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WHITEHORSE TO ANCHORAGE

WHITEPASS TO SKAGWAY
TRAIN AT FRASER

Part 1 Whitehorse to Skagway
This morning we were met at our
Pioneer RV Park in Whitehorse by a
very nice local lady coach driver, who
regaled us with tales of growing up in
this icy wilderness town in the Yukon.
She drove us down to Fraser to catch
our rickety old White Pass Train down
to Skagway. Along the way we paused
to look at the pretty aqua blue Emerald
Lake, then continued on to the quaint
little town of Carcross. The General
Store there had an incredible range of

EMERALD LAKE

items for sale from fox traps to
moccasins, beaver hats to ice creams
and coffee, guns to engraved animal
horns and so many more exotic
temptations.
Our train was waiting for us at Fraser,
and we were soon traveling through
wonderful snow covered countryside,
dotted with stunted conifers struggling
to survive in the challenging and bleak
conditions there. We travelled down

EMERALD LAKE

Tuesday 22 May

the steep rugged White Pass, which I
felt was still haunted by the agony of
those long ago miners and their horses.
Many of them perished as they fell to
their deaths into the steep gorge,
attempting to haul their heavy loads of
goods and equipment. We were told
that the law required them to cart
about 1 ton of goods to the gold fields.
They were heading from Skagway up to
Whitehorse and then on to the
Klondike gold rush up near Dawson.

ORE CRUSHER

Such an incredible feat and for many who
survived the journey the end result was
pretty grim - only a few realised the
rewards of finding gold of any great value.

Carcross General Store

Carcross Railway Station
Sean was excited about the
train ride!

Inside the Bonanza Bar & Grill

Railway Snow Plow

Skagway now has sealed roads and concrete curbs
lining many of the rickety old wooden board walks.
Many of the buildings have been renovated and
painted. They look so different to when I was last
there in 1985. We enjoyed a couple of hours
exploring the town, which now offers the tourist
every kind of souvenir clothing, jewelry and
nicknacks. The cruise ships were lined up at the
end of the main street, and the town was buzzing
with excited tourists, anxious to spend their
money.
We called into one of the busy pubs, the Bonanza
Bar and Grill, which was full of people, noise and
action, for lunch.
It felt like no time at all before we had to return to
our coach for the drive back up White Pass to
Fraser, Carcross and home again to the Pioneer RV
Park in Whitehorse
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WH I T E H O R S E TO DAWS O N CIT Y

HALF WAY THROUGH A 9 POINT
TURN ON NARROW TRACK
PELLY RIVER
All too soon it was time to pack up
and leave Whitehorse. After all those
years of waiting to get back there, it
was not nearly enough time to renew
the connection that I have with that
wonderful place. Maybe I will get
another opportunity to return some
time in the future. There were so many
places that I wanted to revisit - Miles
Canyon, McBride Museum, Lewes Lake,
Alligator Lake; just to breath the air and
feel the place again.

Miners Range, which is mentioned in a
poem “The Cremation of Sam MGee”
written by the well known Canadian
poet, Robert Service. The final lines
are:
“There are strange things done in the
midnight sun
By the men who moil for gold;
The Arctic trails have their secret tales
That would make your blood run cold,

The Northern Lights have seen queer
After farewelling Whitehorse we set
sights,
out along the Yukon Highway. First stop
But the queerest they ever did see
was at the pretty Lake Laberge in the

LAKE LABERGE

FOX LAKE

Was the night on the marge of Lake
Laberge
I cremated Sam McGee.”
Fox Lake was our next stop, Standing
beside the frozen lake, I could hear the
ice creaking and cracking as it was
starting to thaw. We saw curious dark
mounds on the ice in the more frozen
parts of the Lake. I read in our
Milepost Guide that they were mole
mounds.
The road took us through the skeletal
remains of a forest that was burnt in a
fire back in 1998. The conifers do not
recover quickly as our eucalypts do.

MOLE MOUNDS FOX LAKE

We stopped for morning tea at
Braeburn Lodge where they sell the
LARGEST cinnamon buns I have ever
seen. Each bun would feed half a
dozen hungry people so we ended up
with 3/4 of the bun in our fridge for
later.
Our long drive today took us past
many lakes, wetlands, as well as forests
of pine, aspen and spruce. We spotted
a couple of majestic swans on one
small lake. I think they may have been
Trumpeter Swans. The lake was just
before the Five Finger Rapids on the
mighty Yukon River

Soon after that we found a very nice
lunch spot beside the Rock Island Lake
The road became very rough and
broken up as a result of the harsh
weather conditions in that area. We
soon learned to treat with respect any
sections marked by red flags which
indicated for the most part the
presence of huge pot holes, wash
aways or very rough broken surface.
Signs with triple speed humps on
them indicated ‘ice humps’ that meant
we were in for a rough ride as the
road surface resembled waves caused
by ice damage. It was all good fun.

We had an adventurous experience
looking for a picturesque spot for
lunch. On the advice of our Milepost
book we took a narrow dirt road
heading for wetlands where ducks and
other waterbirds were said to nest in
spring. However the road became
wetter and muddier and narrower as
we drove along. Norm decided to turn
around and head back up to the
highway. It took him only about a nine
point turn to head back the way we
came. As I was directing him, the
resident mosquitos had a feast, much
to my discomfort.

TWIN LAKES

MO NTAG UE HISTO RIC
ROAD HOUSE

TRUM PETER SWANS

9 POINT TURN

YUKON RIVER NEAR FIVE
FINGER RAPIDS

RO CK ISL AND L AKE O UT
THE VAN WIN DOW

GRAVEL LAKE

KLONDIKE RIVER
TINTINA TRENCH
We enjoyed an afternoon cuppa
beside Gravel Lake - prettier than it
sounds. A cute little bird made
friends with us there.
Soon after crossing the Pelly River, we
arrived at a grand viewing spot
overlooking part of the huge Tintina
Trench, a fault that extends about 600
miles.
Just before driving into Dawson City,
past the huge gravel piles left by the
Gold Prospectors, we stopped by the
banks of the mighty Klondike River.
Dawson is a quaint place with lots of
interesting buildings. We will explore
further tomorrow as we are now
very tired after a long day on the
road.
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DAW S O N C I T Y

DIAMOND TOOTH GERTIES

We were so glad to have a day in
camp today to catch up with our
domestic duties such as the washing
and cleaning our ‘homes’. Once that
was done we headed into town for
lunch at Klondike Kates, and topped
up our ‘gas’. Friends, Arnold and
Lorraine Kool (AKA Daddy Cool and
Mumma Hot) hitched a ride with us
up to the Midnight Dome, where we
enjoyed fabulous views over town and
up the Yukon River. We drove out to
the Number 4 Gold Dredge. It is
enormous.

DAWSON CITY FROM MIDNIGHT
DOME

We then returned home to prepare
for our exciting night out at the
famous Diamond Tooth Gerties
Gambling Saloon.
Gertie and the girls entertained us
with some old time songs and dancing.
I suspect that the boys might have
enjoyed the show just a tad more than
we ladies, given that Gertie flirted
outrageously with many of them. We
just hoped that the pace makers were
adjusted for the added excitement.

NUMBER 4 KLONDIKE DREDGE

NUMBER 4 KLONDIKE DREDGE
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TO P OF TH E WOR LD H IG HWAY
DAW S O N TO TO K V I A C H I C K E N
BOARDING FERRY

B

M
MAN & HIS DOG AT DAWSON
It was a full, tiring but exciting day. We
set out from the RV park and drove
down to the ferry which would take us
(and our Motorhome) across the Yukon
River to the beginning of the Top of the
World Highway.
The drive up to the heights of the
opposite bank of the Yukon was very
foggy. Despite the fog, we did manage
to take a couple of photos looking back
over the Yukon to Dawson City from
the road to the Top of the World Golf
Course. There seems to be a theme
happening here - everything is on top of
the world!

The TOW Highway had just opened for
the season the day before, so we were
among the first to travel across since
the winter.
We caught up with some of our fellow
Motor homers at a rest stop near an
old log hut that had seen better days.
The landscape was truly spectacular as
we headed towards the USA border
into Alaska. Top of the World Highway is
such a perfect name for the road. It
inspired our mates, Lyn and Greg to
broadcast the song “On Top of the
World” over our CB Radios. It provided
the perfect music for the scenery.

We came to a detour on the road,
where some people had continued
straight on while others had taken the
rather unpromising looking side road.
We drove straight on, but soon
discovered that they really did mean
DETOUR when the muddy slippery
road came to an abrupt end at a barrier
of snow and ice across the road.
The border crossing was unchallenging.
In no time at all we were on our way
into Alaska, USA, heading for the
settlement of Chicken, which we
reached by lunch time. Norm and I
ordered a “Wanna Be Chicken Burger”
- described as “reindeer sausages on

DAWSON CITY FROM TOP OF
THE WORLD LOOKOUT

FERRY CROSSING YUKON RIVER

TOP OF THE WORLD HIGHWAY

hamburger bun with the inevitable
fries. The lady in the cafe was in
quite a flap catering for all of he
motor homers who descended
upon her at once. I think we
probably caused quite a traffic jam in
Chicken, where two or three
arrivals at a time is more the norm.
OLD LOG CABIN

TO P O F T H E WO R L D V I E W S

US AT THE BORDER

CHICKEN
POST
OFFICE
IN AL ASKA

CHICKEN

On the section from Chicken to Tok we came across the most
glorious views of Mount Fairplay reflected in a small lake in front
of us. Apparently at the right time of year huge herds of Moose
pass by this area. I do not seem to be destined to see herds of
Moose this trip.
It was quite a relief to finally reach our RV Park at Tok. We had
experienced quite a challenging, tiring, but fabulous drive through
most spectacular landscapes. We joined our mates for a relaxing
chat, sharing tales of our day and ‘fivesies’ before a quick dinner
(frozen chicken lasagna heated up in the oven) and so off to bed.
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TO K TO FA IR B ANKS V IA
N O RT H POLE

END OF THE ALASKA
HIGHWAY, DELTA
JUNCTION
GRAPHIC WARNING SIGN
ALASKAN MOSQUITO UNOFFICIAL STATE BIRD
The first major excitement on today’s
journey came when we attempted to
drive down a narrow, boggy, dirt road to
a lake for a morning tea stop - another
understated picturesque side route
mentioned in our Milepost book.
Norm needed to execute a skillful 5-6
point turn to head back to the highway.
Second choice for morning tea was
beside the much more accessible
Greets River.
At Delta Junction we stopped to
photograph the last mile post on the
Alaska Highway - Mile 1422.
Soon after Delta, we passed a very
impressive section of the gas pipeline

SANTA’S HOUSE NORTH POLE

that runs from Prudoe Bay in the Gulf
of Alaska to Valdez.
Another interesting stop was at the
unusual ‘Knotty’ Shop. Out the front
were all sorts of intriguing animal
sculptures crafted out of some sort of
very knotty wood.
Not far out of Fairbanks we called into
Santa’s House’ at North Pole, which is a
HUGE town (or possibly almost an
outer suburb of Fairbanks). Santa was
in residence and there were many
decorations and other Christmas
themed items for sale, but I found it all
too overwhelming.

ALYESKA PIPELINE
INFORMATION

ALYESKA PIPELINE OVER
TANANA RIVER

We were booked to take a flight over the
Arctic Circle in the evening, however the
full flight was cancelled due to bad
weather at the proposed landing site.
They did offer a shorter version, landing
at the settlement of Fort Yukon, about 8
kilometers over the Arctic Circle. Norm
has taken the flight, but I was feeling off
colour so opted to stay home. I am
looking forward to seeing his photos and
hearing all about it from him when he
returns. With the magic of time lapse I
can now add a few of his photos from that
awesome and amusing experience
After flying over the Arctic Circle they
landed at the indigenous settlement of
Fort Yukon. One of the locals drove them
around the settlement, including a visit to
one of their ingenious fish traps. Their
guide regaled them with stories, many of
them hilarious according to reports
received, but the funniest experience
seems to be when their rickety old ex
school bus ran out of ‘gas’. The driver/
guide, Richard, pulled out his cell phone
and proceeded to call for assistance. He
started with the local constabulary, who
was otherwise engaged on a more
pressing call, then he tried several of his

many cousins, brothers, and sisters, some
of whom were in places far afield,
including Fairbanks. Finally he managed to
track one of his daughters down, i think
in the pub, and although she said she
could not drive the backup bus, somehow
she managed to work it out and the tour
finally continued.

THE FLIGHT TO FORT YUKON, SALMON TRAP, FORT YUKON SCENERY AND
RICHARD (IN SUNNIES) AND THAT BUS

It was about 11 pm when they finally took
the flight back to Fairbanks. The sun was
just setting by then so Norm was able to
take some glorious shots during the brief
period between sunset and sunrise (about
three hours in total at the moment)
The intrepid adventurers arrived back at our
RV Park, full of laughter and tales of their
amusing and amazing experiences flying over
the Arctic Circle and in Fort Yukon.
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S T E R N WH E E L E R O N CH E NA
R I V E R FA I R B A N K S

STERN WHEELER “DISCOVERY II”

on

We took a Stern Wheeler cruise today
on board the “Discovery III” along part
of the Chena River, which flows
through Fairbanks. After negotiating
the gift shop gauntlet to the gangways
up to our ship, we sank into our seats
with free coffee and doughnuts to enjoy
the cruise down river.
Soon after we left the dock, a float
plane pilot demonstrated how they take
off and land in very short distances on
the river. In winter this procedure is
carried out on the frozen ice surface of
the river, competing with the dog sleds,
skidoos and other forms of motorised
vehicles that come out in winter.

We sailed past houses of various
degrees of opulence before our next
pause by the house of the well known
dog sled champion, Susan Butcher (RIP)

Susan’s husband, David, has
continued her work. He gave a

‘Theme’ Village where we were
given an insight into the

wonderful demonstration of the
enthusiasm, strength, teamwork
and skill that those awesome
dogs exhibit. They were chaffing
at the bit to get going and haul

traditional lifestyle of the
original inhabitants of the area.
We saw filleted fish being air
dried then smoked, and one of
the lovely young girls dressed up

the sled as fast they were able.
It was humbling to watch them.

in a beautiful fur coat - it looked
so snug and warm.

The final stop was at an
Athabascan Indian Cultural
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FAIRB ANKS TO DENALI

COUNTRYSIDE ALONG THE PARKS
WAY FROM FAIRBANKS TO
DENALI
Yesterday, it was only a short drive
along the Parks Way from Fairbanks to
Denali. The road surface was very
undulating because of the frost heaves
caused by the icy conditions of winter.
The route followed the Nanana River
for most of the way. We stopped for
the customary cinnamon bun and
coffee at a lodge along the way.
Our home at the Rainbow RV Park is a
gravel parking lot, with shower and
toilet block, located right in the middle
of town, behind the main village
shopping area, just outside the Denali
National Park. As soon as we had set

COFFEE AND CINNAMON BUN

up camp, we were able to take off down
the street and explore our new
environment. There were lots of
touristy items for sale of course. We
enjoyed a sandwich and coffee while
sitting outside in the sunshine on the
verandah of one of the coffee shops.
Today we were up before sparrows, but
not before sunrise to join the first wild
life tour of the day at 6 AM. With a
great deal of imagination we could just
see a small section of Mt McKinley
behind the black rocks of the range
before us. Really it was mostly clouds
covering the mighty mountain and

NANANA RIVER

sunlight reflecting on them. The tour
took us about 55 miles into the park
through spectacular landscape, and
along narrow and precipitous roads
that left those sitting on the exposed
side of the bus gasping with, I suspect
some degree of fear. However, the
regular distractions of wild life sightings
took our minds off our tenuous
situation most of the time.
We did have the thrill of spotting a
grizzly as well, but he was not in the
mood to pose for the enthusiastic
photographers so we just have to hang
onto the memory of him.

RAINBOW RV PARK DENALI

DENALI NATIONAL PARK
CARIBOO
CARIBOO
GROUND SQUIRREL
PTARMIGAN (ALASKAN
STATE BIRD)
MOOSE
DALL SHEEP

DENALI
NATIONAL
PARK,
DEER,
PTARMIGAN IN
TREE,
DALL SHEEP
CARIBOU
CALLED JOHN

Our full day continued into
the evening when we and
most of our ‘gang’ enjoyed a
night out at ‘The Cabin Night
Dinner and Show”.

Ken and John were good
sports and joined them on
stage for a very amusing
rendition of the Robert
Service Poem, “The Shooting
We were greeted at the cabin of Dan McGrew” Ken played
doors by our singing waiters a very convincing Dan, whilst
and waitresses and escorted John had us in stitches as the
rival for Dan’s lady’s
to our tables with song.
affections.
It was a night of fun, laughter,
Our very talented waitress/
reasonable food and great
singer/actress was Mary, who entertainment..
had won over Daddy Kool’s
heart in no time at all.
After serving our dinner, the
staff then entertained us with
songs, stories and poetry.
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TA R KE E T N A - MT MCKINL E Y
FLIG HT

NORM & SUE ON THE GLACIER
MT MCKINLEY FLIGHT

This morning we headed south from
Denali to Tarkeetna -not too long a
drive. The big highlight for us today was
taking a flight out towards the majestic
Mt McKinley and landing on a glacier,
not too far away from the mountain. As
we expected the mighty mountain was
mostly hidden by its usual cloak of
clouds. I was lucky to have the copilot’s seat on the flight out to the
glacier, and was treated to lots of
awesome sights on the way. While on
the glacier, our semi official snow man
builder, Sean was soon at work. He has

SOUTH OF DENALI

left his mark all over Alaska and any
other place with a spare patch of snow.
Back home again after our adventure
we all gathered for the traditional
fivesies, and a group photo.
Some of us adjourned to a nearby
restaurant for dinner, and Narelle
entertained us with a recital of one of
her wonderful poems about Pete and
the Fox

CO-PILOT SUE

HURRICANE GULCH

MT MCKINLEY IN CLOUDS

THE GANG

BACK:
LORRAINE, SEAN, GRETA, JOHN, JOHN, GWEN, SUE, IAN, MOYNEEN, PETER, NARELLE,
JILL, ADRIAN, LYNN, KEN, JANET, DAVID, JANE, BOB, SHARON

MIDDLE:
NEIL, CAROLYN, CASH, MARILYN, ARNOLD, LORRAINE, ROSEMARY, ROSLYN, ROGER,
LYNN, GREG, KEVIN

FRONT:
GREGORY, HELEN, BARRY

MISSING: NORM (THE PHOTOGRAPHER)
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ANC HOR AGE

MOTORHOMES LINED UP TO BE
RETURNED
THE FLOAT PLANE FISHING TRIP
We enjoyed a great last night in camp
at Anchorage, on the evening of 31
May, with a communal cook up of all
our left over food. It was a feast of
steak, sausages, fish, salads, potatoes and
even apple pie, pancakes and ice cream
shared by our group of new but close
travel friends.

It was finally time to part company with
our motorhomes in Anchorage on 1
June. They were much dirtier than
when we started out from Seattle.
Norm and several other of our keen

THE BOYS IN A BOAT

fishermen in the group took a float
plane fishing trip that day, so after
handing back the motorhome and
moving with the rest of the group to
our Ramada Hotel in ‘downtown’
Anchorage, I set out on foot to explore
the city. Nothing much opens before
10 am, so I had the city almost to
myself for the first few hours before it
slowly came to life.

Salmon, since it is a little too early in
the season for them yet.

The boys returned home that evening
with lots of fishing stories - they caught
many trout but not one single King

DADDY KOOL FISHING

REFLECTIVE FISHERMAN

THE NEXT DAY NORM AND I EXPLORED MORE OF
ANCHORAGE, INCLUDING TAKING A TROLLEY BUS
TOUR OF THE CITY.

THERE WERE LOTS OF BEAUTIFUL FLOWERS
BLOOMING IN READINESS FOR THE FLOWER
FESTIVAL.

