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			Preface

		

		
			For more than twenty years, TwoDot books have been telling the stories of the women who shaped the history of the West, from the brilliant and accomplished physicians who couldn’t find work in the East but brought their skills to the frontier, to the daring and talented entertainers who found their way to the make-shift stages and elaborate opera houses that provided respite from the back-breaking work of Manifest Destiny. In these pages are fifty stories of women like them whose part in history has become part of our national memory and whose contributions have often been unsung.

			These are immigrants, Native Americans, second-generation Americans, larger-than-life characters, unassuming wallflowers, social workers, entrepreneurs, nuns, pilots, artists, cowgirls, photographers, homesteaders, and of course, teachers, suffragists, doctors, nurses, lawyers, and politicians. All were truly remarkable, in spirit, determination, integrity, and perseverance, regardless of how much (or little) they accomplished in their lifetimes. These are all women with grit, who gripped the reins and settled in for the ride, uninhibited by how rough it would prove to be, and their stories should inspire current and future generations.

		

	
		
			Alaska Women

		

	
		
			Nellie Neal Lawing

			[image: ]

			(1873–1956)

			The Legendary “Alaska Nellie”

			A petite, vivacious woman with curly gray hair hurried over to the tourists who were scrambling off the train.

			“Welcome to Lawing, at Mile 23,” she called. “How was your boat trip? What do you think of Alaska? Come on, I know you want to see my museum, and we don’t have all day!”

			The group followed as the woman walked briskly down a path that led to an old two-story cabin on the bank of Kenai Lake. Entering the large room, the travelers gasped with amazement at the array of Alaskan wildlife displayed on every wall and in every corner.

			“Alaska Nellie” began telling her stories. “Yep, I killed ’em all myself,” she proudly announced. “That big brown bear? My pet bear, Mike, was lost, and I went running into the woods to find him. ’Round a bend was the biggest, meanest bear I ever saw, standing over poor little Mike’s dead body! I turned and ran for home, but he followed me and I just barely got the barn door open in time to run in and pull it behind me—but he slammed into it and scratched my arm and broke my three fingers and bruised my knee, see. . . .” 

			She pulled back her sleeve and showed the crowd her scars. “Then I waited ’til it got real quiet, slipped into the house, got my gun, and went after him. I saw him on the ridge the same time he saw me. He reared up and I sent a bullet into him, hit him in the foot, then another hit him in the leg. Had to shoot him six times ’fore he keeled over!”

			It was a good story, and it got better every time she told it. She could have told a similarly exciting tale about any item in the room.

			Nellie Trosper was born in Missouri on July 25, 1873, the eldest of ten surviving children. As a child, she fished, hunted, trapped, and did farm work alongside her brothers. She dreamed of going to Alaska to hunt moose and bear, and often told her parents she would live there one day and drive a sled dog team. 

			Nellie left school before she was fourteen to help her mother with the family. Although she worked away from home for a short time in Missouri, she returned when her mother grew ill. After her mother died, she stayed on to help until her father remarried. Finally, at the age of twenty-seven, Nellie left home for good.

			Her journey to Alaska had many twists and turns along the way. She worked at railroad restaurants in Wyoming and Colorado, before beginning work at a boardinghouse in Cripple Creek, Colorado. Eventually she ran a boardinghouse of her own there. She met and married Wesley Neal, a mine assayer, but after a short time of happiness, the marriage began to disintegrate.

			“My home life was made unbearable by that demon, rum, which destroys the best in man,” wrote Nellie. She left her husband, and Cripple Creek, to continue the westward journey that would lead her, at last, to Alaska.

			It was July 3, 1915, when Nellie Neal arrived in the land of her heart’s desire. She was forty-two years old. As she sat in her hotel room in Seward that night, she penned this poem:

			After many solemn years had fled,

			By an unseen force I had been led

			To the land of my sweet childhood dreams,

			Where the midnight sun on the ocean gleams.

			With her boardinghouse experience, she soon found work at the Kenai Gold Mine, where she was hired to cook and drive the freight wagon. When the train stopped to unload supplies at Roosevelt, on the edge of Kenai Lake, she was delighted with what she saw. Writing about it later, she recalled, “This place seemed very familiar to me and I hoped that I might some day come back here and make my home.”

			Nellie’s childhood hunting and trapping skills came in handy, as she was often able to secure fresh meat for the hungry miners. On one of her trips into the wilderness, she came upon an abandoned miner’s cabin and a plan began to form in her mind. When the mine crew stopped work and moved into Seward for the winter, Nellie had other ideas.

			In Seward she purchased a sled and supplies, and then, very early on a crisp December morning, she set out from Seward, following the railroad track. As she had no dogs, she “necked” the sled—that is, pulled it herself, by way of a strap around her shoulders. After traveling for twenty-three miles, she came to Roosevelt and spent the night with the roadhouse proprietors, Mr. and Mrs. Roberts. The next day she covered the remaining seven miles, using snowshoes for the first time in her life. She arrived at the little abandoned miner’s cabin where she would spend the winter and began to make her new quarters hospitable. In writing about this experience, Nellie quipped, “If one has never tried cutting wood while on snowshoes, he should really try it as a new outdoor sport.”

			For the next three months, Nellie ran trap lines, prepared the collected pelts from rabbit, fox, ermine, mink, and lynx, and developed plans for her future. On a clear, cold Christmas Eve, she was awestruck at first experiencing the shimmering, glowing curtain of colors that were the Northern Lights. 

			When Nellie returned to Seward in the spring of 1916, the US government had purchased the Alaska Railroad and planned to extend the tracks from Seward to Anchorage. Nellie applied to run an eating house on the construction line and was awarded a contract for the roadhouse at Mile 45—she was the first woman to be so selected.

			The contract provided that she would be allowed to purchase supplies from the government commissary, have free freight by rail, be paid fifty cents per meal, and charge a dollar per night for lodging. She would collect vouchers from the employees and turn them in each month for payment.

			So Nellie set up business at Mile 45, renaming the roadhouse there “Grandview.” Ever resourceful, she made a sign for the building using blue letters cut from an old coat and sewn onto white canvas. She assumed there would be ample business opportunities for at least three years.

			At that time, the train from Seward came to Mile 40, at Hunter. From there the mail and other supplies had to come by wagon in summer and by dog team in winter. Nellie knew she would need kennels and a cookhouse for dog food, so she proceeded to cut trees and saw them into logs for the buildings. By the time winter arrived, the kennels were ready. She acquired a dog team for her sled and became an expert musher. 

			Soon Nellie could traverse the forty-five-mile trip from Grandview to Seward on snowshoes in a day, and had braved many a heavy blizzard with her dog team and sled. Stories about her prowess on the trail began to circulate, and her exploits were touted around roadhouse kitchens all over the territory. But it was during her second Alaska winter that the stories about Nellie began to take on legend status. 

			By then the track had been extended past Grandview for several miles. In November she heard that the train was stuck over the summit in a snowstorm two miles away at Mile 47. 

			“Every available man has been sent here to help dig us out, and there are at least fifty men here now who have been working feverishly since early morning and without food,” the roadmaster told her by telephone. He had attached his portable unit to a telephone line to make the call. 

			When the train failed to arrive after several hours, Nellie began cooking ham and eggs for sandwiches, frying doughnuts, and making coffee until she had enough for fifty men. She packed it in a washtub, loaded it on her sled, and set out through the storm. When she reached the train, the men were exhausted and hungry. The food gave them the energy they needed to finish digging out the train, which finally returned to Grandview, taking eighteen hours to travel seven miles. There would be no more trains over the summit until spring.

			On January 20, 1917, a day that the mail was to come by dog team from Tunnel to Grandview and then on to meet the train at Hunter, there came a wild, blowing snowstorm. By two o’clock it was totally dark, and the carrier had not yet arrived at Grandview. Nellie contacted Tunnel and was told the carrier had left five hours earlier. After waiting another five hours, Nellie knew something was wrong. She donned her parka, hitched her dogs to the sled, threw in a rabbit-skin robe, shovel, lantern, and snowshoes, and was on her way to the rescue. 

			With the snow swirling around her, Nellie made her way along the railroad track, sometimes having to put on her snowshoes and travel in front of the dogs to break the trail through the snow, or shovel their way through a huge snowdrift. At last, the dogs plunged up and over the last drift to where they found the carrier’s dogs and the carrier, huddled in his sled, nearly frozen. She helped the man onto her sled and struggled to rouse the dogs from where they had bedded themselves down in the snow.

			When she reached Grandview, she nursed the carrier’s near-frozen hands, feet, and face, provided him with hot drinks, and settled him to sleep. Then Nellie returned to the mail sled, hitched her dogs to it, and trailed her own sled behind it. When she got back to Grandview and saw that her “patient” was still sleeping, she decided to take the mail on to its next delivery stop at Hunter. By the time she returned to Grandview, it was seven o’clock in the morning!

			The next Christmas, Nellie received a great surprise. As a reward for her valiant rescue, a group of pioneers in Seward sent her a necklace of solid gold nuggets, with a larger nugget pendant set with a diamond. The accompanying note read:

			To Nellie—from oldtimers

			Who on snowshoes broke down the trail;

			Who fought the elements to take through the mail.

			They struggled on without food or rest—

			To rescue the perishing they did their best.

			The necklace was her most prized possession and she wore it the rest of her life. Two years had seen the extension of track so that the Alaska Railroad now reached from Seward to Kern Creek, twenty-six miles north of Grandview. Nellie purchased the roadhouse at Kern Creek, overlooking Turnagain Arm, and when hunting season came, she started on her collection of Alaska wildlife trophies. The first moose she killed had thirty-eight-point antlers with a sixty-eight-inch spread. She took down two mountain sheep in one day, and her first bear had a hide measuring seven feet from nose to tail. It was at Kern Creek that she had her little pet bear, Mike. Nellie’s encounter with the big brown bear that killed him gave her ample storytelling material for many years.

			After her three-year contract with the railroad ended, and after an unsuccessful foray into the mining business, Nellie found herself again running a roadhouse. She managed to procure another contract, this one at Dead Horse Hill, or Mile 248, halfway between Seward and Fairbanks. She saw it as another good opportunity, and anticipated a need for the housing and feeding of workers for some time to come. 

			In the winter of 1922, Nellie and one of the construction workers became sweethearts. Kenneth Holden had come to Alaska from Seattle. His mother and his cousin, Billie Lawing, remained there, waiting for him to send for them once he was settled. Kenneth was charming and witty, and he played the piano and sang beautifully. He and Nellie became engaged the night before he went off on a construction job. He entertained at a party that night, and his last songs were “Somewhere a Voice Is Calling,” and “The End of a Perfect Day.” Kenneth died in an accident on that job, and Nellie was heartbroken. She bought the piano on which he had played his final melodies and traveled to Seward with his coffin, which was put on a ship to Seattle. His mother died soon after, and his cousin began a correspondence with Nellie.

			In July 1923, President Warren G. Harding traveled to Alaska to drive in the Golden Stake signifying the completion of the Alaska Railroad. His entourage, including his wife and Herbert Hoover, stopped overnight at Dead Horse Hill. Harding wanted to meet “Nellie Neal,” whose signature had graced those expense vouchers sent to Washington, DC. It was chilly when morning came around, so Nellie served breakfast on the table in the warm kitchen. When she noted an expression of disapproval from one of the guests, she said, frankly, “Presidents of the United States like to be comfortable when they eat, just like anybody else.” The president and the secretary agreed wholeheartedly.

			With the completion of the Alaska Railroad came the expiration of Nellie’s Dead Horse Hill contract. She was looking for a new project when she received a letter that offered the fulfillment of her dream. 

			Mrs. Roberts, from Roosevelt, the beautiful spot on Kenai Lake with which Nellie had been so taken years earlier, was willing to sell her property. Mr. Roberts had died and she wanted to return to the States. Nellie was on the next train to meet her and sign the papers.

			The log building was perfect for Nellie’s long-desired trophy room. Her collection by now included dozens of moose, bear, sheep, and other game, as well as a number of birds. She spent hours arranging the displays as she had always seen them in her mind.

			Shortly after her arrival at Roosevelt, she received a letter from Billie Lawing in Seattle. Having lost both his cousin and his aunt, he was particularly lonely. He wanted to come to Alaska and marry Nellie. She, too, was feeling the need for companionship, and so she agreed to marry him. They met in Seward and were wed on the stage of the Seward Theatre on September 8, 1923, right after the show. 

			About their return to Roosevelt, Nellie wrote, “When Billie entered the trophy room, he was speechless with surprise.” 

			Nellie was now truly living her childhood dream. She and Billie renamed the location Lawing, and Nellie was appointed postmistress. They made many improvements to their property, and soon Lawing was a recreation destination for Seward residents, as well as tourists. The twice-weekly train stopped for ten minutes so that Nellie could take visitors through her “Wildlife Museum.” On Kenai Lake, Billie operated a thirty-six-foot cabin cruiser, christened the Nellie Neal. For thirteen years their idyllic spot on the edge of the lake gave them joy. Then in March 1936, Nellie’s Billie died of heart failure while cutting ice from the lake.

			Nellie continued to entertain tourists, both long-term cabin guests and ten-minute train visitors. Her extensive garden provided fresh vegetables even early in the season, since she started the seedlings in a hothouse. To provide fresh fish for the table, Nellie rigged a line that dropped right out her kitchen window into the lake. It was attached to a bell so that when a fish took the hook, the line pulled on the bell and Nellie knew dinner was on the other end. Many celebrities stayed at Lawing, including silent film star Alice Calhoun, who became a good friend.

			In 1938, Nellie finished the autobiography she had started years earlier and took the manuscript by bus to New York City, in search of a publisher. On her trip she personally presented four Alaska potatoes to President Franklin D. Roosevelt. Her return trip took her to California, where she visited Alice Calhoun. Alice found someone to help Nellie “polish up” her manuscript.

			In 1940, MGM released a short documentary on Nellie, calling it In the Land of Alaska Nellie, and her famous nickname was established. That same year Seattle’s Chieftain Press published her book, Alaska Nellie. On a book tour across the country, she attended President Roosevelt’s third inauguration as a special guest. She was a shameless self-promoter and sold hundreds of copies of her book to the public on book tours, to tourists who stopped at Lawing, and to soldiers whom she entertained with stories at the Seward USO. Most of the copies sold by her were autographed, “Sincerely, Alaska Nellie.”

			Nellie lived the rest of her life in Lawing. The trains slowed their service from Seward in the late 1940s. Still, tourists, coming by bus and automobile, continued to visit Alaska Nellie’s famous wildlife museum. As the buildings fell into disrepair, there were fewer overnight guests, but Nellie continued to provide excellent home-cooked meals. She invited neighbors and trappers to join her for Christmas, with colored lights blazing on trees in the snow, and a great feast. 

			One old-timer remembered: 

			There were all kinds of roasts—bear, moose, caribou, reindeer. There were vegetables, cakes, pies—even hardtack for the Swedes. We joked and told stories while we ate and drank until we could hold no more. Then came the dance with the old phonograph wheezing out “Bye Bye Blackbird” and “Roll Out the Barrel.” Nellie was my partner most of the time. She was tall and slim and danced like a bird. She was in her sixties but only looked about twenty-three.

			On January 21, 1956, Nellie was honored in Anchorage with “Alaska Nellie Day.” Scarcely four months later, she died at home in Lawing, on May 10, at the age of eighty-two.

			Nellie Trosper Neal Lawing came to Alaska and became a legend. She was known for her exploits and storytelling, and in 1942 a letter addressed only to “Nellie, Alaska,” was delivered to her promptly. Her life personified the independent, able-bodied, and sometimes outrageous spirit of the pioneers who helped build Alaska.

		

	
		
			Etta Eugenie Schureman Jones
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			(1879–1965)

			Native Village Teacher and WWII POW

			Etta looked out over the attractive little village of Attu, where she and Foster had spent barely a year of their final assignment for the Alaska Indian Service (AIS). They had come to open a new school on this farthermost island of the Aleutian Chain. The AIS had been looking for a husband-and-wife team in which the wife would be the teacher and the husband would operate an important station for the Weather Bureau. Etta’s excellent teaching record and Foster’s radio and Morse-code skills made them perfect candidates. Although both were sixty-two years of age, they accepted the positions. It seemed that one more challenging assignment would be just the thing to round out their careers before retiring.

			Etta had felt perfectly safe on Attu, even though they were closer to Japan than to the mainland of Alaska. The strongest radio signal they received was actually from Tokyo. But now they were personally feeling the effects of the Japanese attack on Pearl Harbor six months earlier. The natives of the other Aleutian Islands had all been evacuated to locations in southeast Alaska, and the ship that would take Etta and Foster Jones and the forty-five Aleut natives off of Attu was expected any day.

			On that morning, June 7, 1942, Etta was making final preparations for the move, and Foster was sending out his eleven o’clock weather report. The natives were returning to their homes after the Sunday church service.

			Suddenly one of them pointed to the hills above the village. They could see hundreds of soldiers swarming down the snow-covered mountainside toward the village. The soldiers slipped and slid, holding their rifles above their heads, screaming and yelling. Once they reached the village, the soldiers began shooting bullets and throwing rocks. The people of Attu quickly barricaded themselves inside their homes. Etta hastily gathered all the papers that she could find, letters and reports, and thrust them into the stove. Foster added four words to his morning weather report, “The Japs are here!” Then he smashed the radio.

			Etta Schureman was born in Waterbury, Connecticut, on September 30, 1879, the second of four children. Marie was the youngest. Etta received her diploma and teaching certificate from Connecticut State Normal College in 1900, and helped to finance Marie’s education. She then graduated from the Pennsylvania Hospital Training School in Philadelphia and worked in nursing and social work. 

			It was Marie who wanted to spend a year in Alaska. She had taught in Montana, far from her East Coast home, and now was teaching in New York. But she wanted adventure, and begged her sister, Etta, to accompany her to Alaska, where Marie would apply for a teaching position.

			Etta was reluctant to leave her comfortable nursing job in Pittsburgh, a cosmopolitan city rich in culture, and go to a place so far away and so wild. Finally, after much consideration, she agreed to go along, on one condition: Marie had to understand that Etta would return to Pennsylvania after one year, even if Marie chose to stay. But at the end of the year it was Marie who returned to the hustle and bustle of the city, and Etta who remained in Alaska, where she would teach for almost twenty years.

			By the time Marie convinced her to take the Alaska journey, Etta was forty-two years old, and Marie was thirty-nine. That the two women would travel alone the 3,500 miles to the territory of Alaska indicated their determination and self-confidence.

			In the summer of 1922 the sisters boarded the train that would carry them across the country to Seattle, where they would take a steamship to Juneau, Alaska. There, at the Office of the Commissioner of Education, Marie accepted a position teaching at Tanana, where the Tanana River joined the Yukon, just south of the Arctic Circle. So on they went, first by ship to Seward, then on an overnight train to Nenana.

			In Nenana they were introduced to travel in Alaska. There was no regular passenger boat, but a commercial boat would be taking supplies to Tanana and would give them passage. After checking with the boat every day about when departure would be, they were told, “Oh, you’ll get used to Alaska ways. It isn’t a question of hour and minute; it isn’t even a question of what day. Just take it easy.”

			They arrived in Tanana on August 20 and had just a few weeks to get settled before freezing weather and snow arrived by October. They were lucky to rent a compact little log cabin, one of the few in town with a second story, for fifteen dollars a month. Everyone was very helpful, bringing a gasoline stove, cutting wood for the heater, fixing storm windows and doors, and providing lots of advice.

			Particularly helpful was Foster Jones, a prospector and miner who had joined the gold rush of 1898 and been in Alaska ever since. By 1922 he and his mining partner, Frank Lundin, had settled in Tanana and were involved in civic and social activities there.

			While Marie taught at the government school for white children, Etta got a job at the post office. According to Frank, one day he and Foster walked into the post office and Foster, indicating Etta, said to him, “I’m going to marry that girl.”

			On Easter Sunday, April 1, 1923, Foster Jones made good on his prediction. Etta had found more happiness than she dreamed possible on her adventure trip to Alaska. 

			Marie was not enamored of the Great North. She couldn’t get used to the silence, the weather, the strange foods, or, especially, the isolation. So she returned to her home in the lower forty-eight and Etta took over the teaching job in Tanana that fall.

			Etta loved Alaska. She and Foster enjoyed the summers of fishing, camping, and berry picking. But the winters were best. They traveled by dogsled to visit friends, and to go on winter picnics to woodcutters’ camps. Etta had her own three-dog sled team, but she wrote that she was a “softie” with the dogs, “not a good trainer, so they were not obedient.”

			After teaching in the school for white children for five years, Etta applied to the Alaska Indian Service, stating, “I wish to be more actively associated with the Natives.” She was accepted to teach twenty-four Athabaskan students in Tanana. 

			Two years later Foster was also accepted to teach in the AIS. He was assigned to Kaltag, an Inupiat Eskimo village 327 miles from Fairbanks, while Etta was transferred to Tatitlek, 450 miles south of Kaltag, near Valdez! These posts came with the caveat “This transfer is not for the convenience of the employee,” which meant that the AIS at least covered the cost of the moves. Fortunately, at the end of the school year Etta and Foster were happily reunited when both were transferred to Old Harbor, on Kodiak Island.

			Their new home was nestled among vibrant green hills, with views across the water of snow-covered vistas and glaciers. The village itself was neat and clean. The school building was perfect, with good heating and lighting, more than adequate rooms and storage, and even plumbing and playground equipment.

			Etta was impressed with the Alutiiq natives in Old Harbor and particularly enjoyed the services and music from their beautiful Russian Orthodox church. At Christmastime she wrote to her mother and Marie about the traditions. The first celebrations were “Starring,” in which the participants traveled from house to house, singing carols, with the procession preceded by someone carrying and rotating a giant star. Next came the “Masking,” during which participants traveled from house to house wearing masks and the hosts were supposed to guess who was behind the masks, to the great delight of all.

			Etta and Foster were well received by the students and their families. They enjoyed a mild winter and spring, and looked forward to another year of berry picking and other pleasant activities. 

			Part of the salary they received from the AIS included a year’s worth of supplies for their use and for the school. A typical order would include twenty or twenty-five cases of canned fruits, vegetables, and dried and condensed milk, and many cases of assorted meats. Added to that would be at least 575 pounds of various dry goods such as flour, rice, coffee, and oats, several bottles or cans each of such items as ketchup, honey, molasses, salad oil, and vinegar, plus assorted spices and other condiments. An order might also include something for the community Christmas tree, for example, twelve pounds of French mixed candy, twelve pounds of satin mixed candy, ten pounds of cube sugar, and twenty pounds of pipe tobacco. 

			After they had already placed their order in the summer for the following school year, Etta and Foster were notified that they were being transferred to start a new school in the Yup’ik Eskimo village of Kipnuk, which was located on Kuskokwim Bay off the Bering Sea, one hundred miles southwest of Bethel. They decided just to leave everything they had ordered for the use of the new teacher who would come to Old Harbor, and pick up everything they would need in Kipnuk when they arrived in Bethel.

			Etta and Foster were selected to be sent to Kipnuk because of their experience and expertise. When the plans were made for this position, the commissioner of Indian Affairs wrote, “Please bear in mind complete isolation, difficult water supply, great destitution of natives, and necessary native health program in making your selection. Practical man whose wife is a nurse is the best combination for this place.”

			Etta wrote many letters to her mother and to Marie while she was teaching in Alaska. There was constant reference in them to the difficulty of sending and receiving mail, as there was no regular service and delivery depended upon when boats or planes would arrive and leave. Mail to and from Kipnuk was an especially difficult situation, as it was extremely remote. With every opportunity for sending and receiving mail, there were usually several letters at a time, both going out and coming in.

			On the trip from Old Harbor to Kipnuk they stopped at Nushagak and Etta wrote:

			There will be an airplane here in a few days which will take this, and if I get a chance to write from Bethel, I will. Otherwise, don’t look for letters too often. I hope to goodness we find letters from you at Bethel. We left orders at Kodiak to have them forwarded. They will go by way of Anchorage and should have reached there long before we do. You can imagine how hungry I am for letters.

			And from Kipnuk: “I will write occasionally and keep a letter handy in case I have a chance to send it.”

			The trip from Bethel to Kipnuk took six days, on a flat-bottomed boat that traveled down the Kuskokwim River and around the edge of the bay. They made a stop at Kwigillingok, where they met Bess and Gus Martin, Moravian missionaries. The Martins would remain their close friends. At Kwigillingok they were also introduced to the shortwave radio, which would give them much pleasure, as well as needed communication. Foster mastered the radio immediately and soon constructed one of his own.

			Kipnuk had none of the mountainous grandeur they had seen in other parts of Alaska. In fact, it was flat tundra, with only a small hill that could still be seen though ten miles away. When they arrived, their house was not finished, so they lived in a tent until it could be occupied.

			The Eskimos were very primitive. They came into Kipnuk only in the winter and prepared a new house each year. The houses were dugouts, covered with sod and moss over a driftwood frame, with a smoke hole in the top and a wooden door against the storms. Their diet was primarily fish, supplemented with walrus, seal, ducks, and geese.

			In winter they wore warm parkas made mostly from reindeer skins. Shoes were rags wrapped around the feet, then dry grass for insulation, all covered by a boot with seal-skin sole and tops of reindeer hide.

			There was no chief, just groups of people who moved from village to village. It was not even definite that if a new school were built in Kipnuk that the same Eskimos would be back the next year to attend it!

			The first year of their stay in Kipnuk was spent getting to know the Eskimos and understanding their way of life. The natives were cheerful and friendly, and seemed eager to have the new school. When the building was ready for the next year, adults, as well as children, were encouraged to come to school. The school had thirty-three seats, but sixty-four students enrolled, so it was necessary to have the youngest come in the morning and the older in the afternoon. Etta and Foster gave all the children English names, as the Eskimo names were unclear to them. They also had to guess at the children’s ages, as birth dates were not noted. Etta would try to figure out birthdays by asking the mothers if the children were born “when snow was on the ground, when the ducks came, or when berries were ripe, then give a wild guess at the year.” The government enrollment forms required names and birth dates for each student.

			At the beginning the Eskimos knew no English and Etta knew about “3 Eskimo words.” Everything was an English lesson, from calling roll with their new names, to naming objects and gesturing to show verbs. As none of the students had ever attended school before, Etta had to put together a whole new curriculum that would work in the context of Eskimo daily lives. The lessons were practical ones, with Etta teaching the girls to sew and Foster doing carpentry with the boys. The students were very good with their hands, learned writing quickly, were exceedingly artistic, and were excellent in mathematics.

			During the five years that Etta and Foster spent in Kipnuk, they had many unusual experiences. One of the Eskimos gave them a piece of walrus meat. The outside was so tough it couldn’t be cut even with a razor. Finally they scalded it and boiled it for several hours. Foster said it “tasted like a mukluk smells.” Shortly after that, another visitor offered them a piece of walrus, “But just having disposed of the other piece his offering was kindly refused.” However, as Etta wrote, “When we were cooking onions last winter the children held their noses at the smell in great disgust, so our eating in some ways is as offensive to them as theirs is to us.”

			The shortwave radio that Foster had built was an integral part of their life in Kipnuk. They used it not only for news exchanges with neighboring villages, but also for entertainment. Etta wrote in one letter that she had to “bring it to a close” because it was time to hear Amos ’n’ Andy. Sometimes they invited the villagers to listen to the radio in the schoolroom. Etta also noted that she and Foster were learning Morse code.

			In 1937 Etta and Foster requested a transfer, hoping to return to Old Harbor. They were grateful to receive the letter from the director of the AIS granting their request. Claude M. Hirst wrote, “We feel that people who have done the kind of work that you have at Kipnuk the past four years should be recognized in a request of this kind.” By that time they had actually been in Kipnuk for five years.

			Etta and Foster were happy to be back in Old Harbor. Etta delighted in the view of the mountains and bays. She wrote about watching the whales and the whalers, even visiting the nearby whaling station that was still operating when they arrived. The next three years were spent pleasantly. Etta enjoyed her teaching and participated in the social activities and events of the village. 

			In the spring of 1941 the Joneses were again contacted by the AIS regarding a transfer, this time to Attu. They accepted, planning for it to be their last assignment, and they were happy with their choice. Etta wrote in a letter, “We like Attu. It grows on one, and the people are fine.” She described a “church holiday” where all the little girls wore white dresses, white shoes and stockings, and white hair bows, and the boys wore little blue suits and white caps. In her last letter home she asked for some seeds, or cuttings from houseplants. But nothing could prepare her for the horrors of the invasion and the next few years of her life.

			After the Sunday morning invasion, the Japanese soldiers separated her from Foster and took him away for questioning. They were sure he was a spy and that his weather reports were in code. During the interrogation he was killed, and Etta was then shoved into the room and forced to watch them behead him. One week later she was transferred to a Japanese ship and taken as a prisoner to Yokohoma, Japan.

			Her prison was not a POW camp with barbed wire, but the Bund Hotel, which had formerly catered to Western guests. After spending a month alone there, she was amazed one day to see a group of women who were speaking English coming into the hotel. They were seventeen Australian nurses and one older woman, a British national, who had been captured in Papua New Guinea, and after a horrendous six-month ordeal at the hands of their Japanese captors had been transported to Yokohama and the Bund Hotel. One of the nurses later wrote, “There was this dear little sad lady who told us later she had never been so happy in her life as when she heard us speaking English. From that moment on, she became one of us.” She introduced herself as Mrs. Etta Jones. “We were young (twenty-five to thirty-five years old), and she was always Mrs. Jones to us.”

			After a month at the Bund Hotel, the nineteen women were transferred to another seemingly suitable place, the Yokohama Yacht Club. Although it may have at one time been an elegant facility, it became an inhospitable prison for them. The women had been able to see in the harbor large black boats with white crosses on them, which they had hoped were prisoner exchange ships. American and European missionaries from China had been loaded onto them, and the women were sure that they would be next. But they were not taken to them, and the ships disappeared.

			For the next two years the women were kept at the Yokohama Yacht Club, sleeping on straw mats in what had been the ballroom. They were fed poorly and mistreated by a series of guards who would alternately give them things and take them away. The Japanese winters were harsh, so the women were allowed to use four yards each of a thick fabric to sew something for themselves. They were forced to knit small silk bags for Japanese soldiers, and to fold and glue envelopes for use by the army. They discovered that the glue had a taste, and some of them, from hunger, actually ate the glue.

			Although their health began to fail, the women tried to keep up their spirits. They sang, wrote poetry, and used journals that they were able to hide from being confiscated by their captors. When Etta had been ordered to pack her things for leaving Attu she had managed to bring some colored paper, stationery, crayons, pencils, and scissors. The women used these items, and whatever else they could find, to make cards and gifts for one another on birthdays and at Christmas.

			After two years in Yokohama, the prisoners were again moved. This time they were driven outside of the city to the small rural slum of Totsuka. There they were ensconced in a group of dilapidated buildings that had once been a hospital for tuberculosis victims. Although they were able to divide up into small rooms, their beds were again pallets on the floor. The women were forced to carry water for themselves and for filling the villagers’ large bathing vats, as well as carry wood up the hill for the kitchen of their lodgings. That winter was extremely harsh, and the women had no warm clothes and no heat in their buildings.

			In the spring of 1945 the Allies bombed Tokyo, and signs of escalation encouraged the prisoners. In July they were finally visited by the Red Cross, who brought boxes of food and supplies, along with the news that the war had been over in Germany for two months. At last the war came to an end, when Japan surrendered on August 15. Still the women waited for rescue. At last, on August 31, 1945, a convoy of American soldiers found them and they were truly free. 

			Etta was the first American woman prisoner of war to be freed. Until the Red Cross had visited the Totsuka prison in July, no one at home knew what had become of either Etta or Foster. Since that June day in 1942, many letters had been exchanged among her family, the AIS, and the Secretary of the Interior regarding their fate and that of the Attuan natives. No definitive information was available.

			When Etta returned to the United States, she traveled to Chicago to visit her older sister, Nan, and niece, Elinor, arriving there on her sixty-sixth birthday. Then she visited Foster’s family in St. Paris, Ohio, before traveling on to Margate, New Jersey, where her brother lived. She bought a house there, but when her brother died, she moved to Bradenton, Florida, where her friends from Alaska, Bess and Gus Martin, also lived.

			Etta never returned to Alaska, where she and Foster had enjoyed an idyllic life together. She wrote a long memoir of their time there, but did not ever write about anything that happened after his death. Upon her return from Japan, she was often asked to speak about her experiences. She was always happy to share about her years in Alaska, but did not talk about any of her later trials. In 1957, Etta traveled for five months in New Zealand and Australia, where she reunited with the women who had been her companions during those dark war days. She wrote to her niece, Elinor, “We had a hilarious time, for there was no gloominess connected with this reunion.”

			Etta Jones died at her home in Bradenton, Florida, on December 12, 1965, at the age of eighty-six.

			In September 1942, the forty remaining Attuan natives had been taken to Otaru, on the west side of Hokkaido Island in Japan, where they endured unimaginable hardship as prisoners. Twenty-one of them, mostly children, died in Japan. After the war, the nineteen remaining Attuans were not allowed to return to Attu. Some settled in Seattle, some went to a boarding school in Sitka, Alaska, and the rest settled on the Aleutian Island of Atka.

			Foster Jones’s body, which had been buried by two Attuans near the old Russian church, was exhumed and now lies in the Fort Richardson Post Cemetery in Anchorage, Alaska.

		

	
		
			Florence Barrett Willoughby
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			(1886–1959)

			Alaska’s Storyteller and Author

			“And then, with the quickness of a thunderclap, everything changed. Chilled air slapped her face. Swash of waters, blasts of exhausts, the hunters’ gladsome chorus reverberated between Stygian walls that shot up on either side, blotting out the valley, the stars.

			“She caught her breath. ‘We’ve plunged into the Big Canyon!’ And, galvanized into alertness, she stepped out on deck.”

			Florence Willoughby pushed back from her typewriter and read what she had just written. She remembered the exhilarating feeling of running the wild Stikine River with legendary Captain Syd Barrington, when doing field research for this book, River House. Of course, unlike her fictional heroine, she had not made the trip in the dark, in a storm, and trying to get an injured man to the doctor in Wrangell in time to save his arm!

			Florence had been working on this particular passage all day. After several rewrites of the chapter, she felt it was finally perfect. Writing was hard work.

			In the 1920s, ’30s, and early ’40s, Florence’s pen name, Barrett Willoughby, was well-known to readers of adventure, romance, and travel literature. Her vivid language brought to life the characters, both fictional and real, that filled her novels, biographies, and travelogues. Her subjects were of exceptional interest to her devoted readers in the “lower forty-eight.” Barrett Willoughby wrote about Alaska, the place she always considered home.

			Florence Barrett was born in Wisconsin in May 1886. There are no official records for verification, but that is the date found in the 1910 census of Katalla, Alaska. Both of her parents had immigrated to the United States. Her father, Martin Barrett, came from Ireland in 1854 at the age of eight. Her mother, Florence Clink, was born in Germany in 1867 and moved to Wisconsin as a young girl.

			Martin was an adventurer and had been on his own since his early teenage years. He had worked on steamships that plied the Mississippi River, and sought gold in mining camps across the Rocky Mountains and all up and down the West Coast. But in 1883 he had made his way to Wisconsin and had decided to settle down, marrying Florence Clink, who was seventeen years old and twenty-one years his junior.

			Their first child, Laurence, was born a year later, followed by a daughter, Florence, named after her mother. Shortly thereafter the Barretts moved to Washington state. In 1892 little Frederick was born, completing the family.

			Martin had not lost his taste for adventure, however, and the search for gold still had its allure. He acquired a schooner, the Tyee, and set forth to search the shores of Alaska. On board were not only a crew of two and a captain, but also Martin’s wife, who shared his adventurous spirit, and their three little children.

			Gold had been mined all along the coast of southeast Alaska since the 1870s, so the Barretts traveled that area, searching in all the logical spots. They spent quite a bit of time around Sitka, where young Florence enjoyed exploring and playing with the native and Russian children who lived there. These were some of the experiences that she would feature in her future stories.

			One of the family’s adventures turned out to be a bit more hazardous than they had anticipated. In September 1896, Martin sold the Tyee and had the new owner drop off the Barrett family and Captain Belmont to prospect for gold on Middleton Island. Arrangements were made that the schooner would return to pick up the group in a few weeks. For some reason, the Tyee did not come back to get them, and they remained marooned on the island for ten months.

			Middleton Island is directly south of Anchorage in the Gulf of Alaska, seventy-five miles from the coast. It is only three and a half miles long and half a mile wide. Although in later years it became home to the Middleton Island Air Force Station, at that time not only was it isolated, but it also provided very little in the way of survival resources. The family barely made it through the winter, living in a small tent braced against the elements with driftwood and rocks. They ate the rations they had brought with them, including waterlogged flour, and gathered limpets and whatever else washed ashore that could be consumed. In June a passing cannery tender finally rescued them.

			Now the Klondike gold rush was beginning and Martin jumped right into it, spending the next half dozen years living in and mining around Dawson, Yukon Territory. While the Barretts were living in Dawson, their older children, Lawrence and Florence, boarded during the winter at Catholic schools in Seattle. Florence was enrolled at the Academy of the Holy Names there, and may also have attended a Catholic convent school in San Francisco for a time. 

			Martin was apparently successful in his mining endeavors, for in 1903 he was able to purchase a general store, hotel, and restaurant in the newly founded town of Katalla, on the coast south of present-day Cordova. Both of those small towns hoped to attract the railroad and other investments to their area.

			Florence was happy to be back living in Alaska with her family, and made use of her typing skills as a clerk of the Commissioner’s Court for Kayak Precinct in Katalla. Katalla was a busy, boisterous place then. 

			One of the men drawn to adventure in Katalla was Oliver Willoughby, who came from Port Townsend, Washington, to explore land and management opportunities in the district. Oliver’s older half-brother, Charles, also from Washington, was a well-known sea captain who had mined successfully in Alaska and then settled in Katalla.

			Oliver and Florence often met in social situations, and she was attracted to this older, outgoing, tall, and handsome man. Florence and Oliver were married in January 1907. Following in her mother’s footsteps, she was not quite twenty-one years old, and he was thirty-eight, almost twice her age. But he was an adventurer and storyteller, like her father, and Florence adored her father.

			This was a happy time for Florence. She was active in the community and often entertained ladies with literary programs in her home. Ollie had a lumber business in town, and did exploration for coal and oil development. Just before their first anniversary, Florence delivered a stillborn son. Florence had always wanted children, but that pregnancy would be her last.

			Florence continued to be content in her Katalla home, still entertaining her friends. She loved to hike out in the backwoods, and had bonded deeply with the North Country. She spent much of her time outdoors, despite the often-bad weather that was the norm in that part of Alaska. In fact, it was the bad weather that eventually sealed the fate of the little town. Storms raged through from the Gulf of Alaska in 1907 and 1908. Ships could not dock, so they could not load or unload their goods. The Alaska Syndicate railroad that had laid eight miles of track outside of Katalla decided to move all of its facilities to Cordova. Perhaps the death knell came in 1909, when the town newspaper, the Katalla Herald, shut down.

			The Barretts and the Willoughbys stayed on, trying to make a go of life in Katalla. Ollie still had the lumberyard, and still surveyed for coal and oil in the hills. He traveled more often now to Port Townsend, seeking investors. Florence was his business contact in the north. But the town’s population continued to shrink.

			In 1912 Florence’s father, Martin, died from a heart attack at the age of sixty-six. Florence was devastated. Sadly, only three months later, her younger brother, Frederick, died of tuberculosis in Spokane, Washington.

			Then, surprisingly, four months after Frederick’s death, Florence’s mother eloped to Valdez with Oliver Willoughby’s older half-brother, Charles. Now there were two Florence Willoughbys in Katalla—not only were they mother and daughter, but also sisters-in-law!

			Florence (Mrs. Oliver) kept herself busy, as the town grew smaller and duller. She continued to take care of any business of Ollie’s that needed to be addressed, even asking advice from her new stepfather. But Ollie’s trips back to Katalla became fewer and fewer. Soon it became clear that he was spending time with other women, and eventually this led to a rift in the marriage. 

			Florence spent her remaining time in Katalla wisely. She took a correspondence course in writing and began sending out articles to various magazines. Her first sale was a household hint for which she was paid fifty cents. In the next few years Florence wrote as the Katalla correspondent for the short-lived All-Alaska Review, published a story in a magazine for boys that earned her $2.50, and contributed several small articles in other publications. It was in 1916 that she received national exposure when Sunset magazine published three of her articles in its “Interesting Westerners” feature, publishing two more the following year.

			Florence’s relationship with Ollie continued to deteriorate and in 1917 he filed for divorce and the judgment was granted. Although divorced, the two remained on friendly terms. (After all, he was still her step-uncle.) There was nothing now to keep her in Katalla, so on an impulse she rushed into a second marriage with a local coal worker, Roger Summy. The couple moved to Anchorage, where Florence’s brother, Lawrence, lived with his wife and baby daughter. Soon Lawrence moved his family to Wyoming, where unfortunately he was shot and killed by a former lover.

			Florence admitted that marrying Roger had been a mistake. He was a heavy drinker and stayed away from home for long periods of time. Soon she returned to Katalla, separated from her husband and disillusioned with marriage. She realized that she was at a crossroads in her life and determined to pursue her dream of writing. 

			January 1920 found Florence once more using the surname Willoughby, and living in San Francisco. Now she could devote herself to her career. This is probably when she decided to shave a few years off of her age. Since there was no actual proof of her birth date, she just intimated, when asked, that she was about five (sometimes ten) years younger than she actually was. She also did nothing to negate the opinion that she was born in Alaska, and she referred to her mother as “a blond English lady.” It was not favorable at the time to be German.

			Florence got a secretarial job that enabled her to pay the rent and work on her own projects after hours. She wanted to write about Alaska, to show the side of her beloved state that was not evident in the popular, masculine stories by Jack London and Rex Beach. Their stories focused on the gold-rush era, the schemes and wild adventures experienced by the miners and promoters, and portrayed Alaska as wild and cold and forbidding. Florence’s Alaska was one of spring, summer, and fall, fishing and hiking, “a land of bright courage and joyous living, where everybody had an awfully good time,” as she described it years later in a radio interview. 

			Florence greatly admired the illustrated novel Wilderness, written by Rockwell Kent. She wrote him, “For you, of all the adventurers who have gone to Alaska, are the only one to interpret the Spirit of the North.” She noted also, “Wilderness is to me as the Psalms of David.” 	

			Kent forwarded her letter to his publisher, George Putnam, who wrote back to her and requested some of her writings. In 1922 Putnam published Florence’s first book, a romantic novel, Where the Sun Swings North. She used her pen name, Barrett Willoughby, for this novel and all her subsequent works.

			This novel was based on the winter that her family was marooned on Middleton Island. The child in the story was named “Loll,” after her older brother. Although she relied on her memory for the emotional impact of the book, she used the diary her mother had kept during that time for descriptions of actual events. Although the novel is fictionalized, in another book, Gentlemen Unafraid, Barrett tells the true story of that adventure. 

			The experience was incorporated in what became her basic romantic-novel plot. There was usually a young woman who was spending a season in Alaska, either visiting from California or returning after many years away. There was a handsome manly hero, a woman of questionable character, some kind of “Irish father figure,” and a villain. The settings were in a particular area of Alaska and dealt with an aspect of that place.

			Many of Barrett Willoughby’s stories incorporate native Alaska people in their plots. Although her attitude toward them might be considered “politically incorrect” today, it was consistent with the thinking of her time. But her interest in them and her research into their customs and beliefs illustrated her respect for their way of life.

			Barrett’s next book, Rocking Moon, also published by Putnam, came out in 1925 and was instantly successful. It had three printings in the first month and was the first Alaska novel to be made into a movie filmed on location. The setting for this story is a small island near Kodiak Island, and the plot centers on a fox farm. Where the Sun Swings North and Rocking Moon were so successful that Grosset and Dunlap republished them together under the title The Fur Trail Omnibus. 

			The Trail Eater: A Romance of the All-Alaska Sweepstakes followed in 1929. Its action focuses on the dogsled races that were the forerunners of the famous Iditarod race, and it is set in Nome.

			Spawn of the North, appearing first in 1930 and then published two years later by Grosset and Dunlap, was possibly Barrett’s most popular romantic novel. It was serialized in Cosmopolitan magazine before publication, and had three printings before the scheduled release date. In 1938 it was made into a movie starring George Raft, Henry Fonda, Dorothy Lamour, and John Barrymore, names well-known then and still remembered today. This novel has a more complicated plot, involving the fall salmon run in Ketchikan, fish pirates, conflicting loyalties, and violent Alaska storms.

			River House was published in 1936. This story is set in a hunting lodge up the Stikine River from Wrangell, on the southeast Alaska coastline. Circumstances bring the young heroine from San Francisco to the lodge, where she finds herself having to spend the long winter. In the end, she must decide between “civilization” and “The-Land-of-Don’t-Give-a-Damn.” This novel, too, was serialized in a magazine before its book form, and had three printings in its first month of publication. 

			Barrett’s redheaded niece, her brother Lawrence’s daughter (and her namesake, Florence Barrett), was the inspiration for her next novel, Sandra O’Moore, published in 1939. Set in and around Sitka, the story is an exciting tale of spies, stolen valuables, and smuggling.

			Golden Totem was Barrett Willoughby’s last full-length book, published by Little, Brown and Co. in 1945. The plot, set near Juneau, revolves around a gold mine, an unscrupulous owner selling worthless stock, wild adventure, and true love.

			Barrett also wrote nonfiction. She continued to write articles for Sunset magazine, the American Magazine, the Saturday Evening Post, the Alaska Sportsman, and even Reader’s Digest throughout her career. Many of the articles then became chapters in her nonfiction books.

			Putnam published Gentlemen Unafraid in 1928. In it Barrett wrote factually about six Alaska pioneers, including her father, and their family’s time on Middleton Island. Also in the book is dogsled racer “Scotty” Allan, who became the model for her hero in The Trail Eater, which came out the following year.

			Sitka, Portal to Romance, published in 1930, is part travelogue, part history, and part memoir. Barrett wrote of a visit to Sitka, on Baranof Island in the Inside Passage, with a friend, Kay. In a chatty style, Barrett tells the Russian history of Sitka as she guides Kay around the sites and reminisces about spending time there as a child.

			In Alaskans All, which appeared in print in 1933, Barrett again tells the stories of some fascinating pioneers. She got to know each of her subjects, writing their stories from the notes she took during her time with them. She camped with Father Bernard R. Hubbard, the “Glacier Priest,” and flew with pioneer pilot Ben Eielson. She spent hours interviewing Arctic adventurer Louis Lane, hotelier Harriet Pullen, and legendary newspaperman “Stroller” White.

			Almost half of Barrett’s final nonfiction book, Alaskan Holiday, is just that: the story of several weeks that she and a friend, identified only as “Zoe,” spent on the island of Kodiak, west of the Alaska Peninsula in the Gulf of Alaska. The other chapters touch on such diverse subjects as the seal harvesting on the Pribilof Islands, the native and Russian treatments of their dead, biographical studies of a lighthouse keeper, a Matanuska Colonist, and Klondyke Kate, the “Belle of the Yukon.” It also includes a very funny but hair-raising account of a night spent lost in the forest, sheltered in an old bear hunter’s “haunted” cabin.

			Barrett Willoughby’s nonfiction works were not academic studies and contained no indexes, dates, or bibliographies. They were meant to entertain and inform, and did both admirably. They were further enhanced by dozens of spectacular black-and-white photographs that gave extra meaning to the text.

			Although Barrett Willoughby did all of her writing while comfortably settled in her residence in California, she was no armchair author. Every summer, and parts of many winters, she traveled to Alaska, where she researched the topics of her coming books and actually experienced much of the action that became her plots or articles.

			For example, when her plot centered on the salmon industry in Spawn of the North, Barrett spent time in Ketchikan, learning all she could about the salmon run. She studied how the traps were built, how they worked, and everything that was involved in getting the fish from the water to the canneries, and into the cans. She learned about fish pirates, and listened to the workers on the docks and in the bars to get the vernacular correct. Here her upbringing helped—she had grown up around rough talkers, and could use “man-talk” with the best of them. In fact, some of the early reviewers of her books commented on the good use of masculine dialogue that “Mr. Willoughby” wrote into “his” plots. She had purposefully chosen a pen name that was not gender specific, so that until her work was proven there would not be criticism just because she was a woman.

			It was important to Barrett that her books reflect the Alaska that she knew and had loved since she was a child. The attitude still prevailed in the “lower forty-eight” that Alaska was wild and cold, with snow and ice everywhere. She wanted her readers to see what she saw—an Alaska that was warm, sunny, and inviting; where people traveled around the territory by airplane, as well as dogsled, and were well read and listened to the same music on the radio as their counterparts in the States.

			To bring a story to life the way she wanted, Barrett focused on the logistics of her writing. While doing her research in Alaska she carried her diary with her every day and tried to write two thousand words a day in it. Then she returned to her desk in California to put the books or articles together. 

			She told an interviewer, “I write every day from 9 to 4 and it’s hard work. One can’t make one’s living writing if one waits for inspiration!”

			As she worked out the plot of a novel she would examine each character in depth, and sometimes the characters themselves would direct the plot and the story line would change. She confided to “Stroller” White that she had rewritten her first novel eight times, and another book eighteen times.

			Barrett also continued to take writing classes, and was always open to ways she could improve her already captivating style.

			She was inundated with requests from would-be writers to read and critique their work, but she learned to return their manuscripts unopened. However, remembering the kind interest taken in her by Rockwell Kent, she was not averse to giving advice to young writers who took the time to write to her. Wilna Lee Ury wrote to her from Seward asking for information to do a report for school. Barrett sent her a clipping and a list of her books, and wrote:

			Your letter of December 1, 1935, was delayed in reaching me. I hope my answer will get back to you in time for your report on an author.

			It was good of you to select me for your theme.

			All these books are about Alaska and Alaskans. I do not write about anything else, you know. One day I shall write a novel about Seward.

			I have lived there and think it one of the most beautiful spots in the North.

			I get many letters from high school students all over the United States, but yours is the only one I have had from my own Alaskans.

			My best wishes to you, little Sourdough.

			Sincerely yours,

			(signed) Barrett Willoughby

			As Barrett Willoughby’s name became well-known and her career blossomed, her personal life had its ups and downs.

			Barrett’s mother, Florence, and her stepfather, Charles Willoughby, finally left the nearly deserted Alaska town of Katalla and moved to San Francisco. They apparently lived with Barrett for the rest of their lives. Charles continued to be involved in various business ventures, none of them particularly successful, and several of them subsidized by Barrett. Florence sometimes accompanied her daughter on her research trips back to Alaska in the summer.

			When Barrett had first arrived in California she did secretarial work for a well-known author and critic, Frederick O’Brien. Through him she met and socialized with some famous names of the day, such as novelist Fannie Hurst and writer Edna Ferber, and enjoyed the new social life she found there.

			She met a young University of California engineer, Robert Prosser, who was eight years younger than she (but who probably didn’t know that). The two were married in October 1927, and Barrett dedicated Gentlemen Unafraid to “Robert H. Prosser, a Gentleman Unafraid.” The marriage was happy, albeit short. Less than ten months after their wedding, Robert died of complications during sinus surgery while they were traveling in Philadelphia.

			While doing research in Wrangell for River House, Barrett met a boat operator, Captain Larry O’Connor, who followed her back to San Francisco. He became sort of a secretary to Barrett, and began to manage some of her affairs. They were subsequently married in Reno in 1935, and moved to a secluded little house in San Carlos, just south of San Francisco. Barrett’s father-in-law, Charles Willoughby, died in 1938, and her mother continued to live with her and manage the household.

			O’Connor was also a writer, and he and Barrett enjoyed reading and critiquing each other’s efforts. When either of them had something published they would celebrate with a little trip or a party. But Larry was not very successful in his writing, so Barrett set him up with a furniture store. Not only did he run off with the bookkeeper, but he had also managed to lose a great deal of her money in ill-planned financial dealings. After her divorce in 1942, Barrett moved with her mother to Southern California and hoped to regain her financial standing with another novel.

			The Golden Totem, published in 1945, was Barrett’s last book. It was, fortunately, another best seller. However, insight into her life at this time might be gained by its dedication: “To a cheerful, disenchanted lady—myself.”

			During the next ten years Barrett did very little writing. Her mother died in Southern California during that time, and Barrett relocated back to San Francisco. Although her correspondence indicates that she had lots of ideas of books to come, she published only one more article, in Good Housekeeping magazine in 1956.

			Barrett Willoughby died in Berkeley, California, in July 1959, at the age of seventy-three. Her last bit of fiction writing was on her death certificate. She was listed as having been born in Alaska in 1900, of an English mother.

			All of Barrett Willoughby’s books are long out of print, although some that are out of copyright are available on the Internet. It is still possible to find one in a library or a used bookstore. The search for a romance novel with a lurid dust jacket enticing the reader to look inside, or for a travelogue on old Alaska, is well worth the time spent, when the treasure is found. Barrett’s remarkable vocabulary, compelling writing, and spellbinding plots still captivate readers who want to know what Alaska was like in those vibrant days about which she wrote.

		

	
		
			Anfesia Shapsnikoff
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			(1900–1973)

			Attu Weaver and Aleut Culture Keeper

			On June 3, 1942, Japanese planes attacked the US military base at Dutch Harbor on Amaknak Island, on the north side of Unalaska. For two days bombs fell, and when it was over, thirty-five men had been killed. In the village near the base, there were no casualties among the local residents, who had taken refuge in air-raid shelters as instructed. This attack came almost exactly six months after the Japanese bombed Pearl Harbor.

			On the seventh of June, Japanese forces invaded Attu, the westernmost island of the Aleutian Chain, a mere 750 miles from Japan. They captured forty-five Aleut natives and the government schoolteacher, whose husband was killed in the invasion. The prisoners were taken to internment camps in Japan.

			Shortly thereafter, the US Navy evacuated the residents of Atka and burned their village to save it from Japanese occupation. Next, the Pribilof Islanders were evacuated, as were the residents of five smaller villages. The people of Unalaska knew that their turn would come and they prepared as best they could.

			Several men from the community packed belongings from the Church of the Holy Ascension. Father Dionecious removed items from the altar while Anfesia Shapsnikoff’s son, Vincent Tutiakoff, kept a careful inventory of everything being crated. Because Anfesia was a reader for the church, she was responsible for packing the books and packed sixteen boxes.

			The SS Alaska took the people from their homes. Each person could carry only one suitcase of belongings. Family heirlooms, photographs, and other items of irreplaceable value were hidden in their homes before the doors and windows were shut and locked. Reluctantly, Anfesia left behind the precious violin of her first husband, Michael Tutiakoff. 

			The ship deposited them in Wrangell, in southeast Alaska. From there they were moved to Burnett Inlet, a wilderness area between Wrangell and Ketchikan, where they found themselves surrounded by a forested world completely foreign from the wide-open landscapes of their homeland. There, they struggled to maintain their very existence in deplorable conditions. Many of the elderly died in that place, far from home. Although the Japanese troops were defeated the following year and there were no more hostilities in the Aleutians, it was three long years before the residents of Unalaska were returned to their island on April 22, 1945. Their homecoming was not a joyous one; they found their homes uninhabitable and ransacked, their valuables pilfered, and their church damaged.

			“When we came [back] to Unalaska,” Anfesia recalled, “we were happy and we were sad at the same time. Some of the homes were already deteriorating, windows broken, doors kicked in, personal belongings were gone. It made you feel like crying whenever someone got to go inside of their homes.” The Aleut community had suffered severe blows, both physically and psychologically, from which it was unlikely they would completely recover.

			Anfesia was born in Atka in 1900. When she was six years old, the family moved to Unalaska, then called Iliuliuk. Anfesia and her two brothers attended the Russian school there, where she learned to read Russian, as well as her own Aleut language. She also took classes at the government school, where she was taught English, along with such skills as cooking and sewing. 

			Anfesia was not a perfect student and told stories about having to kneel in front of an icon because she had not done her lessons. In later years she recalled that she had not been at all interested in learning to weave at school, as her mother, who was an expert Attu basket maker, wanted her to do. But her aunt was her teacher and would not let her say no, so she learned!

			Anfesia’s father died while she was a young teenager. When she was seventeen years old, Michael Tutiakoff, Anfesia’s teacher in the Aleut language class, escorted her to choir practice in the winter, because her mother would not let her go out alone after dark. It was the next year, 1918, when Michael spoke to his father, telling him he would like to get married. He gave his father Anfesia’s name, which his father gave to the chief, Alexei Yatchmenoff, so that the marriage could be arranged. This was the native way, and the bride and groom usually did not know each other before the wedding.

			As Anfesia slyly described it: 

			And so, when mother got word, she went and told my godmother and I had one step ahead of them, because I had already talked this over with Mike Tutiakoff before this all happened. He got my okay before he went and asked his father to marry me. The Chief and the rest of the people didn’t know about that. So, I went one step ahead of them. Anyways, it was a good marriage.

			Soon after wedding plans had begun, Anfesia’s mother, her aunt, and Michael’s father were among forty-four residents who died during the devastating flu epidemic that swept through Unalaska between May 26 and June 13, 1919. Therefore, the chief finished the arrangements for the marriage and the wedding took place soon thereafter.

			Anfesia and Mike raised one daughter, Martha; three sons, Vincent, Tracy, and Philemon; and an adopted son, Timothy. Another daughter, Mayme, died in infancy.

			The first year of their marriage, Mike worked at a whaling station on Akutan, then cooked for sulfur miners on Akun. After that they returned to Unalaska, where he worked for the church and received a small salary. The family lived a subsistence lifestyle, in the native way. Anfesia referred to it as “going out and hustling for food.” Ducks and seals were plentiful, and from a boat they could drop a line anywhere, anytime, and catch fish from the numerous codfish grounds in Unalaska Bay. They gathered sea urchins and clams along the beach. In the summer and fall, berries were plentiful in the hills, and gardens produced vegetables. The family worked hard. Anfesia said, “If we didn’t put up our winter supply, why, then the children went hungry.”

			Mike was becoming more of a leader, both in the Aleut community and the Russian Orthodox Church. He had been the church secretary for many years and had helped the priest and teachers at the Russian school. 

			In 1932, he became a deacon and he might have gone on to become a priest. But in January 1933, he traveled with the bishop aboard the ship the Umnak Native. The vessel broke apart during a violent storm, and Michael Tutiakoff drowned. 

			The next few years were difficult for Anfesia and the children. The Unalaska Sisterhood and Brotherhood helped them with food; friends also shared provisions. Anfesia fished from the beach and sometimes caught enough salmon to exchange with Pribilof Islanders for seal meat. And, of course, she picked berries for jams and pies, and grew potatoes. Help came when Chief Alexei Yatchmenoff once more arranged a marriage for her. In February 1937, Anfesia married Sergie Shapsnikoff, a widower. 

			Sergie not only provided for Anfesia and her children, but he and she adopted two more children, Kathryn and Gregory. The children called him “Friend.”

			About that time, the bishop of Alaska, Bishop Alexei, visited the Aleutians. When he came to Unalaska, he blessed Anfesia as a reader in the Church of the Holy Ascension, a position that elevated her standing in the community. As a reader, she was called on to communicate with the many outsiders and officials who began to swarm the island as construction began on Dutch Harbor, the military facility on Amaknak Island. She had also become an expert weaver of baskets in the Attu tradition, as her mother had been before her.

			Then came the war and evacuation.

			After their return home from southeast Alaska, Anfesia’s community came together and began reassembling the pieces of their disheveled lives. Anfesia’s second husband had drowned while fishing to provide food for the family, only one of the numerous casualties of the evacuation. 

			Although her son, Vincent Tutiakoff, was officially the chairman and recording secretary of the church committee, it fell to Anfesia to write letters for the committee. With her command of English, she wrote about missing church papers and other items, and about church property and repairs. Father Dionecious had not come back to Unalaska, so she was called on to conduct church services and to assist visiting priests.

			In 1947, Vincent drowned at the age of twenty-five. He was an officer in the Orthodox Brotherhood and had been in line to become a church leader. Anfesia became quite ill with tuberculosis of the spine but recovered, despite dire predictions from her doctors.

			The next two decades brought the burgeoning king crab industry and another influx of people and commercial building to Unalaska. Although the companies did hire local help and brought money into the community, the aftereffects continued to destroy the Aleut native way of life. When Anfesia was a little girl growing up in Unalaska, she could drink clean water right from the creek, pick berries from the hills, and gather clams, mussels, and sea urchins on the beach. Because of pollution from the canneries and the ruins from the war, these simple pastimes were no longer easily accomplished. 

			Anfesia also recognized that the young people weren’t interested in pursuing the subsistence lifestyle, even if it were still possible. Many of them had turned their eyes Outside. They wanted jobs and the things that money could buy. She intensified her efforts to pass on the Aleut language and her skill of basket weaving to the next generation. By working with visiting linguists and anthropologists, she hoped to ensure an accurate preservation of her people’s language and traditions.

			Anfesia’s grandson, Vincent—known to his family as Buddy—eventually moved in with her. In 1956 she again became ill, and had to go to the hospital in Anchorage. Buddy stayed at the Baptist mission in Kodiak until she was able to return three months later. 

			Anfesia had been communicating with the historical society in Kodiak, and after she recovered from her illness, she traveled there and gave the first of many basket-weaving classes. Her first class in 1957 consisted of nine students, and she returned to give classes there off and on for several years.

			One summer she was giving a class in Kodiak during the historical society’s outdoor theater production of the Cry of the Wild Ram. The historical drama celebrated Alaska’s Russian heritage, particularly the Russian colony on Kodiak. Anfesia was recruited to perform in the play. 

			“I’m the Aleut they found,” she said, laughing.

			She was supposed to squat down and weave a basket. Of course, to be authentic to the time, she couldn’t wear her glasses, so decided to weave a fish basket because the weave was larger. As she still couldn’t see well enough to weave, her class members would work on it some each day until they finished it for her.

			“It was in display in Anchorage and it looked real nice and it was bought afterwards,” she reported when telling the story.

			In 1959, Alaska Governor William A. Egan put Anfesia in charge of the Alaska booth at the Oregon Centennial in Portland. She took her “demonstration” basket, which she used in her classes, and was delighted when Senator John F. Kennedy held it in his hands and spoke with her. During the next few years, she traveled and gave talks and demonstrations in California and Arizona.

			In the summer of 1967, Anfesia was invited to speak to the Resurrection Bay Historical Society in Seward as part of their Alaska Centennial Celebration. She told the group it was the first time she had given her presentation in Alaska. From Seward she traveled to Anchorage and Juneau, speaking, giving basket-weaving demonstrations, and, in Anchorage, even appearing on television.

			From Anchorage she wrote to Margaret Hafemeister in Seward, “Busy, busy. I didn’t know it would turn out this way, but I am wanted here and there. . . . Seems as if everyone knows me here, even the priest.”

			As part of the statewide Alaska Centennial Celebration in 1967, Anfesia was given the Governor’s Award for perpetuating native arts and crafts through her basketry. 

			But even as the state was praising her, it was creating another tragedy in her community. That summer a social worker came to Unalaska bearing a list of about twenty children who were to be removed from their homes and raised in more “civilized” conditions. This was an affront to the Aleuts, and Anfesia took it personally. 

			She protested the policy and wrote to her friend Ray Hudson, “I have written Juneau and told them what is happening. . . . I let them know Unalaska could keep neglected children too like elsewhere so they could know of their native ways, so Aleuts could be restored. . . .” 

			The welfare of Aleut children had always been one of Anfesia’s primary concerns. She served several terms on the Unalaska City Council and was on the city’s first Board of Health. In that capacity she contributed to the organization of the Iliuliuk Family and Health Services, incorporated in 1971 and still the primary health agency for the community.

			Anfesia deeply lamented the declining interest of her people in speaking Aleut and maintaining their traditions. Hoping to preserve as much as possible, Anfesia went to the University of Alaska in Fairbanks, where she taught Aleut dancing as well as basket-weaving, and recorded songs and stories. In fact, one of her last trips was to Fairbanks to work with the Alaska Native Languages Program, developing the Atka and Unalaska dialects.

			Back in Unalaska, she gave basket-weaving classes from her home. She spoke to students about her childhood and native customs, and she sang to them and told them traditional stories. A booklet encompassing her childhood Christmas memories was distributed to Unalaska schoolchildren at Russian Christmas in January 1972. 

			For several weeks, beginning in November 1969, she inserted in the Unalaskan newspaper an item in Aleut. Underneath the first one it said in English, “If you don’t understand this, learn it! And ask what it means.” For the second and successive weeks, she included the translation for the previous week.

			The item for the week of November 17 read: 

			Iig^akun tutalix aqaning waya malgakun ang^achin aqatalgaqangin–Ulux^waya galix tanax ama angachisin sulakyn. Malix miimiin tununalgilix. Tunuxtan. 

			Anfesia wrote Aleut in the Cyrillic script developed in the 1820s. This rendition is written in Roman letters. Each little cap goes above the letter preceding it. Here is the translation for the item: 

			Things I heard of long ago are happening. Unknown people are coming, taking over our land and the things we made our living with. So let’s get together and prevent these, by speaking up.

			Those long-ago predictions were certainly beginning to come true in 1970. The US government planned to sell the land that it had claimed to build military facilities on Amaknak Island and surrounding the village. Anfesia blamed the military for much of the pollution of traditional fishing grounds. She would not stand by and let them take away the land, too. She had served on the Board of Equalization, and feared that the Aleuts would be forced to pay taxes on the land where they lived.

			In January 1971, the government sale was stopped by a civil lawsuit on behalf of Anfesia Shapsnikoff, Nick Peterson, and Henry Swanson, the eldest residents of Unalaska. In December President Richard Nixon signed the Alaska Native Claims Act. The land for sale on Amaknak and Unalaska Islands now belonged to the Aleut people.

			In December 1972, although ill and growing weaker, Anfesia supervised the cleaning of the interior of the Cathedral of the Holy Ascension in preparation for Christmas services. She had done this many times before as a member and officer of the Sisterhood. She recognized the importance of this church, both as a place of worship and as a building of great historic significance. The cathedral is on the National Register of Historic Places and is a National Historic Landmark.

			The following January, Anfesia baptized her great-grandson, Vincent Michael Jr., although she was too weak to lift the baby the customary three times and had to perform the baptism in her home. She continued to weaken and died on the airplane taking her to the Native Hospital in Anchorage on January 15. She is buried in the church graveyard beside Alexei Yatchmenoff.

			Anfesia’s influence in the Aleut community endures after her death. Children she instructed in the teachings of her church have become important members of the congregation. Her passion for Aleut culture has infused various Aleut organizations, and her willingness to serve on civic boards has inspired others to follow her example. The basket-weaving classes continued to flourish in Kodiak, and in 2005 Hazel Jones, who was one of Anfesia’s students in the early 1970s, taught the class. Anfesia received many awards and honors, including honorary lifetime memberships in the Resurrection Bay Historical Society and Kodiak Historical Society, and a special certificate from Bishop Theodosius for her long and outstanding service to the Orthodox faith. 

			Three weeks after her death, “Senate Concurrent Resolution No. 24 in the Legislature of the State of Alaska, Eighth Legislature—First Session: Honoring Anfesia Shapsnikoff” was read into the record on February 6, 1973. It concluded: 

			be it resolved by the Alaska Legislature that it expresses its most profound sense of loss as a result of the death of this truly remarkable “Little Grandma” but affirms its belief that, because of her devotion to her people, her culture, her community, and her state, generations of Alaskans for years to come will be indebted to Anfesia Shapsnikoff and she will always be revered as a truly great Alaskan.
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			(183?–1889)

			“A Shield to Her People”

			A few stars still glimmered and blinked as salmon brushstrokes streaked across the eastern sky. The fall rains had brought a good spring to southern Arizona. The desert willows were bright with flowers, and the yucca blooms stood tall, like white waxed beacons among the mesquites. A coyote yipped, another answered.

			The horses were clustered near camp. One stood apart, watching, listening, an equine sentinel, while the others dozed. 

			Only one human stirred. A slight young woman unwrapped herself from her blanket and walked silently to higher ground. She extended her arms, threw her head back, and sang, while turning slowly in a circle:

			Upon this earth

			On which we live

			Ussen has Power.

			This Power He grants me

			For locating the Enemy. 

			I search for that Enemy

			Which only Ussen, Creator of Life

			Can reveal to me.

			This morning, her palms were cool and remained the color of normal flesh. She was relieved. All too often lately, her hands turned hot, purple even—and always when facing the approaching foe. 

			She didn’t understand this ability of her body to locate the enemy, but it wasn’t her role to understand or question. Her role was to protect her People.

			The sun edged over the distant lavender mountains. People stirred in the camp below her. 

			Lozen walked back down the hill to let them know they were safe.

			For now.

			Lozen, an Apache warrior, scout, and medicine woman, is almost as much of a challenge for contemporary historians as she was for nineteenth-century soldiers. Not only did the Apaches leave no written record of her, but the white men of the time were unable to imagine that any woman could have held as powerful and vital a role—so they never mentioned her. 

			Some experts believe that Lozen’s role has been magnified beyond reality to the point of making her a myth. Other sources say the Apaches deliberately underplayed Lozen’s importance as a way to protect her. The records that do exist are oral—historians’ interviews of adult Apaches recalling their childhoods spent with the famous chiefs, Geronimo, Cochise, Victorio, and others. Again and again these eyewitnesses mention Lozen. One, James Kaywaykla, wrote that the last free Apaches would have been captured years earlier except for her ability to locate the enemy. He remembers Chief Victorio saying, “Lozen is as my right hand. Strong as a man, braver than most, and cunning in strategy, Lozen is a shield to her people.”

			One historian points out that Kaywaykla was only three or four and questions if he could have remembered these words—while another says Lozen can claim the title of “America’s greatest guerilla fighter.” 

			What is clear is that Lozen’s story roams over more than just the Arizona Territory. The Apache tribe is usually divided into six groups: Western, Chiricahua (pronounced cheer-ee-kah-wah), Mescalero, Jicarilla, Lipan, and Kiowa. 

			The Western Apaches occupied both eastern Arizona and western New Mexico and included the Warm Springs (also known as the Chihenne) and White Mountain bands. The Chiricahua lived in southwestern New Mexico, southeastern Arizona, and the adjacent Mexican states of Chihuahua and Sonora. The Mescalero still reside east of the Rio Grande in southern New Mexico. 

			All the Apaches were in the Southwest long before state and national boundaries. Topographical landmarks mattered far more to them than the arbitrary political lines drawn in the desert by white men. All the “Indeh” (the People) were nomadic, and they easily covered thousands of miles on horseback, often spending summers in the Arizona mountains and winters in central Mexico. The Chiricahua and Chihenne bands were closely related, often intermarried, and frequently traveled through each other’s territories without acrimony. 

			Lozen was born into the Warm Springs band, sometime in the early 1830s, probably in southern New Mexico. The band considered Ojo Caliente, between what are now Silver City and Socorro, to be its spiritual home and where they felt closest to Ussen, the Creator of Life. It’s a beautiful area of high desert with islands of mountain ranges and a surprising number of volcanic hot springs. 

			Not much is known of Lozen’s family except that she was the younger sister of Chief Victorio, who was born in 1825. 

			Although the women did most of the food-gathering and cooking, Apache girls had the same training as boys: They learned to hunt, ride, and fight, since the band might need every individual for defense. There was nothing squeamish about these women—if a family member was killed, the perpetrator was caught, brought back to camp, and turned loose among the angry women, who beat, stabbed, or stoned the assailant to death. 

			Lozen was small in stature, but physically gifted, and soon proved to be a faster runner than most of the boys, as well as a better marksman and equestrian. She was far more interested in warrior skills than cooking, and quickly earned her name, which meant “Dexterous Horse Thief” in Apache.

			A formative event in the childhoods of both Victorio and Lozen took place in the spring of 1837 and marked the beginning of animosity between the Apaches and white settlers. The Warm Springs band was lured to a fiesta by the residents of Santa Rita, in the northern Mexico state of Sonora. Led by a Kentucky bounty hunter, John James Johnson, the “party” turned into a massacre, and among those killed was the leader of the band. As a result, Mangas Coloradas (Red Sleeves) became the new Warm Springs chief. 

			He soon realized Lozen had a talent even more valuable than stealing horses. Since the ceremony she performed allowed her to detect enemies, he invited her to participate in raids. According to one source, only promiscuous women went with the warriors, but Lozen’s responsibilities were to protect the men and fight with them. She also never married. Legend has it that the chief of an unidentified Eastern band passed through, stopping off to visit the Warm Springs camp. According to James Kaywaykla’s grandmother, 

			Lozen was too young for marriage, but she had seen this chief and no other man ever interested her. She put marriage from her mind and rode beside her brother as a warrior. She lives solely to aid him and her people. And she is sacred . . . , she is respected above all living women.

			By 1861, relations between the whites and the Apaches were deteriorating fast, but Mangas Coloradas still believed that surely the land could support both cultures. He arranged a meeting to reason with the mining community in Pinos Altos, New Mexico, and planned to guide the miners to other gold-bearing sites in exchange for allowing his band to live on their ancestral lands.

			He quickly lost interest in the peace process when the miners captured, tied, and whipped him before his sons could come to his rescue. That same year, the peaceful Chiricahua chief Cochise, son-in-law of Mangas Coloradas, was falsely accused of kidnapping a white child. The white soldiers reacted by killing Cochise’s brother. 

			To both the Chiricahua and the Chihenne, war was the only honorable response. Victorio, accompanied by another Warm Springs leader, Nana, along with Lozen, led many successful raids against the white settlers. By now Lozen had proven herself on her three apprenticeship raids, and often advised Victorio about the most effective strategies. She was the only woman ever allowed in councils though she was apparently shy and said little in public. 

			At first it seemed as if their raids had been victorious. The soldiers marched away, and Lozen’s ceremony was no longer needed. Little did the Apaches know that the soldiers were embroiled in a bigger battle and had been summoned East to fight in the Civil War. 

			The next summer the white men reappeared in even greater numbers, and this time they brought cannons. Lozen and her people realized what they were up against in the Battle of Apache Pass when they were forced to retreat, carrying a wounded Mangas Coloradas. 

			Although there’s no written record, it’s likely Lozen treated her chief’s wound. Kaywaykla remembers Victorio extolling Lozen’s ability as a healer, saying, she was “skillful in treating wounds; when I got a bullet in my shoulder she burned the thorns from a leaf of nopal [prickly pear], split it and bound the fleshy side to the wound. The next day I rode.”

			Six months later Mangas Coloradas realized the People could not endure much longer and resolved to meet with the white men to talk peace. Too trusting once again, he went alone to the soldiers’ camp under a flag of truce. The soldiers captured him, held red-hot bayonets to his feet, shot him, cut off his head, boiled it, and sent it to Washington.

			Lozen, Victorio, Nana, and the rest of the band were devastated. They hid in their home mountains, only emerging for the occasional raid or supply trip. Since the soldiers were less inclined to shoot women, sometimes Lozen was the one sent to Pinos Altos or Mesilla (now Las Cruces) to gather news. 

			The Apaches spent the next couple of years attending abortive peace conferences and waiting to see where the government would allow them to live. In 1870 the Chihenne moved reluctantly to Tularosa, an area they found too high, too cold, and too rocky for crops. In 1874 they were at last inexplicably allowed back to their ancestral land near Ojo Caliente, and all seemed calm for a year. But soon their allocations of stringy beef and moldy flour ran out, and the children were hungry.

			In 1876 the Chiricahua were moved from their designated area in southeastern Arizona to the San Carlos reservation farther north. When Geronimo was captured, he and his band were taken to San Carlos in chains, and the following year the Chihenne were marched there. Consolidating the reservations saved the US government $25,000 for each closed reservation—but the price was in human lives. The camp was near Camp Goodwin in the marshes of the Gila River, and disease, which had already driven away the soldiers, killed many Apaches as well. 

			By September 1877, Victorio could stand the camp no longer and broke out, leading Lozen and three hundred warriors, women, and children back to Ojo Caliente, where they lived quietly.

			Finally, it seemed as if Lozen’s skills as enemy locator and warrior wouldn’t be needed.

			But two years later, once again the government made them move, this time to the Mescalero Reservation. In June rumors flew that Victorio was to be arrested, and, the story goes, he and Lozen chose freedom over confinement. 

			For the next year they remained on the move all over New Mexico, western Texas, southeastern Arizona, and into Mexico. Geronimo, having escaped from San Carlos, joined them. When ammunition ran low, Lozen and Victorio decided she should return to the Mescalero Reservation and come back with more warriors and supplies. Lozen, who always felt the women and children were her responsibility, also agreed to take a Mescalero woman and her infant back. Traveling was slow, and the two women arrived after many weeks, only to be faced with the worst possible news: Victorio had been killed in an ambush in Mexico.

			Lozen was desolate—and angry. She re-joined the band, now led by Nana, in a retaliatory revenge raid throughout the Southwest with the sole goal of killing as many Mexicans as possible. They covered three thousand miles in two months, killed hundreds, won seven battles, stole two hundred head of stock—and, thanks to Lozen’s skill in locating the enemy, never lost a warrior. 

			By 1881 many in the band were homesick for their families, and the group slipped quietly back to San Carlos. Once again, it seemed as if they’d be allowed to live in peace. But fighting broke out, this time at Cibecue. Although the Chihenne weren’t blamed, Lozen and Nana feared repercussions and broke out from the reservation again, hoping to join Geronimo in his Mexican hideaway in the Sierra Madre. 

			Many other Apaches had the same idea, and six hundred gathered in the mountain refuge, Chiricahua, Chihenne, Mescalero, and others. They all hid in Mexico uneventfully for a year, but the war leaders grew restless, and both the need for ammunition for their American-made rifles and the desire to reunite their families grew strong. Geronimo, Nana, and Lozen decided to lead a group into Arizona and free their people from San Carlos. The raid was successful—until the US soldiers followed them across the border and killed a third of those rescued.

			By May 1883, morale among the survivors had sunk, and most decided to surrender, including Geronimo, who told the white men he needed a month to round up the families. 

			By February 1884, the band was settled back at San Carlos, but the agent in charge was unable to maintain peace between the different factions. In July 1885 Geronimo heard a rumor he was to be hanged, so he bolted—accompanied by Lozen, thirty-five warriors, and one hundred women and children. Ironically, they stopped to rest in the Chiricahua Mountains at the now-abandoned Fort Bowie, site of the Battle of Apache Pass where Mangas Coloradas was first wounded. 

			Again they headed for Mexico, where they hid in mountains accessible by only one narrow but easily defended trail. 

			By now, the Americans had hired Apache scouts, who knew the ways, trails, and hideaways of Lozen’s group, and the casualties began to mount. Discouragement grew. The group had met before with General George Crook, known as Grey Fox, and trusted him to make fair decisions. They sent Lozen and another woman, Dahteste, to talk to the commander to see if a surrender was still possible. Crook agreed to meet with the leaders in March of 1886, in the Canyon de Los Embudos, eighty-six miles south of Fort Bowie.

			Writer Peter Aleshire described Lozen’s role in the historic meeting: 

			Lozen remained in the back of the group, not talking but keeping her rifle ready. The White Eyes had never paid much attention to her and she did not want them to pay attention to her now. The leaders hid her importance when talking to the White Eyes, partly to protect her and partly so she could continue to be their messenger and go into the soldiers’ camps, counting their guns. So Lozen did not speak and Grey Fox did not bother with her because the White Eyes did not think women important.
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