FILLING THE CACHE TO THE BRIM

- Unalakleet villagers

-rediscover the ancient tradition of ice-fishing, bringing home sled

loads of fresh trout.
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Paradise of the North-
Unalakleet Folks Busy Icefishing

By EMILY IVANORE BROWN

Unalakleet was  once  the
largest Eskimo wvillage on the
Seward Peminsula of the North-
west coast of the Bering Sea.
It s located on o wide sandspit
of the Unalakleet River.  Tis
mouth serves as an entrance and

outlet to the infand  wvalley
where muany kinds ol Jishes
spawn.  Similarly, the valley is

traversed by o meandering path
to make a way for the swarming
fish and land animals  during
the winter and summer.

No wonder, Dr. Carl O. Lind,
a medical doctor, descnibed the
Unalakleet area as an ideal site

tor a settlement when he st
came and hived there in 1902;
he named 1t a “Paradise ot the
North.”

So too,  the tust Inupak
chief, a magrant leader wath s
followers, —as they emigrated
southward trom the Northern
Alaska, “settfed at Unalakleet,
The Unahik Esknao village: since
that ime his people survived on
the countless variety ot tishes
and land anmmals. Today the
place s sull a Paradise ot the
North,  however, during  the
summer much of the salmon s
is sold to the Jupanese buyers.

Durmg the fall and winter,
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Unalakleet Iceﬁshing for Trout...

(Continued from page 1)

the smaller fish (trout, ling-cod
and  white fish) are available.
the tomcods and smelts spawn
in January and are accessible at
the mouth of the river. In
addition, the grayling and trout
congregate in the deepest part of
a river which s usually located
above the ford bencath  the
high bank. :

Lvery able person goes tishing
through the river with s snow-
go vehicles. During the week-
ends, the protessionals and other
workers in town then
otfices and spend the two dayvs
m the wilderness. Most of the
people have turmshed Tog cabins

It anvone Lo
marned durmg the weekend he

leave

wishes et

would not be able 1o find the
C.S. Commussioner i town un-
fess he had been nontied
carhier. Just betore | lett, one
such official. Lowell Anagick.,
and s wile Betty caught 30
trout by jigghing then hooks

through the e porthole.

How in the dickens did they
sense that there are trout i the
ice capsules of the niver?  This
Wea ol knowing where to focate
survival tood iy a traditional
heritage. Wilfred  Ryan and
his wife Eva. nee Eva lvanoft
last year  discovered  this for-
‘gotten method of fishing.  One
day then came honve with a sled
load of fresh trout: immediately,
the news swept over  every
housetop like Santa Claus™ visit
within a span of a few hours.

Next  morming, on Sunday,
there was a caravan of snow-
gos milling around the slowest
driver neading toward the fishing
grounds.  On and on, everyday,
Unalakleet fishermen filled then
cacnes 1o the brim. Of course
the white-collar professionals
may have had to buy fresh trout
to grace their tables.  When |
came home to Unalakleet I had
fresh trout morning, noon and
night.

I reminisced about similar
fishing cxpeditions my parents
and others had done fifty years
ago at Shaktoolik, Alaska, a vill-
age 28 miles west of Unalakleet.
Traveling by dog teams instead
of snow-gos, they fished from
the ice mounds i which many
trout hibernate. At Unalakleet
the news caused excitement.

I heard from my friends that
the husbands and  their wives
had quarrels every morning over
who would use the snow-go tor
fishing. I'm pretty sure some of
the wives had the first prefer-
ence and did not come home
for several days then living in
their own cabins. 1 think 1
would do the same thing if I had
the chance.

Well my son ) eonard
tried to persuade me to stay
home, but I always had my own
way. | went fishing wearing
everybody’s boots, pants, and
underwear and fur mittens. 1
must have weighed about 200
pounds because 1 couldn’t walk
straight over the snow banks.
I wobbled down to the ice-table
and was given an opening (hole)
and a box to lay my bulk down.

My niece Eva Ryan who was
fishing near me hooked all the
fish, it seems; do you know why?
Because | couldn’t tell whether
the sinelts were hitched onto my
hook or not so I must have
jiggled them off. I blame the
bearskin mittens | wore. They
made me feel like a hibernating
bear, so I took them off and
when I jiggled my hook again,
I began to catch the weightless
smelts.
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Thereafter, Eva caught
smelts and 1 caught 25.
ternperature registered at
below zero that day and regard-
less of its impact on me, I did
not get too cold. It was a
beautiful experience
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HOOK THROUGH

AN 1CEL PORTHOLE A

youngster catches a fau share of trout, hng cod, whitefish, and

smelt.
heacted for the fishing grounds

Weekends see the entire village turn out on snow-qos,
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Ihe rest of the week my
family ceased to tuss over me
and this gave me lots of physical
exercise which aftected my ap
petite. I owould car twice
much and besides my fnends
would serve Chiistmas cookies
and frut cake or Eskimo lee
cream. b gamed ten pounds in
two weeks but the food rasted
so good, all fresh food  nght
from the cache of the wilder-
ness.

A visttor never gets bored
our village. There is something
going on every day and night
of the Christmas week. Tty
amazing how the people  get
around in therr village: blizzard
or cold spell doesn’t keep them
at home. The young people had
winter games, and [ guess you
could call 1t an imitative Eskimo
testival. - The spactous Covenant
e Gymnasium housed particr-
pants and their puests. Eskie
mos never worry about the pass-
g of the tme. The games
lasted until 4:00 A M.

The next day of the blizzard,
wind blowing at 45-50 miles an
hour did not alter the Mayor’s
plan of a business meeting.Since
it was to be an important politi-
cal one, most of the people at-
tended. I asked my son, Leon-
ard, “Did the people walk over
to the Junior High School (a
distance of % of a mile from the
center of the village)?™ “Snow-
gos, Mom, the place was just
packed.”

Every mid-winter, the people
vote for their councilmen and a
mayor.  This year a turn-over
sprouted by voting for the wom-
en leaders: Agnes Baptists, nee
Agnes Ivanoff, President; Mrs.
Pleasant, Secretary: and Mrs.
Isabelle Millet, Treasurer. Their
former President, Frank Degnan,
received ten points less than a
lady opponent.  This is not a
disgraceful step down for Frank
because he has done very well
in the past.

He promoted and motivated
his people’s awareness of what
of what leadership means: polit-
ically, he paved the way as 1o
how, when and what the polit-
ical techniques have been and are
associated with, and what and
how the cooperative political
body can achieve power and
appraise their econontic needs

KN

and himally make judements on
the local problems

Thiough Degnan’s know-how
- techmeal management, Unala
Kleet has had some improve-
ments made One area was
housig. Bureau ot Indian At-
faes successtully mstgated  q
housig program tor the native
people i the Fskimo commum
nes. heowas aplan by which
people built thewr own houses
and not only was 1t a suceesstul
centure, butt was an education
al pursuit, especially i carpen-
try.

The women of the village had~
a large part i erecting the pack-
aged hoases. Wihale ther hus-
bands and sons went fishing,
they did the pamting and other
kinds of fimshings i a coopera
tive tashion. They were pad 1o
domng manual jobs as well Last
tall when cach mother moved
nto her new home, Tam pretty
sure a house-warmimg ot a cup of
tea and cookies were served, and
they talked tor hours ot thenr
expernience.

This project covers three gen-
erations: from an igloo dwelling:
next, a change of housing to a
log cabin; and most recently (o4
conventional type of a home

The physical structure of a
building will Tive through an cra
of fifty or sixty years. But n
contrast, the Eskimo, Indian and
Aleut hentage will stand forever
in the hearts of the first inhabi-
tants of our great land.  And
finally, only God can rebuild
man’s spiritual agpect



