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cessfully solve all these problems and get your cabin all built, you’ll 
be rewarded with complete solitude . . . if that is what you really 
want. It is possible to get too remote within Alaska, in that you’ll 
be a very long way from supply centers with no way but air travel 
to get there.

This overlay map shows just how big Alaska really is. From Ketchikan 
to the tip of the Aleutians spans the distance from Florida to 
California, and it’s as tall as from Texas to North Dakota. Most of 
Alaska has no roads whatsoever.

I don’t claim to be an expert on Alaskan survival conditions. 
However, I know a helluva lot more now than I did some years 
ago when I was sitting on my duff in Denver, having never seen 
Alaska. There is only so much one can learn from books, first-
hand experience being the better teacher. Much of what I have to 
say in this book is based on the premise of solitary living. I moved 
to Alaska alone, with no family. You may settle in an area where 
there are many close neighbors to help you out. I got lots of help 
from my few neighbors, though I didn’t plan on it. I think that 
any preparations you make to come and live in the north should 
be based on being as self-sufficient as possible, within your group. 



More Cookie  •  205

pounce. We did this for some minutes, the closest we’ve 
come to playing.

Often in my long walks looking for game on the surrounding 
ridges and valleys I’d look for his tracks to see if he had maybe been 
there. Often he had. Across the river to the south a long ridge ran paral-
lel to the river. I walked it many times, and always saw the tracks of my 
friend there. That area became Cookie’s Ridge, and a small lake behind 
it is Cookie’s Lake, which is not far from Ray’s Lake, which I had 
named a decade before while trapping, much as many of our western 
place names were bestowed by early trappers. One night at dusk I was 
walking home from a scouting trip, coming down the road toward 
the cabin from the west, head hung low, dejected about everything. I 
looked up, and here came Cookie up the road to meet me, happy as a 
lark, bouncing, and as friendly as could be. I had just dewormed him, 
and he was feeling pretty good. He raised my spirits immensely. In fact 
he did that every time I saw him. I can’t thank him enough for having 
pulled me out of the dregs of depression so many times.

Part of my old trapline and some hiking trails from red Cabin. My 
trapline ran about 100 miles.
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A closer view of the location of red Cabin shows Cookie’s ridge 
and ray’s and Cookie’s Lakes to the south of it.

Yes, I dewormed him. I took a stool sample to a vet in town 
and had it analyzed, and when the girl there asked me what type of 
dog I had, I mumbled something. But she really needed to know, 
and also how much he weighed, so I explained to her the medicine 
was not exactly for a dog. She could hardly stop giggling as she 
gave me what I needed. It turned out to be the correct dosage, and 
my little friend quickly became as happy as I’d ever seen him. He 
never did his business near the house. I had to search long and hard 
for the sample to take to town. But after he got rid of his worms he 
left me some good evidence in the road right in front of the cabin 
to show me the bugs were all gone.




