
      I was reading the “Journal of Christian Camping” 
when a small ad made my heart jump. It said, “Christian, 
college age, males wanted for summer work at Stikine 
Trail Bible Camp in Petersburg, Alaska.” I loved working 
at Christian camps and I had always dreamed about 
going to Alaska. At that moment I was sure God was 
calling me north to Alaska! That summer may have been 
the best seven weeks of my life.
     The camp was owned by two men. Ken and his family 
lived on a remote island across the bay from Petersburg, 
Alaska. Ray lived 150 miles away in Telegraph Creek, 
British Columbia and their camp 
was everywhere in between! 
     Mitch and Brian had responded 
to the same ad. Part of our job 
was for the three of us to travel 
with Ken to visit Ray in Telegraph 
Creek. Our mode of transportation was two, wooden, 
•at bottom boats that Ken and Ray had made, •tted with 
50 horse powered outboard engines. The plan was to 
take the boats up the Stikine River to Telegraph Creek. 
Ken would steer the •rst boat taking two of us with 
him. The “greenhorns,” as Ken liked to call us, would 
take turns steering the other boat •lled with supplies. 
     I felt obligated to point out that the boats looked a 
little too hand-made to navigate 150 miles of a wild river. 
It should be noted that the Stikine is a swift, swirling, 
silty river that bores through mighty coastal mountains 
to empty into the waters of Southeast Alaska. Fed 
by glacier-lined gorges and the melting snow pack, in 
the summer, the river is at •ood stage. In pictures it’s 
majestic. In real life it looks like a deathtrap.
     At that time, my boat driving experience was limited 
to paddling rowboats around on small, calm, farm ponds. 
I would like to highlight the word around; if you’ve ever 
tried rowing a boat you know what I mean. Steering 

a hand-made, wooden boat, at full throttle, up a wild 
raging river was not the kind of camp activity I wanted 
to try. Eating smores around a camp•re was more my 
style.
     Ken had our attention when he told us we probably 
wouldn’t see another person during the 150-mile trip. 
That meant if we had engine trouble, a leaky boat, or 
a medical emergency- we were on our own. He also 
assured us that if we went overboard into the icy water 
we’d probably drown; and if we didn’t we’d certainly die 
from hypothermia. 
     As we headed up the Stikine River, Ken was all 
business. He skillfully guided his boat around unseen 
rocks, away from the always-changing gravel bars, and 
out of the way of half submerged •oating logs. If we 
were to make any progress against the powerful current 
we had to run with the engines wide open- a scary 

proposition. Ken was on high 
alert with reactions like a cat. 
His boat was constantly weaving 
in and out, dodging dangers that 
would destroy our boats. 
     Now, picture me in the second 

boat. Clueless, comes to mind. I’m thinking, “Why is Ken 
goo•ng off by weaving all over the place? Why doesn’t 
he just go in a straight line? I don’t see anything all that 
dangerous. He’s wasting a lot of gas and besides, we 
have 150 miles to go.” I may have been clueless but I 
didn’t want to die so I followed right in his wake, just 
like he instructed me. As I slowly became aware of the 
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North to Alaska

    In pictures it is 
majestic. In real life it 
looks like a deathtrap.º
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