
			

		
	
					The	Great	Hunger	(1845-1852)	occurred	in	Ireland	
and	reduced	the	population	of	Ireland	from	9	million	to	
less	than	5	million.		Over	1.2	million	people	died	of	
starvation	and	2.8	million	people	fled	to	Europe,	
America,	Australia	and	Canada.		Nothing	occurs	in	a	
vacuum.		Those	fleeing	to	America	had	to	pass	through	
Staten	Island	Intake	Center.		Many	people	died	enroute	
and	over	35,000	orphaned	children	lived	in	horrid	
conditions	in	the	streets	of	New	York	City.		When	
Charles	Loring	Brace	and	Theodore	Roosevelt	Sr.	
established	The	Children’s	Aid	Society	the	threat	of	
revolution	hung	in	the	air.		Brace	initiated	the	Orphan	
Train	movement	and	in	1874	The	Foundling	Hospital	
initiated	it	own	Mercy	Trains.			
	
				Over	273,000	children	departed	from	Grand	Central	
Station	in	an	effort	to	find	homes	for	the	homeless.		
Children	also	rode	trains	in	Philadelphia,	Boston	and	
Chicago.		Some	scholars	say	400,000-600,000	children	
rode	Orphan	Trains	from	1853-1929.	
	
			This	book	was	written	in	an	effort	to	tell	the	Orphan	
Train	story	because	many	Americans	are	unaware	that	
the	Orphan	Train	Era	saw	the	largest	migration	of	
children	in	American	history.	
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																					CHAPTER	I	
	
	
		THE	GREAT	HUNGER	(1845-1852)	
	
	
				
		When	Oliver	Cromwell	conquered	Ireland	in	1649	his	
hatred	for	the	Irish	people	made	him	introduce	
draconian	Penal	Laws.		“The	Penal	laws,”	said	Edmund	
Burke,	“were	a	machine	of	wise	and	elaborate	
contrivances,	as	well	fitted	for	the	oppression,	
impoverishment	and	degradation	of	a	people,	and	the	
debasement	in	human	nature	itself,	as	ever	proceeded	
from	the	perverted	ingenuity	of	man.”	
	
																																																																																																								



			

																																
																																THE	PENAL	LAW	
	
	
1) Catholics	are	barred	from	holding	public	office.	
2) Catholics	are	barred	from	joining	the	Irish	Army.	
3) The	government	of	the	country	would	be	in	the	

hands	of	the	Anglican	Church.	
4) Catholics	would	have	to	pay	“recusesant		fines”	for	

non-attendance	at	Anglican	services.	
5) 	Catholic	Churches	were	transformed	into	

Anglican	Churches.	
6) Catholic	Landowners	would	have	their	land	

confiscated	and	could	own	no	more	than	5	acres.	
7) Catholics	would	be	barred	from	the	Irish	

Parliament	
8) Catholic	Clergy	expelled	and	executed	if	found.	
9) The	Protestant	Ascendency	banned	intermarriage.	
10) Catholics	banned	from	owning	firearms.	
11) Catholics	banned	from	seeking	a	foreign	

education.		Banned	from	attending	Trinity	College.	
12) Catholics	banned	from	buying	land.	
13) Ban	on	owning	a	home	worth	more	than	5	

pounds.	
14) If	the	oldest	son	converted	to	Protestantism	he	

could	receive	all	the	land	on	the	death	of	a	Catholic	
owner.	

15) Ban	on	the	custody	of	orphans	going	to	
catholics.	



			

16) New	Catholic	Churches	had	to	be	built	of	
wood,	not	stone.	

17) Can’t	teach	Catholism	under	threat	of	
imprisonment.	

18) These	and	other	penal	laws	were	the	law	of	
the	land	for	hundreds	of	years.	
	
	
When	the	famine	began	Charles	Trevelyan	said,	
“Let	Irish	property	support	Irish	poverty.		We	
must	stop	making	the	Irish	“habitually	dependent”	
on	the	British	government.”		He	stopped	providing	
aid.		The	Irish	watch	as	boatloads	of	oats	and	
grains	departed	for	England	and	Europe.	
	
The	dead	were	buried	a	few	inches	below	the	soil	
to	be	gnawed	on	by	dogs	and	rats	spreading	
Typhus,	Dysentery	&	Black	Fever.		As	things	got	
worse	Trevelyan	introduced	Public	Works	Relief	
and	engaged	700,000	people	working	on	useless	
projects.		Soup	Kitchens	were	funded	by	wealthy	
landowners.		Evictions	caused	houses	to	be	torn	
down	and	land	be	given	to	wealthy	landowners	for	
cattle	grazing.		The	military	was	sent	to	collect	
taxes	and	evict	people	and	then	tear	down	their	
houses.		Men	and	boys	deliberately	committed	
crimes	so	they	could	be	sent	to	Australia.		60%	of	
all	Irish	children	did	not	live	to	see	their	6th	
Birthday.		Over	1.2	million	people	died	of	
starvation	and	2.2	million	emigrated	to	America	



			

,Canada,	Australia	and	Europe.		The	population	of	
Ireland	was	reduced	from	9	million	to	less	than	5	
million	by	1852

	
Ireland	was	reduced	from	9	million	in	1845	to	less	
than	5	million	by	1852	

	



			

	



			

	
	
	



			

	
	
	
	
	

	
Since	farmers	owned	only	5	acres	they	grew	potatoes,	a	
bulky	food	source	that	assuage	their	hunger.		Many	
potatoes	could	grow	on	little	acreage.		When	the	
airborne	potato	virus,	Phytophthora	infestans	spread	
from	super	potatoes	from	Maine	the	Great	Hunger	
began	and	lasted	from	1845	to	1852.	

	
	



			

	
	
	

	
										Ireland	was	reduced	from	9	million	people	to	less				
										than	5	million	in	7	years.	

	
Hundreds	of	thousands	went	to	Liverpool	to	
receive	aid.		They	were	given	aid	if	they	gave	up	
rights	to	their	land.		“Coffin	Ships”	began	



			

departing	to	America	and	Canada.		The	trip	would	
take	40	days	to	3	months	and	it	is	said	only	65%	of	
the	people	survived	the	voyage.		If	you	died	at	sea	
you	were	thrown	overboard.		Poor	people	would	
travel	for	free	as	“human	ballast.”		
	
	The	survivors	faced	harsh	Canadian	winters.		
Ships	arriving	in	America	went	to	the	St.	George	
Intake	Center	on	Staten	Island.		The	dead	were	
buried	on	the	great	lawn	in	the	back.		So	many	
people	were	dying	that	bodies	were	dug	up	and	
thrown	into	the	Atlantic	Ocean.		Local	residents	
afraid	of	diseases	being	spread	burned	down	the	
Center	twice,	only	to	have	it	re-built	each	time.	
	
					In	New	York	City	and	Boston	discrimination	
against	the	Irish	continued	and	some	churches	
and	convents	were	burned	down.		Arch	Bishop	
John	Hughes	went	to	the	Mayor	of	New	York	City	
and	told	him	that	if	one	more	church	was	burned	
down	New	York	City	would	be	burnt	to	the	
ground.		The	church	burnings	stopped.		St.	
Patrick’s	Cathedral	was	built	during	his	tenure.	
	
					Over	150,000	Irish	soldiers	fought	in	the	Civil	
War.		The	Irish	rebelled	that	the	rich	could	pay	$5	
and	avoid	service.		The	Draft	Riots	occurred	in	
1863	and	many	African	Americans	were	attacked.		
Homes	were	destroyed	and	the	rioting	spread	
throughout	the	city.		Federal	troops	were	called	in	



			

and	the	riot	was	put	down	but	not	before	2,000	
New	Yorkers	were	killed.	
	
				Through	hard	work	and	education	the	Irish	ran	
factories,	built	railroads,	worked	in	mines,	became	
carpenters,	built	boats,	became	deckhands,	
waiters,	organized	the	first	Trade	Unions,	
conducted	Strikes,	used	the	Ballot	Box	and	found	
success	and	happiness	through	hard	work,	
education	and	seeing	their	children	live	the	
American	dream.	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	



			

	
	
	

																			
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
																		CHAPTER	II	
	
	
			Theodore	Roosevelt	Sr.	was	leaving	a	Republican	
Party	meeting	when	an	emaciated	boy	covered	in	
sores	and	vermin	tugged	at	his	sleeve	and	said,	
“Mister,	could	you	help	me?		My	friend	is	dying,	he	
can	hardly	breathe.”		Roosevelt,	a	philanthropist	
and	co-founder	of	The	Children’s	Aid	Society	was	
led	to	a	sewer	pipe	on	Eldridge	Street	in	lower	



			

Manhattan.		He	heard	whimpering	and	coughing	
from	inside	the	pipe.		“I	got	help,	Johnny.		This	
man	is	going	to	give	you	shelter	and	take	you	to	a	
doctor!		Come	on	out,	you’re	gonna	be	O.K.”		
Roosevelt	reached	inside	the	pipe	and	slow	coaxed	
him	out.		“Easy	mister,	he’s	sick	bad,”	said	Tom.	
	
				The	two	boys,	Tom	Gallagher,	seven	and	John	
Brady,	five	had	been	sharing	the	same	sewer	pipe	
for	the	last	several	days	after	being	chased	out	of	
Tully’s	Bar	where	they	had	built	up	a	short	lived	
shoe	shining	business	that	the	older	boys	
resented.		They	threatened	the	two	boys	and	
relieved	them	of	the	days	earnings	and	tool	over	
their	business.		After	being	forced	to	vacate	their	
prized	spot	and	backroom	bed,	they	began	
searching	for	lodging,	warmth	and	food.		It	was	
one	of	the	coldest	winters	the	citizens	of	New	York	
had	ever	experienced	and	Tom	and	John	had	
huddled	together	inside	the	pipe	on	frigid	nights.		
Little	John’s	constant	coughing	and	listlessness	
prompted	Tom	to	seek	medical	help	for	his	
companion.	
	
					It	was	the	little	ones	who	suffered	the	most	at	
the	hands	of	adults,	gangs,	and	the	law	of	the	
concrete	jungle.		New	York	City	in	the	nineteenth	
century	could	be	a	brutal	place	for	a	child	
abandoned	to	its	mean	streets.		On	any	given	day	
30,000	mostly	Irish	orphaned	and	abandoned	



			

children	could	be	found	wandering	the	streets	in	
search	of	food.	lodging	and	warmth.	
	
					John	and	Tom’s	parents	both	died	on	the	coffin	
ship	before	it	arrived	at	the	St.	George	Intake	
Center	on	Staten	Island.		Only	about	60%	of	the	
passengers	leaving	Liverpool	from	1845-1852	
made	it	to	America	alive.		Those	who	died	on	the	
60-90	day	voyage	to	America	were	thrown	
overboard.		Many	were	in	terrible	condition	when	
they	started	the	voyage	but	gave	their	meager	
provisions	to	their	children,	thereby	hastening	
their	demise	so	the	children	would	thrive	in	the	
promise	land.			The	three	mast	ships	rose	above	
the	sea,	like	crosses	on	Calvary,	carrying	
emaciated	bodies	of	children	as	young	as	three	
months	to	skeletal	boys	and	girls	yearning	for	the	
cornucopia	of	America	where	they	would	be	free	
of	the	tyranny	of	British	rule	and	the	indifference	
to	their	plight.				
	
																																																																																																												
Bread,	fruit,	utensils	and	whatever	foodstuff	they	
were	allowed	to	bring	aboard	was	hoarded	in	
burlap	sacks	and	rationed	out	in	the	event	of	a	
catastrophe	at	sea,	like	winter,	hurricanes	and	
sinking	in	rough	seas.		There	were	rowboats	
aboard	reserved	for	the	captain	and	his	crew	
(being	honorable	employees	of	The	Adirondack						



			

					Timber	Company);	they	had	first	rights	in	the	
event	the	ship	was	sinking.		They	were	instructed				
	

	
	



			

	to	take	women	and	children	if	there	was	room	but	not	
to	exceed	the	maximum	safety	limitations.	

	
				You	had	about	a	20%	chance	of	surviving	a	
major	storm	in	a	rowboat	in	the	Atlantic	Ocean,	
especially	those	supplied	by	timber	companies	
who	competed	with	each	other	to	meet	the	
burgeoning	demand	for	lumber	and	wood	
products	from	Canada	and	America.		These	bare	
bones	floating	storehouses	carried	timber	loads	to	
Europe	and	brought	back	to	America	and	Canada	
the	wretched	and	starving	refugees	of	Great	
Britain’s	insidious	policy	of	indifference	and	mean	
spiritedness	instituted	by	Cabinet	Member	of	the	
Interior	Charles	Trevalyan	toward	its	Irish	Colony.		
It	was	a	policy	backed	by	Queen	Victoria	and	the	
British	Parliament.		A	policy	designed	to	bring	to	
its	knees	a	nation	of	subjugated	and	rebellious	
people	by	any	means	possible.		It	was	a	policy	to	
expropriate	the	fertile	fields	of	Irish	landholders	
and	reduce	them	to	tenant	farmers.	
	
					“The	worst	thing	Great	Britain	can	do	is	to	have	
the	Irish	people	dependent	on	Mother	England	to	
feed	them.			We	have	allotted	their	five	acre	plots	
and	their	potatoes	to	feed	their	bellies,	let	us	not	
make	them	dependent	on	our	largess,	lest	they	
become	like	babies	and	an	eternal	drain	on	our	
treasury.		A	policy	of	benign	neglect	is	the	policy	I	



			

advise	our	Parliament		to	pursue,	a	policy	our		
Queen	concurs	with,”	said	Charles	Trevelyan.						
	
	

	
	
	
CHARLES	TREVELYAN:	CABINET	MEMBER	OF	
THE	INTERIOR	IN	CHARGE	OF	IRISH	POLICY	



			

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	

															CHAPTER	III	
	
	
				Andrew	Horace	Burke	was	born	May	15th,	1850	
aboard	The	Adirondack	Star,	a	floating	warehouse	
which	delivered	oak,	white	pine,	maple,	walnut	
and	ash	trunks	to	be	milled	in	London	and	
distributed	throughout	Europe	to	meet	the	
insatiable	demands	of	Europe’s	burgeoning	cities	
for	lumber	from	the	New	World,	their	wn	forests	
depleted	from	centuries	of	use	and	misuse.		
Instead	of	returning	to	America	and	Canada	empty	
handed,	the	ships	owners	realized	they	could	
make	a	fortune	off	The	Great	Hunger	in	Ireland	by	
ferrying	victims	of	the	famine	to	America	and	
Canada.		The	ships	were	called	Coffin	Ships	
because	as	many	as	40%	of	the	passengers	died	en	
route	or	soon	after	reaching	America	or	Canada.	
	



			

					Jack	and	Mary	Burke	already	weakened	from	
the	long	term	hunger	had	managed	to	make	it	to	
the	Port	of	Sligo.		Mary’s	sister,	Rita	had	given	
them	the	money	for	the	voyage	to	America	and	fed	
them	from	her	own	meager	cupboard	know	Mary	
was	already	8	months	pregnant,	in	dire	condition	
and	running	a	fever.	

	
	



			

	

	
	
				They	boarded	The	Star	carrying	all	their	worldly	
goods	in	two	burlap	sacks.		Mary	carried	64	
dollars	in	her	purse,	money	she	had	put	away	for	a	
rainy	day	and	a	new	start	in	America.		Mary	was	to	
die	of	a	heart	attack	hours	after	Andrew	was	born.		
Mary’s	heart	had	actually	changed	shape	after	



			

years	of	diminishing	nutrition	and	reduced	caloric	
intake.		Mary	weighed	ninety-one	pounds	when	
she	died	in	Jack’s	arms.		She	was	buried	at	sea	in	a	
short	ceremony	three	days	before	The	Adirondack	
Star	steamed	into	the	port	of	St.	George	in	Staten	
Island.		All	European	immigrants	had	to	pass	
through	the	St.	George	Immigration	Center.		Ellis	
Island	didn’t	come	into	being	until	1892.

	
		RIOTS	OFTEN	BROKE	OUT	AT	THE	ST.	GEORGE			
		INTAKE	CENTER’S	MARINE	HOSPITAL	WHERE		
		MEDICAL	INSPECTORS	WOULD	BOARD		
		INCOMING	SHIPS	AND	REMOVE	PEOPLE	TO	THE		
		HOSPITAL	WHO	WERE	DEATHLY	ILL.		THE		
		HOSPITAL	WAS	BURNED	DOWN	TWICE.	



			

Jack	Burke	and	his	new	borne	son	were	sent	to	
Marine	Hospital	where	they	were	fed	and	clothed	
and	treated	for	any	infection.		On	the	great	lawn	at	
the	back	of	the	hospital	trenches	were	hastily	dug	
and	stacks	of	bodies	of	those	who	did	not	survive	
the	trans-Atlantic	journey,	or	who	succumbed	to	
the	effects	of	starvation	after	arrival,	found	their	
final	resting	place.		Their	bodies	were	covered	
with	lime	but	the	stench	of	so	much	death	in	a	
confined	area	made	for	restive	neighbors	and	
occasional	riots	broke	out	and	not	a	few	of	the	
intake	buildings	were	burned	to	the	groud.		Many	
bodies	were	later	dug	up	and	thrown	into	the	
harbor	to	make	room	for	new	deceased	arrivals.	
	
					New	York	City	in	the	nineteenth	century	could	
be	a	brutal	place	for	a	child.		A	magnet	to	
immigrants	and	the	poor	in	search	of	a	job,	the	
city	was	also	a	haven	for	gamblers,	thieves	and	
murderes.		When	adults	fell	victim	to	alcoholism,	
prostitution	or	drug	addiction,	their	children	were	
the	first	to	suffer.		Jack	Burke	and	his	one	year	old	
son,	Andrew	found	a	tavern,	The	Five	Points	on	
Canal	Street	in	lower	Manhattan,	that	rented	out	
space	in	a	back	room	for	two	dollars	a	month.		
Forty	two	people	were	housed	in	a	room	which	
contained	a	separate	entrance	in	the	back.		There	
was	a	cacophony	of	languages	spoken	with	those	
of	the	same	ethnic	group	keeling	together.		Not	a	
few	of	the	tenants	were	unwed	mothers	and	



			

battered	women	with	children.		It	was	a	refuge	
from	the	freezing	cold	weather	and	food	could	be	
ordered	from	the	tavern.		There	was	one	running	
faucet	and	several	people	gave	themselves	sponge	
baths.		Buckets	were	set	up	in	the	alley	for	people	
to	relieve	themselves.		Every	morning	a	cart	came	
by	and	picked	them	up,	replaced	them	with	empty	
buckets	and	dumped	the	feces,	vomit	and	urine	off	
the	pier	into	the	Hudson	River.	
	
						Jack	reclined	in	a	corner	and	held	his	son	in	his	
lap.		He	began	to	nod	off	and	started	dreaming	of	
his	former	life.		He	missed	Molly	terribly	and	
wondered	how	he	could	care	for	Andy	and	get	
work	to	feed	and	house	them.		He	was	down	to	his	
last	twelve	dollars.		He	missed	his	farm,	his	
children	and	the	good	life	that	had	been	his	just	
three	years	ago.		Molly	and	he	had	been	the	proud	
owners	of	a	300	acre	farm	in	County	Sligo.	That	
produced	an	abundant	crop	of	soy	beans,	peas,	
wheat,	tomatoes,	apples,	potatoes,	rye	and	hops.		
Housed	in	their	barn	were	Arabian	steeds	
purchased	at	a	bargain	from	an	Arab	sheik	who	
had	asked	Burke	to	train	his	stable	because	of	his	
renoun	in	racing	circles	for	building	bloodlines	by	
doing	genealogical	research.			
	
					Burke	built	his	reputation	on	an	innate	
fondness	for	horses	and	years	of	experience	in	
training	them.		When	the	Sligo	Library	was	about	



			

to	close	because	of	a	lack	of	funds	Burke	stepped	
in	and	paid	the	required	amount	of	rent	to	the	
Crown.		Being	an	avid	reader	he	came	across	a	
volume	on	genealogy	and	felt	it	applied	to	all	of	
God’s	creatures,		He	began	applying	genealogical	
research	to	horse	races	in	Dublin	and	Belfast	and	
betting	small	amounts	on	the	results.

	
	
							He	soon	acquired	a	reputation	for	applying	the	
results	of	genealogical	research	on	winning	horses	
and	started	picking	little	known	steeds	that	



			

dominated	the	European	racing	circuit.		The	
sheik’s	appreciation	of	his	intellectual	powers	and	
training	methods	allowed	Jack	to	expand	his	farm	
into	the	paradise	on	earth	to	the	12	Burke	
children.		Jack	and	Mary	Burke	and	their	children	
were	only	a	handful	of	Catholic	landowners	who	
had	managed	to	accrue	a	substantial	estate	in	
spite	of	laws	preventing	Catholics	from	owning	
more	than	5	acres.		Lord	Ashburton	had	given	Jack	
and	his	family	a	dispensation	as	Jack’s	acumen	and	
training	made	Lord	Ashburton’s	horses	winners	
on	the	London	racing	circuit.	
	
				Three	of	Jack’s	sons,	Charles,	Donald	and	
Thomas	finished	the	seeding	of	50	acres	of	potato	
seedling	which	were	advertised	in	agricultural	
journals	as	producing	super	potatoes,	the	likes	of	
which	had	never	been	seen	before	in	Europe.		
Little	did	the	Burke	children	know	that	lurking	in	
these	“super	potatoes”	from	Maine	was	the	
airborne	fungus,	Phytophthora	infestans,	a	
particularly	herculean	fungus	that	would	reduce	
the	population	of	Ireland	from	9	million	to	5	
million	in	7	years.		Slowly	it	would	create	a	hell	on	

	
Earth	for	the	Burke	family.		The	Burke	girls	would	
be	shipped	off	to	Australia	in	one	of	Lord	Earl	



			

Grey’s	schemes	to	provide	females	in	a	continent	
bereft	of	women.		The	boys	in	the	family	sought	
work	wherever	they	could	find	it.		Some	went	to	
London,	Glasgow,	and	Canada.		As	the	virus	spread	
Lord	Ashburton	renounced	his	contract	to	Jack	
Burke	forcing	him	into	tenant	farming	of	a	5	acre	
virus	infected	potato	plot.		When	jack	protested	
the	seizure	of	his	farm,	a	band	of	hired	thugs	
broke	into	his	farmhouse,	ransacked	the	home	and	
threatened	violence	to	the	family.		The	thugs	
found	the	contract,	burned	it	in	the	fireplace	and	
dispossessed	the	family,	and	began	to	tear	the	
home	to	the	ground.

	



			

					Jack’s	reveries	were	broken	by	the	sound	of	a	
marching	band	on	Canal	Street.		With	Andy	in	his	
arms	he	went	out	in	the	cold	air	where	he	
confronted	a	crowd

	
gathering	around	a	group	of	women	with	a	sign

	
		THE	AMERICAN	FEMALE	GUARDIAN	SOCIETY	
			CHILD	SAVERS	AND	A	TEMPERANCE	SOCIETY	



			

declaring	they	were	The	American	Female	
Guardian	Society	for	Moral	Reform.		It	was	a	
Temperance	Society	which	had	started	twenty	
years	earlier	when	a	group	of	women	were	
outraged	at	the	fact	that	young	girls	were	
resorting	to	prostitution	because	of	poverty	and	
abandonment.		The	women	railed	against	the		
evils	of	alcohol	and	implored	the	citizens	of	the	
Five	Points	area	to	refrain	from	alcohol,	gambling	
and	drugs.	
	
					“Residents	of	The	Five	Points	Tavern,	we	have	
established	a	Home	for	the	Friendless	at	155	
Worth	Street.		Leave	this	den	of	inequity	and	
alcoholic	stupor	and	renounce	the	purveyors	of	
poison	that	live	off	your	honest	wages.		Come	to	
our	new	Home	and	sign	a	pledge	to	refrain	from	
alcohol	and	the	debris	it	leaves	behind:	broken	
families,	abandoned	children,	malnourishment	
and	disease.		Come	and	accept	the	Lord	and	be	
changed.		The	American	Female	Guardian	Society	
has	purchased	an	abandoned	brewery	on	Warren	
Street	and	have	turned	it	into	a	temple	of	the	Lord	
to	those	who	want	a	better	life.		We	have	clean	
sleeping	quarters,	a	dining	room,	a	medical	clinic,	
a	chapel	and	a	school	for	children	if	you	mothers	
and	fathers	renounce	your	former	ways	and	seek	
the	Lord	where	He	may	be	found,”	said	a	
commanding	young	lady	to	the	gathering	crowd.	
	



			

					Several	young	toughs	under	the	direction	of	the	
tavern	owner	exited	the	front	door	and	began	to	
taunt	the	young	lady,	“Go	back	to	yer	church,	yer	
Holy	Rollers	and	let	us	drink	in	peace.		These	
people	know	what’s	good	for	them,	so	get	out	of	
here!”		Suddenly	a	few	bottles	flew	through	the	air	
and	smashed	against	the	dung	covered	
cobblestones	narrowly	missing	the	speaker.		The	
ladies	rapidly	gathered	their	banners	and	the	
crowd	disbursed	in	all	directions.	
	
						The	AFSG	women	regrouped	and	the	marching	
band	picked	up	the	tempo	and	continued	down	
Canal	Street.		Jack	and	Andy	followed	the	group	
for	a	few	hours	and	a	beacon	of	hope	built	to	a	
crescendo	when	they	entered	a	refurbished	
brewery	The	American	Female	Guardian	Society	
had	built.

	



			

					At	a	time	when	there	was	no	social	safety	net,	
these	intrepid	women,	all	volunteers,	offered	a	
home,	food,	shelter	and	more	to	the	homeless,	
infirm,	alcoholics	and	children.		They	were	
America’s	first	social	workers.		They	kept	records	
and	sent	out	newsletters	to	every	Protestant	
church	across	America	detailing	the	squalor	and	
the	dire	conditions	of	children	in	America’s	largest	
city.		Jack	saw	the	opportunity	it	offered	to	care	for	
Andrew	while	he	sought	work.		He	signed	on,	
agreed	to	their	by-laws	and	both	he	and	Andy	
were	treated	to	a	hot	meal	and	housed	in	a	small	
private	room.		Jack	felt	tremendous	gratitude	for	
these	selfless	women	and	their	mission.		He	
promised	that	once	he	found	work	he	would	repay	
them.	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	



			

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	

									CHAPTER	IV	
	
	
				After	two	years	and	six	months	at	the	AFGS	
facility	Jack	and	Andy	thrived.		Although	a	nominal	
Catholic,	Jack	was	grateful	for	the	hospitality	this	
Protestant	organization	had	provided.		It	literally	
saved	their	lives.		Andy	was	growing	into	a	robust	
and	lively	child	and	Jack	had	a	full	time	job	in	a	
shoe	factory.		He	gave	the	AFGS	money	to	care	for	
his	son	while	he	was	at	work.		In	three	years	Jack	
worked	his	way	up	to	supervisor	of	the	sole	
cutting	floor	which	employed	8	men	and	three	



			

women.		He	was	gone	twelve	hours	a	day,	six	days	
a	week;	all	the	time	saving	money	to	buy	a	house,	
something	he	had	promised	Mary	he	would	do	in	
the	New	World.		He	even	met	a	co-worker	who	
knew	Mary’s	sister,	Rita	and	a	relationship	was	
blossoming.	
	
					Tragedy	struck	on	June	9th,	1854	when	an	
explosion	in	the	tannery	on	a	lower	floor	resulted	
in	a	fire	that	incinerated	the	men	and	women	
above	them.	

	



			

					The	owner	of	the	shoe	factory	had	locked	all	
doors	leading	to	safety,	only	to	be	opened	at	the	
end	of	the	shift	when	the	employees	could	go	
home.		Jack’s	incinerated	body	was	found	at	the	
exit	door	with	the	others.		They	had	pulled	the	
door	off	its	hinges	but	the	smoke	overcame	them.		
The	owner	paid	for	the	skeletal	remains	to	be	
buried	in	Potter’s	Field.		Forty	eight	workers	died	
in	the	fire	and	many	workers	were	badly	burned	
and	a	few	crippled	from	jumping	from	windows.		
The	AFGS	was	notified	of	Andy’s	father’s	death	
and	Andy	now	four	years	old	was	sent	to	live	in	
the	newly	opened	Children’s	Aid	Society	on	West	
23rd	Street.			
	
					The	Children’s	Aid	Society	had	just	been	
established	a	year	earlier	by	Charles	Loring	Brace,	
Theodore	Roosevelt	Sr.	and	a	group	of	like-
minded	philanthropists	appalled	at	the	sight	of	
30,000	orphans	wandering	the	streets	of	New	
York,	walking	around	with	open	sores	and	living	
in	sewer	pipes	and	alleyways.	
	
					For	five	years	Andrew	Burke	lived	in	a	
dormitory	with	24	other	boys	hawking	
newspapers	in	the	newspaper	wars	of	the	era.		He	
was	obligated	to	pay	twelve	cents	a	day	for	
sleeping	quarters	and	three	meals	a	day	at	the	
Newsboys	Lodge	on	14th	Street.		It	was	July	1859	
when	he	and	other	boys	were	summoned	to	23rd	



			

Street	for	an	announcement	by	Charles	Loring	
Brace.		As	Brace	took	center	stage	and	asked	for	
quiet.		“Tomorrow	children,	you	will	begin	a	
journey	to	a	new	life.		Christian	families	across	
America	are	awaiting	your	arrival.		Many	of	you	
are	already	spoken	for	and	your	new	guardians	
are	preparing	to	receive	you.		Others	will	be	
chosen	at	Town	Hall	or	the	center	of	village	life;	
still	others	will	be	picked	up	at	the	railroad	
platform	in	small	towns.		Be	on	your	best	
behavior,	those	of	you	who	have	not	been	chosen	
will	return	by	train	to	The	Children’s	Aid	Society	
for	placement	at	another	time.		Make	sure	you	
bring	your	Bibles	with	you.		You	will	be	given	a	
small	packing	case,	please	destroy	any	letters	or	
contact	information	you	may	have	of	relatives	and	
friends	here	in	the	city.		You	are	moving	on	to	a	
better	life	in	the	American	countryside,”	said	
Brace.	
	
							You	know	work;	your	body	has	been	
strengthened	for	the	journey;	your	open	sores	and	
ailments	healed.		Now	you	will	experience	family	
life	and	you’ll	be	treated	like	a	son	or	daughter,	as	
many	of	your	sisters	will	be	traveling	with	you.		
We	will	be	leaving	from	Grand	Central	Terminal;	
our	train	will	depart	at	9am.		I	want	all	of	you	here	
at	7am	and	we’ll	walk	to	Grand	Central.		Make	the	
best	of	it;	May	God	bless	you	all,”	said	Charles	
Brace.	
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					The	children	filed	from	the	Assembly	Hall	and	went	
to	their	dormitories.		This	was	to	be	their	last	day	at	the	
Newsboy’s	Lodging	House.		For	the	last	three	years	
Andrew	Burke	had	earned	his	keep	selling	newspapers.		
Now	a	whole	new	chapter	was	opening	up	for	him.		He	
was	glad	to	be	ending	his	career	hawking	newspaper	
and	glad	that	his	friends	were	going	with	him	out	west.		
There	was	anxiety	too	because	he	knew	a	number	of	
boys	who	hadn’t	been	picked	by	foster	parents.		They	
had	been	returned	to	New	York	and	told	stories	of	being	
treated	like	cattle,	manhandled	by	farmers	feeling	their	
muscles	and	sizing	them	up	as	farmhands.		Some	of	the	
farmers	stuck	their	fingers	into	the	children’s	mouths	
not	wanting	to	have	to	pay	for	dental	work.		Still	others	
seem	genuinely	interested	in	the	children	and	wanted	
to	give	them	a	better	life.		He	went	to	bed	that	that	night	
tossing	and	turning,	wondering	what	the	future	held	for	
him.	
	
					As	the	train	left	Grand	Central	Station	with	forty	five	
	

						 	



			

boys	and	girls,	Andrew	found	himself	sitting	next	to	an	
older	boy,	John	Brady.		They	shared	stories	about	their	
life	as	newsboys	and	the	Children’s	Aid	Society	and	
came	to	the	realization	they	both	had	come	to	America	
on	Coffin	ships	from	Ireland.		Both	of	John’s	parents	had	
expired	on	the	journey	and	were	buried	at	sea.		He	had	
been	found	in	a	sewer	pipe,	deathly	ill	from	pneumonia	
by	Theodore	Roosevelt	Sr.,	led	there	by	his	friend	who	
had	been	living	with	him	in	the	pipe.		Roosevelt,	a	co-
founder	of	The	Children’s	Aid	Society	immediately	
brought	him	to	the	CAS	where	he	was	kept	in	an	
infirmary	until	he	recovered.		“The	man	saved	my	life	
and	I’ll	never	forget	him,”	said	John.	
	
					Andrew	shared	his	experiences	with	his	father	and	
how	he	had	been	saved	by	The	American	Female	
Guardian	Society.		As	the	train	rolled	into	Indiana	with	
half	the	boys	and	girls	still	waiting	to	be	taken	in	by	
foster	parents,	the	two	boys	had	developed	a	friendship	
that	unknowingly	last	a	lifetime.		When	they	reached	
Noblesville,	Indiana	they	were	taken	to	the	Town	Hall.		
Judge	Harold	Green	looked	over	boys	and	girls,	decided	
that	this	New	York	tough,	John	was	to	his	liking.		“I	
wonder	what	I	can	make	of	this	kid,”	he	thought	to	
himself.	
	
					A	farmer	and	his	wife	picked	Andrew	Burke.		As	they	
were	chosen	and	taken	to	a	table	where	foster	parents	
signed	papers	and	promised	to	raise	the	children	as	
their	own,	they	whispered	to	each	other	to	keep	in	



			

touch.		Andrew	looked	back	at	the	children	on	the	stage	
and	wondered	what	awaited	them.	
	
					After	three	years	on	the	farm	working	six	days	a	
week,	Andrew	left	the	horses	in	the	field	and	went	off	to	
join	the	Civil	War.		He	was	12	years	old	and	General	
Latimer	was	putting	together	a	regiment	and	needed	a	
Drummer	Boy.		Andrew	was	tired	of	working	12	hour	
days	and	had	heard	of	the	formation	of	the	75th	Brigade.		
He	walked	8	miles	into	town	and	was	finally	accepted	
by	the	General	after	an	hour-long	talk	to	dissuade	him.		
For	the	next	three	years	he	was	to	see	tremendous	
carnage.		When	Andrew	was	wounded	in	South	Carolina	
General	Latimer	gave	him	his	discharge.

		
	



			

				Andrew	went	to	work	as	a	cashier	in	a	general	store.		
The	Civil	War	had	turned	him	into	a	serious	young	man	
and	he	decided	he	needed	to	further	his	education.		He	
attended	Asbury	College	for	two	years	and	found	he	had	
a	good	mind	for	math.		He	was	elected	county	treasurer	
and	served	in	that	position	for	six	years.		He	joined	the	
Masons	and	steadily	rose	in	the	ranks	of	that	
organization.		He	moved	with	his	new	wife	to	the	
Dakota	Territories	and	was	elected	treasurer	of	Cass	
County	and	later	nominated	as	Governor	of	North	
Dakota.	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	



			

	
	
	
	
	
	

																									CHAPTER	V	
	
	
					A	lone	eagle	broke	through	the	morning	mist,	soared	
along	the	rocky,	pebble-strewn	beach	and	glided	to	a	
perch	atop	a	scraggly	pine	jutting	from	the	cliffs	of	
Haley’s	Point	in	Juneau,	Alaska.		John	Green	Brady	
turned	in	his	saddle	and	followed	the	flight	of	the	eagle	

	



			

when	he	broke	from	his	perch	as	the	sound	of	human	
voices	pierced	the	early	morning	mist.		The	eagle	
released	the	clam	shell	in	his	claws	into	the	windswept	
waves	crashing	against	the	coast.		John	peered	down	the	
hills	to	his	right	to	the	speckled	forest	below.		He	saw	
motion	between	the	pines	and	three	men	on	horseback	
could	be	seen	meandering	up	the	winding	trail	that	led	
to	Haley’s	Point.		He	hadn’t	had	company	in	three	days	
and	if	he	was	to	do	the	Lord’s	work	ad	preach	the	
Gospel	it	meant	dealing	with	the	prospectors,	miners,	
railroad	workers,	Indians	and	plain	folk	who	inhabited	
this	part	of	Alaska.		He	wanted	to	avoid	the	bandits,	
roving	gangs	of	disgruntled	riffraff	who	created	havoc	
and	the	occasional	psychotic	loner	roaming	about	
looking	for	easy	prey.	
	
				John	Green	Brady	had	plans	for	Alaska	and	no	man	
was	better	suited	to	make	them	come	true.

	
	



			

					A	graduate	of	Yale	University	Divinity	School	with	a	
minor	in	business,	he	had	come	to	Alaska	as	a	
missionary,	to	convert	the	heathen	masses	and	give	
them	a	vision	of	the	golden	opportunities	that	awaited	
them	if	they	align	themselves	to	Christ.		Alaska	may	be	a	
territory	of	America	but	it	was	his	dream	to	unite	the	
opposing	forces	of	this	bountiful	land	by	means	of	the	
railroad,	business	opportunities	and	its	abundance	of	
natural	resources.		He	felt	it	was	his	calling	to	lead	
Alaska	into	the	Twentieth	Century	and	toward	its	
ultimate	goal,	statehood.		But	first	he	needed	votes	to	
accomplish	his	goal	of	becoming	Mayor	of	Juneau.		
Statehood	could	wait.		He	watched	as	the	horsemen	
slowly	maneuvered	their	mounts	along	the	boulder	
strewn	trail.		The	sure-footedness	of	horses	hoisting	
500	pounds	of	supplies	plus	rider	up	steep	inclines	
constantly	amazed	him.	
	

				 	



			

	
							“Hi	there,	gentlemen,	it	so	good	to	have	company,	
mind	if	I	tag	along?		I’m	just	returning	from	Sitka,	where	
are	you	guys	headed?”		The	three	men,	in	various	states	
of	disarray,	eyed	him	with	suspicion.		One	man	had	his	
hand	on	the	butt	of	a	rifle.		Seeing	antagonism	in	his	
bloodshot	eyes	and	annoyance	in	his	companions,	John	
resorted	to	a	disarming	question.		“I’ll	leave	you	three	
gentlemen	alone,	if	you	wish,	I’m	traveling	to	Juneau	to	
minister	to	my	flock,”	he	said	as	he	pulled	a	Bible	from	
his	saddlebag.		When	he	looked	up	he	saw	all	three	men	
had	pulled	out	their	pistols	and	slowly	cocked	them,	
aiming	at	his	midsection.	
	
					“No	need	for	violence,	gentlemen.		Calm	down,	it’s	no	
way	to	treat	a	Samaritan	traveling	to	do	the	Lord’s	
work,”	said	John.		Two	of	the	men	sheepishly	holstered	
their	guns	while	the	third	did	not.		“Get	in	front	of	us	so	
we	can	keep	an	eye	on	you.”		John	did	as	he	was	told	and	
led	them	on	a	long	journey	to	into	Juneau,	all	the	while	
regaling	them	with	Biblical	stories,	the	need	for	
repentance,	forgiveness	and	salvation.		With	each	mile	
their	hostility	lessened	and	by	the	time	they	got	to	
Juneau	they	parted	amicably	with	the	men	promising	to	
pay	a	visit	to	the	church.		One	of	the	men	asked	for	a	
special	blessing	to	be	reunited	with	his	wife	and	child,	
whom	he	had	abandoned	under	the	influence	of	too	
much	drink.	
	



			

					John	entered	the	Juneau	Presbyterian	Church	and	
glanced	at	the	church	bulletin	board	and	saw	a	large	
poster	supporting	his	candidacy	for	mayor.		He	knew	
the	debate	held	at	the	courthouse	could	devolve	into	
violence	if	Soapy	Smith	chose	actual	intimidation	
against	him	and	the	town’s	people.		His	men	might	be	
present	in	force	but	John	knew	Soapy	looked	forward	to	
debating	him,	having	already	intimidated	half	the	town	
and	now	seeking	to	bring	around	the	rest.		John	knew	
the	issues	and	was	confident	he	could	make	his	case	as	
usual	against	formidable	odds.		He	settled	into	his	desk	
chair	and	quietly	reflected	on	his	life	before	nodding	off	
from	12	hours	in	the	saddle.	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	



			

	
	
	
	
	
	
	

	
	
	
	
											CHAPTER	VI	
	
	
				John	pushed	open	the	swinging	doors	and	entered	the	
Water	Hole	Inn	Saloon.		Sue	Brown,	the	proprietor	eyed	
the	handsome	Irishman	as	he	chose	a	table	facing	the	



			

piano	man.		She	walked	up	behind	him	and	stood	with

	
arms	folded.		Several	couples	near	the	piano	melted	
away	when	they	saw	the	angry	expression	on	her	face.		
When	Sue	Brown	was	mad,	the	object	of	her	wrath	had	
nowhere	to	hide	in	Juneau,	for	it	was	rumored	she	was	
worth	$20	million	dollars	and	that	some	men	would	kill	
for	her	at	the	drop	of	a	hat.	
“Susan	Brown,	what	can	I	do	for	you,”	asked	John	as	he		
savored	the	fragrance	of	the	finest	French	perfume	
money	could	buy.		John	often	came	to	the	Water	Hole	
Inn	just	to	smell	her	choice	of	perfume	for	the	day	as	
she	held	court	over	the	assorted	con	artists,	murderers,	
businessmen,	honest	prospectors	and	millionaire	claim	
jumpers	who	frequented	the	tastefully	decorated	
saloon,	inn	and	house	of	ill	repute.		He	knew	half	the	



			

men	in	Juneau	were	secretly	in	love	with	Sue.		
Prospecting	a	claim	and	protecting	it	from	claim	
jumpers	kept	men	from	civilization	and	the	joys	that	
could	be	found	in	Juneau’s	pleasure	palace,	the	Water	
Hole	Inn.		It	was	the	citadel	of	gambling,	drink,	news	
from	around	the	world,	especially	America	and	
pleasures	of	the	flesh.	
	
					“I	hear	you	refuse	to	sell	your	claim	to	my	attorney.		
You	know	it’s	a	worthless	claim.		You’ve	been	here	two	
years	now	hovering	over	twelve	acres	of	nothingness	
and	giving	it	that	silly	name	Brady’s	Bonanza!		It	is	
laughable	that	you	would	hold	out	from	my	offer	of	
$50,000,	knowing	I	own	all	the	claims	surrounding	it.		
You	are	a	Luddite,	John	Green	Brady,	hindering	
progress	and	refusing	to	see	the	inevitable	come	to	
fruition.		The	dredges	are	all	warehoused.		Time	is	
money	Reverend	Brady	and	I	won’t	stand	for	your	
recalcitrance	much	longer,”	said	Sue,	
	
				“That’s	right,	Sue,”	said	John	as	he	quietly	pushed	the	
chair	opposite	him	with	his	foot	to	allow	her	a	seat.		Sue	
brushed	past	him	and	slid	into	the	chair,	her	silk	dress	
highlighted	her	stunning	figure.		In	the	background	near	
the	bar,	one	of	her	hired	guns	positioned	himself	for	a	
clean	shot	at	the	Reverend	if	given	the	order.		John	took	
in	Sue’s	aura	and	realized	why	men	melted	in	her	
presence	and	sold	their	claims		



			

	



			

	
to	her	for	$50,000	and	ridding	themselves	of	their	
mosquito	ridden	claims	and	heading	south	where	the	
winters	were	warmer	and	female	companionship	more	
plentiful.		They	also	wanted	to	increase	their	longevity	
and	escape	the	law	of	the	jungle	that	existed	especially	
with	Soapy	Smith	and	his	roving	gang	of	misfits	taking	



			

over	claims	through	violence	and	intimidation.		John	
inhaled	the	fragrance	of	perfume	and	gathered	his	
thoughts.		It	was	so	rare	in	Alaska	to	be	in	the	presence	
of	a	natural	beauty,	with	blonde	hair,	sensuous	lips	and	
brown	eyes	that	sparkled	with	ire,	laughter	or	warmth	
depending	on	the	occasion.	
	
					Sue	was	attracted	to	John’s	manly	statue,	flowing	
black	hair	that	splayed	over	broad	shoulders	that	hinted	
at	a	well-muscled	body	due	to	years	of	hard	labor	at	the	
Green	farm	in	Indiana.		Years	at	Yale	majoring	in	
theplogy,	business	and	physical	education	had	
sharpened	his	intellect	and	his	physique	and	made	him	
attractive	to	women.		His	face	possessed	a	fashionable	
mustache	and	sky	blue	eyes	that	were	joyful	and	alive	
as	if	each	day	was	a	gift.		His	countenance	always	
seemed	to	possess	a	wisdom	that	set	him	free	of	the	
anxieties	that	beset	most	men.	
	
						“It’s	the	only	claim	I	own,	Sue.		I’ve	been	working	it	
for	2	years.		I	love	the	property,	the	fishing	is	good,	the	
salmon	plentiful.		It	has	hills	and	meadows	and	trees	
galore	and	I	built	the	cabin	with	my	own	two	hands.		I	
love	this	land,	why	should	I	sell?		I	also	like	the	fact	it’s	
near	Juneau,	my	church	and	congregation.		And	the	
variety	of	trees	I	have	on	my	property	gives	me	great		
pleasure,”		said	John.		Besidea	I’m	opposed	to	you	
scarring	the	land	with	your	mechanical	dredges.		You’re	
killing	off	the	salmon	and	muddying	a	pristine	river	and	
that	racket	your	dredges	make	keeps	me	up	at	night.”																



			

	
“Trees,	salmon	and	pristine	rivers,	give	me	a	break,	the	
only	thing	that	matters	is	the	yellow	gold	in	them	thar	
hills.		Accept	my	offer	and	you	can	live	a	life	of	luxury.		



			

Refuse	it	and	you	incur	my	wrath	and	that	of	Soapy	
Smith,	who’ll	do	anything	to	become	Mayor	of	Juneau		
Aren’t	you	afraid	of	what’s	going	to	happen	if	you	keep	
going	up	against	him?		People	don’t	wind	up	well	when	
they	oppose	Soapy,”	said	Sue.

	
	
	



			

		“If	we’re	going	to	ever	achieve	statehood,	we	need	
more	than	economy	based	on	gold	prospecting	which	
scars	the	land.		Alaska	is	filled	with	natural	resources,	
timber,	fresh	water,	wild	life	and	natural	beauty,		If	we	
are	to	attract	peoples,	there’s	a	need	for	law	abiding	
citizens	and	middle	class	people	who	want	to	establish	
businesses	and	grow	families.		Soapy	and	his	friends	are	
always	threatening	public	harmony.		If	he	were	to	
become	mayor,	then	the	inmates	have	taken	over	
Juneau	and	all	of	us	will	have	to	deal	with	daily	
extortion,	lawlessness	and	expropriation	of	property,	
including	you,	Sue.		Everything	you	own	will	fall	into	his	
hands.		Side	with	what	is	right	and	back	my	candidacy	
and	Juneau	will	prosper	and	grow	under	the	rule	of	
law,”	said	John,	more	determined	than	ever	to	end	the	
scourge	of	lawlessness	caused	by	Soapy	and	his	gang.	
	
					“You	also	have	no	right	to	despoil	the	river.		You	are	
driving	a	stake	through	the	heart	of	every	man	who	
makes	a	living	on	the	river	and	depends	on	it	for	salmon	
and	other	fish.		In	less	than	a	year	we’ll	never	see	the	
salmon	again.		The	silt	washing	down	the	river	will	
destroy	their	habitat	and	wash	away	their	eggs,”	said	
John	warming	to	the	argument.		He	could	see	Sue’s	face	
flushing	with	anger.		He	wanted	to	hit	harder.		“And	
what	are	you	using	to	extract	the	gold	from	the	placer?		
I	bet	you	are	using	mercury	right	there	on	the	barge	
site.”		Sue	starting	breathing	rapidly		John	slammed	his	
hand	on	the	table		“I	knew	I	was	right.		You	idiot,”	he	
said	pointing	directly	at	Sue.		Her	face	reddened	with	



			

fury,	but	John	wasn’t	finished.		He	wanted	to	kill	the	
project	in	its	infancy.		“Don’t	you	know	what	will	
happen?		Haven’t	those	geology	people	you	hired	in	San	
Francisco	told	you	the	consequences	of	releasing	
mercury	into	the	river?		All	known	life	along	the	Cripple	
River	will	die.		The	stuff	will	settle	on	the	bottom	and	be	
ingested	by	fish.		They	will	die	almost	immediately	and	
the	river	will	be	polluted	for	centuries.	
	
						“You	pompous,	phony	pseudo-intellectual,	what	have	
you	done	for	Juneau	and	what	gives	you	the	right	to	
attack	me?		If	we	depended	on	the	likes	of	you	there	
would	be	no	Juneau.		Juneau	was	created	out	of	self-	
interest;	men	who	saw	a	profit	and	went	after	it.		Banks,	
hotels	saloons	and	general	stores	are	created	because	
they	are	needed.		For	your	information	I	built	the	only	
school	house	in	Juneau.		What	you	said	about	mercury,	
I’ll	clear	with	my	geologist.		I	provide	200	families	with	
wages	from	my	businesses.		How	many	do	you	take	care	
of,	Preacher?	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	



			

	
	
																								
	
	
	
	

																					CHAPTER	VII	
	
	
				
						As	a	drummer	boy	for	the	75th	Regiment	Andrew	
Horace	Burke	had	seen	the	horrors	of	war	up-close	and	
personal	and	had	known	bone	chilling	fear.		His	
youthful	enthusiasm	for	battle	had	completely	
disappeared	and	after	the	Battle	of	Bull	Run	he	
abandoned	the	Regiment	and	returned	to	Indiana	with	
the	understanding	from	the	Colonel	he	would	continue	
his	education,	thanks	to	Lincoln’s	benefits	to	veterans.		
The	war	had	changed	and	left	him	with	a	revolsion	at	
the	loss	of	life	he	had	seen	all	around	him	and	the	
necessity	to	achieve	and	utilize	all	one’s	talents	to	
benefit	mankind.	
	
					He	married	his	childhood	sweetheart,	Caroline	
Cleveland	and	worked	the	register	at	a	local	general	
store.		He	attended	Asbury	College	and	found	he	had	an	
aptitude	for	math.		



			

	He	spent	a	year	there	developing	his	mind	and	trying	to	
forget	the	horrors	of	the	Civil	War.			
	
	
	
	

	



			

He	was	asked	to	become	the	County	treasurer	and	
slowly	rose	to	prominence	in	local	politics.	
	
	

	
						In	1880	he	and	his	wife	arrived	in	Casselton,	North	
Dakota	with	only	sixty	five	dollars.		He	worked	as	a	
bookkeeper	before	becoming	a	cashier	with	the	first	
National	Bank	of	Casselton.		He	entered	public	service	
as	a	Treasurer	of	Cass	County,	a	position	he	held	for	six	
years.		On	November	4th	1890	he	was	elected	Governor	
by	popular	vote.		During	Burke’s	administration,	it	was	
discovered	that	North	Dakota	did	not	have	laws	for	the	
selection	of	presidential	electors,	and	he	called	a	special	
session	to	ensure	his	state	could	participate	in	the	1892	



			

elections.		Burke	lost	favor	with	farmers	when	he	
vetoed	a	bill	which	would	have	forced	railroads	to	lease	
sites	near	the	tracks	for	building	grain	elevators	and	
warehouses	under	conditions	that	were	not	acceptable	
to	the	railroads.		During	his	term	The	Normal	School	of	
Valley	City	and	Mayville	were	established	and	Fargo	
became	the	site	of	the	State’s	Agricultural	College,	now	
North	Dakota	State	University.		State	bonds	were	
secured	to	pay	the	Dakota	Territory	deficit,	and	a	
commission	was	formed	to	frame	state	laws.		After	
running	unsuccessfully	for	reelection,	Burke	returned	to	
private	life.		He	later	served	as	an	inspector	with	the	U.S.	
Land	Office	in	Washington,	D.C.	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	

															
	
	
	



			

													CHAPTER	VIII	
	
	
				Brady	left	the	Water	Hole	Inn	and	walked	down	the	
wooden	sidewalk	pondering	his	conversation	with	Sue	
Brown.		Juneau	was	bustling	with	activity.		The	
prospectors	were	coming	out	of	the	hills	to	stock	up	on	
supplies	to	carry	them	over	the	coming	winter.		News	of	
the	newly	discovered	mother	lodes	were	coming	out	of	
the	hills	daily.		Dirt	poor	plough	boys	and	farmers	who	
had	left	their	land	to	strike	it	rich	were	becoming	
millionaires	overnight.		Many	of	the	prospectors	were	
short	of	cash	and	were	working	in	the	saw	mills	just	to	
pay	for	supplies	to	work	their	claims.		Juneau		now	had	
a	population	of	over	10,000	and	ninety	percent	were	
Americans.		To	John,	Americans	were	a	hard	drinking,	
hardworking	people	with	a	direct	and	friendly	manner.	
	
					He	looked	across	the	street	where	once	a	large	
muddy	expanse	was	now	giving	way	to	a	new	block	of	
wooden	store	fronts.		Vanderbilt	Lumber	was	a	major	
supplier	of	fresh	cut	timber.		Jim	Vanderbilt	had	come	
from	New	York	to	strike	it	rich.		While	other	
prospectors	were	buying	up	all	the	claims	along	the	
river,	Jim	was	purchasing	acres	of	cedar	and	evergreens	
way	back	in	the	hills.		The	prospectors	laughed	and	
congratulated	themselves	about	obtaining	their	
riverfront	claims	and	saw	nothing	but	folly	in	
Vanderbilt’s	purchase	of	timberland.		Jim	built	the	



			

lumber	business	from	scratch	and	was	the	largest	
employer	in	Juneau	and	had	recently	gotten	huge	orders	
from	Europe	to	supply	lumber	for	its	burgeoning	cities.

				



			

				His	mill	was	in	operation	twenty-four	hours	a	day	
around	the	clock.		Many	prospectors	gave	up	their	get	
rich	quick	schemes	to	work	for	Jim	and	the	steady	
wages	he	provided.	
	
					The	underside	to	all	this	expansion	was	the	increase	
in	homelessness,	alcoholism,	suicides,	broken	families	
and	orphaned	children.		John	knew	of	men	who	slept	in	
crates	and	heated	themselves	with	a	single	kerosene	
lamp.		They	were	often	alcoholics	and	the	Women’s	
Auxiliary	in	his	church	had	started	a	Temperance	
movements	in	hopes	of	getting	the	men	to	sign	pledges	
to	abstain	from	alcohol.		The	women	also	ran	a	modest	
hostel	for	the	homeless	that	was	filled	to	capacity.		
Many	of	the	men	went	bust	and	lost	their	claim	or	had	
sold	them	over	a	card	game.		Spurred	on	by	the	tabloids	
back	East	many	men	saw	their	dreams	of	unbelievable	
wealth	vanish	into	thin	air.		They	came	in	droves	to	
Alaska	ill-prepared	for	the	harsh	weather	and	difficult	
terrain.		Many	gave	up	after	a	few	months	and	the	onset	
of	winter,	selling	their	equipment	ten	cents	on	the	
dollar.				
	
					After	walking	eight	blocks	John	came	to	U-Me’s	
Japanese	Restaurant.		Johnny	had	known	Margie	Upak	
since	he	came	to	Alaska.		She	had	worked	in	the	saloons	
and	eateries	until	she	saved	up	enough	money	to	open	
her	own	restaurant.		Her	place	became	an	immediate	
success,	known	for	the	freshest	seafood	and	kindness	to	
strangers	and	people	who	were	down	on	their	luck,	



			

giving	them	jobs	like	dishwashing	and	Chef’s	helper.		
“Johnny,	where	have	you	been?		I	haven’t	seen	you	since	
last	year’s	Juneau	Dog	Race,”	said	Margie	as	she	walked	
up	to	him	and	embraced	him.			“What	this?”	said	Margie	
as	she	plucked	a	grey	hair	from	his	temple.		“When	are	
you	going	to	marry	me	and	settle	down.		What	are	your	
plans	for	the	race	this	year?”	
	
					“I	don’t	know,	I’ve	been	busy	with	the	mayoral	
election	coming	up	so	I	was	thinking	of	passing	it	up	
this	year.		My	dog,	Lancer	and	I	are	getting	old	and	I	
would	have	to	borrow	some	dogs.		Clem	sold	his	claim	
and	dogs	to	Miss	Brown,”	said	Johnny.	
	
					“You	know	Sue	Brown	is	offering	$100,000	to	the	
winner	of	this	year’s	race	to	Pine	Log.		It’s	only	August	
and	already	29	teams	are	entered.		Sit	with	me	and	fill		

	



			

	
out	the	necessary	forms	while	I	get	coffee	for	you.		Are	
you	hungry?		I	got	some	teriyaki	and	sushi	for	you,”	said	
Margie	as	she	motioned	for	a	tall	man	in	a	Chef’s	hat	to	
bring	it	over.	
					“Hold	on,	Margie,	I	just	stop	by	to	say	hello.		I’ll	take	
the	coffee.		What	this	about,	Miss	Brown	raising	the	ante	
on	the	race	to	Pine	Log?”	
					“Al	Steinberg	is	not	racing	this	year.		He	sold	his	
kennel	after	his	wife	caught	pneumonia	so	they	packed	
up	everything	and	moved	to	Florida.		He	sold	all	his	best	
dogs	to	Miss	Brown	so	it’s	going	to	be	hard	for	anyone	
to	beat	her	this	year.		She	is	also	heading	up	The	Juneau	
Days	Race	Committee.”		
						“Do	you	want	any	cream	and	sugar	with	your	coffee.		
How	about	a	little	nip	of	Sake	to	keep	your	blood	
circulating?		Johnny,	you	are	getting	so	thin.		Why	don’t	
you	move	in	with	me	and	fatten	up?		We	could	open	up	
a	saloon	next	door.		After	Mr.	Nagle’s	wife	died	I	got	
tired	of	paying	rent	and	bought	up	his	buildings.		He’s	
moving	back	to	Maryland,”	said	Margie.	
	
				“So	miss	Brown	thinks	she	has	the	race	all	sewed	up.		
She	wouldn’t	be	offering	$100,000	to	the	winner	plus	
entry	fees	unless	there	was	a	profit	to	be	made.		You	
racing	this	year,	Margie?”	asked	Johnny.	
					“Not	this	year,	I	almost	froze	to	death	last	year	when	
that	ice	storm	hit	us	on	the	3rd	day.		Ricky	and	I	went	20	
miles	out	of	the	way	when	they	moved	the	markers	on	



			

the	course.		At	first	I	thought	it	was	Al	but	they	caught	
the	McCreedy	brothers	with	a	marker	in	his	sled	when	
	

	



			

the	teams	were	breaking	trail	for	each	other	during	the	
ice	storm.		They	have	been	banned	for	life	but	the	rumor	
is	they	are	sponsoring	Soapy	Smith	and	his	gang	with	
supplies	and	dogs,”	said	Margie.	
					“They	let	that	low	down	thief	in	the	race?		Why	he’s	
the	biggest	crook	in	all	of	Alaska	and	he’s	also	running	
for	mayor.		He	should	have	been	jailed	a	long	time	ago	
but	nobody	wants	to	take	him	on.		There’s	a	rumor	that	
those	21	prospectors	killed	in	the	Yukon	were	done	in	
by	Soapy	and	his	gang.		Seems	the	law	never	finds	him	
with	his	hands	dirty,”	said	Johnny.	

	
	



			

					“Soapy	has	always	confined	his	misbehaving	to	the	
Yukon	but	in	the	last	year	the	heat	is	on	and	the	
Mounties	are	looking	at	his	activities.		Now	he’s	
following	the	gold	down	south	and	working	with	the	
McCreedy	brothers.		That	smells	trouble	with	a	capital	
T.		Margie,	I’ll	fill	this	form	out	if	you’ll	join	forces	with	
me.		I’ll	need	a	team	with	6	to	8	good	mush	dogs	and	
supplies	buried	every	50	miles	for	the	team.		The	exact	
location	I’ll	tell	you	as	we	get	closer	to	the	race.		If	you	
get	the	dogs	out	to	my	place	next	week,	I’ll	start	training	
them	right	away.		It’s	a	long	shot	but	with	the	ante	up	
the	way	it	is	even	3rd	place	could	be	a	good	payoff.		I	got	
added	incentive	so	I’ll	be	going	for	the	gold.		What	do	
you	say,	Margie?		I’ll	put	up	the	entry	fee	and	we	split	
any	winnings	fifty,	fifty,”	said	Johnny.	
	
						“Johnny,	I	love	you!”		She	planted	a	kiss	on	his	cheek.		
With	you	in	the	race	driving	the	team	and	Dragon,	my	
best	dog,	leading	the	way,	we	could	do	it,”	said	Margie.		
The	tall	Japanese	Chef	placed	a	dish	of	sushi	on	a	reed	
mat.		A	beautiful	Japanese	woman	dressed	in	a	black	
and	red	kimono	with	a	large	golden	fan	embroidered	on	
it	poured	hot	sake	into	two	small	glasses.		They	lifted	a	
toast	to	their	new	partnership.	
					“Fifty,	fifty,”	said	Johnny,	touching	his	glass	to	hers.	
					“Fifty,	fifty,”	said	Margie	her	eyes	beaming	with	
laughter	and	delight	in	anticipation	of	the	stimulating	
adventure	ahead	of	both	of	them.	
	
	



			

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	

																															CHAPTER	IX	
	
	
					Juneau	Dog	Days	was	a	celebration	in	honor	of	the	
dogs	and	sled	teams	who	delivered	serum	to	combat	
Diptheria	during	an	outbreak	of	the	disease	in	1890’s	in	

	

	
Nome,	Alaska.	



			

				One	hundred	dogs	working	in	relays	delivered	the	
needed	serum	in	8	days	over	986	miles	of	blizzards,	
whiteouts	and	unbelievable	terrain.

	
It	was	an	annual	week	of	feasting,	games,	pageantry,	
theater	and	dogsled	racing.		The	highlight	of	the	day	
was	the	start	of	the	sled	race	to	Pine	Log.		This	375	mile	
trek	pitted	the	best	drivers	and	the	best	mush	teams	
against	each	other	for	the	honor	of	receiving	$20,000	in	
prize	money.		Miss	Brown	in	an	attempt	to	boost	her	
popularity	and	the	acceptance	of	her	dredging	company	
on	the	Cripple	River,	had	raised	the	ante	an	additional	
$100,000	bringing	the	total	to	$120,000.		The	first	team	
to	reach	the	halfway	point	was	to	receive	$25,000.		The	



			

eventual	winners	receive	$50,000,	$25,000	and	
$20,000,	respectively.	
	
					John’s	best	finish	was	third	place	in	last	year’s	race.		
He	completed	the	course	in	5	days	and	10	hours.		The	
course	ran	through	some	of	the	most	difficult	terrain	to	
be	found	in	Alaska.		John	had	narrowly	escaped	an	
avalanche	that	buried	two	of	his	dogs.		He	was	tethering	
his	lead	dogs	when	he	saw	looked	up	and	saw	half	the	
mountainside	break	off.		Jumping	on	his	sled	he	forced	
his	team	just	out	of	reach	of	the	100	foot	wall	of	snow

	



			

And	ice.		The	untethered	lead	dogs	ran	in	the	opposite	
direction	and	were	buried	alive	in	snow.

		
				Five	teams	past	him	within	hours	because	of	the	lost	
lead	dogs.		His	exhausted	team	managed	to	pass	one	of	
the	teams	when	it	followed	a	misplaced	marker	and	
went	twenty	miles	in	the	wrong	direction.		The	
McCreedy	brothers	who	finished	fourth	were	later	
disqualified	when	Al	Steinberg	and	others	told	of	
finding	a	marker	in	their	sled	while	breaking	trail.		
Breaking	trail	was	a	period	of	cooperation	in	the	race	
when	heavily	drifted	snow	made	the	trail	impossible	for	
every	team.		The	teams	would	gather	at	this	point	and	
agree	to	take	the	lead	at	different	intervals	so	as	not	to	
tire	out	any	one	team.		During	the	time	the	teams	would	
exchange	information,	buy	or	bargain	off	dogs	and	
share	warm	drinks	and	supplies.		If	a	severe	snow	storm	
covered	the	markers,	the	teams	would	gather	and	pitch	
tents	and	spend	the	night	drinking,	making	tea	and	



			

singing	songs	about	Alaska.		If	someone	was	injured	or	
needed	medical	attention	and	a	sled	agreed	to	turn	back	
and	seek	medical	care	for	the	injured	party	the	judges	
agreed	to	award	that	team	$5,000.	
	
					Once	the	trail	was	cleared	it	was	every	man	and	
woman	for	themselves.		Teams	would	pass	each	other	
without	a	word.		The	dastardly	deeds	of	the	McCreedy	
brothers	had	cast	a	pall	over	the	race,	but	more	entrants	
than	ever	had	signed	up	for	this	year’s	race	because	of	
Sue	Brown’s	largesse	in	increasing	the	ante.		There	were	
calls	in	the	Juneau	Daily	for	calling	off	the	race	because	
of	the	unsavory	characters	like	Soapy	Smith	and	his	
gang	who	were	fielding	teams.		Sue	Brown	had	asked	
the	Juneau	police	to	monitor	the	race	but	they	declined	
when	they	heard	Soapy	was	in	it.	
	
				John	received	8	Alaskan	huskies	from	Margie.		He	
went	into	the	hills	and	got	Dragon	and	6	of	his	own	dogs	
from	Nahari	Kennels.

	



			

				He	had	put	them	there	for	breeding	purposes	every	
year	after	the	racing	season	was	over.		When	Dragon	
saw	the	old	team	he	immediately	established	
dominance	over	them	by	bowling	over	the	young	males	
and	giving	them	a	well-placed	nip.		Sweetpea,	Johnny’s	
favorite	dog	and	Dragon	were	wary	of	each	other	and	
occasionally	menaced	each	other	with	fierce	growls.		
John	realized	they	couldn’t	work	together	and	would	
have	to	replace	each	other	at	the	lead.		Within	a	few	
days,	the	remainder	of	the	dogs	had	chosen	sides	and	
the	two	mush	teams	were	developed.

	
					John	began	training	them	by	having	the	dogs	pull	a	
wheeled	cart	loaded	with	rocks.		Slowly	he	began	to	
increase	the	weight	and	duration	of	the	run	so	the	dogs	
could	develop	stamina.		Then	he	began	to	put	
combinations	of	dogs	together	to	see	how	they	
cooperated	with	each	other	while	increasing	the	rock	
load	in	the	cart.		Sometimes	he	worked	them	well	past	
midnight.		He	also	worked	them	on	two	sleds	he	would	



			

need	for	mountainous	terrain,	heavily	wooded	areas	
and	frozen	lakes.		One	of	the	sleds	would	be	his	speed	
sled	made	from	bamboo	for	the	dash	across	the	tundra	
into	Pine	Log.		His	friend,	Huang	had	made	it	for	him	
when	he	announced	he	would	enter	the	race.		Huang	
was	a	member	of	his	church	and	admired	him	for	his	
education,	fairness	and	tolerance.	
	
					There	was	a	knock	on	his	door.		John	opened	the	door	
and	saw	the	smiling	face	of	Chuck	Harris.		“Had	to	shoe	
a	couple	of	mules	for	your	neighbor	upstream.		She	paid	
me	to	leave	my	shop	and	work	on-site,”	said	Chuck	as	
she	took	Johnny’s	hand	with	his	huge	callused	paws.		
“The	dredging	begins	in	a	couple	of	weeks,	its	going	to	
revolutionize	things	around	here.		I	think	I	we	are	
entering	a	new	era,	Johnny.		The	future	of	gold	mining	
belongs	to	the	big	companies	now.		The	dredge	alone	is	
expected	to	extract	more	gold	from	the	Cripple	River	
than	5000	prospectors	working	their	claims	for	a	year,”	
	
				“Tell	me	Chuck,	that	you	are	not	affected	by	what’s	
happening	to	our	forest	and	rivers.		Now	you	can	see	
whole	mountains	stripped	of	trees	to	supply	lumber	for	
Juneau	whose	population	has	grown	ten	times	what	it	
was	two	years	ago.		Those	recent	rains	washed	away	
several	houses	in	a	mudslide.		And	don’t	get	me	started	
on	the	fish	kills	we	are	experiencing.		The	mercury	the	
prospectors	are	using	to	extract	gold	from	placer	is	why	
the	river	is	so	smelly.		When	dredging	starts	you	can	say	



			

goodbye	to	the	salmon	in	a	year	or	two.		The	silt	will	
destroy	the	eggs	after	a	while,”	said	John.	
	
					“Well	John	the	community	is	behind	you	in	your	run	
for	mayor.		Homelessness	is	becoming	a	big	problem,	
with	men	living	in	tool	crates.		They	lost	their	stake	in	a	
card	game	or	ran	out	of	money	or	just	plain	luck.		We	
ain’t	got	enough	doctors,	venereal	disease	is	spreading	
among	the	whores	and	kids	are	dying	because	they	
don’t	have	shelter.		If	we	don’t	get	somebody	elected	
who	knows	the	problems,	then	the	company	stooges	
will	run	the	city,	get	their	own	men	elected	and	they’ll	
rubber	stamp	anything	the	company	wants.,”	said	
Chuck.	
	
					“Soapy	Smith	is	coming	into	town	tomorrow	to	
debate	me.		See	if	you	can	fill	the	hall	with	my	
supporters.		I	know	he’ll	be	bringing	his	own	entourage,	
so	I’ll	need	the	support,”	said	John.	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	



			

				
	
	
	
	
	
	
	

														CHAPTER	X	
	
					Mayor	Augustus	Biggs,	the	outgoing	Mayor	of	
Juneau	dismissed	the	three	party	hacks	he	had	
designated	mayoral	candidates	after	Soapy	Smith	
handed	him	$50,000	to	nominate	him	as	the	party’s	
candidate.		He	had	hoped	more	reputable	concerns	
would	have	come	forward	with	major	contributions,	but	
the	$50,00	was	not	to	be	dismissed	lightly.		Now	he	and	
his	wife	could	live	out	their	dream	retirement	in	Florida.	
	
					On	a	personal	level	Mayor	Biggs	disliked	Soapy	Smith	
immensely.		He	was	a	foul	mouthed,	vile	smelling,	
violent	man	who	reeked	of	whiskey.		The	fact	that	he	
shot	a	bullet	into	the	ceiling	while	Biggs	was	outlining	
his	accomplishments	had	caused	great	anxiety	among	
the	audience	gathered	for	the	debate.	
	
					“Mayor	Biggs,	you	can	dispense	with	the	flowery	
oratory	because	I’ll	be	dictating	what	my	campaign	



			

plans	are	for	Juneau.		As	soon	as	I’m	elected	to	office	I	
plan	to	tax	everyone	holding	a	claim	within	a	30	mile	
radius	of	Juneau.		They’ll	be	paying	a	City	Prospector’s		

	
				Soapy	Smith	Campaigning	at	Town	Hall	



			

Fee	of	ten	percent	on	all	their	earnings.		This	will	be	in	
addition	to	a	10%	Highway	Tax	to	improve	the	roads	
leading	into	Juneau.		They	are	a	mess	so	we’ll	be	taking	
years	to	fix	them.		Then	there	will	be	a	20%	Tax	to	build	
orphanages	and	hospitals	and	finally	Town	Hall	looks	
dilapidated	so	we’ll	have	a	10%	Building	Fund	to	
rebuild	our	town	offices,	Right	boys!”	said	Soapy	
turning	to	his	grimy	entourage	of	supporters	
monopolizing	the	front	seats.	
	
				“We’re	with	you,	Soapy,”	they	cried	out	in	unison.		A	
few	of	the	more	rambunctious	supporters	raised	their	
guns	and	were	about	to	fire	into	the	ceiling,	when	Soapy	
casts	a	baleful	glance	their	way.	
	
	

	



			

	
			SOAPY	SIGNS	UP	NEW	VOTERS	FROM	OUT	OF	TOWN	
	
				“I’ll	be	leading	the	parade	here,	gentlemen,”	he	
shouted	as	he	drew	his	Colt	45.		From	now	on	you	
smelly	whiskey	laden	criminals	will	clean	up	your	act	or	
else!		The	citizens	of	Juneau	will	demand	no	less,”	as	he	
pointed	his	gun	at	the	assemblage.		“I	demand	absolute	
adherence	to	my	campaign	plans.		The	collection	of	
taxes	will	begin	January	2nd	once	I’m	elected.		“We	want	
the	citizens	of	Juneau	to	have	a	Happy	New	Year.		The	
Prospector	fees	and	all	other	license	fees	on	businesses	



			

plus	a	Liquor	tax	will	commence	will	be	due	by	the	end	
of	January.		Citizens	failing	to	pay	taxes	by	April	15th	will	
be	sentenced	to	30	days	in	jail	by	Judge	Kerr.		Once	I’m	
elected	we’ll	begin	construction	on	a	road	network.		
Should	we	run	out	of	funds	I’ll	be	forced	to	raise	taxes,”	
said	Soapy.		The	speech	went	on	for	45	minutes	with	a	
total	of	eighty	five	new	taxes	added	on	the	citizenry.	
	
	
	

SOAPY	SMITH	AT	THE	END	OF	HIS	POLITICAL	SPEECH	



			

					Soapy	and	his	entourage	left	the	building	before	
Johnny	mounted	the	stage.		Johnny	could	sense	the	fear	
and	tension	in	the	hall.		Soapy	had	left	the	audience	with	
a	subtle	ominous	threat	to	create	havoc	in	Juneau	if	he	
lost	the	election.		He	felt	an	element	of	fear	lurking	in	
the	peoples	heart	as	they	envisioned	a	dark	future	
should	Soapy	Smith	be	elected	Mayor.	
	
					“I	know	most	of	you	pretty	well.		You	know	Juneau	is	
capable	of	a	better	future.		Evil	will	not	triumph	here.		It	
has	raised	its	ugly	head	and	threatened	the	body	public,	
which	is	the	townspeople.		I	believe	in	people	and	your	
belief		in	what		we	can	accomplish	together	brought	us	
all	here	today.		If	you	elect	me	Mayor	we	are	going	to	be	
a	peaceful	city.		We	are	not	going	to	despoil	our	rivers	
with	poisonous	mercury	in	our	drinking	water	and	with	
unsupervised	dredging.			We	will	raise	taxes	on	claims	
producing	over	$20,000	and	their	will	be	a	graduated	
tax	on	claims	producing	$100,000.		These	taxes	will	go	
toward	building	a	city	hospital	and	reducing	the	
homeless	population.		We	need	to	build	better	road	but	
not	roads	that	go	nowhere.		Our	infrastructure	like,	
bridges,	sidewalks,	sewers	and	roads	need	repair	as	our	
population	soars.		I	plan	to	establish	committees	to	
study	the	issues	and	make	recommendations.		My	first	
priority	is	the	safety	of	our	citizens	and	the	need	to	get	a	
handle	on	the	rampant	lawlessness	that	threatens	our	
city.		Elect	me	Mayor	and	I’ll	get	these	things	done.		I’ve	
ministered	to	your	souls	as	pastor,	I’m	a	graduate	of	
Yale	University	and	I	know	how	to	get	things	done.		I	



			

would	be	honored	to	be	your	next	Mayor.”	
	

	
	
CANDIDATE	JOHN	GREEN	BRADY	RUNS	THIS	POSTER	
													IN	THE	RACE	FOR	MAYOR	OF	JUNEAU	



			

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	

															CHAPTER	XI	
	

	
	
	



			

					It	was	a	sunny,	sparkling	frigid	day.		The	town’s	
people	were	gathered	in	clusters	around	their	favorite	
team.		Some	broke	out	in	song,	while	others	feted	the	
driver	of	their	favorite	team	with	a	veritable	feast.		
Bookmakers	ambled	through	the	crowd	quoting	odds	
on	the	different	teams.		Johnny	had	drawn	the	number	
twenty	eight	and	Margie	pinned	it	on	his	back.		Chuck	
went	over	the	pit	stops	where	supplies	were	hidden	for	
Johnny	and	the	dogs.		A	number	of	people	from	his	
church	came	to	wish	him	well.		Chuck	had	strung	up	a	
number	of	campaign	placards	around	the	starting	area	
knowing	few	events	could	draw	a	crowd	like	the	race	
from	Juneau	to	Pine	Log.	
	
					Sue	had	drawn	the	number	twelve.		He	could	tell	her	
team	was	strong	by	the	two	lead	dogs.		The	incessant	
barking	nearly	drowned	out	conversation.	
	



			

	
						Soapy	Smith	and	his	dog	team	were	surrounded	by	
Soapy’s	entourage.		Sue	said,”	I	would	keep	my	distance	
from	him,	Johnny,”	said	Sue.		“He’s	capable	of	anything.		
He	has	a	number	of	henchmen	who	are	out	on	the	trail	
already	probably	creating	havoc	as	we	speak.”	
				“Thanks	for	warning,	Sue.		I	know	who	I’m	dealing	
with.		Eliminating	me	before	Election	Day	is	not	beyond	
him.		Miss	Brown,	how	about	a	little	wager?		I’ll	bet	my	
claim	against	yours		Should	I	lose	you	get	my	claim.		If	I	
win	you’ll	cease	dredging	the	Cripple	River	and	promise	
not	to	set	up	that	rig	anywhere	on	the	river	for	two	yers.		
Is	it	a	bet?”	
						“You’ve	got	a	wager,	Johnny,”	said	Sue	as	she	
removed	her	mittens	to	vigorously	shake	his	hand.	



			

	

	
					“The	race	will	begins	in	15	minutes,”	shouted	the	
Starter	Mayor	Biggs.		Johnny	began	to	think	about	the	
impulsive	wager.		It	was	the	only	thing	that	could	stop	
the	dredging	and	prevent	polluting	the	Cripple	River.	
	
					Mayor	Biggs	mounted	the	stand	and	gave	a	speech	
about	the	history	of	the	Juneau	to	Pine	Log	Race.		He	
recounted	the	thrilling	finishes	of	the	last	three	races	
and	he	announced	the	new,	larger	prize	money	being	
offered	this	year.		The	people	gave	Sue	a	round	of	
applause	for	her	generosity.		Bigg’s	voice	could	hardly	
be	heard	above	the	din	of	barking	dogs.		The	dogs	were	
frantic	with	energy.		Johnny	noticed	Tekla	had	bitten	
through	his	line	and	was	tangled	up	with	Sweetpea	and	
Ruffin.		Johnny	had	Willie	hold	the	lines	while	he	waded	
among	the	dogs	and	tried	to	entangle	the	mess.	
	



			

					“And	now	I	remind	you,	the	first	sled	to	reach	the	
halfway	point	at	Kinnock	will	receive	$20,000	in	gold	
coins.		Are	you	ready,	teams?”	yell	Biggs	above	the	din.		
“Good	luck!		The	Juneau	to	Pine	Log	Race	is	now	
underway.”		A	roar	went	up	as	the	pistol	went	off.		
Johnny	was	repairing	the	tether	when	Sue	went	by	
effortlessly.		“Need	help?”	he	could	hear	her	ask	as	his	
ears	reddened.		He	waved	her	off	and	angrily	reknotted	
the	tether	lines.	
	
					‘Hurry,	Johnny,”	shouted	Willie	Annue,	“I	don’t	think	I	
can	hold	the	lines	any	longer.”	
						“Mister	Brady	is	having	trouble	with	his	team,”	
announced	Mayor	Biggs.	
						“Come	on,	Johnny,	get	going!”	yelled	the	crowd.	
	
				Johnny	bounded	out	among	the	harnessed	dogs	and	
took	the	reins	from	Willie	Annue.		“Better	get	going,	
Johnny,	the	lead	team	has	at	least	a	half	mile	on	you!”	
said	Willie.	
	
	



			

	
			JOHNNY	GETS	A	LATE	START	IN	RACE	TO	PINE	LOG	
					The	dogs	lurched	forward	with	an	explosive	start.		
Johnny	jumped	on	the	driver’s	step	and	let	the	team	
whisk	him	off.		The	dogs	were	happy	to	be	off	and	
running.		Their	progress	was	swift	as	they	past	two	
teams	and	came	abreast	of	a	third.		The	two	teams	
traded	the	lead	until	Johnny	yelled,	“Pass,	Titan!”	Titan	
and	Dragon	responded	and	the	sled	easily	accelerated	



			

pass	the	third	team.		The	team	continued	at	a	moderate	
pace	until	they	saw	another	team	a	quarter	mile	away.		
The	other	team	gave	a	whip	to	his	dogs	and	the	sound	
caused	Johnny’s	team	to	speed	up	until	they	were	right	
along-side	the	other	team.		The	dogs	seemed	to	enjoy	
each	other’s	company	until	Johnny	yelled,	“Pass	Titan!”	
	
				The	driver	again	whipped	his	team,	but	Titan	and	
Dragon	lurched	forward	and	passed	the	team.		The		
	

	
driver	whipped	his	team	but	grew	frustrated	when	the	
dogs	stopped	abruptly	in	exhaustion.		Johnny	was	happy	
he	had	trained	his	team	to	respond	to	verbal	cues.		He	
hoped	to	save	the	whip	until	the	stretch	drive	into	Pine	
Log.		The	dogs	climbed	a	long	steep	hill.	



			

	
						Johnny	spoke	to	them	constantly,	urging	them.		Once	
on	top	of	the	hill	they	raced	and	sometimes	slid	down	
the	icy	pass.		The	sled	started	sliding	sideways.		Johnny	
tried	slowing	them	down	but	the	slope	was	too	steep.		
The	path	grew	icier.		The	sled	went	into	a	long	



			

sidewards	slide,	and	toppled	over,	the	dogs	tumbling	
into	each	other.		Johnny	hit	the	ground	hard	and	then	
rolled	into	a	snow	bank.		The	dogs	yelp	and	sat	in	a	
confused	torpor	as	the	tangled	gang	line	hindered	their	
movement.		Johnny	ran	to	the	overturned	sled.		“What	a

	
fine	start	this	was,	two	mishaps	and	not	even	10	miles	
out	of	the	starting	gate.		I	can’t	blame	it	on	anybody,	a	
spell	of	warm	weather	had	melted	part	of	the	slope	and	
then	it	froze	over,”	he	thought	to	himself.		Johnny	
checked	the	sled	for	broken	parts	and	gathered	supplies	
and	tools	strewn	over	the	area.		He	was	happy	the	sled	
had	withstood	the	damage	and	all	the	dogs	were	in	good	



			

shape.		He	untangled	the	lines	and	the	dogs	seemed	
eager	to	go.	
	
				“Go,	Titan!		We	have	to	make	up	lost	time!”	yelled	
Johnny.		The	dogs	loped	along	for	15	miles	before	they	
came	abreast	of	another	sled.		When	he	passed	the	sled	
he	notched	a	mark	on	the	sled	to	remind	himself	of	the	
number	of	teams	ahead.		The	dogs	were	making	good	
time	as	the	trail	ran	along	the	Cripple	River.	
	
					Johnny	noticed	how	the	gang	line	holding	Dragon		
had	been	frayed	and	bitten	as	Dragon	tried	to	free	
himself	when	the	sled	tumbled	over.		He	hoped	the	line	
would	hold	for	another	hour	or	so	until	they	made	their	
first	rest	stop,	he	could	then	repair	the	line.		Looking	
ahead	he	saw	a	team	had	stopped.		As	he	approached	he	
saw	the	driver	throw	his	gloves	down	in	disgust.		His	
dogs	refused	to	budge.	
				“What	happened?”	asked	Johnny.	
				“Ice	between	their	paws!		They	won’t	move,”	retorted	
the	despondent	driver.	
						Johnny	knew	he	was	a	first	time	entrant	in	the	race.		
He	failed	to	make	booties	for	his	team.		Ice	hardened	
between	their	paws	and	each	step	became	agony.		
People	were	blinded	by	the	prize	money	and	fail	to	
prepare	for	race	conditions.		The	condition	and	care	of	
the	dogs	throughout	the	race	would	determine	the	
eventual	winner.		Now	the	man	would	have	to	wrap	
each	paw	and	nurse	them	back	to	Juneau.	
	



			

					It	began	to	snow	heavily	and	Johnny	brought	his	
team	slowly	to	a	stop	to	rest	and	repair	the	gang	line.

	
				They	were	panting	for	food	and	water.		Johnny	figure	
they	had	gone	about	35	miles	and	were	10	miles	short	
of	their	scheduled	stop,	but	the	whiteout	made	
conditions	too	treacherous	for	travel.		He	petted	each	
dog	individually	and	told	them	what	a	great	job	they	



			

had	done.		He	fed	them	a	lard	ball	loaded	with	meat,	
vitamins	and	nutrients.		This	was	their	first	snack	and	
they	barked	for	more.		The	snow	and	wind	picked	up	in	
intensity	and	pretty	soon	the	trail	was	hidden	from	
view.		Johnny	decided	to	change	the	lead	dogs.		After	
repairing	the	gang	line	he	put	Sweetpea	and	Taboo	as	
the	lead	dogs.		Though	not	as	fast	as	Dragon	and	Titan,	
Sweetpea	had	great	eyesight	and	could	pick	up	a	trail	
when	the	other	dogs	couldn’t.	
	
				To	make	up	lost	time	Johnny	decided	he	would	travel	
in	the	dusk	and	twilight	for	several	hours	more	to	their	
scheduled	stop.		“Let’s	go,	Sweetpea	and	Taboo,”	yelled	

	
				Johnny,	as	he	secured	the	oil	lamp	to	the	handle.		The	
snow	diminished	in	intensity	and	the	oil	lamp	cast	a	
beautiful	glow	in	the	night	that	allowed	Johnny	to	see	
the	trail	under	the	freshly	laden	snow.		The	Northern	
Lights	were	on	full	display	and	aided	his	trek.	



			

	
						Sweetpea	had	an	uncanny	ability	to	pick	up	a	scent.		
When	a	small	child	was	lost	in	the	mountains	near	
Juneau	two	years	ago,	Sweetpea	found	him	under	a	tree	
and	stayed	with	him	as	he	howled	for	the	searchers.		In	
a	short	while	they	came	upon	two	other	teams	trying	to	
break	trail.		Johnny	volunteered	his	team	for	the	lead.		

	
	



			

	
				Breaking	trail	was	the	one	time	in	the	race	when	
everyone	worked	together	for	the	common	good.		



			

Johnny	marveled	at	the	strength	of	the	dogs	pushing	
through	two	feet	of	fresh	snow.		The	snow	was	rapidly	
covering	the	trail	and	there	was	a	danger	of	losing	sight	
of	the	markers.		The	snow	and	wind	continued	unabated	
but	Sweetpea	never	wavered	in	sensing	the	trail	and	
cutting	through	it.		After	several	hours	Johnny	reached	
his	first	rest	stop.		He	left	the	others	to	continue	on	as	he	
fed	his	famished	dogs.		He	changed	the	booties	on	his	
team.		He	then	dug	a	hole	in	the	snow	and	pulled	up	a	
pot	Margie,	Joe	and	Millie	had	prepared	for	the	dogs	and	
a	much	smaller	pot	for	himself.		The	dog’s	dough	balls	
were	laden	with	lard,	meat	and	vitamins.		The	balls	had	
been	wrapped	in	burlap	and	were	still	soft.	
	
					Johnny	started	a	small	fire	and	heated	the	spaghetti	
and	meatballs	Joe	and	Millie	Paoli	had	prepared	for	him.		
He	took	a	large	pot	and	filled	it	with	snow	and	melted	it	
into	water	for	the	dogs.		They	drank	with	a	great	thirst	
and	sat	down	to	rest.	
	
					Johnny	placed	Sweetpea	and	Titan	in	the	lead	and	the	
team	departed.		They	soon	caught	up	with	the	other	
teams	who	were	breaking	trail	through	the	blinding	
snow.		Johnny’s	team	took	the	lead	and	easily	broke	
through	for	the	rest.		The	snow	and	wind	subsided	and	
the	other	teams	took	off.		Within	an	hour	Johnny	passed	
three	teams	and	was	strongly	racing	uphill	as	they	
entered	Treacherous	Valley,	an	area	known	for	frequent	
avalanches.		Johnny	spied	three	figures	furtively	
running	along	the	top	of	the	ridge.		He	urged	the	dogs	to	



			

go	faster	believing	he	was	soon	going	to	be	inundated	
under	tons	of	snow.		The	valley	echoed	with	a	
thunderous	explosion.		Half	the	mountain	seemed	to	
break	off	and	do	a	slow	motion	hurtle	to	the	floor	below.	
	

	
				Johnny	used	a	whip	on	the	dogs.		The	dogs	seemed	to	
sense	the	avalanche	and	made	an	all	dash	to	escape	the	



			

roaring	wall	of	snow.		Trees	snapped	like	toothpicks	as	
the	roaring	wall	swept	down	the	valley.		Only	seconds	
saved	them	from	certain	death	as	the	mountain	fell	
behind	the	racing	dogs.		Powered	snow	covered	Johnny	
and	the	team.		He	dare	not	look	back	as	he	urged	the	
team	om.		Surely	this	was	the	work	of	Soapy	Smith	and	
his	gang.		He	probably	knew	the	close	finishers	of	last		

	
year’s	race	and	was	determined	to	eliminate	the	
competition.		Johnny	was	grateful	for	the	



			

responsiveness	of	his	team.		All	the	hard	training	had	
been	worth	it.		Completely	clear	of	the	avalanche	he	
checked	his	sled	for	damage.		The	entrance	to	the	valley	
was	completely	hidden	from	sight.		Only	the	tops	of	tall	
pines	were	visible.		Gazing	on	the	mountainous	ridge	he	
could	see	the	two	men	waiting	for	third	man	climbing

	
toward	them.		Most	likely	he	had	set	the	explosive	
charge	that	triggered	the	avalanche.	
			Johnny	knew	he	was	dealing	with	men	who	would	
stop	at	nothing	to	eliminate	him.		He	went	to	his	sled	



			

and	untied	a	pack	that	held	a	small	Colt	revolver.		He	
unloaded	6	bullets	and	placed	them	in	the	revolver.		Jim	
Fenwick,	the	Mounty	had	given	him	the	gun	over	his	
protest	when	he	learned	Soapy	was	in	the	race.		“The	
man	is	a	wanton	killer	who	will	stop	at	nothing	to	get	
what	he	wants.		He	wants	to	be	Mayor	and	you’re	in	his	
way	in	this	race	too.		Watch	your	back,”	sad	Jim.		Johnny	
tucked	the	revolver	in	a	small	side	pocket	of	his	leather	
parka.		He	urged	the	team	until	they	rose	out	of	the	
valley	and	on	to	the	open	plains.	
	
					He	followed	a	marker	pointing	out	the	direction	to	
Finger	Lake.		Tekla	began	limping	so	Johnny	loaded	him	
into	the	sled	to	prevent	further	injury.		The	team	
continued	on	till	late	afternoon.		Johnny	began	to	sense

	



			

Something	was	wrong	when	they	still	hadn’t	reached	
Finger	Lake.		He	saw	another	team	coming	in	the	
opposite	direction.	
					“Turn	back,	somebody	switched	the	markers,	we’re	
about	10	miles	off	course!”	said	the	driver.

”Oh	no!”	groaned	Johnny.		“That	means	I’ve	got	to	make	
up	20	miles.		What	else	can	go	wrong?		A	bad	start,	an	
avalanche,	and	now	someone	switched	the	markers.”		
Looking	up	to	the	sky,	Johnny	shrugged	his	shoulders	



			

and	asked	for	patience.		He	warned	the	teams	coming	
his	way	to	turn	back	as	they	had	been	fooled	and	were	
losing	precious	time.		He	urged	his	team	on	at	a	jogging	
pace.		They	responded	to	his	command	as	the	evening	
turned	darker.		Tekla	was	in	the	sled	barking	away	and	
Johnny	worked	the	team	into	the	night.		Good	thing	he	
had	done	some	30	mile	training	jaunts	because	they	
were	going	to	stretch	it	to	the	limit	tonight.		Along	the	
way	he	passed	5	teams.		Around	midnight	he	faintly	saw

	
the	beam	of	another	sled	a	half	mile	away.		The	dogs	
were	slowing.		It	took	a	half	hour	before	he	came	



			

abreast	of	the	other	sled.		Silently	the	other	driver	
whipped	his	team	into	a	sprint.		Johnny’s	team	seem	to	
enjoy	running	with	another	team.		Outrunning	the	other	
team	gave	them	a	burst	of	energy.		Up	ahead	was	
another	team.		He	could	see	the	agitation	in	the	eyes	of	
the	other	driver	as	his	team	forged	ahead.		Johnny	was	
so	pleased	with	his	team.		He	let	the	dogs	have	their	
way.		He	figured	he	had	travelled	65	miles	since	the	race	
had	begun.		He	slowed	the	sled	to	stop	and	consulted	his	
supply	map.		He	knew	he	had	passed	a	pit	stop	earlier	
and	wanted	to	make	sure	his	dogs	were	fed	and	new	
boots	put	on	their	paws.		He	could	barely	make	out	a	
mountain	pass	up	ahead	in	a	moonlit	night.		Food	
supplies,	booties	and	medicine	were	hidden	at	the	end	
of	the	mountain	pass.		They	still	had	four	miles	or	so	to	
go.	
	
				The	team	loped	slowly	ahead.		He	could	tell	they	were	
becoming	fatigued.		He	kept	up	a	chatty	banter	and	
made	sure	to	compliment	each	dog	by	name	for	the	job	
they	had	done.		They	responded	by	turning	their	head	
as	if	to	say	you’re	welcome.		The	uphill	climb	to	the	
mountain	pass	was	slow	and	difficult.		John	stopped	for	
awhile	and	put	Tekla	as	the	lead	dog.		The	rest	he	had	
been	given	proved	worthwhile.		Tekla	pulled	the	team	
through	the	mountain	pass.		The	other	dogs	responded	
to	his	energy	and	loped	along.	
	
					Johnny	looked	for	tow	large	boulders	spaced	about	
five	feet.		He	saw	them	up	ahead.		The	team	stopped	at	



			

the	spot	while	Johnny	dug	up	the	rations.		He	fed	the	
dogs	the	lard	balls	filled	with	meat.		The	dogs	ate	
voraciously.		He	melted	snow	for	them	to	drink.		After	
the	dogs	had	eaten	he	called	them	over	to	a	large	
spreading	pine	packed	with	a	bed	of	pine	needles	and	
ordered	them	to	rest.		He	playfully	tugged	at	them	until	
they	were	calm.		He	then	ate	his	own	meal	and	slept	
from	exhaustion.

	
THE	TEAM	SLEPT	LATE	AFTER	A	HARD	NIGHT’S	WORK	
	



			

	
	
	
	
	
	
	

														CHAPTER	XII	
	
	
				In	the	morning	Johnny	woke	to	barking	dogs.		He	took	
out	his	map	and	studied	the	terrain	and	tried	to	identify	
trouble	spots	where	he	might	be	vulnerable	to	Soapy	
Smith	and	his	gang.		He	fed	the	dogs	the	remaining	lard	
balls	and	gave	them	strips	of	leather	to	chew	on	while	
he	made	coffee	and	breakfast	for	himself.

	



			

			It	had	snowed	several	inches	during	the	night	but	the	
morning	was	bright	and	crisp.		He	wondered	where	Sue	
Brown	was	about	now.		He	hoped	Soapy	Smith	and	his	
gang	hadn’t	harmed	her.		Good	thing	she	had	brought	
along	a	bodyguard	sled	driver	to	ensure	her	safety.		The	
outlaws	were	capable	of	anything.	
	
				He	gathered	his	bedroll	and	utensils	and	stored	them	
in	the	sled.		He	attached	the	tether	line	to	his	team.		He

	
put	Titan	and	Sweetpea	as	lead	dogs.		The	dogs	were	
barking	in	anticipation	of	a	run.		They	were	well	rested.		



			

Today	he	planned	to	push	his	dogs	for	80	miles	or	so.		
He	estimated	the	lead	team	had	a	30-40	mile	head	start.		
					“Git	you	dogs,	we’ve	got	some	catching	up	to	do!”	
			Once	through	the	mountain	pass	and	into	the	open	
plains	they	came	to	a	marker	labeled	Snedecker’s	
Landing.		It	followed	a	river	course	not	shown	on	the	
map.		It	led	through	a	thick	forest	and	John	saw	no	trail	
or	tracks.		He	walked	to	his	right	thinking	he	might	find	
a	carved	trail.		He	brushed	away	new	snow	and	felt	
around.		Sure	enough,	the	crusted	snow	below	had	been	
broken	and	his	fingers	could	feel	the	outline	of	a	sled’s	
runner.		Someone	had	tampered	with	the	markers	again	
and	left	footprints	leading	into	the	forest.	

	
	FINDING	THE	TRAIL	&	FOOTPRINTS	OF	THE	CULPRIT	



			

	

	
					Johnny	drove	the	team	toward	the	forest.		As	he	
neared	the	forest	a	natural	opening	denoting	a	trail	
could	be	seen.		He	was	now	on	level	ground	so	he	let	the	
dogs	run	as	fast	as	they	could.		An	hour	later	he	pulled	
the	team	up	to	an	outpost	that	featured	a	general	store	
and	several	small	cabins.		So	this	was	Snedecker’s	



			

Landing.		A	pen	nearby	held	several	howling	dogs,	
probably	left	there	because	they	were	disabled	in	some	
way.		Johnny	tied	his	team	to	a	hitching	post	and	went	

	
inside.		Sally	Ko	and	her	husband	owned	the	general	
store.		Snedecker’s	Landing	grew	up	around	a	rich	
deposit	of	platinum	was	discovered	in	the	1880’s.		The	
vein	had	been	worked	to	exhaustion	and	then	
abandoned	after	an	earthquake	struck	and	collapsed	the	
mine	shaft.		Sally	and	her	husband	now	served	a	large	



			

Eskimo	population.		They	bought	furs	from	the	Eskimos	
up	north	and	traded	food	stuff,	clothing	and	other

	
necessities	as	barter.		Johnny	warmed	himself	at	the	
roaring	fire.		He	gave	Sally	a	list	of	items	he	needed.		Her	
husband	went	outside	and	fed	his	team	dog	snacks	
made	seal	meat	and	fish.		Sally	gave	Johnny	a	cup	of	hot	
coffee	and	told	him	the	last	team	had	passed	through	an	
hour	or	so	earlier.		The	first	team	had	passed	through	8	
hours	ago.	



			

					He	told	her	of	the	troubles	caused	by	the	avalanche	
and	the	changed	markers.		She	remembered	three	men	
stopping	by	on	horseback	and	described	them	to	
Johnny.		She	had	been	a	bit	afraid	of	them	but	the	store	
was	busy.		They	seemed	to	have	hostile	intentions	but	
her	husband	had	been	cleaning	a	rifle.		They	bought	
some	baling	wire	and	shovels	and	left	in	a	hurry.		To

	
Johnny	the	three	men	Sally	described	were	the	Clanton	
brothers.		They	were	part	of	Soapy’s	gang	and	were	
known	to	be	particularly	vicious.	



			

				Johnny	went	outside	and	checked	the	paws	of	all	the	
dogs.		He	put	medicinal	salve	on	any	that	looked	raw	or	
cracking	and	wrapped	all	the	dogs	with	new	booties.		
After	he	packed	all	his	new	supplies	in	the	sled	he	said	
goodbye	to	his	host	and	took	off	on	the	next	leg	of	his	
journey.		It	would	be	a	20	mile	trek	across	the	Peck	
Glacier.		It	was	considered	the	most	dangerous	part	of	
the	race,	filled	with	rifts	and	ridges	and	deep	abysses.		It	
was	going	to	be	a	test	of	strength	and	alertness	for	him	
and	his	team.	
	
				Progress	was	slow	and	to	make	matters	worse	it	
began	to	snow.		There	were	markers	at	quarter	mile	
intervals.		If	he	were	ever	to	get	lost	on	a	glacier,	
chances	were	slim	he	would	ever	be	found,	most	people	
avoided	them	at	all	cost	because	of	the	abysses.		
Howling	winds	made	progress	very	slow.		The	dogs	just	
groped	ahead,	cautious	about	the	terrain.		Fifteen	foot	
high	crusted	ridges	often	caused	the	team	to	slide	back.		
They	would	muster	their	strength	and	continue	ahead.	
	
				It	was	then	that	Johnny	heard	the	faint	sound	of	dogs	
barking	and	wailing.		It	was	coming	from	ahead.		They	
mounted	one	ridge,	then	another.		Over	the	third	ridge	
they	saw	a	huge	crevasse	in	the	snow.		A	faint	human	
cry	emanated	from	below.		Johnny	stopped	the	team	
and	anchored	them	away	from	the	abyss.		“My	God	a	
team	has	fallen	through	the	crevasse,”	he	thought	to	
himself.		He	approached	the	edge	with	caution	and	
heard	the	faint	cries	of	a	female.		He	raced	back	to	his	



			

sled	and	got	a	lantern	and	rope.		He	lit	the	lantern	and	
held	it	over	the	ledge.		He	could	see	a	figure	wimpering		
in	pain	and	agony.		He	banged	an	anchor	into	the	ice	and	
crawled	over	the	edge.		She	was	on	a	icy	ledge	fifty	feet	
Below.		The	sled	was	hanging	over	the	crevasse	wedged	
upside	down.		It	had	saved	her	life.		One	of	the	dogs	had	
climbed	aboard	the	sled	and	was	howling	in	pain.		The	
others	had	slipped	from	their	harness	and	plunged	to	

	
their	death.		He	banged	another	safety	anchor	into	ice	
and	started	climbing	over	the	edge	of	the	crevasse.	



			

	



			

He	was	grateful	he	had	bought	an	extra	roll	of	rope	at	
the	general	store.		He	knew	it	was	Susan	down	there	
and	yelled	encouragement	to	her.	
				“Someone	had	placed	a	wooden	bridge	over	the	
crevasse	and	I	foolishly	assumed	it	was	safe,”	said	
Susan.		“How	are	we	going	to	get	out	of	here,	Johnny?			I

	
		JOHHNY	WALKS	ALONG	THE	LEDGE	TO	REACH	SUSAN	



			

		think	I	might	have	broken	my	leg,”	said	Susan.																																						
“I’m	going	to	rig	a	harness	and	raise	you	to	the	top,”	said	
Johnny.		The	sled	was	slowly	slipping	into	the	crevasse	
and	the	howling	dog	frantically	tried	to	stay	atop	the	
sled.		Johnny	tied	a	harness	around	Susan.		“Getting	you	
to	the	top	is	gonna	hurt	but	that’s	the	price	you	have	to	
pay.		You’re	secure,	now	I’m	going	to	climb	to	the	top	
and	haul	you	up.		Don’t	try	to	save	the	dog,	he	in	bad	
shape	anyway.”	
	
					Johnny	climbed	to	the	top	and	began	hauling	Susan	
up.		He	was	exhausted	from	the	climb	and	decided	to	
use	his	team	in	the	recue.		He	attached	the	line	to	the	
sled	and	had	the	dogs	move	slowly.		As	Sue	neared	the	
ledge	he	reached	down	and	hauled	her	up.		He	could	see

	she	was	in	agony	from	the	broken	leg.		He	laid	her	in	



			

the	sled	and	worked	on	preparing	a	splint.		She	
screamed	in	agony	when	he	placed	the	splint	and	began	
wrapping	it.		He	covered	her	in	blankets	and	knew	
somehow	he	would	have	to	get	her	to	a	doctor	as	the	leg

	
looked	badly	broken.		It	was	a	miracle	she	had	survived	
the	fall.		Johnny	knew	the	race	was	over	for	him.		He	
started	a	fire	and	warmed	her	up	with	a	cup	of	tea.		He	
held	her	in	his	arms	to	warm	her	up.		“You	saved	my	life.		
I	thought	I	would	surely	die.		You	appeared	out	of	
nowhere	and	saved	my	life.		I’ve	been	down	there	for	
hours.		When	the	sled	collapsed	beneath	me	I	hit	my	



			

head	on	ice	and	was	out.		Seeing	you	now	is	like	seeing	a	
guardian	angel.		I	thought	my	life	was	over.”		She	hid	her	
face	in	his	parka	and	sobbed.		He	gently	stroked	her	
hair.		“It’s	OK	now,	what	happened?”	he	asked.			
				“I	was	near	the	lead,	I	moved	off	the	trail	because	a	
ridge	was	unpassable.		Then	the	ice	gave	way	and	I	
tumbled	into	a	crevasse.		When	I	came	to,	a	man	was	
staring	down	the	crevasse.		I	thought	he	was	going	to	
help	me	but	he	laughed	and	went	away.		I	think	it	was	
Soapy	Smith.		He	had	this	cruel	laugh,”	said	Sue.	
				“It	probably	was,	some	of	his	own	men	started	an	
avalanche.		They	also	moved	markers.		That’s	why	I	was	
so	late	getting	here.		But	everything	is	going	to	be	OK	
once	we	get	a	doctor	to	look	at	your	leg.,”	said	Johnny.	
				“Damn!	What	a	fine	mess	this	is.		I	sponsor	a	race	and	
break	my	leg.		It	could	have	been	worse	if	you	hadn’t	
come	along.		It’s	ironic	you	oppose	everything	I	stand	
for	and	now	I’m	indebted	to	you	for	saving	my	life,”	as	
she	looked	into	Johnny’s	brown	eyes.

	
	



			

			“Did	you	hear	me,	Johnny?		I	owe	you	for	my	life.		I’ve	
been	a	thorn	in	your	side	and	now	I	want	to	make	
amends.		What	can	I	do	to	repay	you	for	saving	my	life?”	
	
				“Do	you	really	want	to	help	me	do	something	that	will	
make	a	difference?		You	wield	a	lot	of	power	in	Juneau.		
Having	you	by	my	side	in	the	race	for	Mayor	would	
really	bolster	my	campaign.		Together	we	could	make	a	
big	difference	in	Juneau.		With	your	connection	to	the	
business	community	I’d	have	support	that	would	be	
hard	to	beat.		If	you	help	me	I’ll	be	real	grateful.		It’s	a	
race	worth	running	and	winning.		We	would	make	a	
difference	in	a	lot	of	lives,”	said	Johnny.	
	
	

	
	JOHNNY	AND	SUE	MAKE	A	PACT	TO	WORK	TOGETHER	



			

			She	smiled	happily	and	then	grimaced	in	pain	as	her	
leg	began	to	throb.		Johnny	rearranged	the	storage	
compartment	to	give	her	more	room.		“How’s	that?”	
				“Fine,	Johnny,	I’m	sorry	I	took	you	out	of	the	race,”	she	
said.	
					“You	know	I	think	it’s	fate.		It	so	much	better,	having	
you	at	my	side,	than	against	me.		Some	races	are	worth	
winning.		I’m	talking	about	the	Mayoral	race.		I	want	to	
make	Juneau	a	great	place	to	raise	a	family	and	it	
doesn’t	end	there.		I	see	a	future	for	Alaska	and	possibly	
statehood	some	day.		How	did	you	wind	up	in	Juneau,	
Sue?”	asked	Johnny.	
	
					“My	father	was	an	Irish	immigrant	who	worked	on	
the	Canadian	Pacific	Railroad.		He	met	a	beautiful	Italian	
	
					

	



			

girl	in	Vancouver.		The	railroad	got	a	contract	to	build	a	
connection	to	Alaska.		The	Americans	gave	land	grants	
to	encourage	employees	to	live	there.		He	was	among	
the	early	settlers	of	Juneau	and	we	had	160	acres	of	
timber	and	lakes.		He	built	a	warehouse	to	store	the	
timber	and	shipped	timber	to	Canada	and	sold	to	
businesses	here	in	Juneau.		He	foolishly	lost	interest	in	
the	timber	business	and	decided	to	prospect	for	gold.		
He	began	to	drink	heavily	and	gradually	disappeared	
from	the	family.		It	was	my	mother	who	raised	us.		She	
was	a	practical	woman.		She	worked	like	a	man	to	keep	
the	timber	business	going,	hiring	lumberjacks.		It	was	
tough.		When	my	brother	died	I	vowed	to	accomplish	all	
the	things	he	wanted	to	do	as	a	tribute	to	my	mother.		
My	mother	passed	away	a	few	years	ago.		She	was	very	
proud	of	what	I	had	accomplished,”	said	Sue.	
				“So	that’s	what	has	driven	you	to	succeed	in	a	man’s	
world?”	said	Johnny.	
			“My	mother	taught	me	to	believe	in	myself,	to	work	
harder	than	any	other	person	and	never	stop	learning.		
When	she	sold	the	timber	business	she	moved	to	town	
and	opened	a	café.		She	told	me	people	would	always	
need	food	and	a	place	to	sleep.		A	banker	was	enamored	
of	me	and	lent	me	several	thousand	dollars	to	open	my	
first	hotel	when	the	gold	rush	started.		I	soon	opened	
another	hotel,	then	another.		Men	would	pay	any	price	
for	a	hot	bath,	good	food,	music	and	a	little	company,	
that’s	my	story,	what’s	yours,	Johnny?”	
					“My	parents	died	on	a	Coffin	ship	during	the	voyage	
to	America.		They	were	escaping	the	Great	Hunger	in	



			

Ireland.		They	gave	me	the	meager	food	rations	they	
had.		They	were	buried	at	sea.		I	arrived	in	New	York	
City	as	an	orphan.		Luckily	I	was	found	very	sick	by	
Theodore	Roosevelt	Sr.	and	was	taken	to	the	Children’s	
Aid	Society.		Three	years	later	our	orphan	train	arrived	
in	Noblesville,	Indiana	where	a	Judge	took	me	in.		Again	
I	was	lucky	because	he	treated	me	like	a	son	and	later	
got	me	into	Yale.		I	owe	that	family	everything,	I’m	a	
trained	lawyer,	businessman	and	a	pastor.		Education	is	
so	important	to	me,”	said	Johnny.		Now	look	at	me,	I’ve	
just	save	the	most	beautiful	girl	in	Juneau	and	I’m		
	

	



			

running	for	Mayor.		Life	can’t	get	any	more	exciting	than	
that,”	said	Johnny	as	he	looked	down	at	Sue.		He	found	
himself	with	a	renewed	admiration	for	this	plucky	girl	
who	rose	up	from	obscurity	and	who	had	achieved	so	
much.		He	wondered	why	she	had	never	married.		“Sue	I	
know	you	are	younger	than	me.		Don’t	you	ever	get	
lonely	and	want	to	settle	down	and	have	a	family?	
				“Yea,	sometimes	I	think	about	it.		But	usually	I’m	so	
busy	running	my	business.		The	man	I	marry	would	
have	to	be	mighty	interesting.		I	get	bored	easily.		He’d	
have	to	put	up	with	an	independent	woman,	someone	
who’s	used	to	getting	her	own	way.		Not	many	men	
could	put	up	with	a	woman	like	that,	am	I	right,	Johnny.”	
					“You’re	a	beautiful	woman,	Sue.		You	can	be	mighty	
aggressive	when	you	are	after	something.		And	you	
don’t	mince	words;	you	sat	what’s	on	your	mind.		The	
reason	I	never	settled	down	was	because	I	never	really	
completely	felt	at	home	here.		Lately	however,	I	begun	
to	realize	this	is	my	home	and	I	want	to	make	it	a	livable	
place.		My	friends	are	all	here	and	being	of	Irish	heritage	
makes	little	difference	to	them.		I	can’t	offer	much	
except	my	hope	and	aspirations	for	the	future,	my	
interest	in	politics	and	a	nice	little	house	on	the	Cripple	
River,”	said	Johnny.	
					“Are	you	proposing	to	me,	Johnny?”	asked	Sue.	
					“Could	you	see	yourself	settling	down	with	a	man	like	
me,	Sue?		I	think	I’m	ready	for	commitment	and	change	
in	my	life.		You	could	do	worse.		I	have	lots	of	interests	
and	I	could	make	a	living	being	Mayor.		With	you	on	my	
side	in	the	race	for	Mayor,	we	could	make	an	unbeatable	



			

team,”	said	Johnny	feeling	and	thinking	thoughts	he	
never	thought	he	could	express.	
					‘Johnny	are	you	asking	me	to	marry	you?”	asked	Sue.	
				“I	don’t	want	to	take	advantage	of	you	at	this	
vulnerable	moment	but	you	could	think	about	it.		You’re	
in	a	bad	state	now,	feeling	beholden	to	me	for	saving	
your	life.		But	if	you	could	see	yourself	saying	yes,	you’d	
make	me	mighty	happy,”	said	Johnny	as	they	left	the	
glacier	and	entered	a	smoother	trail.	
					“Yes.”	
					Did	you	say	‘yes”?		I	mean	really	“Yes,’	you	would	
marry	me?”	asked	Johnny,	his	heart	racing	with	joy.	
					“I	did.”	
					Johnny	stopped	the	sled,	got	down	on	his	knees	and	
looked	into	her	eyes,	“Sue,	do	you	know	what	you	are	
saying?		You	just	made	me	the	happiest	man	in	the	
world.		I’d	been	meaning	to	tell	you	a	long	time	that	I	
love	you	a	long	time.		You	are	the	only	woman	who	has	
held	a	power	over	me.		I	never	could	explain	it.		It	was	
the	power	to	hurt,	the	power	to	uplift,	it	was	the	power	
to	make	a	man	feel	uneasy,”	he	took	off	his	glove	and	
caressed	her	cheek	with	his	hand.	
					‘And	you	could	make	me	mad	and	sad	too,	Johnny.		
Sad	when	I	had	to	say	things	that	hurt	you.		I	wanted	to	
break	through	that	calm	exterior	and	make	you	feel.		I	
wanted	to	shatter	that	peace	of	mind	you	presented	to	
the	world.		Maybe	I	envied	you.		I’ve	never	been	able	to	
feel	complacent	about	anything.		There	was	always	
something	to	achieve.		Even	though	I	had	a	lot	of	



			

material	possessions	I	always	felt	something	was	
missing.”	
					“Sue,	you	were	right.		I	was	too	complacent	with	
myself.		I	began	to	see	the	world	through	your	eyes	and	
realized	I	had	to	get	involved	to	resolve	some	of	the	
problems	in	the	community	I	live	in.		My	foster	father	
was	a	great	leader	of	men	and	he	taught	by	example.		
Sometimes	I	forget	how	much	he	loved	his	community	
and	family,”	said	Johnny.	
				“When	I’m	with	you	there	are	no	problems,	only	
solutions	and	a	feeling	of	wholeness.		I	don’t	feel	driven,	
except	to	make	you	happy,”	said	Sue.	
				“And	when	I’m	with	you	a	whole	new	world	of	
possibilities	opens	up	before	me.		I	feel	so	strong	and	so	
much	in	love.”		He	kissed	her	cheek.	
				She	enveloped	him	in	her	arms	in	an	ardent	embrace.	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	



			

	
	
	
	
	
	

																													CHAPTER	XIII	
	
	

	
					Johnny	was	forced	to	build	a	snow	cave.		The	howling	
snow	drifts	were	covering	the	sled	and	dogs	in	minutes.		
After	building	the	cave	and	bringing	the	sled	and	dogs	in	



			

he	made	a	ventilation	shaft	and	built	a	fire	that	glazed	
and	hardened	the	walls.		That	night	Johnny,	Sue	and	the	
dogs	slept	soundly	and	awoke	to	a	beautiful	sunny	
morning.		He	built	the	snow	cave	at	the	cache	site.		He	
fed	his	team	lard	balls	he	had	hidden	and	made	
breakfast	for	Sue	and	himself.		Sue	was	still	in	bad	
shape.		An	ugly	purple	welt	with	lines	radiating	up	told	
John	he	had	to	get	help	fast.	
	
			By	the	time	they	arrived	in	Juneau,	Sue	had	no	feeling	
in	her	leg.		Johnny	raced	past	the	offices	of	several	
medical	men	known	for	filling	the	cemeteries	with	their	
deceased	patients.		Johnny	headed	for	Dr.	Fred’s	house.		
Dr.	Fred	had	been	caring	for	Juneau’s	residents	for	more	
than	30	years	with	healthy	outcomes.		He	was	a	
graduate	of	Columbia	University	Medical	School	and	
had	been	a	battlefield	surgeon	during	the	Civil	War.	
				Dr.	Fred	Grace	answered	the	pounding	on	the	door.	
				“What	can	I	do	for	you,	Johnny?”	asked	Dr.	Fred.	
				“It’s	Miss	Brown,	she	fell	into	a	crevasse	during	the	
race	to	Pine	Log.		She’s	in	a	bad	way.		I	think	she	broke	
her	leg.”		Johnny	pulled	the	stretcher	from	the	sled	and	
dragged	it	into	Dr.	Grace’s	office.	
				“Let’s	put	the	stretcher	on	this	table.		The	poor	girl	is	
freezing,”	said	Dr.	Grace	as	they	both	lifted	the	stretcher	
on	a	table	near	a	fireplace	where	a	crackling	fire	had	
warmed	the	room.		The	radiant	heat	made	Johnny	
aware	of	how	cold	he’d	been.		He	held	his	numb	hands	
over	the	fireplace	while	Dr.	Fred	examined	Sue.		Dr.	
Fred	was	in	his	seventies.		A	lifetime	of	caring	and	



			

dealing	with	death	was	reflected	in	the	creases	and	
worry	lines	that	marked	his	face.	
				“Maria,”	he	bellowed.		Bring	some	food	and	hot	tea	
here.		We	have	guests,	it’s	John	Brady	and	Sue	Brown.”	
				A	tall	dark	haired	woman	in	her	late	50’s	came	into	
the	room	with	a	tray	of	hot	bread,	cheese	and	sausages.		
She	greeted	John	warmly	and	then	walked	over	to	her	
husband’s	side	and	gently	carressed	Sue’s	cheek.		“You	
poor	dear,”	she	said	as	she	took	in	the	extent	of	her	
injuries.		“How	did	it	happen?”	
			“Somebody	switched	the	markers	and	I	was	
intentionally	led	to	a	crevasse.		Johnny	saved	me,”	said	
Sue.	
				“You	know	John	while	you	were	away	Judge	Kerr	
invalidated	your	Mayoral	Petition	because	the	Mayor	
put	pressure	on	him.			Pass	that	sponge	to	me,	Johnny,”	
as	Dr.	Fred	sponged	blood	away	from	the	wound	and	
dressed	it.				

	



			

		“Don’t	tell	me	Judge	Kerr	is	against	me	too.		I	always	
figured	his	as	a	fair	man.”	
				“It’s	politics,	Johnny.		It	was	Biggs	who	appointed	him	
and	now	he’s	calling	in	his	cards.		Biggs	said	a	number	of	
people	were	misled	in	signing	your	petition.		He’s	
thrown	his	support	to	Soapy	after	getting	a	gift	that	will	
enable	him	to	retire	to	Florida.		You’ll	have	to	go	before	
Kerr	to	get	back	on	the	ballot,	but	that	should	not	be	
much	of	a	problem	because	you	have	almost	unanimous	
support.		There,	that	should	do	it	Sue!		I	think	we	halted	
the	infection.		You	are	going	to	have	to	stay	off	your	feet	
for	a	month	or	so.		A	few	more	days	and	you	would	have	
gangrene	and	then	I	would	have	had	to	amputate.		
You’re	a	lucky	girl,	Sue,”	said	Dr.	Fred.	
					“Lucky	Johnny	came	along	when	he	did,”	said	Sue	as	
she	looked	into	Johnny’s	eyes.	
					“Don’t	worry,	Sue.		No	one	is	going	to	hurt	you,	never.		
I’ll	get	to	the	bottom	of	this.		I’ve	got	friends	in	the	
Sheriff’s	Office	who’ll	post	a	guard	around	the	clock	if	I	
ask	them..		In	the	morning	I’ll	see	Judge	Kerr.		Now	
you’ve	got	to	rest.		Doc,	do	you	think	she	can	stay	here	a	
day	or	so	until	I	get	things	in	order	for	her?”	
					“Sure,	Johnny,	Marie	will	make	thin.		I’ve	got	friends	
in	the	Sheriff’s	Office	who’ll	post	a	guard	around	the	
clock	if	I	ask	them..		In	the	morning	I’ll	see	Judge	Kerr.		
Now	you’ve	got	to	rest.		Doc,	do	you	think	she	can	stay	
here	a	day	or	so	until	I	get	things	in	order	for	her?”	
					“Sure,	Johnny,	Marie	will	make	things	cozy	for	her	
right	here.		And	don’t	worry	about	her	being	safe	here.		
Toby	will	take	care	of	her	security.		Marie,	where’s	



			

Toby?		Before	she	could	respond	a	huge	German	
Shepherd	bounded	into	the	room	and	stared	at	the	two

	
guests.		Dr.	Fred	said,	“Toby,	we	have	a	guest	here	
tonight	and	if	anybody	comes	snooping	around,	you	
take	care	of	it,	OK?”		Dr.	Fred	filed	away	the	instruments	
and	cleaned	the	area.		Toby	wagged	his	tail	and	walked	
to	the	front	door	as	if	he	understood	every	word.		He	
gently	lowered	his	body	and	assumed	sentry	duty.	
	
					Johnny	kissed	Sue	and	thanked	the	Doctor	and	his	
wife	and	exited	the	door	making	sure	not	to	perturb	the	
sentry	on	duty.		Outside	in	the	brisk,	frigid	air	his	team	
eagerly	awaited	his	coming.		They	rose	in	unison	and	
responded	promptly	to	his	commands.		Johnny	headed	
toward	downtown	Juneau.		He	decided	to	spend	the	
night	in	a	room	Margie	had	in	the	back	of	her	



			

restaurant.		Since	she	sponsored	him	he	owed	her	an	
explanation.		He	hoped	that	Margie,	being	a	romantic	
would	say	he	won	a	greater	prize,	Sue	Brown’s	heart.	
	
				As	he	was	passing	through	Juneau,	he	saw	a	light	still	
burning	in	Chuck	Harris’s	Blacksmith	Shop.		He	tied	the	
team	to	a	stable	post	and	told	them	to	be	quit	and	rest.

	
“Johnny,	I	thought	you’d	be	in	Pine	Log	by	now,”	said	



			

Chuck	as	he	put	down	his	hammer.		Johnny	told	him	
what	had	happened	during	the	race.	
				“Well	how	is	she	now?”	asked	Chuck	as	wiped	his	
huge	hands	on	an	leather	apron.	
				“She’s	resting	at	Doc	Grace’s	house.		Doc	made	a	cast	
for	her	leg,	she	fell	down	a	crevasse	after	someone	
fiddled	with	markers.	
					‘Johnny,	if	you	add	what	happen	to	Sue	and	you	and	
what	happened	to	the	Sheriff,	we	got	big	problems	in	
Juneau.	
					“What	happened	to	Sheriff	Goldring?	Asked	Johnny.	
				“That’s	right,	you	wouldn’t	know.		He	was	called	out	
to	settle	a	claim	dispute	and	was	shot	dead,	he	never	
had	a	chance.		We	buried	him	yesterday.		Turns	out	one

	



			

Soapy’s	men	was	intimidating	a	miner.		The	Sheriff	was	
bringing	him	in	when	he	grabbed	his	rifle	and	shot	him.		
The	Deputy	killed	the	man.”	
					“That	does	it!		I’ve	made	up	my	mind.		To	hell	with	
the	race	for	Mayor.			What	this	city	needs	now	is	a	good	
Sheriff.		Could	you	start	up	a	petition	for	me,	Chuck?		I’m	
mad	as	hell	with	what	they	did	to	Sue	and	now	Sheriff	
Goldring	is	dead.		I’ve	been	a	preacher	man	a	good	part	
of	life	but	now	I	can’t	sit	around	waiting	for	the	other	
guy	to	fix	my	problems,”	said	Johnny.	
					‘Johnny,	you	must	be	crazy.		What	experience	do	you	
have	in	keeping	the	peace.		Why,	you	hate	guns!		How	
are	you	going	to	handle	all	the	rowdies,	Johnny,	that	
come	into	this	town?		And	that’s	not	counting	the	
prospectors	up	in	the	hills;	why	there’s	a	killing	or	two	
taking	place	everyday	up	there,”	said	Chuck	as	he	wiped	
grime	from	his	iron	work	on	his	apron.	
					“I’ll	get	me	some	good	men	as	deputies	but	when	I	
don’t	like	a	man	and	he	needs	to	be	brought	to	justice,	I	
like	to	look	him	in	the	face	before	I	disable	him	or	God		
forbid	have	to	kill	him.		I	have	a	Chinese	friend	who	
taught	me	the	art	of	Kung	Fu	in	college.		I’ve	never	had

	



			

to	use	it	before	because	I	am	a	peaceful	man	who	likes	
to	talk	things	out,	but	lately	the	bad	guys	have	been	
winning	too	much	and	this	once	beautiful	city	of	Juneau	
is	their	prize.		They	want	to	make	Juneau	their	personal	
piggy	bank.		They	aim	to	take	it	over	lock,	stock	and	
barrel	and	they’re	not	too	subtle	about	it,”	said	Johnny	
as	he	looked	down	at	his	hands	as	if	they	had	a	life	of	
their	own.	
					“I’ll	get	started	on	the	petition	right	away.		I	don’t	
give	you	much	of	a	chance	to	win	but	we’ll	see	what	
happens,”	said	Chuck.

	
										VOTE	JOHN	GREEN	BRADY	FOR	SHERIFF	
	



			

				“I’m	going	to	call	in	a	lot	of	favors	I	did	for	the	citizens	
of	Juneau.		The	prospectors	are	mostly	from	the	States	
just	like	me.		A	lot	of	them	don’t	vote,	but	I’ll	get	them	
out	in	droves.		I’m	leaving	now,	Chuck.		I’ve	got	to	break	
some	bad	new	to	Margie	Upak.		Get	those	petitions	filed	
and	posters	made.		We’ve	got	to	squeeze	in	a	lot	of	
campaigning	in	the	next	seven	days,”	said	Johnny.	
				“What	bad	news?	
				‘She	backed	me	in	the	race	to	Pine.		She	gave	me	the	
best	mush	team	and	larder	for	the	pit	stops.		I	guess	I	let	
her	down,”	said	Johnny.	
					“But	you’ll	get	$20,000	for	aiding	someone	in	
distress,”	said	Chuck.	
				“You’re	right,	I	almost	forgot.		At	least	I	can	give	
Margie	something.”		
				“Johnny,	you	know	Margie,	she	likes	you	and	her	heart	
is	made	of	gold.		Margie	never	makes	an	investment	that	
doesn’t	pay	off	in	the	end.		Reducing	crime	in	Juneau	is	
good	for	business.		I	know	a	good	deputy	you	can	
recruit.		The	Chef	there	was	teaching	some	students	
something	called	Karate.		It	was	amazing	to	watch.		A	
few	of	Soapy’s	gang	was	leaving	a	bar	and	watched	the	
demonstration.		They	said	they’d	like	to	show	him	the	
superiority	of	boxing.		All	four	of	them	rushed	the	Chef.		
They	were	out	cold	when	I	ran	to	the	back.		Funakoshi	is	
now	giving	classes	3	times	a	week	at	the	Knights	of	
Columbus	Hall	in	Juneau.		The	kids	say	Funakoshi	once	
held	off	80	men	during	a	riot	in	Chinatown.		He	was	
buying	vegetables	for	Margie	when	all	hell	broke	loose.		
The	mob	backed	down	when	5	men	suffered	broken	



			

bones.		You	need	to	make	him	Deputy,”	said	Chuck.	
“He’s	the	best	martial	artist	I’ve	ever	seen.”	
	
	
	
	

							
											FUNAKOSHI	TEACHING	STUDENTS	KARATE	



			

		“Can’t	wait	to	meet	him,	thanks	Chuck,”	said	Johnny	as	
he	got	up	to	leave	the	shop.		“Karate,”	he	mumbled	to	
himself	as	he	untied	the	dogs	and	mounted	the	sled.		
With	a	little	Kung	Fu	and	a	dash	of	Karate	I	think	we	
may	just	be	able	to	bring	some	order	to	the	territories,”	
thought	Johnny	as	the	team’s	barking	broke	the	silence	
of	the	cold,	white	night.	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	



			

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	

													CHAPTER	XIV	
	
	
				Mayor	Biggs	changed	his	mind	and	decided	to	run	one	
more	time	as	Mayor	when	Soapy	offered	him	$100,000.		
He	was	re-elected	in	a	landslide.		On	a	personal	level	
Mayor	Biggs	disliked	Soapy	Smith	immensely.		He	was	
uncouth,	foul-mouthed	and	reeked	of	whiskey.		The	fact	
that	he	shot	a	bullet	in	the	ceiling	while	Biggs	was	
outlining	his	campaign		plans		caused	great	anxiety	to	
the	distinguished	gathering	of	party	hacks	to	the	Juneau	
Free	Democratic	Convention.		His	words	were	etched	in	
Biggs	memory.	
				“Uh	Mayor	Biggs	you	can	desist	with	the	flowery	
oration	because	I’ll	be	telling	you	what	the	campaign	
plans	are.		Everyone	holding	a	claim	within	30	miles	of	
Juneau	City	will	be	paying	a	Prospector	Fee	of	10%	on	



			

all	their	earnings.		This	will	be	used	to	provide	roads	
and	sewerage	into	nearby	mountains	and	beyond.		Right		

	
boys!”	said	Soapy	turning	to	his	grimy	entourage	seated	
around	him.		“We’re	with	you,	Soapy!”	they	cried	out	in	
unison.		A	few	of	the	more	rambunctious	supporters	
raised	their	guns	and	were	about	to	fire	into	the	ceiling	



			

when	Soapy	cast	a	baleful	glance	their	way.

	
					SOAPYS	GANG	OUTSIDE	CITY	HALL	DURING	BREAK	
	
							“I’ll	be	leading	the	parade	here,	gentlemen.”	He	
shouted	as	he	drew	his	Colt.	45.		“From	now	on	you	
smelly	whiskey	laden	criminals	will	clean	up	your	act	or	
else!		The	citizens	of	Juneau	will	demand	no	less.		Isn’t	



			

that	right,	Mr.	Biggs!”		said	Soapy	as	his	entourage

	
quickly	holstered	their	guns	and	listened	to	Soapy’s	
every	word.	
				“You’re	correct	sir,”	said	a	cowering	Biggs.	
		“As	I	was	saying	in	my	campaign	speech,	the	citizens	of	
Juneau	will	demand	no	less	than	absolute	adherence	to	
my	campaign	plans,”	said	Soapy	in	a	booming	voice.		
“Isn’t	that	right,	Mayor	Biggs?”	said	Soapy	swinging	his	
Colt	revolver	towards	Biggs’s	direction.		“The	collection	
of	city	taxes	will	commence	on	the	2nd	of	January.		We	
want	the	citizens	to	have	a	Happy	New	Year.		The	
Prospector’s	fee	along	with	the	License	fees	for	all	
businesses	plus	a	Liquor	tax	will	be	due	at	the	end	of	
January.		Those	failing	to	pay	their	taxes	and	fees	by	
April	15th	will	be	sentenced	to	15	days	in	jail	as	a	wake-



			

up	call	that	there’s	a	new	administration	in	Juneau.		
Further	taxes	will	be	introduced	after	the	first	six	
months,”	Soapy	said.		“We’ll	be	building	new	roads,	
sewerage	and	sidewalks	and	the	citizenry	will	love	the	
improvements.”		The	citizens	present	in	the	Hall	
groaned	inwardly	knowing	that	a	corrupt	
administration	had	taken	control	of	Juneau.		And	that	
Soapy	planned	on	using	the	city	of	Juneau	as	his	own	
endless	well	of	funds	to	enrich	himself.	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	



			

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
								
	
	
	
	
	

												CHAPTER	XV	
	
	
						John	Brady	was	elected	Sheriff	by	the	slimmest	of	
margins,	edging	out	Racy	Williams,	the	former	sheriff	of	
Pine	Log	who	suddenly	appeared	in	Juneau	one	day	and	
announced	his	candidacy.		“I’m	formally	announcing	my	
candidacy	for	Sheriff	at	the	urging	of	the	honorable	and	
esteemed	Soapy	Smith.		I’ve	been	a	Democrat	all	my	life	
and	even	after	bringing	law	and	order	to	Pine	Log	I	felt	
it	was	my	duty	to	put	a	stop	to	the	violence	and	
chicanery	that	has	invaded	the	once	proud	city	of	
Juneau.		When	a	foreigner”	with	a	fancy	college	
education	announces	his	candidacy	as	Sheriff	I	was	



			

appalled	that	the	good	citizens	of	Juneau	would	even	
entertain	the	thought	that	a	Black	Irishman	could	
maintain	order	in	their	fair	city…”	
	
				It	looked	liked	Racey	Williams	was	going	to	win	until	
mush	drivers	returning	from	Pine	Log	revealed	that	
Racey	had	impregnated	two	young	widows,	left	bereft	
of	money	and	sympathy	after	their	prospector	
husbands	were	killed	by	Soapy’s	men	while	working	
their	claims.		Racey	had	befriended	Soapy	while	Soapy	
was	held	in	the	a	Pine	Log	jail	on	suspicions	of	being	
involved	in	the	killings.		When	Soapy	was	released	from	
jailed	the	headlines	read,	“Mayor	Apologizes	to	Mr.	
Smith	for	Wrongful	Jailing.		Smith	Donates	$100,000	
Toward	New	Jail.”		A	photo	shows	Soapy	handing	
$1000,000	in	gold	nuggets	to	the	mayor.		Racey	could	be	
seen	beaming	with	gratitude	at	the	benevolent	Mr.	
Soapy	Smith.																	
			SOAPY’S	GIFT	OF	GOLD	NUGGETS	TO	

	
MAYOR	TO	BUILD	A	NEW	JAIL	GETS	HIM	
					CELEBRATED	IN	NEWSPAPERS		



			

			Johnny	held	a	party	for	his	campaign	committee	at	Joe	
and	Millie	Paola’s	Italian	Restaurant.		In	seven	days	of	
intensive	campaigning,	Joe,	Millie,	Jim	Ewing,	Margie,	
Willie	Annue,	Sister	Thomas,	Jim	fenwick	and	Judge	
Brownstein	had	covered	the	city	in	a	non	stop	effort	to	
get	Johnny	elected	Sheriff.		In	three	days	they	got	the	
required	signatures	to	get	Johnny	placed	on	the	ballot.		
Johnny	knew	he’d	won	the	election	due	to	his	friend’s	
influence	in	the	community.		Each	held	a	position	of	
respect	in	the	community.		Wine	and	laughter	flowed	
freely	as	they	shared	experiences	while	campaigning.						
	
			The	aroma	of	pasta,	meatballs,	sausages	fills	the	air.	

	
							JOHNNY’S	ELECTION	COMMITTEE	MAKES	HIM			
																																		SHERIFF	OF	JUNEAU	



			

			Johnny	knew	he	had	to	do	something	about	the	
anarchy	and	lawlessness	that	existed	in	the	hills.		To	
realize	that	is	friends	had	reached	out	to	thousands	of	
prospectors	humbled	him.		Their	banter,	laughter	and	
social	commentary	on	conditions	in	the	outlying	areas	
gave	him	a	broader	picture	of	the	populace	he	was	
obligated	to	serve.		Johnny	got	up	and	made	a	toast	to	
his	friends	and	supporters.		A	crackling	fire	warmed	the	
room	while	a	waiter	serenaded	the	diners	with	song.	
	
	
							SUPPORTERS	CHEERED	JOHNNY’S	SPEECH		
																ABOUT	HIS	VISION	FOR	JUNEAU	

	 	



			

				“Millie	and	Joe	graciously	opened	their	bistro	on	this	
cold	and	frigid	night	to	celebrate	our	victory.		I	owe	
them	and	you	more	than	I	could	say.		For	is	truly	our	
victory.		You	felt	that	Juneau	deserves	better.		You	chose	
to	get	involved	and	not	let	the	bad	guys	take	over	this	
city.		I	started	my	run	for	Sheriff	over	the	outrages	
committed	against	Sue	Brown.		Sue	and	I	differed	about	
a	lot	of	issues,	but	the	one	thing	that	unites	us	is	our	
love	for	Juneau	and	its	future.		We	are	going	to	make	
Juneau	a	peaceful	city.		The	people	have	made	a	decision	
and	I’m	going	to	carry	out	their	wished.		I’ve	picked	my	
deputies	and,	starting	tomorrow	we	are	going	into	
training.		Funakoshi,	Margie’s	Chef	is	an	expert	in	the	
martial	arts.		He	has	agreed	to	teach	us	the	ancient	art	of	
self	defense	called	Karate.		Huang,	an	old	friend	of	mine,	
is	returning	from	San	Francisco	with	a	man	skilled	in	
Kung	Fu.		There	are	too	many	bullets	flying	around	
Juneau.		We	need	a	return	to	unarmed	combat.		We	will	
set	the	example	by	enforcing	the	law	with	strength	that	
God	gave	us.		That	means	we	gotta	be	stronger	and	
quicker	than	the	bad	guys,”	said	Johnny.	
				“Hold	on,	Johnny!		How	long	do	you	think	you’ll	last	
when	a	Colt	.45	slug	comes	tearing	into	your	heart?		It’s	
nice	to	have	ideals	and	want	to	set	an	example	but	you	
gotta	live	in	the	real	world,	Johnny.		An	unarmed	Sheriff	
won’t	last	three	days	here	in	Juneau.		The	gun	rules	in	
the	hills.		That’s	the	only	law	there	is,”	said	Jim	Ewing,	
speaking	from	his	seven	years	of	police	service	as	a	
Canadian	Mountie.	
	



			

	
	
						I	didn’t	say	we	won’t	defend	ourselves.		If	shot	at,	
we’ll	deliver	a	crushing	blow	to	the	perpetrator.		We’ll	
discourage	the	use	of	firearms	by	not	wearing	them	
ourselves.		Our	demeanor	when	dealing	with	hostile	and	
aggressive	men	will	be	not	to	upset	them	further,	but	to	
encourage	them	to	settle	their	difference	peacefully.	
					“Johnny,	are	we	living	in	the	same	city?		It’s	a	jungle	
out	there.		Why	just	the	other	day,	outside	our	
restaurant,	a	prospector	from	the	hills	was	shot	dead.		
Some	disagreement	over	a	card	game,	I	think,”	said	Joe	
paoli,	brushing	his	hair	back	with	his	hand	as	he	
recalled	the	scene	of	a	man	dying	in	agony,	calling	out	
the	name	of	his	wife	or	girlfriend.		The	sense	of	
hopelessness	he	felt	as	he	tried	to	stem	the	flow	of	



			

blood	from	a	gaping	wound	would	remain	with	him	
forever.	
						“That’s	the	very	thing	I’m	talking	about.		Too	much	of	
that	occurs	in	Juneau.		Now	with	Soapy	controlling	
Mayor	Biggs,	things	will	get	worse.		Too	many	orphans	
walk	our	street	and	are	living	in	terrible	conditions,	
their	Fathers	being	buried	on	Dawson	Hill,	victims	of	
being	on	the	losing	side	of	a	gunfight,	some	just	plain	
ambushed,	their	killers	never	found.		I	am	to	put	a	stop	
to	it	and	we	can	succeed	if	we	try	a	new	strategy;	a	
strategy	that	has	met	success	in	the	Orient.		My	friend	
Huang,	the	tailor	told	me	a	story	that	I’ve	never	
forgotten,”	said	Johnny.	
	
					“About	six	hundred	years	ago	in	China	there	lived	an	
emperor	who	decreed	that	the	populace	must	never	be	
armed,	he	was	afraid	of	being	overthrown.		He	wanted	
his	soldiers	to	be	the	only	ones	in	possession	of	arms	so	
that	his	family	would	rule	forever.		He	raided	the	
peoples	houses	and	businesses	and	took	away	anything	
that	looked	like	a	weapon.		The	emperor	proved	to	be	a	
cruel	tyrant	who	terrorized	the	people.		Opposition	to	
his	rule	came	from	an	unlikely	place.		In	a	Shaolin	
temple,	tucked	away	in	the	mountains,	a	Buddist	nun	
named	Lee	Shon	developed	Kung	Fu,	a	martial	art	based	
on	the	teachings	of	martial	arts	masters	of	her	times,	
many	who	were	Buddist	monks.		Requiring	only	the	use	
of	hands	and	feet,	speed	and	quickness,	it	soon	proved	
to	be	lethal	and	very	practical.		Devoid	of	weapons	to	
respond	to	the	cruelty	of	the	emperor,	Lee	taught	the	



			

people	how	to	turn	ordinary	farm	implements	into	
weapons	utilizing	Kung	Fu	motions	and	defensive	
principles.		Within	five	years	the	farmers	overthrew	the	
emperor	and	his	vast	well	armed	army	in	a	mass	
uprising.		Kung	Fu	aided	in	the	establishment	of	a	more	
benevolent	rule	and	soon	took	on	a	spiritual	property	
because	it	had	defeated	the	forces	of	evil	in	feudal	
China.		Kung	Fu	still	retains	that	spiritual	aura

	
KUNG	FU	TAUGHT	BY	A	BUDDIST	NUN	OVERTHREW	A	
										CRUEL	TYRANT	WHO	RULED	AS	EMPEROR	



			

Today	and	legends	have	grown	around	the	masters	who	
practice	it	and	promote	its	use.		It	builds	character	and	
self-discipline,	traits	sorely	needed	in	Juneau	today.”	
			“So	you	are	saying	weapons	are	all	around	us,	we	just	
need	to	think	about	it?		How	about	a	demonstration	of	
its	effectiveness,	Johnny”	said	Willie	Annue	as	he	rose	
from	the	table	and	withdrew	a	long	fish	knife,	concealed	
in	his	coat.		“How	could	you	handle	someone	coming	at	
you	with	baby,”	asked	Willie	smiling.		“You’d	have	to	
run,	wouldn’t	you,	Johnny?		He	laughed	as	he	returned		

	
the	knife	to	its	sheath	and	sat	down.	
				“Maybe	a	demonstration	is	needed	to	convince	you,”	
said	Johnny	as	he	moved	toward	Willie.		They	cleared	
several	tables	and	chairs	and	created	an	open	space	



			

fifteen	feet	square.		The	guest	looked	on	in	anticipation,	
not	knowing	that	Johnny	had	studied	the	martial	arts	
for	4	years	while	at	Yale.		“Now	Willie,	come	at	me	with	
the	knife.		Don’t	hold	back.		I	won’t	hurt	you	but	I’ll	
disarm	you	quickly.”	
					“Are	you	sure,	Johnny?		I’m	pretty	good	with	this	
baby.		Been	in	a	couple	of	scraps	in	my	life.”	
						“O.K,	Willie,	lets	do	it.”	
					
					Willie	lunged	toward	Johnny.		Johnny	feigned	a	kick	
toward	Willie’s	knife	hand	that	caused	Willie	to	draw	
back	momentarily.		In	an	instant	he	was	in	close.		His	
left	hand	circled	Willie’s	knife	hand	at	the	wrist.		His	
right	hand	deliver	three	quick	light	blows	to	Willie’s	
face	and	disorientated	him.		Johnny	gave	a	twist	to	
Willie’s	knife	hand,	the	knife	fell	to	the	floor	and	Willie	
whirled	past	Johnny	sprawled	face	first	on	the	floor.	
	
					The	assorted	guest	clapped	in	amazement	at	the	
speed	and	effectiveness	of	the	lightning	moves	they	had	
just	witnessed.		From	the	time	Willie	lunged	and	landed	
face	first	on	the	floor,	less	than	two	seconds	had	
elapsed.		Johnny	helped	Willie	to	his	feet,	apologizing	
for	his	fall.		“I	meant	to	keep	you	on	your	feet	but	your	
momentum	was	strong,”	said	Johnny	as	he	checked	
Willie’s	wrist.	
				“Johnny,	that	was	great!		How’s	it	done?		It	was	so	
quick	and	done	with.		I	wanted	to	scare	you	by	cutting	a	
few	buttons	from	your	shirt,	suddenly	I	was	on	the	
floor.		It	works,	you	convinced	me,”	said	Willie	as	he	



			

retrieved	his	knife	and	sat	down.

		
				“That’s	O.K.	when	you	are	dealing	with	knives	and	
people	up	close,	but	how	do	you	handle	men	with	
firearms?”	asked	Sargeant	Fenwick	as	he	removed	his	
Colt	.45	it	barrel	facing	the	ceiling.		“The	hills	are	filled	
with	men	with	firearms	and	hot	tempers.		We’ve	even	
had	a	few	shootouts	here	in	town,	at	the	saloons	and	
even	duels	in	the	street.		Old	Betsey	here	is	my	best	
protection	when	the	lead	starts	flying	around,”	said	
Fenwick	as	he	caressed	the	barrel	of	his	.45	and	
holstered	it.	
				“There	is	no	getting	around	it,	Jim.		Some	situations	
will	absolutely	require	firearms.		My	intention	is	to	
reduce	their	use	to	a	minimum	by	not	resorting	to	their	



			

use.		If	a	man	comes	to	Juneau,	and	wants	to	shoot	up	
the	place,	we’re	going	to	discourage	it.			
	
	
IF	YOU	ENJOYED	PART	ONE	OF	THIS	ONLINE	BOOK	
STAYED	TUNED	FOR	PART	TWO.		IT	WILL	BE	ONLINE	
IN	THE	NEAR	FUTURE.	
	
	

	

   The Great Hunger in Ireland (1845-1852)
            And Its Leagacy in America
       The Orphan Train Era (1853-1929)

by Tom Riley


