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5

Prologue

Salish Sea on board the City of Canton
May 1909

William Reed, Bill to his friends and family, stood 
at the rail of the ship and watched the distant 
storm move in. He worried about his sister-in-

law, Amelia, who was eight and a half months pregnant and 
sleeping soundly in her cabin below. She had struggled with 
nausea throughout her pregnancy, and the rocking motion 
made it all the worse. Thankfully, their trip was only another 
day, then they’d reach Seattle.

Bill’s brother, Wallace, was somewhere on the ship, no 
doubt ministering to a lost soul. He had been beside himself 
as to how he might help Amelia. She had finally told him to 
do what he did best—go share the Gospel. Wallace hadn’t 
hesitated.

Bill had to smile at the thought of his brother preaching 
to the customers of the City of  Canton. They might very 
well have a full-on revival meeting before reaching Seattle.

When his brother had determined that God was calling 
him to minister to the people in Alaska, Bill had eagerly 
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gone along. As a botanist, Bill knew Alaska would provide 
an entirely new classroom for him to explore. That had been 
nine years ago, and the experience had been marvelous. Bill 
had even managed to secure a contract to furnish a New 
York publisher with a book on Alaskan vegetation. That was 
the biggest reason Bill was returning to Seattle. He wanted 
to send his completed manuscript to the publisher and be 
able to more easily communicate with them regarding a new 
project he had in mind.

Wallace and Amelia were heading to Seattle to ensure 
Amelia had the best medical care possible for the delivery 
of her baby. The pregnancy had been difficult for her. After 
nine years of longing for a child, Amelia’s pregnancy had 
been fraught with worries. The final straw that convinced 
them to go to Seattle was the worries of the midwife. The 
baby had still not turned. A breech delivery would be dan-
gerous, and given Amelia’s petite frame, the older woman 
wasn’t even sure Amelia could pass a child safely. It had been 
a grave concern to all.

“I thought that was you,” Wallace said, joining Bill at the 
rail.

“I was just watching the storm move in. I keep hoping it 
might shift to the far north and leave us and this part of the 
ocean undisturbed.”

Wallace glanced in the direction of the dark, heavy line of 
clouds. “The waters are already picking up the effects. The 
waves are building higher.”

“Victoria isn’t that far off,” Bill said. “I wonder if we might 
reroute to dock there for safety.”

“I have no idea. I’m sure the captain must know what he’s 
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doing,” Wallace said, his face taking on a look of concern. 
“I don’t suppose he would willingly risk our lives.”

“No, I’m sure he wouldn’t.”
The ship lurched, and the waves seemed to grow almost 

instantly. Bill grabbed hold of the rail, as did Wallace. The 
storm front seemed to pick up speed and race toward them.

“I suppose I should get below and see how Amelia is 
doing,” Wallace said. “I know the storm will scare her. She’s 
been such a good sport about everything, but this will be a 
bit too much.”

“She’s a good woman, Wallace. You’re blessed that God 
gave you such a wife. I wish He’d see fit to provide one for 
me.”

“He will in time.” Wallace reached out and touched Bill’s 
shoulder. “I know He has someone special for you. Someone 
who will love the things you love and be a good helpmate 
for you.”

“I pray you’re right. This loneliness is starting to eat me 
alive. I can only bury myself in my studies for so long before 
the longing threatens to suffocate me.”

A new voice interrupted their conversation. “Well, well. 
If it isn’t the man who killed my brother.”

Bill and Wallace turned to find Grady Masterson stand-
ing a few feet away. They’d been on this ship for days, but 
Bill hadn’t known that Grady was on board too. This was a 
most unpleasant surprise.

Wallace released his hold on Bill and crossed his arms. 
“You know full well that your brother was responsible for 
his own hanging. Had he not killed that man, he would never 
have had to face his own demise.”

“And had you not spoken up and told the court you wit-
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nessed him committing murder, he would have walked away 
unscathed,” Masterson replied. He stepped closer to get 
right in Wallace’s face.

Bill could smell the liquor on the man’s breath and put 
his hand out to separate the two. “Come off it, Masterson. 
What’s done is done, and as sorry as I am that you’ve lost 
someone dear to you, I won’t stand here and let you pick a 
fight with my brother.”

“He deserves to suffer like I have. Like my brother did. 
You both deserve to die.”

The wind picked up, and a light rain began to fall. Bill 
noted that the storm was nearly upon them. “We should get 
inside. The seas are growing rougher, and the storm is only 
going to get worse.”

“That’s nothing to me. I’d just as soon the sea swallow 
you whole.” Grady’s eyes narrowed. “Somehow I’m going to 
make you suffer the same kind of pain I suffered as I watched 
poor Avery hang.”

“Grady,” Wallace began, “you need to turn your life over 
to God and trust that He will show you a better way. You 
and your brother too long relied upon anger and violence to 
resolve your problems. Threatening me isn’t going to bring 
you any satisfaction. Revenge seldom ever serves a satisfying 
purpose, but putting your faith in God will make you whole. 
You’ll know the peace that passeth understanding.”

The rain came in a deluge, and Bill grabbed Wallace’s 
arm. “Let’s get inside. Amelia will need you.”

The ship rose sharply as the wind blew stronger. The 
shoreline of tiny islands appeared dangerously close. Bill 
feared the ship might be tossed onto the land at any moment. 
He looked at Masterson. “Surely you must see the danger.”
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“I was born for danger,” Grady yelled above the roar of 
the wind.

The ship was tossed back and forth as waves crashed over 
the railing. Bill pulled at Wallace’s arm but lost his grip. Then 
Bill felt the ship hit something firm. He imagined rocks tear-
ing at the hull and the ship filling with water.

Without warning the ship’s whistle blew loud and steady, 
and everything seemed to happen at once. Several crew mem-
bers appeared and yelled instructions. “Find your life vests. 
The ship is taking on water, and we must get everyone to 
the lifeboats.”

Wallace and Bill pushed past Grady and headed below to 
their cabins. Bill grabbed his life vest and boxed manuscript 
and headed to Wallace and Amelia’s cabin next door. Amelia 
was already trussed up in her vest, and Wallace was tying 
the straps over her expanded abdomen.

“Bill, get Amelia to the lifeboats and see that she’s safe. 
I’m going to see if there are others who need help.”

“No, Wallace, stay with me. I’m so scared,” Amelia 
begged.

He took hold of her face and pressed a quick kiss on her 
lips. “Bill will see that you’re safe. Now be brave. You have 
to do this for the protection of our unborn child. I’ll join 
you as soon as possible.”

She nodded, but Bill could see the fear in her eyes. “Come 
with me, Amelia.” Bill put his arm around her. “Wait, where’s 
your coat? It’s quite cold outside, and the rain will only serve 
to make it colder.”

Amelia pointed to where her coat lay atop the bed. Bill 
grabbed it. “We’ll see you at the boats, Wallace.”

“I’ll be there.” Wallace exited the cabin first.
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Bill shifted the manuscript and then took hold of Amelia’s 
arm. This way he’d have a solid grip. “Let’s go.”

They headed out of the cabin and into the chaos. People 
were yelling, some screaming. Many of the women were 
sobbing and clinging to whomever was closest. Bill knew it 
wasn’t going to be easy to navigate through the mob, but he 
kept pushing forward with Amelia affixed to his side.

The ship was listing by the time they got on deck. It was 
easy to see that it was sinking fast. Bill directed Amelia to 
the nearest lifeboat and saw her safely seated despite the 
massive waves moving everything like toys.

A crewman took hold of Bill’s arm. “It’s women and chil-
dren first. We’ll board the men in a moment.”

Bill nodded and fought against the wind. “Amelia, take 
this. It’s my manuscript. Keep it safe for me.”

“Where are you going?” she cried, her eyes wide in fear. 
“Come with me.”

“I can’t just yet. It’s women and children first. Besides, I 
must try to help the others. There’s a lot of confusion, and 
some of the people might not make it if someone doesn’t 
intercede for them.”

“But Wallace is already out there. Can’t you stay and let 
him manage? I don’t want to be alone.”

Bill shook his head. “You’re never alone, Amelia. God is 
with you, even now. You know that.” He noted the number 
of the lifeboat. Number five.

She nodded and lowered her face. Bill wrapped her coat 
around her shoulders as the wind slammed icy rain against 
them. “Keep this on. I’ll be back as soon as possible.”

He didn’t look back. He knew he’d never be able to leave 
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her if he did. She had become such a precious sister to him. 
It took everything he had to walk away.

Up ahead an elderly woman was knocked to the ground 
as the ship shifted again. Several people ran right over her 
as they hurried for the lifeboats. Bill reached her and helped 
her to her feet. “Let me help get you to the lifeboats.”

She nodded, but the dazed look on her face left no doubt 
that she was more than a little confused. Bill helped her 
reach the boats, then handed her over to a crewmember who 
helped her from there.

“Women and children first,” he told Bill.
“I understand. I’m just trying to help get them here.”
He took off and hurried down the deck to find the next 

person who needed assistance.
The entire situation took less than twenty minutes. Bill 

was surprised at how quickly the ship lost buoyancy and 
how fierce the storm remained. The crew called for men to 
board the lifeboats just as Bill spotted Wallace. He grabbed 
his brother by the arm.

“Come on. The ship has only seconds left, and we need 
to get the lifeboats away from the ship.”

Wallace nodded and joined Bill as they climbed into the 
nearest lifeboat. “Where’s Amelia? Why didn’t you stay with 
her?”

“I couldn’t. It was just women and children at that point. 
Besides, I had to help—just as you were doing.”

“Yes, but you left her alone? What boat is she in? Where 
are they?”

“She is in boat five. I’m not sure where they are, but they 
are likely already in the water.”

Wallace nodded as they moved away from the City of 
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Canton. The moonless night offered no comfort as the lights 
went out on the ship and she slipped beneath the black roil-
ing water.

It was the next morning before they were picked up by 
other ships. An American ship picked up some of the sur-
vivors, including Bill and Wallace. A Canadian ship picked 
up some of the remaining lifeboats.

Bill and Wallace searched among the survivors for Amelia, 
but she was nowhere to be found.

“What boat was she on?” a crew member asked, checking 
a clipboard of names.

“Boat five,” Bill replied before his brother could speak.
The crewman looked up. His expression was grim. “I’m 

sorry. I hate to be the one to tell you this, but that boat and 
two others rolled over, and the people were lost.”

Wallace grabbed the man. “What did you say?”
“I said that boat five and its passengers were lost in the 

storm. We might never recover the bodies, but if your wife 
was on that boat . . . I’m afraid she’s dead.”
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1

Seattle, Washington 
July 1909

I don’t know why you think being a Camera Girl is such 
a great job,” Rosemary Connors told Eleanor. “You 
have to walk miles and miles every day—rain or shine, 

not to mention be in the middle of that deafening expo.”
Outside, the morning traffic was starting to get noisy. 

Given their little apartment was in one of the busiest areas, 
it sometimes seemed as if  the entire city was suddenly in 
their front room.

Eleanor Bennett laughed and closed the living room’s 
single window. “But I love the expo. The Alaska-Yukon-
Pacific Exposition has so many great exhibits. I doubt I’ll 
ever get through all of  them, but it’s a wonderful place 
to be. And I love being outside and meeting new people. 
But best of  all, they have the most extraordinary flower 
arrangements. They’ve planted hundreds of thousands of 
plants, and it’s beautiful. I’ve taken so many pictures of 
them for myself that I have to be careful not to spend more 
than I earn.”
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Her roommate shook her head. “I still think you’d be hap-
pier working in an office like I do. You already know how to 
type, and I could get you a job where you could sit instead 
of walk.”

“But I love walking. I’m not like you, Rosemary. I love 
being outside and walking. I’m not happy cooped up inside. 
And don’t worry. I wasn’t serious about spending more than 
I earn. I get a huge discount for the film I use. You know I’m 
saving everything I can for my fall classes at the University 
of Washington.”

“That’s another thing. Why are you bothering to go to 
college? Why not just go to work for a nursery or botanist 
if  you want to study flowers and such? I’m sure someone 
would hire you to work with them, especially since you can 
type.” Rosemary studied the stocking she’d been working 
to mend, then resumed her stitching.

“I know I can’t afford to go to college full-time, but if I 
just take a few classes, then I would be even more valuable 
to someone hiring me on. Besides, attending the university 
sounds like fun. Maybe I’ll even meet a botanist there.”

“I suppose it’s possible.” Rosemary finished her sewing 
and rose. “I need to hurry, or I’ll be late to work.”

“Me too,” Eleanor said, shoving the last bits of toast into 
her mouth. “I’ll see you tonight.” She grabbed up her satchel 
and headed for the door. “Have a great time typing.”

“Have fun walking,” Rosemary giggled and called back.
Eleanor chuckled and headed down the flight of stairs 

to the building’s outside door. She really liked Rosemary. 
From the moment Eleanor had answered her ad in the news-
paper for a roommate, Eleanor had enjoyed Rosemary’s no-
nonsense attitude. All her life Eleanor had enjoyed a sort of 
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discernment about people who let her know up front if they 
were friend or foe, and Rosemary was definitely a friend.

Outside, the sunshine brought an immediate smile to El-
eanor’s face. It might rain this afternoon, as it often did, but 
for now everything was beautiful and bright. She prayed it 
would remain that way. It was hard to explore around the 
lake when it was pouring rain.

Making her way to the trolley, Eleanor hummed her favor-
ite hymn, “What a Friend We Have in Jesus.” It always made 
her smile to think of Jesus not only as her savior but also 
her friend. She boarded the trolley and continued humming 
softly as they made their way to the expo.

How blessed I am. I have this wonderful opportunity to 
work at an international fair and meet new people, plus 
get paid for it. Eleanor giggled, and the man sitting next to 
her looked over and smiled. She returned his smile. “It’s a 
beautiful day, isn’t it?”

The man nodded. “It is that. Are you heading out to see 
the exposition?”

“I work there as a Camera Girl,” Eleanor replied. “We 
take photographs of the people attending the fair, and if 
they like them, they buy them as a souvenir. Are you going 
to the fair as well?”

“After a fashion. I’m one of the doctors who works there. 
We handle those who get sick or injured at the fair.”

“Oh, that’s wonderful. God bless you in your work. You 
are a very important part of the exposition. People should 
be very grateful for you.”

“Fortunately, most do not even know I exist unless they 
have problems. It’s probably best that way.” He smiled. “I’ll 
have to consider having my picture taken.”
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“Or buying a camera. The new Brownie cameras are quite 
a good deal. They take wonderful pictures and are very easy 
to operate. We’re selling them at Fisher Photography. You 
should stop in. Just tell them Eleanor sent you. We get a 
commission on each camera we sell.”

He chuckled. “Very well, Miss Eleanor. If  I manage to 
make it over, I’ll be sure they know you sent me.”

Eleanor smiled and nodded enthusiastically before she 
turned her attention to the passing scenery. It was going to 
be a wonderful day. She just knew it.

At the gate, large crowds were already gathered to gain 
entrance as soon as the expo opened at eight o’clock. Eleanor 
presented her badge and was admitted without difficulty, 
although a few people called out protests.

“It’s the same every morning, eh?” she mentioned to one 
of the gate guards.

Most of the gate people recognized her long red curls flow-
ing out from under her Camera Girl straw boater. She wore 
the regular uniform of a black skirt and long-sleeved white 
blouse with the high neckline. It definitely identified her as 
being a Camera Girl, even without her camera.

Fisher Photography was her first stop. She stepped inside 
to find several of her coworkers already preparing for the 
day.

“Hello all,” she said, smiling. “It’s a beautiful day for tak-
ing pictures.”

“That’s certainly true,” Pearl Fisher commented. “How 
are you today, Eleanor?”

“Very good. It’s just so pretty. As we made our way here 
on the trolley, I couldn’t help but thank God for my bless-
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ings. Flowers are blooming, and the berries are ripening. It’s 
all just about perfect.”

“I thought so too,” Mary Appleton replied. “I love the 
summer here.”

Bertha Michaels agreed. “It’s the best of times. Great for 
getting on the water. We were invited to go boating with 
some friends last night. It was such a grand time.”

“How are you feeling, Mrs. Fisher?” Mary asked the ex-
pectant mother.

“I’m doing very well, thank you. The baby should join us 
toward the end of September and can’t come soon enough 
for me. We’ve long anticipated being parents, and here I am 
at forty-five, and finally it’s coming true.”

“You’ll make a great mother,” Bertha said, picking up one 
of the cameras. “You mother all of us perfectly.”

The girls laughed and grabbed the Fisher Photography 
cards to give to potential customers. On one side was the 
official seal of the expo—three women representing Alaska, 
the Yukon, and the Pacific—which made a nice souvenir. The 
other side advertised the Fishers’ at the expo, as well as their 
downtown shop address. Eleanor tucked a bunch of these 
in her satchel and grabbed a camera that had been loaded 
with new film. She couldn’t help but think about the way 
the flowers would look in the sunshine. Hopefully she’d get 
some time to snap a few pictures of them.

A couple of other girls arrived, and Pearl went around 
the room speaking to each one until she was finally back at 
Eleanor.

“I trust you’re set for the day?”
“Oh yes.” Eleanor gave an enthusiastic nod, sending her 

curls bouncing. “I’m quite excited to get out there.”
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“Just don’t make the vegetation your only subject matter,” 
Pearl said, smiling. “Although you have taken some amazing 
photos of the flowers. If they were in color, I think we could 
sell them for quite a bit.”

“Maybe we should try having May Parker paint a few.” The 
young lady in question had been brought on to highlight per-
sonal postcards with color should the customer want to pay 
the extra fee. It was becoming quite the popular thing to do.

“We could at that. Do you have some particular photo-
graphs that you would like her to paint?”

“I’ll take a few new ones and note the colors, then let her 
know the details.”

“Sounds good.”
Eleanor smiled and headed for the door. “Oh, Mrs. Fisher, 

I rode the trolley with one of the doctors who works here 
at the expo. He was very kind. I think if you should need 
medical help, he will be quite a blessing to you.”

“Well, thank you for letting me know. I hadn’t really even 
thought about needing help here at the exposition. I plan to 
quit before I get so far along that the baby might come, so 
hopefully I won’t have any need of him.”

“I hope not, but it’s nice to know just in case.” Eleanor all 
but danced out the door. She was always a more positive than 
negative person, but today it just seemed so easy to be happy.

“Thank You, God, for all of this.” She gazed at the expo-
sition buildings and the crowds of people pushing past her 
in a swell of bodies. “Well, You know what I mean.” She 
laughed and put her camera around her neck. “I’m quite 
blessed to be here.”
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Bill put the coffee on and then sat down to read through 
the newspaper. It had been two months since the sinking of 
their ship and Amelia’s death.

And the loss of his manuscript.
After three years of intense and sometimes life-threatening 

work, to have lost his manuscript in the sinking of the City 
of  Canton was almost more than Bill could bear. Of course, 
the loss of human life was much worse, and he mourned his 
pregnant sister-in-law more than his book, but it was still a 
loss that went deep. Nothing seemed right anymore.

A noise to his left momentarily caught Bill’s attention. He 
lowered the paper and watched as Wallace moved around 
the room in an absent-minded manner. Since losing Amelia, 
Wallace had lost all sense of purpose. His anger at God had 
driven him from the pulpit and even his church attendance 
was forsaken. Bill hadn’t known a time in their lives when 
they hadn’t both attended church. They’d practically been 
born on the pew, given their mother was the organist and 
their father a trustee and elder. Now Mother was gone. Their 
father was living in the family house in Chicago. And Bill 
was attending church alone.

“You know, we ought to write to Father and let him know 
we’re in Seattle.”

“Why?” Wallace asked. “We didn’t send letters that often 
from Alaska. For all he knows, we’re still there, and he’s not 
anticipating any news.”

Bill didn’t want to fight, so he said nothing but made 
a mental note to drop a letter off to their father. Though 
Bill had no plans to remain in Seattle much longer. He was 
just waiting long enough to hear back from the publisher. If 
they would grant him an extension to return to Alaska and 
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remake his manuscript, then Bill would leave immediately. If 
not, he wasn’t sure what he’d do. Alaska was the only place 
that felt like home.

Seattle was definitely not where he wanted to remain. The 
big city was far too noisy and busy. Of course, the Alaska-
Yukon-Pacific Exposition didn’t help matters. That was 
bringing people in from all over the world, and the popula-
tion of Seattle seemed to swell every day to new exaggerated 
numbers.

When they’d first arrived, finding a place to live had been 
almost impossible. Many of the regular apartments were 
now being rented out by the day for those coming to attend 
the expo. Bill had found a little church to attend, and while 
being introduced around, he mentioned their need of a place 
to stay. Thankfully, one of the elders had a place and agreed 
to rent it to them cheaply until they could figure out what 
they were going to do.

Of course, money had been something of an issue. Bill 
had been given an advance on the book, and although he’d 
been frugal with it over the years, it was nearly gone. They’d 
used the last of it for the ship tickets south.

Wallace had some money, but with that too dwindling, 
both men had sought jobs. Bill had approached the expo 
exhibit authorities, particularly those managing the Alaska 
exhibits. He got part-time work there leading tours and 
explaining the nature of Alaska’s weather, vegetation, and 
native people. Wallace had surprised them both by taking 
a job at one of the local fish canneries. It was nothing that 
Bill would have ever expected his seminary-educated brother 
to do, but at least it got him out of the house and kept him 
from moping around and pacing in an endless fashion.
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Bill gazed back at the newspaper. He spied the advertise-
ment for passenger liners. There was one ship headed to 
Seward in two days. That was too soon, but just seeing the 
advertisement gave him a feeling of hope.

“As soon as I hear back from the publisher, I’d like to ar-
range to head back to Alaska. We need to save up enough to 
pay for the passage and some things we’ll need. Our friends 
up there will have kept our things in good order, so we won’t 
need much.”

Wallace gave him a hard look. “I’m never going back. 
Alaska killed Amelia.”

“You know that isn’t true. Alaska wasn’t to blame—it 
was a storm. Alaska is the one place she loved and the one 
place you are sure to feel her presence. Our friends there will 
make certain of that.”

“I already feel her presence, and it drives me mad. I’m 
consumed with guilt. I can still hear her begging me not to 
leave her.” Wallace put his hands to his ears. “I just want to 
forget everything.”

“No, you don’t.” Bill got up to pour himself  a cup of 
coffee. “We’re brothers, and I know you better than you 
think. You’re afraid you will forget. You can’t bear the 
idea that you might lose the details of what you had with 
Amelia.”

Wallace lowered his hands and met Bill’s gaze as he re-
turned to the table. “I can’t bear that she’s gone. Every morn-
ing when I wake up, I lie there with my eyes closed and 
pretend she’s beside me. I pray for it all to be a bad dream, 
but God has truly forsaken me and no longer listens to my 
prayers.”

“You know that isn’t true. God is still with us. We have 
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no way of understanding why things have happened this 
way. I’m as grieved and guilt-ridden as you are, but I know 
that God’s purposes will be known in time. We must trust 
Him.”

“I won’t,” Wallace said, pounding his fist into his hand. 
“I want nothing to do with Him.”

“And what is the alternative? To put faith in yourself? 
In the devil? Instead of blaming God, we ought to recog-
nize that the devil is the one to blame for interfering in our 
plans.”

“But God could have stopped him.” Wallace’s words were 
matter-of-fact.

“Yes, He could have, but He didn’t. Now what do we do 
with that?”

Wallace’s eyes narrowed. “I’ll tell you what I’m going to 
do. I’m going to forsake Him, just as He’s forsaken me.”

Bill shook his head. “I’m confident that will get you no-
where. Wallace, I remember you counseling people who went 
through bad things like this. You encouraged them not to 
try to figure out the hows and whys but to just rest in the 
Lord. You assured them that in time God would reveal to 
them what He wanted them to know. You must now trust 
that He will do the same for you.”

“Enough. I don’t want to hear any more. I’m going to 
work.”

Bill shook his head. His own sorrow over losing Amelia 
and the baby was great, but at least they were in a better 
place. Wallace, however, was a whole different kind of loss, 
and he was definitely not in a better place.
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That afternoon as Bill led a group of visitors around the 
Alaska building, he couldn’t help but feel an increased long-
ing to return to what had become his home

“Alaska is quite diverse. You have islands and mountains, 
vast forests, volcanic activity, shorelines that seem endless, 
and miles and miles of land where you could walk for weeks, 
months even, and never meet another human being.”

He pointed to one of Frank Nowell’s photographs of 
Nome. Bill had met Frank in Nome, where the man had a 
photography shop. He was now the official photographer 
for the expo.

“As you can see here in this photograph, the Nome harbor 
freezes over every winter. Ships can only come in or go out 
from about late May to early October. In this photograph, 
which was taken May fifteenth, the first ship of the year 
has arrived, but the ice is still in place. So they will sled the 
goods and people from the ship into Nome. It’s not an easy 
situation to be sure because ocean ice is uneven, and a path 
had to be created to bring folks through safely.”

A well-dressed woman in the front raised her hand, and 
Bill gave her a nod. “How thick is the ice?”

“On average four to six feet is normal with hummocks—
raised areas—that can be as high as one hundred feet.” The 
crowd gasped as he knew they would.

Bill continued to the next photo, smiling. Alaska was a 
place of wonder, and the people were right to be impressed. 
“Here we have a photograph from another part of the dis-
trict.”

“Why isn’t it yet a territory?” a man asked.
“That’s a good question. The District of Alaska would 

very much like to become a territory. I suppose it’s just a 
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matter of time before it will be, but for now they remain a 
district, with limited rights.”

The rest of the tour went on in a similar fashion with Bill 
pointing out interesting facts about the artifacts and photo-
graphs. He was quite happy to share what he knew about 
the place he’d like to call his permanent home. The place he 
and Wallace had once said they’d like to grow old.

If only he could get Wallace to snap out of his mourn-
ing. It wasn’t that Amelia didn’t deserve their mourning. 
Bill was still very saddened at her loss, and the guilt he 
bore for having left her alone was acute. He doubted he 
would ever stop feeling guilt and sorrow for her loss. How-
ever, Alaska was the only place they really belonged. Their 
friends were there, as well as their work, and there was 
nowhere as beautiful.

When his tours were over, Bill headed to the lake. He 
walked along the shoreline and tried to figure out what, if 
anything, he could do to lift his brother’s spirits. He’d never 
expected this dynamic man of God to lose his faith so easily. 
Bill was certain it was still there, just buried deep beneath 
the anger and pain. Perhaps they should take a trip home 
to Chicago. Seeing their father might be of help to Wallace. 
After all, he knew what it was to lose the love of his life in 
death.

“I don’t know how to help him, Lord, but I know You 
do.” Bill murmured the prayer as he studied the vegetation. 
“Please show me what to do. If we should go to Chicago, 
make that clear. If we should stay put for a time, then help 
me to see the value of it. I want to go home, and I want Wal-
lace to come too. Alaska is where we belong.”
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