.  The ridge was beautiful and we flew on it.  Miles and miles of springy low-angle tundra, rolling by under our feet.  And the view was grandiose.  Everything is so large here.  We could see days and days worth of trekking in every direction.  I get a wonderful uplifting feeling from climbing and flying down a ridge that's bouncy and happy, striding large.  I was singing in my head too.  I've had songs stuck in my head all day.  This feels like last night, hanging our by the fire just before bed.  Only here the beach is sharp rock, not sand, as it only exists at this low water level.  And our campsite is pre-arranged, and only a short hop away.  The start of the ridge today was a weaving exercise in meadow finding, with patches of grass and tundra intermittently visible through the alder.  But eventually, the shards of alder thinned, shrunk, and disappeared, and the ridge stopped climbing up and down so quickly.  We were chittered at by several ground squirrels in the rocks up high.  They seem to take the place of marmots in the rocks here.  They make deep furrowed trails on the slopes sometimes.  Deep 8-inch-wide highways to 20 feet over there.  Speaking of trails, I stumbled upon a beautiful worn-in highway of a trail this morning, leading me up the hill.  It might well have had some human history to it.  We're camping tonight on a side ridge stretching down to Kakhonak lake.  And at our little lake here, all the rocks explode when heated.  It makes sitting by the fire quite exciting at times...
17-Hig
The route we have been following was thoughtfully planned, however it is almost impossible to be thoughtful in planning at the scale of hiking.  When penciling in the route from Meadow Lake, the line casually followed the ridge, despite 3 large jagged peaks along its length.  We traversed around these.  With this sort of thinking in mind Erin (leading the 1st half of this leg) decided to break away from our old route for a few days and take a parallel rout which seemed to include more open tundra.  We had to start by crossing Kakhonak lake so we dropped down from our campsite and began inflating rafts.  There was almost no breeze when we began, and the clear water reflected long snow strips in the smooth slopes surrounding the mountains.  The paddle was slow but fast in that each point took forever to reach, but going 2.m mph in a straight line beat any other mode of travel.  At some places we could look down and see the stones of drowned moraines.  The lakeshore was convoluted to the point where you were almost never very far from either shore or island.  Many of the tree smattered islands did not even appear on the map.

After crossing the lake we decided to take advantage of the breezes which were exciting the water and driving off the bugs.  We paddled along near shore for miles and rested in the sun and wind on an unmarked island.  I even attempted sailing, but my crude square-sail could only match Erin's speed in the strongest of gusts.  The lake eventually ran out and we walked...


Here the country was speckled with lakes and low rocky ridges.  Spruce and birch with occasional alder and willows competed.  With swampy areas which had been made much more pleasant by prolonged droughts.  Moose and bear sign were easily found, but indicated limited activity.  Navigation was somewhat difficult, but the weather was fairly clear, and distant hills and mountains provided landmarks.  We navigated by bouncing from lake to lake and finally stopped when we found ourse3lves at the end of a peninsula bounded by lake and a bay.  The bay had slipped past the cartographer, and so we camped instead of bothering to backtrack.


The next day began with a lumpy ascent for a few hundred feet until we got to a vast expanse of low hills littered with boulders, alder, lakes, all interspersed with tundra.  Shortly after leaving camp we passed the last vestiges of birch and spruce, which we wouldn't see again for days.  It was blowing hard and raining, so we supplemented our usual garb with our sleeping bag and space blanket rolled around our middles.  To the west we could see mist shrouded hills with steep cliffs and lakes interspersed.  Ahead we could see a mountain on the map, but everything disappeared at 1000', so there was no indication until we were quite close.  When we walked past its base we went suddenly from drought to flood.  Small streams were swollen by rain melted snow, and meadows were drown in deep running water.  Some of the tiny waterfalls spilling over grassy slopes were very beautiful, and the mountain itself was striped and laced with white water.  We continued our fast pace and skirted the mountain, but found dry wood in the hills beyond and so built a smoky and disagreeable fire to cook two of our remaining four meals.  We had been concerned that we would find wood too scarce and wet and might not be able to eat them.

We built the fire in a slowly wetting pond beneath a cliff formed of domed surfaces once polished by glaciers.  It was an ok place for a fire, but we ended up camping beneath an insufficient rock overhang, which left us damp and muddy in the morning.

18-Erin
The last time I wrote in here is 53 miles and 3 days behind us by our reckoning.  It's sunny (somewhat) today for the first time in awhile.  We've had blowing rain and mist and fog, making our trek seem all the more intrepid.  The country has changed so much.  There aren't spruce here.  We've crossed vast expanses of open tundra with alder in the wind-protected spots and open tundra and snow up high.  It was a surreal journey yesterday.  

We woke reluctantly in our bed of cold wet mud wishing we'd set up the campsite better.  We weren't exactly in the mud but we were in a good deal of water, draining into our rafts and soaking into the sleeping bag.  Later, Hig hung that blanket out on his pack like a wedding train while we walked.  We had a maze of little bushwhacks and open spots getting up to the ridge and then we took off.  Weaving around through passes up along slow ridges and across huge flats of boulders, tundra and snow.  The scale was disorienting.  At one point, we were descending a long snow slope down from a ridge, looking at the stream and little pond just below us, but then we noticed that the white of rapids looked odd in such a little stream and realized the whole view was much farther and larger than it seemed.  All the little streams were running in flood up there, as they were in the alder the day before.  Little stairstep waterfalls running over grass tussocks, spreading and joining in channels in the grass and tundra.  There were ponds formed in the low spots between tundra mounds that bubbled up as we stepped beside them.  We have no p9ctures of that place, and its hard to paint a picture with just a few non-edited words.  I can think about my sentences as I prod the fire under our pot here.  Cooking two meals at once to save on time and make use of the dry alder here.  Trees and wood are disappearing as we walk.  I wonder if we'll have trouble finding cookfire wood.  I have a well-oiled page now from a messy encounter with the tomatoes and oil.  Once we got up into the tundra yesterday we went so fast and so far.  And everything was big.  Not just a big expanse of mounded tundra like the day before, but big with enormous smooth mountains and ridges and lakes.  There were boulder fields at first.  Huge flat fields of grey boulders spotted with black and fluorescent green lichen, with water sometimes running underneath.  The boulders vanished somewhere in the middle of the day that I don't quite remember, to be replaced by small gravelly piles.  The magenta bell-shaped flowers were everywhere in bloom, making pink stripes on the hillsides.  We climbed one long incredibly smooth slope that was full of them.  

And when we were almost at the top, we saw a herd of caribou.  14 of them, with two babies, looking elegant and almost silly, silhouetted against the snow with their long skinny legs dangling from their bodies.  They were split into 3 small groups and when they noticed us, each group moved as a strict line.  Moving, looking at us and the other caribou, moving some more, slowly edging towards eachother until they were assembled into a herd.  And then they trotted off up the snow away from us.  We saw more tracks and 3 more caribou lying in the snow this morning.  I wonder if they were too hot?  
We accidentally climbed 400 feet out of our way to see that first herd, but they were worth it. 

The clouds were just above us for most of the day yesterday and they kept thinning and thickening as we and they moved, providing a shifting mysterious view of the landscape.  We didn't really know how far we'd come, but shortly after the ridge we decided to allow a little more food for the day and just go for it.  Nearly walked Hig's feet right off.  He didn't stop to fix them soon enough, and much of their surface is covered with several large and nasty sores.  Hopefully this mornings bandaging will work out.  Near the end of the day we had a walk right in the clouds, allowing only a small and vague view of the world beyond our angled snowfield, and making everything more somber and surreal.  

We were pushing a bit too hard at the end maybe, especially on Hig's poor feet.  And shortly after our last river crossing, he just crashed.  We found a nice campsite in the alder above the gorge, but our sleeping bag wasn't totally dry yet, and it was a cold night.  We scared up a bunch of ptarmigan again at our campsite and on the descent to Battle Lake.  So many ptarmigan.  None up high, but all over the place in the alder and tundra country around here.  Hig tried to kill one with an ice axe toss a couple times on the way up to all the passes, but only came close once.  A ptarmigan would be a mess to deal with anyway.  We were a bit worried about the wind and barely breaking whitecaps on this Battle Lake crossing, but it was hardly rough at all, and the wind serves only to drive away the bugs at our cook spot here.  Now we go up over another long smooth high spot, and down to Kulik lake.  A short day tomorrow, perhaps.  
19-Hig
sleep 25 10 miles, sleep 26 13 miles


After a nice long break on Battle Lake we headed out, hoping to get within 4-5 hours of Kulik lodge.  We climbed up through an alder maze, finding our packs amazingly light after the thorough drying they had along the lakeshore.  The bugs were intense.  And we've much appreciated the frequent wind since then because they continue to be very distracting.  The lake was beautiful though.  A huge talus-skirted bluff stood above the south side, and multicolored smooth talus on all the mountains.  We were taking the western, more narrow branch of the pass to Kulik Lake, but this turned out to be a bit nastier than expected.  As we began weaving between patches of tundra on a traverse, Erin stopped me suddenly.  "Hig, there's a huge bear right over there..."  Sure enough, we had come across a rather large grizzly, and he was considering our presence.  He sniffed and turned his head and contemplated us.  You could imagine him thinking, "hmmm... people.  Always gotta be kinda careful around them.  Wonder if they'll run away if I charge them?  I probably shouldn't...  Yah, I guess I'll run away."  Then he took off and vanished into the alder.  From there it was a bit of marsh, willow, traverse, and then smooth tundra again.  We camped above Kulik lake with a view of mountains lit by sunset, as well as a long runway and an aerial sticking up above the hill...  And spruce.


So after a very nice sleep we dropped down into birch and spruce and an entire forest of cottonwood.  A spire flanked gorge discharged violent waters into churning waves.  We crossed fairly easily and wandered to a beautiful beach through grassy meadows and occasional easy alders.  The cottonwood along the beach were particularly neat, writhing roots cling jealously to stones as waves attempt to move them along the beach to the head of the river.  We followed this course and found the river swift and deep, but very smooth.  After looking as far as we could downstream we decided to drift it until it looked sketch, then debark on the far side.  The stream proved quite save however, and our main danger was the fly-fishing groups along the bank.  We hollered doubtlessly confusing answers to their questions and got out at their launch site.  From there it was a short walk to the lodge itself.  It was impressive.  Many small cabins and a large lodge with kitchen and seating for at least 50.  They had a small shop, where we purchased 3 $9.00 disposable cameras and a fishing lure, and this adjoined the office which provided us with a satellite phone card for $60.00...  I'm not sure, but I think the price for non-guests was $20 more.  The manager was basically polite, but not real happy with us being there.  We made it a fairly short stop.  Every one else was nice though, and full of questions.  Also our food had arrived, which was very reassuring.  11 days worth of food weighs a lot though, and we did not enjoy the new heft to our packs.  


Actually, the manager, who I only heard referred to as "Boss", was quite uptight.  He told us not to hang out too long, and one of his employees mentioned behind his back that he had been instructed not to allow us any fun before we headed out.  We still got some tea and a flush toilet, as well as advice on our next leg.  We took off after less than 4 hours.  


Our first bit was on road and runway, then we took off right up the mountain where the lodge pilot had recommended.  It was a fine route for the first chunk, and when we hit our first real tundra spot we found blueberries, ripe!  After a snack there we ascended toward a jointed cliff which flanked one side of the bowl we hoped would drop us onto the high rolling tundra.  As we approached the final scramble up, the wind was blowing hard enough to dislodge small stones.  We stayed low and crawled over the lip onto a great windswept plateau.  The pilot had recommended the waterfall below a nearby lake.  So we detoured that direction, figuring it wasn't too far out of our way.  It wasn't  and turned out to be very impressive.  We camped not far from there in a little wind-protected pocket.  It rained hard...  

Today has been a short day so far.  hopefully we'll cover some mileage after now, as we're finishing up a food and drying break.  There's wind to dry and generally keep the bugs at bay as well as occasional sun.  I'm sleepy and would like to take a nap, but Erin is ready to push on...

Chapter 4:  Kulik Lodge to Brooks Camp
20-Erin
7/20/01


Well, it's actually less than 24 hours since Hig wrote the last journal entry, but we decided to have a high-speed fire here to cook and dry off after our paddle.  Rafts are darn useful things.  The wind was against us, but paddling down Murray lake was still a whole lot faster than bushwhacking our way around in the alder.  Lakes are awful to circumvent sometimes.  Going against the waves is a bit wetter than we've done before.  Hig rides lower in his boat, so he soon had an enormous pool in the raft bottom, which only pushed the raft yet lower and let more water in.  All good though, and we only stopped once for a boat-dump.  

About 20 minutes after we started paddling, Hig had gotten into the rhythm of it, but I hadn't yet.  So he was behind me, shouting various suggestions about longer strokes.  And I, after paying attention for the first few seconds, ignored him entirely and started yelling "Hig!  Look at the bear!"  A grizzly bear was wandering along the lakeshore, going the opposite way we were.  We paddled a little further out from shore (he was awfully close), and watched him.  The wind pushed us backwards almost as fast as he was going, so we got a good long look.  He was having trouble smelling us, with the wind, but he'd certainly seen us.  He kept moving, disappearing into an alder thicket, popping up again in a meadow to turn towards us and sniff a little.  At one point he was stalking along the boulders at the lake's edge.  I haven't gotten such a great unobstructed view of one before.  Enormous animal.  But not such a big grizzly.  His tracks are here on the beach where we're cooking and they aren't that big relative to what we've seen before.  Hig took a bunch of pictures, partly just testing the camera.  

After we finished our double cooking yesterday we realized we'd forgotten all about the camera and pulled it out.  Hig pried some bits off and it seems to be taking pictures now (we hope).  Didn't get too far yesterday.  Sort of a day off, with the cooking and repairs.  We ended up at the last good camping country for 4 or 5 miles at 9:30 last night and decided to quit early rather than push on.  We made our sleeping setup even more frankenstein-esque, replacing a bit of windproof fleece with normal stuff from my jumpskirt pocket for a breathing hole, and sewing other bits and pieces (mittens and such) into a strangely-shaped contraption to extend the head flap.  We hadn't planned on any long stops today, but it was great fire-starting conditions, and we may not get so much of that further along this leg.  Nice hot fire too.  

7/21/01


The raindrops are beading up nicely on this waterproof paper, but the pen doesn't seem quite so happy with writing over them.  It's hard to find a good way to sit by the fire so that I get warm, but my knees don't get too hot.  Mmmm....  corn chowder.  We've only been 8 miles so far today (and it's already past 8) but it's been a hard one.  At least 3 miles of bushwhacking this morning to get down off our ridge.  Turns out we might have been better off staying on it, but it didn't look good from where we were.  Raining too hard to write now...


A little nicer now, but still drizzling.  We were bushwhacking our way desperately in the direction of some larger trees (and hopefully nicer walking) we saw down across the valley ahead of us.  They kept getting closer, but only incrementally, in the views we had from our scattered patches of grass....

7/22/01


Writing in an almost identical situation by a fire on a sandbar, but a different river, and no rain just now.  It's a chilly day today, and we have a long paddle ahead of us, so a warming is definitely in order.  We built our last fire after crossing Hardscrabble Creek, and camped just uphill from the river afterwards among the young wet willows and cottonwoods.  It was dark by the time we got to the campsite, but we managed to set ourselves up for a warm dry sleep.  This is the most distracted journal entry ever.  I'm sure it'll start raining again if I try this.  We've had a greater than average portion of bushwhacking lately.  Especially yesterday.  And it didn't help that we got a little confused about the map.  Hig mixed up the two confluences, so we thought we'd crossed Hardscrabble Creek long before we actually got there.  We were so eager after several miles of bushwhacking to get down to those big cottonwoods that we scrambled down a steep gully into the gorge, only to find a beautiful but barely crossable stream, no place to walk, and a steep climb out on the other side.  But we did eventually reach the cottonwoods, and found great animal trails to guide us for most of the rest of the day.  There was quite the highway going around the huge gorge of Gorge Creek.  We would have gone down Hardscrabble valley, but the animals crossed where we couldn't and we didn't want to end up with just a long bushwhack.  So we went up and across and over to a long low pass this morning, to drop down to the Savanoski river.  We decided to paddle across the lake just before the river, rather than walk around it, but it was a nasty short bushwhack on the other side (instead of the nice channel we didn't see).  We rafted only a short way down this river before we stopped for a fire.  Chilly today.  Went around one tricky rapids though.  Went through a lot of really tall grass and fireweed today.  Grass seems to be taking over the alder in places.  And more bees/wasps nests!  Hig got stung twice under the eye.  I suppose I haven't written about the rest of the day we paddled Murray lake and saw the bear.  We climbed one of those looong low-angle passes and then cut up onto the ridge on the right.  Lots of fossil rocks and willow thickets that weren't quite making it.  We had one gorge to cross that wasn't bad, but the walking got more and more willowy as we went along.  
7/25/01


Using Hig's almost dead blue pen, since I can't seem to get the black one to work at all anymore.  Hopefully the pens are being resupplied in our next box here.  I'm writing from just above the clouds on top of Griggs mountain.  It's certainly the highest point on our journey - over 7600 feet.  And not particularly on the way to anywhere.  We're just going to go right back down and head across valley to where the USGS camp is marked.  This is the part of our trip where we get to stop just traveling and poke around some.  The valley of 10,000 smokes is just awesome.  

We'd been bushwhacking on and off all day, through patches thick with willow brush and a few big trees, down into lower marshy spots with cotton grass, moss, blueberries...  We got derailed several times by patches of ripe or almost-ripe blueberries.  Maybe that's what made Hig's stomach feel funny, rather than the possibly rancid gorp.  I tried a sliver of one of  those hamburger bun mushrooms that Hig suspects are edible.  Hasn't killed me yet, so I'll have to try a bigger piece next time we run into one.  Which probably won't be for awhile. 

I was getting a bit tired of the brush and the marsh and the little bugs banging me in the face, so I decided to head straight off for this funny little hill of sand.  After being sidetracked by geologist sign on the cut bank of a stream, and derailed by a few ripe cloudberries at the edge of the marsh, we mucked our way over to it, climbed over the edge, and were astounded.  It was like we had walked straight off the face of the earth, from brush and marsh into barren windblown flats of pumice, sand, and gravel, with a few bushes and small green bits of plant struggling to survive.  

It says on the Katmai map we have that "normal stream crossing procedures do not apply" in the valley of 10,000 smokes and that we should be briefed by a ranger in Brooks.  Even though we'll hit Brooks near the end of our stint in Katmai I'd be curious to see what they'd tell us.  All the streams were in deep narrow gorges, knifing through the flat valley above.  We couldn't see them until we were almost on top of them, and in places a bolder person than I might have jumped across a hundred feet of drop.  The walls were cracked in columns in some places, smoothly carved in others.  Beautiful red colors in some of the rock.  And poking up from this desolate plain of deep gorges were normal-looking green-sloped hillsides.  


The clouds are eating us again on our mountaintop hangout.  The view over the clouds is really neat when you get it.  Almost like an airplane view, over a flat plain of puffy clouds with an occasional far-off peak just barely poking through.  Unfortunately Griggs here seems to like to wear its very own hat of clouds above their main expanse.  The way up here wasn't as grueling as I expected, even with the 6000 foot-ish climb from our campsite.  Strong legs and end-of-leg food quantities to carry serving us well, I expect.  All barren on Griggs.  Some sand slopes, scattered rock, snow, remains of old lava flows.  Some of the sand is sinky and makes climbing hard, but our way down should be softer and more pleasant.  We smelled a strong sulfur stench at the end of the steep part of the peak, and saw yellow stains on a lot of the rock.  Climbing up to this peak ridge we crossed a snow crevasse that made a beautiful cave with dangling icicles.  We've been taking a lot of pictures here.  I hope some come out.  

I ended the last journal entry at a fire by the Savonoski river.  We had one more fire that day.  Rafting along in the cold drizzle the river looked large and ominous around me.  And still more than a little frightening, with its fast-approaching rapids and snags, threatening to capsize or puncture our little trail boats.  But all were easily avoided, and the boats are anyway quite stable.  Eventually we had to stop.  We could barely even walk across the one little channel we had to, and we decided to warm ourselves up with a big fire.  It was very big.  I collected an enormous pile of wood to keep warm while Hig started it, and we ended up just using it all.  No more cooked meals, but we decided to have warm soymilk and cookie crumbs to get some of that nice fire warmth inside of us.  
We were surprised that it was already 9:00, and just couldn't figure out how that happened, but we decided to just camp in some trees on our island. 


The next day was a much sunnier day for rafting.  We zipped along the river, despite the headwind.  Hig gets blown by the wind more than I do, so I kept drifting past him.  Channel-choosing and log-avoidance were still important, but got easier as the water calmed.  The park map mentioned that you shouldn't camp on the lower Grosvenor or Savonoski river because of the bears.


And sure enough, after the confluence with the clear fish-full Grosvenor, the right riverbank was grizzly central.  We saw 18 bears, mostly lounging and sleeping on the shore.  Two were in some odd configuration playing, with one grizzly foot dangling in the air.  One bear even ran from us, but most paid no mind.  I guess the salmon come up and head for Grosvenor lake, so you see no fish and no bears in the Savonoski above that.  Although you see bears in the funniest places.  There's an actual trail going over the pass next to Griggs into the valley of 10,000 Smokes, and there's nothing growing here.  

We won the prize for a fast camp setup (half hour, but we did it in 19min) last nigh, and the prize for breaking 6000 feet today.  


After the river got so slow that the wind was a major impediment, we landed the rafts, took a Hig shoe-repair break, and we took a compass bearing off into the woods.  There was a real non-beetle-killed spruce forest there.  So pretty, and with lots of fluffy moss underfoot.  


There was a stream marked in our path on the map that wasn't just a part of the Ukak river.  Hig glanced at it briefly and thought it just came down the other side of our valley.  A little stream.  We hadn't yet switched over to the detail map.  


But it was a torrent.  It had a huge drainage from the next valley over.  And it was just barely foot crossable.  We were able to take advantage of a spot where the river wanted to turn sharply, and spread out down over a shallow spot.  We went slowly and carefully, but it was definitely the most hardcore river crossing I've done. 


We slept in the spruce, and I lost and found the Ursacks in the confusing landscape of widely-spaced similar trees and low brushy meadow.

7/27/01


Oooh... nice new pen.  My mom resupplied us with them here in our Brooks food box.  It's like Christmas, opening up our big box of food and resupply stuff.  Everyone here has treated us great!  Nice after our disappointing reception at Kulik.  The staff was pretty nice there, but the manager was rather uptight.  


The slow accumulation of people sign and people today was interesting.  First we saw a lot of tracks by the Lethe river ford, then we hit an actual trail, and a tent, and another tent, and a group of hikers across the windy creek, and more trail, a road with a passing truck, and then a lookout with a big cabin and a bus full of people returning to Brooks.  We couldn't get a seat on the bus (which was pricey anyway), but the driver left us some leftover food.  


Then Tom Ferguson showed up on his way out to hike.  We talked to him for quite awhile.  He's hiked all over the place around here, and seen it change over the years.  A neat perspective that we don't get.  And it's nice to talk to people that share some of our interest in hiking and wilderness travel, which we haven't really gotten before here.  He radioed his roommate, offered us the use of his cabin, and set us up with a ride here with some off-duty rangers and family.  :)

We bought ourselves a meal at the lodge, got some free shower tokens (as well as the use of their radio-phone, which, like the ride back, is not supposed to be told about).  We're definitely not the usual tourists.  More interesting, more impressive.  Thy certainly didn't give us their full bear lecture. 


The bears here!  So thick, and they don't give a damn about the people.  It's a major logistical hassle around camp.  Everyone's always having to wait around on their way somewhere because there's a bear in the way.  There's a radio left on here in the cabin (all the rangers have 'em) and we've heard lots of bear-location transmissions.  


We've just had an earthquake.  A low frequency rolling one.  Decent, and lasted awhile - 20-30 seconds.  We've felt one other, at our cold wet campsite before the long day in high country heading for Kulik.  This break of civilization is nice.  It's fun to talk to different people.  We met one guy who knows the AK magazine editor.  It'd be cool if that works out.  I hope our camera is still taking good pictures.  Hard not knowing whether it works at all, but using so much film.  


Lots of people here.  200 visitors a day (tops) we were told, and the place sleeps 120 between the lodge and the campground.  Mostly for bear-watching.  We saw actually surprisingly little traffic in the Valley of 10,000 Smokes.  Such a cool place. 


After descending Griggs, we were headed out to cross the knife creek in the big braided flats marked on the map, on our way to the USGS camp at Baked Mtn.  But the river, since the last update, decided that it preferred the gorge of a sidestream.  So we walked downstream a bit, following some people's tracks, then decided they were probably looking to cross too, and turned back upstream.  We found a funny little circular bowl before too long.  Gorged up on either side, but a perfect braided crossing in the middle.  

So much grit and silt in that river we set off a catastrophe of antidunes downstream of us (like on the Ikagluik, which Hig was shocked that I forgot to mention last time).  On the way out of the valley, following the Knife, we saw even bigger and more impressive antidunes.  And before that, just as we reached the first channel of the Knife, we saw the stream start.  A slowly-moving thick slurry of mud, rolling pumice stones along, flowing over the dry gravel bed in front of it.  Must happen every day, as the glacial melt catches up there.  The Knife creek glaciers were quite impressively dirty.


The altered location of the Knife wasn't our only map trouble after coming down from Griggs.  We intended to hit the USGS camp/backcountry shelter marked on the map.  Except the map marks it with no dot, just words and a huge symbol, occupying half the mountainside.  It was getting late and dark, walking through that eerie time of night.  After getting halfway around Baked Mtn, we looked at the map, decided it might be right on top of the hill, and started our climb up.  Only a 700 foot hill, but that's still a ways, and it's so hard to tell how far you've got to go in the dark.  But we came over right on top of it - this little collection of weather-beaten buildings and an outhouse perched on the hilltop.  We determined it was occupied, but it was much too late to stop in, so we camped a little ways down the hill - setting up at 1AM in the dark in a rather uncomfortable pile of pumice.  

We saw someone using the outhouse as we packed up, but no one answered our knock, so we just left.  That was our day of poking around.  I had a hard time being motivated, so close to the end of the leg and with no clear goal to trek to.  Neat stuff though.  


We walked over the pass between Baked and Broken mountains, then around the Novarupta lava dome.  (Baked, broken, Falling...  These sedimentary mountains must have suffered a bit in that 1912 blast).  A funny little oasis - that jagged jumbled dome of rock in the midst of the smooth sandy mountains.  Steam vents providing warm moist spots for plants and mushrooms.  And alder bugs.  What are alder bugs doing in a steam vent in a barren valley?  We also saw a lot of white plastic-loving flies in that valley.  They liked the white garbage bags, the map, the backcountry permit, and that was about it.  

We didn't see many big plants around the lava dome, but there were masses of tiny little black and white birds, three _very_ stealthy ptarmigan, and a rather bold rabbit.  We walked back over Katmai pass, but couldn't see much that way, and then around the backside of Falling mountain and Novarupta, back to Knife creek.  Mt Mageik was beautiful.  Hig really wanted to see the old Knife creek gorge, so we headed out that way.  


I forgot to say, but back at Novarupta, there was a very well done, carefully carved, set of initials from July 1923.  


Interrupted by the return of Jim Gavin.  Giving us fish, lounging clothes, advice on routes to Becherof...  We showed him our route too, and he wants us to mark it on his map with which places are good and bad walking.  Sounds like he and Tom have explored a whole lot around here.  Climbing all the little hills and peaks and giving them the names that catch on with the park rangers.  


I feel very stuffed right now.  Salmon seems to be the food that everyone has a lot of here in AK, but it's so good.  


We camped last night in a sand-filled part of the old Knife creek gorge.  After basically walking around an enormous rainstorm.  In such a big open place you can just see it coming, and it was coming up the right side of the valley, so we cut left.  Just got nicked by the corner of it.  The sky was wild, with thick dark clouds above and ahead of us, deep blue in places, white clouds behind us, and a huge region of glowing orange out towards Bristol Bay.  At one point we had a break in our dark clouds right over the sun, like the eye of God was watching us.  The sun and the clouds did more cool stuff, and we woke up to our first truly sunny day in a long time.  There was a great thick fog fall pouring over  and around on e of the little peaks that we were back behind the day before (Falling or Cerebus), like a quilt of thick cotton draping the whole thing.  And all the rest was clear, with a few poofy clouds and a little haze.  Not too far downstream of camp on the old Knife gorge we hit water again.  Clear springs gushing in from the gorge wall on the Buttress range side of the valley and filling it up again.  

We cut over to the Lethe and didn't have to cut too far upstream before we hit a good ford.  Sounds like they lose a surprising number of people in this park.  A ranger, missing a crossing, two people hit in a windstorm on the lake...  Those gorges are dangerous.  Tempting jumps all over the place, and when the rivers are really high Jim says they can fill the whole gorge and make it look like a little trickle.  People walk right off the edge. 


Wow it's late. Time for bed...

Chapter 5:  Brooks Camp to Ugashik River Lodge
8/1/01


I'm writing this from the shores of Becherof, watching nervously for exploding rock chips flying my way from the fire.  It was a slow start to get here from Brooks.  We didn't leave the cabin until 6PM, and hiked not very far.  I had a stomach ache from too much weird food (probably largely the huge quantities of smoked salmon) and we thought that building a survival shelter would be kind of fun.   It was fun, and the mounded contraption of sticks and moss made a comfortable sleeping spot, even without our jumpsuits, or the space blanket roof.  We were almost legal, but it was only about 4.5 miles from Brooks.  


Just paused to increase our tally of grizzlies, antlers, cranes, and to add a wolverine.  We saw him running away from us this morning.  Such thick pretty fur.  I can see why it was so prized.  Maybe still is.  Fur is not so unheard of in AK as in the lower 48.  


We didn't get very far the day after our first one either.  We slept in to make up for our short night (short from talking too long, not from discomfort) in the cabin, and it was a hot muggy day for walking. But we found our first good cloudberry patch that day.  Cloudberries like to grow on little mounds at the edges of marshy country, where it's not quite tundra, but not very wet either.  We picked an awful lot of cloudberries yesterday and the day before.  I made a backcountry cloudberry/blueberry cobbler.  Yummy stuff!  It slowed us down some to pick all the berries (those cloudberry bushwhacks...)  and to cook it, but boy was it good.  Cloudberries and blueberries with brown sugar mixed in and granola on top, baked in the coals.  We had more than enough berries for the pot, so we ate the rest of the soupy mess with granola this morning.  Excellent.  I think we should always bring sugar to sweeten berries.

It wasn't too far from Brooks before we were out of the spruce and moss forests, out of moose antlers, and into open tundra and caribou country.  Haven't seen any live caribou, but they sure do shed antlers here.  So many big open wide low-angle slopes.  Some of the willow brush dotted on the tundra reminds me of pictures of Africa.  And the plant cover ranges from deep mucky marsh, to mossy ground you sink a foot into with each step (hard work!) to funny little tundra ridges around deep muddy and rocky holes.  And tall grass and willow brush in places.  I think we've determined at this point that hamburger-bun mushrooms are edible. 


We counted 24 species of wild edibles we've gathered and eaten on this trip so far.  Just need to get a salmon or trout or something.  Could have nailed a salmon with an ice axe in the stream just past our fire spot 2 days ago.  The bears are eating blueberries here around Becherof.  It's almost amusing to see that enormous head bobbing on the ground for berries.  And then the whole bear just sprints between patches.  The first one we saw today stood up toe get a better look at us.  Very light-colored fur.  There are lots of fossils in the rocks around there.  Hig keeps bringing me little clams.  I feel like I should have more to write, but so much has been trekking across big open country lately.  It takes awhile for anything to change.  

8/5/01


This leg has been short on journal entries.  It's our last cookfire, and hopefully our last day if we can make it that far.  WE weren't actually planning to cut back to the beach quite so soon, but figured we'd better leave the ridge to the browsing grizzly.  74 now.  We upped it some on Becherof.  Quite the place for wildlife.  And they're all so curious!  The cranes fly circles around us, the caribou investigate cautiously, and we even had a mother grizzly check us out.


We were walking the beach near a salmon stream and saw them.  They saw us, but weren't moving, so we cut inland to a little knoll.  Mom and cub had also cut inland and we saw them ahead of and below us.  We looked suspiciously at eachother for a little while, then she sat down, apparently unworried by us, and we decided to angle back to the beach.  Mama was apparently less happy about our slight angle towards her, and started loping towards us, baby in tow.  You aren't supposed to look at an approaching bear directly, but that was the best eye-corner view of a bear I've had yet.  


She made a pass about 40 or 50 feet away from us, maybe closer.  We just stood there, stock still, talking about how we weren't really a threat to bear cubs...  I had my hands on the bear spray, ready to set it off.  Then mama must have decided we were scary after all, because she took off up the ridge.  Cub didn't follow, and mama started circling back around...  We headed for the beach and wished them a happy reunion.  


The day of the last journal entry was our longest day yet.  24 miles.  Walking along in the wind in the surf, filling our shoes with grit with every wave.  We were worried about cutting inland unless we had really good visibility because the bears wouldn't be able to hear or smell us in that weather.  So much wildlife around that lake, I had to stop and tally it several times between journal entries.  Right as it was getting dark that night we came across a grizzly at the mouth of a little salmon stream.  We ended up camping on a hill between the two streams, carefully cutting back far enough to be out of the bear zone.  We tried for the 12 minute set up pineapple, but couldn't quite make it.  15 minutes was hard, and 12 seem s darn near impossible.  


I'm being distracted by that meal Hig's cooking.  Mmmm...  Black beans, sun-dried tomatoes, olive oil, greens, mushrooms...  That was good.  


The next day was actually not quite so windy.  We had planned to paddle first thing in the morning, but what wind there was was dead against us, so we did the fast beach walk to the mouth of the big river, all foofed up in all the insulation we could possibly wear.  I wear our sleeping bag, wrapped around my chest and tummy, and Hig wraps himself in the space blanket.  


But not 10 minutes after we started out, my paddle shaft snapped on a random stroke, and I had to slowly make my way to a sandbar, where we splinted the thing with a stick, lashed it with the green twine, and duct-taped the whole mess together.  We had a curious caribou watching as we set up our rafts.  A spy.  


And after that we just kept paddling.  The wind was unfavorable and we were cold and wet, but an army of sandbars prevented us from reaching the shore, which was all marsh anyway.  So we did end up cutting the corner to Severson Peninsula.  

There are a couple of tiny islands just off the shore of the Severson.  We were almost at the first one, hurrying to it to give our arms a rest and our boats an emptying there, when Hig's paddle shaft broke just like mine.  He didn't want to bother to fix it so close to the peninsula, so we built a couple very short fires with nothing but huge piles of grass.  The whole island was thatched with grass, and those little fires warmed me considerably.

After our last push to the Peninsula, we built a real fire, had some good food and boiled up some Labrador tea.  Hig fixed the huge leak from the emergency deflation ring on my raft where the paddle was tied. 


We're really appreciating pushki as food now.  It's a great celery-like veggie, as long as you're careful about raw juice and sunlight.  


We walked the ridges after that, but they were gullied and lumpy with quite a few bushwhacks.  And the fog rolled in over us, so we walked this way and that along the caribou trails, getting only fleeting glimpses of our surroundings.  We didn't make it to the crossing point that night, but woke early the next morning (winning ourselves the up-before-7 prize) and hoping to hit the beach before the wind picked up.  


We saw a great big moose on our way down.  Actually the second moose we've seen on the lake, even though all the sign and antlers seem to be caribou.  The wind was snorting by the time we were ready to cross.  Huge waves, white-capping a bit in our little channel.  I didn't think we had a chance of crossing just then, and started gathering firewood.  Hig was skeptical too, but he wanted to check it out and see just how bad these waves really were. 


And they weren't bad at all.  Our little rats bobbed up and down like corks, riding over the top of the waves.  We made it to the island with room to spare, and hurried over to the other side.  The waves were smaller, but the wind was more against us, making it another long hard paddle.  


When we got to the other shore we saw a wolverine across the channel, and we'd seen a caribou earlier.  Too much sign on the island for a local animal population; they must swim the channels.  


We built a fire on the sandy point, hoping to keep warm and have a meal.  But the wind picked up and just started howling.  The fire was a furnace, but it was impossible to keep warm there.  We ended up using the hot rocks from the fire and taking warm naps in the lee of the burm. 


 Off to the Gas Rocks.  Easy going for quite some time, and we just trucked along the beach until we got to this little salmon stream.  It was just a tiny thing, but there were fish there.  Hig half-heartedly threw his ice axe at the salmon and waded in after it.  But he scared up the fish and started chasing one.  Confused by the options of scary thing and shallow spot, it darted right up onto the bank, where Hig was able to grab it.  


It was a primal scene, hacking up the fish and cooking it over our little fire, eating it with bare hands and a crude willow-branch fork.  So good.  And we were very hungry.  Time is food for us out here, so if we can get some calories to make up for it, stopping doesn't put us behind our goals.  We've used up all our easily available fat reserves, and rationing ourselves to 6000 calories a day (between the 2 of us) is not so easy as at the beginning of the trek.  


After our salmon we played the grizzly-dodging game on that bit of shore thick with salmon streams.  That's where we ran into mama and cub, and there were at least a couple other ones.  They ran, fortunately.  

It cleared some where the sun was setting and we had a gorgeous light show, with ringed clouds around Peulik, and great colored clouds elsewhere.  We didn't quite make it to the Gas Rocks, but it was a fairly easy walk there the next morning.  The first truly sunny day in a long time, yesterday.  


We went behind the Gas Rocks on the lake side first, then cut up the middle one on a nice little shelf, on our way around we scare up a couple of caribou that were probably coming our way along the beach.  One took off, but the other one, deciding that we weren't all that scary, decided to circle around behind us.  


This big elegant animal, gracefully running past us, splashing in the shallow water of the channel..  A perfect shot, I hope it came out.  On top, we had a great 360 degree view of everything.  Many pictures were snapped.  We didn't see much in the way of gas at the gas rocks, just a few mildly interesting bubbles in the lake.  But we went there for the view.  


And there were great blueberry patches on the other side of the hill slope.  Huge ripe berries and easy picking.  We took a long break and just filled our stomachs with berries.  Easier when my stomach is shrunken like this, but still a lot of berries.  The next stop was the Ukinrek Maars - two huge craters from a 1977 eruption.  The first one was a perfect crater lake, just classic.  Striped bedded walls sloping down steeply to a plane of turquoise water.  The second one was also cool, but just had a bit of muddy pond at the bottom.


As we were heading to the maars we saw a flight-seeing helicopter buzzing around and landing on all the gas rocks.  I'm not sure if they were looking for the best lunch spot or what, but they finally settled down on the 3rd one.  It would have been funny to run into them.  


The cut to Ugashik lake wasn't bad.  Some brush, some marsh, but a good bit of tundra.  We tried unsuccessfully to catch another salmon at a little stream.  Up in the meadows in the pass between lakes there were a million funny little bumps of hills.  Something to do with the volcanoes maybe.  Once we hit Ugashik we just took off.  High-energy walking on the gravel beach, but fast.  And unfortunately, monotonous.  


We had one stretch of beach that must have been 3 miles long without one bend to the coastline.  Nothing but gravel ridges, a lake, and a small bank of grass with an occasional bush on the inland side.  We walked into the dark and camped at the base of the long peninsula we've just crossed.  

8/6/01


Sort of continuing here form the Ugashik river lodge.  There's a few things I forgot to put in the last entry that I'd rather not have left out.  Our first day around Becherof we ran into a funny collection of structures out at a point.  There was spelled out in huge letters on the roof of the largest structure "BIBLE CAMP".  What an odd place for one.  That explained the name of Bible Bear Creek.  No one there, but we saw tracks.  It wasn't set up for use - no mattresses on the bunks and all quite bare, but it sure looked like a camp.  That explains the trails marked form the re up to Gertrude lake.  


Didn't see any people on Becherof.  Just that bible camp and a shack viewed with binoculars from the top of the Gas Rocks.  


After our grizzly encounter a few days later, when we'd finished nervously wading as far out as we could in the lake, bear spray ready in hand, we stopped for a short break right near a den of foxes.  We had to watch them with binoculars, but there were 4 or 5 of them playing and running around out there.  Little red foxes.  


People here at the lodge have been really nice to us - giving us food and showers, and a warm place to rest for awhile.  Before them, we actually ran into a Federal fish-counting station.  Right where Ugashik river comes out of the lake.  We were cruising along the beach as it was getting pretty dark, planning on crashing somewhere and looking for our box in the morning.  but we ran into the fish and game camp and there were people up and about, offering us tea and food and a steam bath and a fancy tent to sleep in.  


Apparently us and our box had been a topic of conversation a few days before.  We didn't really have our route to Port Heiden planned out, but what was planned has changed.  We got the map of the Chignik quadrangle, but unfortunately, it's kitty corner to our last map.  And we've chosen to head out over the mountains to see the coast over at Aniakchak.  Over the passes and off the map.  We've just got to identify the river coming from Aniakchak from the beach and follow it back up to the crater, where our map starts again.  Missing the corner.  But it should be more interesting.  It'll be nice to be up in the mountains again, and we'll hopefully miss some of the marsh.  

Chapter 6:  Ugashik River Lodge to Port Heiden
8/11/01


Hard to find time for journal writing on this leg either.  We've been cruising.  In no small measure our speed has been influenced by our shortage of food.  We had to decide to not only make haste for the edge of our map, but to take a longer route in doing so.  But we wanted to see the Pacific Coast.  And it sure is beautiful.  We just hit the beach this morning - in the big open area beyond Nakalilok bay.


We didn't leave the Ugashik river lodge until about 7.  We hung out eating, writing letters, packing, etc...  And then cot a ride across the river and back to the edge of the lake.  Even though we only walked for about 31/2 hours that day, we managed to make it 11 miles.  With rest, full bellies, and a good beach, we just cruised - camping at the base of our ascent.  We decided to cut off the corner of the lake and go right up over the little mountains there.  Partly because we thought it might be a bit more efficient, but mostly because we were tired of gravel lake beaches.  

We hiked up into the fog, wandering tundra ridges where the world vanished completely beyond every small horizon.  We wandered a little askew, and actually used the GPS to correct our course.  We took the brief detour to the peak for a rest break, and while we were there the clouds just broke, and vanished, leaving us with an amazing view of the lakes behind and the mountains ahead.  But sadly, we had to leave our tundra and head down into the land of bushwhacks.  


I don't like tall grass.  Cutting around on the slope beyond Elizabeth lake was just a mess of it.  Can't see the ground and the ground is full of holes.  Tangling around your feet doesn't help much either.  But we managed to make our way down and across figure eight creek (named for its ridiculous meandering) where we were buzzed by a passing plane.  I wonder if it was someone we knew?  We've met a lot of people along the way.  Or it could have just been someone curious about a couple of walkers way out there. 


We camped in a bit of cottonwood forest on a small hill and switched roles.  I set up while Hig ran with the Ursacks.  There were lots of bits and pieces of young cottonwood forest around there - the cottonwood must have recently moved in.  Some of the meadows and willow slopes were very diverse. Baneberry, high bush cranberry and twisted stalk - lots of plants we haven't seen for awhile or ever on this trek.  


The next day it howled.  We didn't' have to worry about bugs, even in tall grass or willow or marsh.  It was a long hard day o bushwhacks, skirting around marshes, slogging through their edges, willow, moundy sinky ground...  And everything moved.  In much of the grass and willow the ground was invisible and the world swayed and rocked with each gust that came by.  It was cool, but rather disconcerting, and made for a stumbly seasick walk.  Dust was blowing hard when we crossed the dog salmon river.  We planned on cooking after that (having gathered pond lily seed pods and pushki to cook), but we kept expecting another channel that never came.  Finally we decided to push on over the ridge to wandering creek.

But we got waylaid by huckleberry bushes on the ridge, and ended up picking two bellies and a jarful - camping on the slopes above the creek.  We haven't seen huckleberries since before Kulik I think.  And only a short bushwhack down to Wandering creek for a feast.  2 meals of rice (first one with pushki but then we got sick of it), yarrow tea (not quite as good as Labrador tea), and a huckleberry  cobbler with lots of soymilk.  Very good, but it got us off to a late start.  We also patched up critical holes in the sleeping bag and my rainpants.  


We planned to head upvalley, but we weren't sure about the bushwhacking.  (Turns out it would have been fine from our overhead view).  So we cut straight up a little side ridge.  We circled Chiginagak in the alpine.  We had gorgeous views of both the volcano and the surrounding sedimentary mountains with their deeply cut gorges. 


We had a few fairly steep scrambles, including some fast hard snowslopes.  Both Hig and I had to self-arrest out of a slide, and I descended one slope in an almost-arrest position - sliding slowly with my ice axe in but no toes.  Need hooves!  Those caribou had no trouble.  We saw 36 caribou that day on the ridges below Chiginagak.  They didn't seem too sure about whether or not we needed to be run from, and a few kept indecisively crossing our path ahead of us.


The whole mountain smelled of sulfur when the wind wafted our way, and some of the glaciers were yellow-stained.  We found a really cool mineral springs up there, with minerals precipitating in little terraces down the rockface.  And  a really cool waterfall below, with the same precipitate on it.  We couldn't get down that way, but it was a great detour.  


The fog rolled in just as dark was setting in and we were reaching a big gorge we knew we'd be crossing in the morning.  Our view was blocked nicely, and light was fading fast, so we camped in a grassy divot of the rocky slope.  

The gorge did turn out to be crossable, but the stream at the bottom was only barely so.  There was a spot in the middle where I couldn't get my feet stable, but Hig could pull me across.  Our fire on the other side was longer than we planned, partly to warm our wet bodies, and partly to dry out the camera from its soaking on our first crossing attempt.  Sigh...  We lost that film certainly, and possibly the camera.  Of course we may have lost it the first time, but there's something more immediately depressing about breaking off a strip of film and throwing it in the fire.  


We had a lot of climbing yesterday.  And a lot of weaving traverses, skirting around peaks and gorges.  WE went a long way on little food.  Chiginagak was only peeking between the clouds, but we had a great view of the valleys below.  We walked the ridge that marks the end of Nakalilok bay out to almost its end, and camped just before the steeper drop down.  


The wind must nail things around here.  All the ridge was stepped, with vegetation climbing only on the sides.  And other terraces of growth were undercut to toppling over, or with roots suspended in the air.  More ground squirrels in the high country.  They appear to like hamburger bun mushrooms too.  We harvested a bunch of perfect firm ones yesterday for this morning's breakfast.  The beach is big and sandy open, with interesting buoys and jugs and buckets in the drift line. I am not quite starving for the first and only time today, and we're about to cross the river here and head out along the beach. 

8/14/01

Sitting here by our fire on Amber Bay thinking that I really don't want to eat our other salmon.  But we're short on food, and this is unfortunately the only good way to supplement our calories at the moment.  We purposefully chose a longer route - coming out here to the Pacific coast, and it's been longer than we thought.  Our rations are short normally, and trying to go on even less has proved quite difficult.  


It was a fast beachwalk from our last fire down to the point, then we cut up over the ridge to Yantarni Bay.  We didn't realize how late the low tide was, and weren't paying attention or thinking about it, so we dawdled on the ridge for awhile, picking piles of blueberries and lingden berries.  Ripe for the first time!  Those always look ripe, taunting poor hikers with their red red tops and pale green bottoms.  


When we got to Yantarni, it looked so small!  We headed out down the beach, thinking we'd hit a river channel, but nothing too bad.  However, when we got to the water we found that we were on a spit, and the bay was rapidly becoming as big as on Hig's crude sketch of a map.  We could have rafted, but the wind was howling dead against us.  So we tried wading from sandbar to sandbar, hoping to shorten our way around.  And the water got knee deep, waist deep, chest deep...  We took off our packs and set them on our heads, and I waded further, with the salt water off my pack blowing and dripping across my face.  The bottom was sinky sand, and after only a few steps I found myself shoulder deep, neck deep, sinking down into the bottom with waves splashing my face...  I gout out of there in a hurry, and Hig did too.  He hadn't gone quite as far as I had, but far enough to be thoroughly soaked.  We decided that we had finally won one of the first-established prizes - to fall, tip, or otherwise get yourself so thoroughly in the water that your face gets wet.  


We didn't really feel like walking around the bay at that point.  and it was a beautiful sunny day.  We decided to try the experiment of sitting for a day, waiting for a lower tide, and not eating any of our hiking food.  


It was certainly interesting, if not entirely successful.  We cooked up the berries with soymilk and sugar, boiling them down for a long time and then drying them slightly into a tart sort of blueberry-cranberry jam.  It was quite good, but we didn't let ourselves eat much of it.  We did eat a big pot of rather mediocre beach greens - steamed in their own juices for lack of any fresh water.  Some were a bit charred.  


And then we thought we'd go back up the ridge for more berries.  But we went much farther inland than we did the first time, and spent a long time wandering around on the ridge finding no more than a handful to fill our very empty bellies.  I didn't realize how hungry I was before I started climbing that ridge.  Each step up the steep slope was  a monumental effort.  Breaking now for a salmon-digestion-induced nap...


As we were coming down the ridge again it was getting dark.  Very dark.  And Hig had to scramble back up a little gully to get the water bottle he'd left there to fill.  We could have filled up from a pond on the ridge, but didn't think of it.  The surreal experience of walking back down the spit to look for our camp with no light and no food, holding hands to help eachother along because neither of our brains were functioning anymore...  It was intense.  But we built our fire back up, ate the rest of the sklup for the day that we'd meant to save for walking, and curled up by the fire, leaving our food un-Ursacked and our stuff scattered.  We hadn't seen bears or bear sign, so it didn't seem that dangerous.  


We were planning on waking to try and cross at the 2AM low.  And we did wake up in time, but man we did not want to get up just then.  We decided to sleep off our hunger, to sleep long and late and try crossing in the next afternoon's low tide.  We hung out by the fire some more in the morning, Hig went to the channel for water, and I patched my pack.  We saw several fishing boats in the bay while we were there.  One anchored overnight and another was there for  most of the next day, but most were just passing through.  I wished I was over there where they had food!


We waded across one stomach-deep channel and then reached one that definitely didn't look crossable.  But we were in a traveling mood, and quickly set up our rafts and dinked across.  Quickly enough, in fact, to win the prize of a fast raft inflation.  So we got to actually eat the pineapple for our stupid and our smart attempts to cross Yantarni.  


There was a neat rocky point on the other side where we gathered mussels and snails and limpets for a little shellfish feast.  Funny to be eating fancy expensive restaurant food with your fingers by a campfire when very hungry.  I've never eaten so many mussels.  They were best roasted right in the fire until the shells were blackened and almost falling apart.  


The ridge over to Amber Bay was larger than we thought, so we didn't get over that night.  The bushwhacking was worst at the beginning, but even after that there were so many gorges to go around.  We got to eat our berry jam with granola up on the ridge.  Yum!

The next morning we spent ducking and weaving our way around gorges, trying to reach the ocean.  Eventually, after a great viewpoint and nagoonberry patch, and a short steep hop down into a gully, we were at the beach.  


Earlier that t day we had a long steep gorge full of salmonberries and alder to cross.  Hig stuffed himself on the berries, but I just couldn't stomach them, and instead desperately crashed my way through the scratchy brush back up to the tundra on top.  So many blueberry plants up there, but hardly any ripe berries.  

The beach walk around Amber bay was nice.  Some bouldery parts, but often with gravel or sand in between.  Not too bad of walking, and the slopes were interesting.  Crumbling black stuff, then huge blocks of gravel...  We found a tangled mess of gill net wedged into the rock and marked with a pile of white buoys.  Hig had mentioned wanting one, so we grabbed a couple lengths.  And put it to very good use shortly thereafter at a little salmon stream. We strung my string through the top and bottom of the net and tied it to a couple of sticks to stretch it out.  


Hig had one stick, I had the other, and we waded out into the water, wondering how to go about netting a fish.  And bang!  Three salmon darted into the net.  One was lost as we brought them in, but we cooked up those pinks in a little fire oven, right there by the stream.  It may have been better to move a bit - we had some grizzlies come asking after that fish.  One stomped at us from across the stream, but then retreated.  And they circled around from the other side a few minutes later, before running again.  Three total, and they seemed to be together.  


We got to the river at the end of the day, only to discover that it seemed to be very definitely the wrong way to come from the crater, bending back into Amber Bay valley.  Sigh...  We were confused.  Perhaps we misread the map and the river comes out in Aniakchak Bay?  We know the direction to the crater itself from our map, but it would be nice to stop at the river mouth.  There's supposedly a cabin, with Jim Gavin in it there, and maybe some food!  I hope people don't start worrying about us, taking so long.  We're going to climb up to a viewpoint here in a minute to see what's up.  


We crossed the river we found in rafts and waded back into the water with our gill net.  We had to muck around a bit more this time, and only caught one at a time, but we managed to get three salmon.  Hig ate one last night and we hung the other two salted in an ingenious (Hig-contrived) contraption of net and raft off the edge of a cliff, which we climbed up next to in the pitch dark.  


And this morning, we ate salmon.  A big one roasted, and a smaller one in soup with beach spinach.  I wanted candy and cookies and pancakes and cranberry bread and waffles and smoothies and fruit and cereal, but I did not want any salmon.  But we did manage to eat it all, with a welcome break of yarrow tea and creamy berry drink in between.  You'd think we'd be hungry enough not to mind, and I'll sure be hungry later, but stuffing oneself with salmon and then walking with no other food is just not the most efficient way to eat.  And salmon doesn't have sugars and starches, which we need more of.  

8/19/01


Well, we finally made it to Port Heiden yesterday evening, found the Christenson's (who Lacey told us to look up) and told our parents we were ok after all.  Running short on food makes travel slower, and it took us 12 days (rather than the 8 we had food for) to get there.  


From Amber Bay (after our campsite almost on top of the clifftop trail - that's what happens when you set up after dark) we climbed up to a local peak on the ridge.  Quite a bit further than we thought it was, but a great view from the top.  And the eagles were pissed at us, disturbing their clifftop homes.  We couldn't see much of Aniakchak Bay, unfortunately, and were faced with he difficult choice between taking the straight route up to the crater or the long route around by way of the bay, the river (presumably), and hopefully the food at the cabin.  We decided to chance it on the food, and made for the beach.  


It was open tundra almost all the way out our low-angle ridge, but the fog rolled in and muddied our view near the end.  There were some tough blueberry bushwhacks though.  We filled ourselves up a couple times, and also our canisters and bags.  The meadow with some of the biggest blueberries was also, perhaps not surprisingly, the one occupied by three browsing grizzlies - perhaps a mom with two older cubs.  The bears know where the best berries are, I guess.  Wish we'd gotten there before them.  There wasn't really room in the meadow to get around the grizzlies, and we didn't want to brushwhack on the ridge above them, so we just sat down in our half of the meadow and started picking blueberries right along with them, trying to stay low and be quiet.  At least one noticed us, but didn't seem to care.  We kept picking, and so did they.  Then we were sort of running out of berries, standing up and wandering for more patches, discussing the best way to cut around the bears.  I had my blueberry jar in one hand and my bear spray hooked around my thumb.  But the bears must have recognized us as humans when we stood up and walked around more, because they just took off.  The wind was the wrong direction for them to have smelled us. 

We continued down the ridge, bogged down by some unreasonably poofy tundra, and one more excellent blueberry patch.  The final scramble down to the beach turned out to be short and easy.  


The beach itself was very interesting.  Bouldery, but not too bad for walking, and with lots of little points to go around.  It was evening, but not yet time to camp, when we saw a little house of some sort above us on the beach.  We walked up to investigate and found out that it was a Katmai Park cabin.  And we could see a map on the table!  And maybe they had food!  We though the door was locked, so we left it, and headed out to the beach to wait hopefully for the return of an occupant.  We built a fire in the fire pit to boil down our berries, and camped out in the sand by the beachgrass.  


And when you camp on the sand, you end up covered in it.  Filling the sleeping bag, coating our gear, our faces...  The next morning Hig woke up super early to go collect mussels at low tide.  We had climbed to the top of the point the day before, and knew we were at the river mouth, but no sign of Jim or anyone else at the cabin.  We decided we were indeed hungry enough to break in and loot the place (only if it wouldn't cause damage), and found it unlocked.  


And reading the notes in eh visitors' log, it sounded almost like a public-use type place, where drop-ins were more welcome than they might be.  We tried to grab only the more abundant ingredients, filling the sklup canister with gunk made from berries, powdered milk, flour, and sugar,  and some with oil, syrup, and crackers in place of the berries.  Not the best, but not bad.  We'd eaten the rest of the sklup that morning in a veritable orgy of calorie consumption - filling the gnawing holes in our bellies with seafood and chocolate.  Most of the food in the cabin needed cooking, so we took beans and rice and potato buds, and Krusteaz pancake mix.  We cleaned the cabin nicely, left an explanatory note and check, and stacked up a bit of firewood by the beach.  It all took awhile, so we didn't' get that far our first day.


We tried to make pancakes that night, cooking into the dark.  The lack of a proper spatula  and the burnt crust on the pot made them rather scrambled, but still tasty.  Hig got a bit too cold by our small fire, and I tried to hurry us into bed.  Fortunately I'd found a campsite ahead of time (so as not to be on an unseen bear trail), but unfortunately it was a bit difficult to re-find it in the dark.  We got close though.  


We got off to another late start the next day, as we had to cook up a lot of our looted food.  The trail by the river wasn't great, but it had gotten us along for most of the previous day, with obstacles of rotting salmon and spots where the slippery grass slid me right down the riverbank.  But then the river started meandering like crazy and we cut away from it, finding nice terraces of open tundra and gravel further towards the valley walls.  Only a few blueberry bushwhacks here.


We were still hiking without a real topo map - only a sketch Hig made from the Sutwik Island quadrangle on the wall of the cabin.  But following the Aniakchak (now that we'd found it) wasn't too hard.  We were making good time, eating lots of food, and then we ran into the perfect fire site.  We'd said we should stop if we found one - with the clouds ominous overhead and wood scarce, cooking the rest of our food might be difficult.  


The spot we found was open tundra with wood scattered everywhere, with just a few spots of gravel and rock to build the fire one.  We fried up blueberry biscuits (a more successful use of the pancake mix than pancakes), ate our last mea, and camped just nearby.  

The next day the river valley became narrower, and we had to cross back and forth a few times to avoid scrambles over cliffs and bushwhacks on the cut bank.  Luckily the river was low, which made the crossings possible, but the rocks slippery and slimy with algae.  After awhile, we decided to leave our narrowing valley for the promising-looking ridge of tundra on the other side of hidden creek.  it was a bit of bushwhacking to get there, but then it looked like we just had to walk right across on the divide before the gully started.  But the gully was actually a deep cut right across the whole ridge.  Funny topography.  


After that little scramble, the ridge was a beautiful walk.  We followed it until it steepened, and then dropped back to the valley for the walk up to the gates.  There were enormous boulders near the left side ridge that looked as if they should be marked on the topo map.  The gates were a long and very windy passage.  I was impatient to see the crater.  And the ground was blanketed with tantalizing-looking but  under ripe nagoon berries. 


It turns out we were on the best side of the river for getting around the end of the gates.  The lighting was fabulous in he crater that day.  Spots of blue sky, patches of rain, wild clouds and fog...  We followed the river to surprise lake and then made our way over little ridges and gullies to the warm springs at the far end of the lake.  Not all that impressive.  Fairly warm, sort of red and muddy, with some neat CO2 bubbling.  We took a short break there, but it was so cold.  Our hands didn't work, and even eating was made into a chore of dexterity.  I was feeling a bit down, with the cold drizzle and wanting to see people again.  There were people tracks all over by the lake.  Apparently a lot of people come through the crater and a lot of those raft the river.  They're thinking about building a road out from Port Heiden to the crater.  Would get a lot more tourists out this way then.  

The weather only got worse.  But the crater was beautiful in its ruggedness in the blowing mist.  WE camped that night in the middle of a lava field, with dark grey gravel, patches of grass, and spire-like lava boulders.  We camped in the lee of a big rock, but it blew from every which way that night, flapping our poor little space blanket, making  a racket in the gale and a draft on our chilled bodies.  WE managed to tuck ourselves in well enough to sleep, and got ready quickly in the chilly morning.  The weather was no better in the morning, blowing rain, but occasional patches of sun drifted by, providing us with personal rainbows.  The pots of gold would have been not 100 yards away. 

We had a little confusion getting over the ridge, climbing one way and then backtracking another.  And the sinking gravel made climbing difficult.  Why do rabbits only live in sites of volcanic destruction?  We eventually did get over the rim, and stated following some 4-wheeler tracks down.  But we lost them where the snow had melted away since they were left, and decided to take our own way down.  We tried to descend as quickly as we could at first, chancing the later gorges to get down out of the clouds and rain.  We were getting mildly hypothermic, and stopping for a break was almost impossible.  I couldn't apply enough force with my chilled hands to unclip my pack, or enough dexterity to open the Ziploc with my food in it.  But the weather improved as we walked down and we gradually warmed up.  It was just racewalking down those long low-angle slopes of tundra. and none of the gullies were even all that bad.  


Aniakchak is a mountain too big to see.  You'd hardly know you were on a mountain at all on those slopes, and in the crater you feel just surrounded by a range of mountains on every side. 


Before we hit the alder, we hit a 4-wheeler trail, and had an easy if monotonous walk until we ran into Bobby on the road, who brought us here to Johnny Chris's.  Nice to stop roadwalking, especially with the leg-chafing brought about by too much walking in wet rainpants.  Good food, a nice steambath, and blowing rain outside that makes me happy to be inside.  :) 


Just checked email here for the first time in a couple months.  The satellite connection is fast, but UW's new email system is slow...  Just full of messages from the MCB program asking me to please please respond about an advisor 2 months ago, and to RSVP about retreats one month ago, or only a couple weeks...  I had to send many messages with the preamble "sorry for the late reply, but I've been out of contact hiking down the Alaska Peninsula for the past 2 months..."  Apparently I'll get "special recognition" at orientation for being the last one (never) to reply about an advisor.  Sigh...  logistics...  Gets my mind back on academics and on the real world.  We need to get to the store here soon, and then maybe we can try and call the ferry and see if we can find some less than $2000 way to get back home...  Another little oasis of civilization in the wilderness here.  It's interesting to see them that way, tracking civilization back in from its furthest tracks and traces, hitting a place like this, and then walking back out of it again.  

 [insert table of port Heiden food here]
Hmm...  I think we may have gone a bit overboard in supplementing our calories with food from the Port Heiden store.  More to carry, and more $!  The store is pretty big, but all the stuff bears price tags that hint of high shipping costs.  Definitely a larger town than Pedro Bay, but still several of the people we ran into today had heard of us as "the ones who are walking around" or some variant on that.  Hopefully we'll find out about some nice Island Air flight from Chignik to Kodiak.  Looked up the ferry schedules online today, and it looks like it goes form Kodiak to Homer all the time.  We have to hang out until at least 11 to catch the post office, so we'll have time to call around a bit in the morning.  Johnny Chris's house reminds me somewhat of Ugashik river lodge, with crowds of people always in and out, huge quantities of food always being made and eaten, etc...  I suspect it's very different in the winter.  People still have big families out here, I guess.  
Chapter 7:  Port Heiden to Chignik
8/24/01


Not much time to write this leg.  It's short, and we have the bug of homesickness nipping at our heels to drive us on.  It seems to be always at the end of a journey that I'm ready for it to be over.  No worse when it's 2 months long, but no better.  We celebrated the 2 month mark with a chocolate bar yesterday.  On the 23rd at 1:40, just before we went over the pass.  Right now we're on the beach of Chignik Bay, between Thompson and Neketa creeks.  We had a fire last evening to cook our 2 final meals and repair our rainpants so as to be more decent in civilization.  From here we have only a beach, a crossing, and a trail to go.  A leg full of small goals.  Getting out of the marsh flats, over the pass, to the beach, across the lagoon, to Chignik.  And we have several chocolate bars (a gift from my mom) to reward ourselves along the way.  


We slept by our fire last night.  Lovely and warm, but it left some burn holes in my poor beleaguered raft.  I guess we get to try the new patching technique, using actual raft-patching plastic.  We camped on the beach by a tiny little stream that doesn't actually reach the ocean.  And last night, we had a visitation of otters.  5 little river otters, galumphing up the beach in the almost-dark, hunching their sleek bodies for an inching run on the land.  They all went right past us (up to the stream), but one.  He ran away to the ocean, then came back, tentatively following his buddies.  But he decided that people and fire were just way way too scary, and hightailed it for the water again.  


I had stored my needles in my non-waterproof waterproof match container, and had finally gotten around to tossing all those dead matches on the fire last leg.  What I hadn't realized was that those soggy bits of wood were what was absorbing the water and keeping the needles from rusting.  One more thing that ought to be waterproofed. 


We left Port Heiden in the howling wind (fortunately dry), and struck out across the flats.  There were a few small hills and rises near town, but after that, it was flat.  Dead flat, with an unbroken horizon filling the view before us, slowly changing as the tops of the alder on a riverside levy came over the curve of the earth.  We had to take a picture because it was just so uninteresting.  We camped out in a drier bit of marsh, using the ursacks to weight down the ends of our tarp in the whistling wind.  Not quite kosher, but we had no trouble.

The next day, we slogged the rest of the way to the creek, down its shores, trying to reach the Meshik.  The route was not inspiring, and rich in tall slow grass, bits of willow, lakes to circumvent, and one very deep channel to wade.  It was harder to keep up our spirits than usual, and we took quite a few small breaks.  It was less monotonous than the flat flats though, and there were kittiwakes and tundra swans in the lakes.  Tundra swans look like funny white football rocks from far away, floating around.  You can't see those long thin necks until you're quite close.  


The Meshik was actually easier to cross than its side stream.  We crossed just below a huge cabin, big enough to be a house.  Wonder if anyone lives there?  We were planning to head up landlocked creek, but we were diverted from it by a long, deep, mucky channel leading to it from one of the lakes.  We thought it was a braid, so we didn't cross, and then we couldn't cross without drowning in the mire, so we followed it up to the lake.  Just as we were determining that it was too deep and mucky, a million little dead fish came floating down past us.  And then, they all sank.  Sketchy.  And at the lake we found the source of all beige foam used in Marriott food.  It had surprising cohesiveness, jiggling in the wind, with little chunks breaking off and tumbling along in the breeze.  


We camped out in the open again, near a bit of mounded tundra.  We used the ursacks as weights again, on an incorrect prediction that it wouldn't become dead calm.  And with calm, there are bugs.  The next day we had mosquitoes and no-see-ums all over us.  We celebrated leaving the marsh onto a funny little ridge by eating our first chocolate bar, but I could hardly stand to sit there in the swarms of noseeums.  The ridge had what looked like landing strips of open on top, but from the ground we couldn't see it, and we crashed through bits of willow and mounds, and bits of nicer meadow.  Some of the bog cranberries were ripe, and boy are thy tasty.  With that and the candy flower we found later, we're at 43 wild edibles.  


It was hot, we were thirsty, and the going was slowed down considerably by our lack of energy.  We had decided to climb Big Butte and try the mountain route over to the ocean.  

8/24/01


Continuing this entry from the Northern Dawn, a fishing tender here out of Chignik.  We got a ride out to their boat from Chignik Lagoon, and are hanging out with them (Donny, Wendy and kids) until they head into Chignik Bay for the night.  


The alder bushwhack up the ridge was actually fun.  We shopped in a pretty little stream gully full of crunchy candy flower plants and happy heavy watermelon berry plants, drooping their fruit-laden stalks into the stream.  Had a nice break with hummus and crackers, cooling off and rehydrating before our push up the ridge.  We had just broken through into the tundra and were still climbing steeply towards the ridge.  I was going a bit faster than Hig, so I turned to look back at him and the view.  The dog was right at my heels, and Hig was a little ways back...  The dog?!  A fox was tagging along with me.  It stopped to watch, and it trotted ahead a bit, stopping to pee on the tundra, and looking back at me, as if inviting me to follow.  I continued with my upward toil and the fox loped easily along with me for a minute, before tiring of my company and taking his own way off over the ridge.  We ran into him once more, just before the peak, joining us for another short spell and then disappearing for good.  


The flat marshy valley of the Meshik looked much more beautiful from above, with the light glinting off a million little ponds and lakes and channels, stretching off into the ocean.  Just beyond our rest on the peak we were waylaid again by a great outcropping of petrified wood.  Chunks and log just scattered on the dirt, some crumbling out where they stood, others remarkably solid.  There were some that looked as though they could be thrown on the fire, and others with wild folds or colors or quartz intrusions.  Pretty grain.  We had a hard time leaving an especially nice large chunk of wild stuff, but settled for quite a few smaller pieces.  On such a short leg, what's the difference?  


Just beyond the wood we found a funny box of a machine, put there tat year with a solar panel and a bunch of batteries inside.  A tube went down into the earth an then into the box.  Measuring gas maybe?  Natural gas?  Volcanology?


We followed the ridge for a while longer, skirting around a few peaks, surprising one caribou.  It's fun being up in the alpine like that.  But the ridges ahead were looking sharper an nastier, and the clouds were thickening up high, so we decided to drop back off the top and take the valley and pass route after all.  The bushwhack down wasn't too bad, and the valley below was a breeze.  Big gravel flats, open tundra, and even ripe nagoonberries! (which is a sure sign of a route well-chosen).  The willow were widely spaced, and the shorter ones showed sign of moose browse.  We saw two moose as we were cutting off the ridge, but the valley seemed missed by other wildlife.  No bear sign at all, and there were quite a few good blueberries in the valley.  Unfortunately we hurried past them on our way to a camp and fire site.  


Apparently people around here go to pick the little black blackberry/crowberries that grow in the tundra.  I didn't know they were considered worth eating, but I've hardly tried them.  This time we set up our campsite before we went down to the stream to cook, making it a little easier to drag ourselves from the fire into the cold dark night.  The warm rocks we brought to bed with us helped too.  

And then it was up and over the pass into McKinsey valley.  Our gravel flats disappeared after awhile, and we dinked back and forth across the stream, walking in bits of alder, gravel, and meadow until we followed a ridge and a high shelf up the left fork and into our pass.  No more brush there, just tundra an talus fields.  The rocky slope wasn't as steep or as difficult as it looked from below.  After eating our 2-month celebratory chocolate bar, we walked right up it, avoiding a bit of hard and slippery snow near the top.  It was chilly and drizzling, and as we descended into McKinsey Valley, we soon found ourselves in a mess of wet alder and salmonberries, broken by much-welcome meadows.


Soggy, soggy walking.  We followed a somewhat meadowy shelf for awhile and then cut down to the river, crossing back and forth and walking right on its flanks.  The alder was less choked with undergrowth there and the bushwhack was even and enjoyable challenge, weaving between the trunks and branches at top speed.  We cut back up again before the river gorged up, following a meadow almost right up to the ridge.  It would have been nicer walking up there, but we had no easy way to get to it.  

We dropped down the other side into Thompson valley, and followed the creek out into the bay.  So much bear sign around that creek.  Trampled ground everywhere, rotting pieces of salmon littering the banks of every channel.  And half-rotten fish in the stream, flapping around.  All the bear sign looked old though.  No fresh tracks or scat.  Must be tired of fish by now and off eating berries.  We had a bit more of a scramble to get around the lagoon at the mouth of the Thompson, but then, the beach!


Almost there.  We stopped at the first tiny stream we saw to patch our rainpants while daylight lasted, and slept by the warm fire (gaining seven raft burn holes - which were patched this morning).  The sunrise was pretty this morning, with one bright cloud camping over the offshore islands, and rays of light beaming down and reflecting on the water.  It was a fast walk on the beach.  A narrow beach, with interesting rocks and cliffs, and even a little arch to be a gateway to the beach beyond.  


As we approached the lagoon, we started seeing fishing boats.  Seiners all over the place, moving around.  The mouth of the lagoon was thick with ships and skiffs, and we must have seen at least 25 boats.  We waded a little channel and then plopped down by the shore, to blow up our rafts.  It was half a mile across, and luckily both Hig's makeshift paddle-lashing and my much-mended raft held up.  

The longest thing about a long crossing is usually the monotonous lack of landmarks.  Paddling and paddling and watching the far shore get incrementally closer...  Here there were so many boats in the channel that it was full of intermediate landmarks.  We passed close enough to one seiner to have a little chat with them, and attempting to stay out of all the nets (not actually hard, but we did have to watch our course) and out of everyone's way kept it interesting.  After that, it was just a short walk down the other shore to the town, where we hoped to find a trail across to Chignik Bay. 

Not 30 seconds into the place we ran into Al, who said the trail only took you up to the ridge, and offered us s skiff ride out to a tender that'd be heading to the bay.  He'd heard of us already (from Donny Oscar who we'd met in Port Heiden), and recognized us right away.  Not that hard to spot a couple of crazy hikers I suppose.


So here we are, hanging out of the tender.  It's getting late (11:30 already), so it would probably have been faster to walk, but  hanging out and chatting with people is nice.  We'll ask around in the morning and hopefully catch a ride out of here.  Sounds like folks are packing up and heading home every day now with the bad season, so we have some chance anyway.  
Chapter 8:  Chignik to Home
8/26/01


Our hike is done, but the journey is not quite over.  I'm sitting here on the Pacific Merit, which will leave late tonight or early tomorrow, steaming along to Kodiak.  I think there'll be a hunting stop in there somewhere, so we should get to jump out on shore.  From there, hopefully the ferry (haven't' got its schedule yet), maybe a short flight, and we'll be in Seldovia.  


Our hastily set up tarp pulled out on 3 corners last night, as the rain happily wetted us and our gear.  We ran into the mayor of the town as we made our umpteenth walk between the two canneries, and he drove us off to a good camping spot by the airport, and gave us an impromptu history lessen on the area.  Lots of interesting stories.  


Today we happily found out that we could catch a ride here, but were at a loss for what to do with ourselves in the meantime, so we climbed up the little trail behind town to the reservoir.  Kind of neat.  Followed the new metal pipe and the old ribbed cedar one, with some ladders in the steepest spots.  

8/29/01


Anchored up here in Wide Bay, on a calm and rainy night.  The boat didn't leave Chignik for a day after we thought it would, waiting on the weather,.  But we sure appreciated sleeping in the warm cabin of the docked boat, after our soaking the night before in our impromptu camping setup. 

The coast around here is beautiful.  Cliffs, rocks, and impressive mountains crowding against the shore.  We headed up past Aniakchak, Yantarni, Ocean Beach...  Places we walked on our way down.  A different perspective from the water.  Ralph says they spent winters in a cabin on Ocean Beach when he was little.  I don't remember seeing one, but we've seen many little cabins.  


And then we were beyond the beach we'd traveled, seeing port Wrangell, Agripina...  Agripina slot is invisible as you start coming into the bay, but then you make a sharp turn at the end, and the ocean just keeps going in a long lagoon with three large pools with narrow entrances.  The last pool is deep, but the tide was too low to get in, so we turned around an d kept going.  


It was a bit bouncy the first day, but not too bad.  I quickly learned that reading was impossible, and even card-playing can be somewhat ill-advised.  but with vigilant staring out the window and judicious trips outside for the fresh air, we did ok.  Hig fared similarly to me.  Out on the top the rocking and rolling is greater, but it's fun, holding on and moving with the swells, staring out at the coast and the flat horizon before us.  You need that flat line to keep oriented.  We've seen a few big whales, porpoises swimming by the boat, and puffins.  So many puffins, bobbing by in their comical clown-faces, flapping out of the way of the boat.  Chubby birds.


Today Dinks got his wish.  The wind came up and we were bouncing out there.  We got a few good splashes on the cabin windows, and the Castle Cape was riding even lower than we were, with all that crab in the hold.  Ralph finally did get his dungees.  There was a second hatch that did open.  I was so sick.  Felt real green , even puked over the side a bit, but then I took a nap and was ok.  We pulled in though, and a few guys went caribou hunting.  Hig and I, along with Lacey and the other kid on that boat were roped in as caribou draggers.  I never thought I'd be dragging on the furry leg of a bloody and still-warm caribou, pulling down to the beach.  Their antlers are so fuzzy.  


We came around into Wide Bay after that, where they chased after moose, and Hig and I got dropped off to poke around and pick blueberries.  Hopefully tomorrow it'll be nice enough to make the shot across to Kodiak.  

9/2/01


Here we are on the M/V Tustemena, just hours form our final stop in Seldovia.  We had a beautiful sunny day for the ferry ride, and it was a fitting end to our trip, watching the sun set over our starting point, way off in the distance.  A big sky sunset with surreal cloudscapes in pink and turquoise, and the Barren Islands rising as a craggy blue outline before us.  For all the extra time, this way home was the more interesting.  And about 10 times cheaper. :)


The run across Shelikoff strait proved thankfully uneventful, and was less rough than the day before.  I managed to get out of eating fried chicken or caribou (after a taste of the steak confirmed that I still don't like meat), but Robert finally divulged the secret of his hatch (it actually had 2 doors), and Ralph got his potful of Dungeness after all.  Tasty.  I ate a whole crab, and part of Hig's second one.  


We had one day of waiting in Kodiak, and they were nice enough to let us stay on the boat one more night.  Our brief visit to the town was marked only by a visit to the library for email and semi-recent new, and a couple trips to the grocery store for food and fresh produce.  Happily, the store was having a big produce sale the 2 days we were there.  I miss fruit and veggies.  I managed to slice off a bit of finger in the course of sandwich-making.  Worse than either of us had done all hike, and of course our kits were on the boat..  Worked out ok though.  


I can't wait to see all our pictures when we get to Seldovia!  I can't wait to take a shower and put on clean and different clothing!  


Kodiak and the ferry are the first anonymous place s we've been since leaving Homer in June.  Nobody asking who we strange people are, no one who's heard of us before we meet.  Kind of odd.  

