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LEGENDS OF CODY — Stephen Collector
“We were west of Cody, a locale where legends overlap. William “Buffalo Bill” Cody, 
a prospector, trapper, Civil War soldier, professional buffalo hunter, cavalry scout, 
showman extraordinaire, and most famous American of his age led a life as complicated 
as the American West he came to represent. He was also known to fish the very river 
we were floating. In the 1930s, the American writer Ernest Hemingway discovered 
these same waters, later writing in a letter to F. Scott Fitzgerald, that his version of 
heaven would include “a trout stream outside that no one else was allowed to fish […]” 
Hemingway—an unparalleled writer and sportsman but also a troubled, toxic bully—
led a life as equally complicated as Cody’s. The Shoshone and the Clarks Fork of the 
Yellowstone are where their legends mingle.”

THE QUEEN OF THE SEA — Words by Rasmus Ovesen, Photos by Stina 
Didriksen and Rasmus Ovesen
“Halibut reside in the abysmal depths of the ocean, ambushing their prey amid 
powerful tidal currents and craggy drop-offs. Fly fishing, by contrast, is mostly a shallow 
water pursuit, and many fly anglers don’t bother with fish in more than 10 feet of water. 
To get a fly to halibut depths, sometimes hundreds of feet down, is nearly unthinkable. 
My mind initially went to oversized equipment, express-sink fly lines, and heavily 
weighted flies. And then I thought, What if you could find them in shallow water?”

RAINFOREST STEELHEAD — Words by E. Donnall Thomas Jr., Photos by Don and 
Lori Thomas
“Growing up in the Pacific Northwest, it didn’t take me long to appreciate the difference 
between wild and hatchery steelhead. Hatchery fish from the nearby Skykomish were briefly 
entertaining and good to eat. The wild steelhead we caught on road trips to the Olympic 
Peninsula were the most exciting gamefish I’d ever met. The interceding decades have done 
nothing to alter those opinions. When the residual spark of my early steelhead obsession 
reignited, it did so in Alaska, where all the steelhead are wild. That made all the difference in 
the world.”

TROUT STREAMS YOU CAN’T DIE ON — Dave Zoby
“Take out the map and pick a stream: All of them are fishy; all of them tumble eventually into 
the Wind, and the Wind unfolds out onto the reservation, winding through farmland ringed with 
“no hunting” signs, buffalo graveyards, and Indian ambush points. Crowheart Butte seems to 
follow you as you drive the highway. The Wind River curls towards Thermopolis. The whole 
drainage supports wild populations of rainbows, browns, and brook trout. But the cutthroats 
are the fish that define the area. Cutthroats have become a fascination of mine of late; they 
are at once secretive and gullible. It seems like one of these two traits would eventually 
erase them from my life, but they haven’t disappeared and have only become more 
important to me as I trundle along.”

ICONS OF ADVENTURE — A Photo Essay by John Smolko
“Float planes are an enduring icon of outdoor adventure. They provide the ability to go 
farther into the wild and access some of the most remote and pristine places on the planet. 
From Alaska to Maine, float planes have been used to transport hunters and anglers and pack 
out game; they are a lifeline for many of the rural communities and lodges that support these 
endeavors. Not needing a runway, in places like Canada’s lake-studded interior and coastal Alaska, 
the whole world is an airfield.” 
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LONGER LUNCHES — Words by Jim McLennan, Artwork by Lynda McLennan
“As this stage arrives, the peripheral components of hunting and fishing—the setting, the companions, 
the food, the memories that are stirred by the activity of fishing—become every bit as important as the 
success of the activity itself. We can’t go as long or as hard as we used to, but we also notice that this 
isn’t so bad. The surprise is in the revelation that, in an odd way, “less is more”—or at least, “less is just 
as good.”

ROLLING DARK — Andrew McKean
“A good shoot-‘em-up hog hunt is the death of a lot of things, including Adam Smith’s enduring notions 
of market equity, fair distribution of resources, and restrained behavior.”

HUNTING ALONE — Tom Keer
“Time went on. For some, work shorted out weekends just as girlfriends did when they became wives. 
Camp turned into one revolving door, cobbled together with some wrinkled faces meeting those that 
were fresh. Each week, a variety of shotguns filled the racks as new dogs loaded into kennels. Those 
days still are here, but more and more I hunt alone. It’s not bad, but it is different.”

A HUNTER’S OFFSEASON GEAR GUIDE
Our summer gear guide is for hunters looking to make the most of the offseason. From bird hunters 
wanting to improve their shooting and keep the rust off their dogs to big game hunters preparing for 
an expedition into the mountains, our gear guide represents the best of the best. 

WILD FOOD — Larry White
“Summertime is a special period for hunters and gardeners alike. Usually nomadic wild hogs are on a 
somewhat predictable daytime pattern, and some of the most beloved vegetables in America are at 
their peak. While the juicy tomatoes and sweet corn are soaking up the hot summer sun, the wild hogs 
coat themselves in mud and curl up in the shade. But don’t let the drastic differences fool you into 
thinking they don’t belong together on a dinner plate. That couldn’t be further from the truth.”

SEPTEMBER BLUES — Matt Wemple
“Catching a glimpse of the decoy sack in the rafters of the garage every time I go for the lawnmower 
gets to be too much. The sound of the bolt slamming home as I chamber a shell is pure music. Teal 
season is here!”

COLD WAR OF THE LAST FRONTIER — Words by Justin Witt, Photos by Don and Lori Thomas
“After my summer there it seems to me that these days there are really two Alaskas: the one accessible 
by road, and the one accessible only by float plane, boat, or really long walk. The first of these is a bit of 
a comedy and a bit of a tragedy but definitely a shit-show from either perspective. The second demands 
respect, and apparently not only from me but from most if not all those who expend the resources or 
do the work it takes to get there.”

SIMON’S DAUGHTER — Words by Jody Martin, Photos by Sammy Chang
“There have been days when we caught nothing here, and she has never expressed disappointment, but 
when the water is right and the trout are cooperative, the miracles are unfettered and fall about us like 
star drops, catching in her gray eyes.”

60
a sporting journal

8    STRUNG: A SPORTING JOURNAL    SUMMER    2022 STRUNG: A SPORTING JOURNAL    SUMMER    2022    9

84
94

68



84    STRUNG: A SPORTING JOURNAL    SUMMER    2022 STRUNG: A SPORTING JOURNAL    SUMMER    2022    85

I make the decision standing on the deck 
of a skiff in the Florida Keys, and the next 
morning I’m driving north. Alaska has been 
looming for years, a place in the foreground 
I knew I would eventually end up but have 
kept flying over and around on my way 
to other places much farther out. Alaska 
has always seemed like it could wait. But 
its moment had come. The Canadians at 
the border want to know why I have a 
shotgun. Why there are so many stamps in 
my passport. What exactly is it that I do? 
This is a question I’ve yet to answer. “I help 
people torture fish,” I say, “for their own 
fun and amusement.” The Canadians are 
not amused. But they do let me through. 
Entering Alaska a week later, they don’t even 
ask what I’m there for. 

June
I arrive in the middle of the night after 
16 straight hours on the road, winding my 
way up the turns and past the color-coded, 

numbered campsites until I find the place 
I’m supposed to park my rig. Somewhere 
below me in the darkness there is a river 
called Russian. It will be the first one I fish 
on the trip. I have no idea what to expect 
but am excited that the gear will finally be 
coming out of the bags. It’s been quite a 
haul. Exhausted and bleary-eyed, I set the 
alarm for half an hour before sunrise and 
collapse into sleep. 

By dawn I am standing on a trail that runs 
along the river’s east bank, staring into the 
dark water at what seems like far more 
red-backed sockeye than such a small water 
could support. I am the newcomer, though, 
and I know that I have much to learn. So 
far I’m alone, but it is clear I won’t be for 

by Justin Witt

cold war on the 
last frontier

Photo: Don and Lori Thomas
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long. The signs of human presence are as 
prolific as the salmon. As I walk upstream 
along the trail, my mouth continues to 
open wider and wider—and I can’t make it 
stop. I’m speechless. By the time I reach the 
last casting deck, I’ve seen enough tangled 
monofilament to hog tie a herd of elephants 
and enough beer cans to make a fighter 
jet. Hooks, lead, plastic bags, toilet paper, 
cigarette butts, a soleless wader boot…. 
The list is too long. I think, WTF? Having 
spent the last decade living in a region of 
Patagonia that is less densely populated 
than the Sahara Desert, I am simply not 
used to this—and it is definitely not what 
I expected to encounter in Alaska. So I’ve 
driven almost 6,000 miles to arrive at this 
reminder that expectations are the enemy 
of travel.

As has always been my habit anywhere 
on Earth that I am unhappy with my 
surroundings, I head upstream. Upstream is 
usually the ticket; this time is no exception. 
Once the trail ends and the going gets 
rough, I spot less and less trash. After an 

Yet these are the fish that get saddled with 
the responsibility of replacing their species’ 
population? Every rod on the river who 
puts time in is going to leave with a limit of 
salmon. Does it make more sense to have 
them leave with the first nine fish they land, 
or the first nine they were able to hook in 
the mouth (meaning they released twice 
that many that were accidentally hooked in 
the eye, fins, or back)? Would we not end up 
with an equal harvest but more successful 
spawn if we did away with the hook-in-
mouth-only rule?

By lunchtime I am back to the trail and run 
into the first two of my fellow anglers. A 
couple stands on the bank beside a fast run 
full of fish, lobbing the egg sinker rigs over 
their heads in timed choreography. Both of 
them have rifles on their backs, a pistol on 
each hip, and a survival knife upside down 
on each wader strap. I do a quick tally: Two 
anglers. Two rifles. Four pistols. Four giant 
knives. This can’t be normal.

But it is. As I walk down the trail I lose count 
of the guns. Most of the other anglers I 
encounter aren’t quite as commando as 
the first couple was, but almost none of 
them are unarmed, and enough of them 
are dressed like Navy SEALs to make me 
question for a minute whether or not I’ve 
somehow walked onto the set of a Stanley 
Kubrick film. I seem to be the only one with 
a can of spray. It occurs to me then that 

Frank Rho has flown up from Alabama for 
this, and I’m hoping to show him some fish. 
Flight time is longer than I’d expected, and 
I am at the same time pleased and arrested 
by the scale of absolute wilderness we’re 
putting between ourselves and anything 
even vaguely influenced by human presence. 
Touching down on the high tundra lake 
there is no sign of anyone having been there 
in recent days, maybe longer. Maybe ever. 
I know that last one isn’t the reality but I 
can’t find anything to disprove it. I’ll later 
ask the outfitter who flew us in and find out 
that they drop off at least one group a week 

hour it peters out entirely. There I string the 
rod. 

Everyone I’d talked with said the sockeye 
don’t eat. You have to “floss” them, casting 
over and over again with a specific rig until 
more by chance than skill you happen to 
put the horizontal piece of tippet between 
the weight and the fly in their already-open 
mouths, then draw the fly there as the 
current pulls the line taught. If it sticks in 
the fish’s mouth you are legal; if it sticks in 
any other part you are not. The flies tied for 
this are basically sparse bucktail streamers 
with large wide-gap hooks. It takes a while 
to get used to lobbing the heavy weight and 
fly out into the run, and from the fly rod’s 
perspective I’m not too sure what I’m doing 
should be called casting. But it does work. 
Before long I’ve managed to stick one and 
bring it to hand. It’s one of the fresher ones, 
far less red than I expected, but also a hen. 
Fat and full of eggs. I hit her in the head 
with a rock and put her in the backpack. 

Just then I see the only bear I will see all 

day: an adolescent black bear on three legs 
crossing the water via a log just upstream. 
It holds a damaged front paw to its chest as 
it hops along looking down at the salmon in 
the pool, then up at me. The instant it sees 
me, it bolts. Maybe he saw the orange can of 
spray on my hip? I wonder where the brown 
bears are. 

As I work my way downstream I wonder 
about the regulations, too, which seem 
illogical. This fishery is really almost more 
like foraging or farming than it is like sport. 
Yet the state requires anglers to release 
fish that they wound by snagging, even 
if it is accidental. You’re only allowed to 
keep fish you hook in the mouth, though 
technically you are snagging them there just 
the same. In my estimation the difference 
is probably one of mortality rates, and not 
in a beneficial way. A fish hooked in its back 
is much harder to land than one hooked in 
the mouth, and that results in greater lactic 
acid buildup prior to release. Then there’s 
the question of just plain damage from the 
hook. Bleeding. Torn muscle. Open wounds. 

the poor black bear was most likely limping 
because of an encounter with soldiers of 
fortune. There are piles of dead sockeye 
behind almost every angler. I walk up to the 
truck and sit on the tailgate with a beer, 
contemplating whether or not to just move 
on despite the three nights already paid for 
the spot. 

July
The de Havilland Beaver banks its way 
through the mountains and up over the 
glaciers on our way from Iliamna to the 
headwaters of American Creek. My buddy 
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all season long, although over the course 
of the next week I’ll find no sign of those 
anglers’ passage. 

The plane leaves and we blow up the raft, 
fit the frame, pack the gear, and string 
the rods. The closest thing I can come up 
with for guidance here is my time guiding 
in Kamchatka, and so it’s Mr. Hanky mouse 
flies from the start. Frank hooks the first 
fish only a hundred yards into the float, and 
after a five-minute chase I put it in the net. 
A beautiful 23-inch hen rainbow. He wants 
a picture, and I comply. We put the raft on 
shore and fish the rest of the first boulder 
field on foot. By the time we get to the 
bend we’ve both released at least 10 more 
fish, and it’s clear that we won’t be taking 
pictures of each of them anymore. 

“Bear!” Frank yells. I turn around to see 
a brown bear the size of a Volkswagen 
ambling its way across the river 50 yards 
upstream. Both of us unholster our sprays. 
I’ve actually packed a shotgun on this float, 
but of course it’s in the boat. The bear 
continues on its way, nosing the current and 
searching in vain for a sockeye. We’ve seen 
no salmon. So on she goes, and the sprays 
are re-holstered, and we get back in the 
boat to make some miles. 

Around the very next bend Frank again yells, 
“Bear!” and there are two on the left bank. 
We float by with them looking at us as if 

mildly amused. Half an hour later, fishing 
again on foot, it’s my turn. “Bear!” This one 
is a bit more animated, trotting down the 
bank and crossing a feeder stream on a log 
before disappearing into the tundra. “Never 
even looked at us.” Frank almost seems 
disappointed. By the time we make our 
first camp “Bear!” has turned into a barely 
audible mutter: “bear.” We can’t even keep 
count of them. They’re like the rainbows 
almost constantly bending our rods. But 
despite the fact that we haven’t yet seen 
a single piece of trash or even boot print, 
they are clearly more than comfortable with 

humans in their midst. After dinner we pack 
the food into a metal lock box and carry it a 
hundred or so yards from the tent. I lay the 
shotgun next to my cot just in case, but I 
sleep deeply through the night in a post-
orgasmic fish dance fog. At dawn there’s a 
bear munching berries across the river, and 
we eat our own breakfast while admiring 
him. 

By afternoon we are into as many char as 
rainbows, although these require a change 
of flies, the dolly llama doing the trick so 
consistently that we try nothing else. Some 

of the char approach five pounds. The 
rainbows have gotten a bit bigger as well 
with a few fish topping 25 inches, which is 
a lot farther from 23 than the math makes 
it sound. 

We come to a run cut out of a high, steep 
bank on the left side of the river and beach 
the boat to the right. Fish are rising along 
the wall up and down its entire hundred or 
so yards. Starting at the top I bounce my 
mouse off the wall and swing it through, 
and Frank follows with a Dolly. We catch fish 
on almost every cast the whole way down, 

one step at a time. The rise continues. We 
switch rods. We walk back up. Repeat. Same. 
How many fish can there be in this one run? 

Frank goes back up with the streamer and 
starts over while I pull my 3-weight out 
and line it up with a little elk hair caddis to 
start casting at the risers. No dice. Coming 
down from the top, Frank’s into as many 
fish as on the last pass—which still seems 
crazy—but I’m striking out on my new game 
and so start changing flies. There seem to 
be a few different bugs coming off, but I 
certainly didn’t expect to be trying to match 
a hatch after the action we’ve seen since 
the put-in. Sixth fly does the trick: a tiny 
little BWO that probably hasn’t come out of 
the box in 20 years. One of those flies you 
should let go of but for some reason can’t. 
So you just carry it across the landscapes of 
the globe. Lips pressing through the foam 
lined up against the wall sip it from the film 
over and over and over again. These fish are 
smaller than the others but still probably 
average 18 inches. Frank keeps going back 
up to the top and starting over. The sun 
sinks. Finally I look at my watch and realize 
we have been on this one pool for over four 
hours. How can there possibly be that many 
fish in so small a space?

The next morning we meet the sockeye 
headed upstream in waves that before long 
have turned the bottom red. People will tell 
you that by the time they’ve turned red 
they are no good to eat, but this is far from 
true. People also told me they wouldn’t eat 
our flies. But here it seems that they will 
at least attack a streamer, even if perhaps 
more out of annoyance than hunger. Every 
day for the rest of the float we eat an entire 
salmon as sashimi with wasabi and soy, and 
it is excellent beyond description. We try 
to calculate what the retail value of this 
would be back home but are pretty certain 
of our failing. And with the appearance of 
the sockeye the population density of brown 
bears goes through the roof. Time with 
bears in sight now outweighs time without, 
and unless something strange happens even 
the muttered warnings between us wither 
and fall from use. Surprisingly even among 
the salmon, the rainbows still eat the mice 
and the char the streamers. Not once do we 
tie on an egg. 

On our last night a young bear follows me 
back to camp. I’ve got the dinner salmon 
in hand, and perhaps he’s feeling lazy or 
curious or just plain ornery. Frank is at the 
fire, and when I sit down he sort of nods 
in the direction I’d come from and says 
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“bear.” “Yeah,” I say, “I know,” and I start to 
fillet the fish. The bear begins circling the 
campsite, showing neither aggression nor 
concern as we sit by the fire and eat our 
meal. I realize I am going to have to dispose 
of the fish’s head and skeleton when we are 
done and need the bear to be gone before 
then. His circles become smaller. When I am 
finished eating, I stand up and point the 
shotgun at the sky and fire a round. Bear 
bolts. Message received. Problem solved. I 
throw the salmon remains in the river at the 
bottom of the island and go to bed. 

August
We see quite a few whales over the course 
of the ferry ride out to Kodiak Island. It’s 
a long ride, and I spend half of it out on 
deck and the other half tying flies I hope 
to fool silver salmon with, my vise clamped 

to a table in the cafeteria lounge. There’s a 
huge family of Russian speakers just behind 
me dressed like colonial-era settlers, and I 
wonder where they are headed. They clearly 
aren’t tourists. By the time we land I’ve got 
a box full of Intruders and am motivated 
to find some fish. I stop at a place in town 
called Big Ray’s, the “local outfitter since 
1947.” The flies there don’t look much like 
the ones I tied, so I buy a few. I also get 
a hunting license. Ptarmigan season just 
opened up, and I’ve never even seen one, 
much less tasted them. There aren’t many 
roads on the island, and I plan to drive them 
all, but as a start I decide to camp at a place 
called White Sands Beach on Monashka Bay. 
When I arrive there are a few trucks parked 
and some guys catching fish both in the bay 
and in the creek coming into it. I wader up 
and head out, but it’s clear pretty soon that 

there are no silvers. Lots of pinks, a few 
chums—but the silvers either haven’t shown 
up yet or are already upstream. I wade out 
into the bay and catch humpy after humpy 
for an hour before going back to the rig to 
make dinner. 

I’ve not been asleep very long when the 
vehicles start to arrive. Lots of them. And the 
kids pouring out of them are loud. It’s clear 
that these are locals and that they come 
here a lot. I’d already spent an hour before 
going to bed picking up trash out by where 
they are now building their bonfire. I didn’t 
have bags or room for it all. The hours go by, 
and they get drunker and louder. I get it. I 
was their age too for a while. But the scale of 
this keeps me from sleep until almost dawn. 
Lots of whooping and hollering, bad music 
turned up way too loud, at least one fight, 

and a variety of vomiting sequences. The 
breaking of bottles punctuates much of the 
action. When I finally crawl out of the back 
of the truck at dawn there is only one vehicle 
left: a big Dodge truck. I think this is probably 
the only guy there smart enough to realize 
he was too drunk to drive. Wanting to give 
the creek mouth one last try before I move 
on, I wader up and start walking down to the 
water with my rod. The campsite stops me. 
I stand there and look at it for a good long 
while, then walk back to my truck and put 
the rod away. 

Around midday I’m sitting on the tailgate 
drinking my fifth cup of coffee when a jeep 
pulls in and two girls get out. Turns out 
they were the ones who left the Dodge. 
They walk around their truck a few times, 
sort of eyeing it in disbelief, then finally see 

the note on the windshield. I watch them 
read it before walking back again to look 
at the three cubic meters of bottles, cans, 
Styrofoam, panties, condoms, and broken 
glass I’ve piled into the bed. There are three 
other trucks here by now and fishermen out 
on the water, so they’re not sure who did 
it—but they glance at me in a suspicious 
way as they get in the truck. I’ve been polite 
in the note, simply asking them to take their 
stuff to the dump. But this clearly isn’t a 
scenario they’ll be able to process until the 
hangovers wear off.

Over the course of the next week I drive 
every inch of road that can be driven from 
the city of Kodiak, fishing a wide variety of 
waters along the way. I never do find the 
silvers. Almost everywhere I go there are 
people catching pinks and chums, and some 

of these people are friendly. I see two bears, 
both on the same morning and in the same 
place, with a little over a dozen vehicles 
pulled over above the creek mouth the bears 
are fishing, hands holding binoculars and 
cameras out the windows. I still haven’t seen 
a single ptarmigan, though, and so on my 
second-to-last night I go back to Big Ray’s 
and ask the kid behind the counter if he 
can tell me where to find them. We go over 
a couple of options on the map, but by the 
time we’re done I’m in no way clear as to 
whether or not he is messing with me. Both 
spots are really, really high, and at least a 
three-hour climb from the nearest parking 
spot. I drive out to one of them and glass 
the peaks. 

An hour before dawn I’m on the trail and 
sweating through my layers. Just before 

Photos: Justin Witt
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I get to the treeline I jump a black-tailed 
deer—the first one I’ve ever seen, and a good 
buck at that. The trail is muddy, and I follow 
his tracks for a while, but those are the only 
tracks of any kind I see all day. Higher up it 
is nothing but rock and snow and a few little 
tufts of leftover grass between the rocks, 
which are covered in lichen. But other than 
that I don’t see what a ptarmigan would eat 
up here. I keep going, though, and eventually 
find some little berries that are much like 
the ones we have in Argentina. The scenery 
is spectacular. Six hours in and three ridge 
crossings further over I find them. Of 
course my mind has dropped into mantra 
mode by this point, so when the dozen 
or so ptarmigan flush out of the rocks all 
around me, I’m not only totally unprepared 
to shoot—I’m startled half out of my wits. 
I get one shot off on a bird already passing 
the 40-yard mark, but it’s a clear miss. It’s 
also clear which way they went, though, 
and after walking this many miles I’m damn 
sure going to follow them. Three hundred 
yards up the hill, each barrel puts a bird on 
the ground, and a third one that flushes at 
the ridge joins them in the bag. They are 
far more beautiful than I could ever have 

appreciated from the photos I’d seen, and 
I sit on that ridge and look at them and 
at the country around me and the ocean 
beyond it for a long time before starting 
back down to the truck. 

***

After my summer there it seems to me that 
these days there are really two Alaskas: 
the one accessible by road, and the one 
accessible only by float plane, boat, or really 
long walk. The first of these is a bit of a 
comedy and a bit of a tragedy but definitely 
a shit-show from either perspective. The 
second demands respect, and apparently 
not only from me but from most if not all 
those who expend the resources or do the 
work it takes to get there. 

“Access” is a divisive topic almost 
everywhere I’ve fished and guided in the 
world. And I get it—both sides of it. I like 
to be able to float rivers in Argentina or 
Montana and pull over and camp on either 
bank regardless of which ranch owns the 
land. But when I pull over and find trash or 
signs of reckless fire use I understand why 

the ranch owner comes down in his truck 
and runs me off. 

There were 467,508 fishing licenses sold 
in Alaska the year I was there. According 
to a paper published last year in the State 
of Alaska Epidemiology Bulletin titled 
“Hospitalizations and Deaths Resulting 
from Bear Attacks—Alaska, 2000–2017” by 
Laura Coughlin and Deborah Hull-Jilly, there 
were on average in that period 3.8 cases of 
hospitalizations per year as a result of bear 
attacks. The state’s Department of Natural 
Resources claims that more people are 
injured or killed by the firearms they carry 
to protect themselves in bear country than 
by the bears themselves. 

My judgments on it all are my own; but 
I make them. Alaska truly is my birth 
country’s last frontier. Unfortunately it 
seems history has been sentenced to repeat 
itself. Every year there are more roads. More 
people. More trash. Fewer fish. Fewer trees. 
Fewer bears. These changes will take a while 
to destroy a wilderness as big as Alaska. But 
they will not take forever. 
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