
DEATH OF AN INNOCENT

Death of an Innocent How Christopher McCandless lost his way in the wilds. By Jon Krakauer James Gallien had driven
five miles out of Fairbanks when he.

But they knew why he left. This is the last you shall hear from me Wayne. During his graduation ceremony at
Walla Walla University, in southeastern Washington, he sat with his family at a Thai restaurant and told them
that, while he loved them very much, they might not hear from him for the next five years. River look
impossible. Escaped from Atlanta. Sometimes he tried too hard to make sense of the world, to figure out why
people were bad to each other so often. He set pretty high standards for himself. Dozens of marginal
characters have gone into the Alaskan backcountry over the years, never to reappear. Alex pulled a camera
from his backpack and asked Gallien to snap a picture of him. I came to appreciate, however, that mountains
make poor receptacles for dreams. Photo: Diana Saverin Once wild, the site now looks worn with use. He
began planning a day trip floating the Teklanika from inside Denali National Park to visit the bus. One of the
more apparent purposes for writing this book is to show the realistic side of what McCandless was thinking
and did. The hitchhiker introduced himself as Alex. The freedom and simple beauty of it is just too good to
pass up. No one knew they were out there. Perhaps, it would be nice to think, McCandless enjoyed a similar
rapture. He was last placed on the upper Ruth Glacier, heading unroped through the middle of a deadly
crevasse field en route to the mountain's difficult East Buttress, carrying neither sleeping bag nor tent. When I
was in the area in September, I heard similar numbers from the local authorities who run those operations. For
six days he toiled to preserve the meat, believing that it was morally indefensible to waste any part of an
animal that has been killed for food. For several years he had been emulating the count's asceticism and moral
rigor to a degree that astonished and occasionally alarmed those who knew him well. Upon graduating from
high school, he took the earnings he'd socked away, bought a used Datsun B, and promptly embarked on the
first of his extemporaneous transcontinental odysseys. Moving deliberately around the display, Billie points
out Chris as a toddler astride a hobbyhorse, Chris as a rapt eight-year-old in a yellow slicker on his first
backpacking trip, Chris at his high school commencement. As she studies the pictures she breaks down from
time to time, weeping as only a mother who has outlived a child can weep, betraying a sense of loss so huge
and irreparable that the mind balks at taking its measure. A few miles in, we arrived at the Savage River, the
first major waterway between the trailhead and Bus , and searched its shore for a good place to cross. A letter
from this period reveals that "a girl Tracy" had a crush on him. I walked down the trail the next day, running
into two bearded Texans who were heading back to the highway. The rope dipped into the water, and
Ackermann and Gros, still tied on, were pulled under by its weight. By choice I had no radio, no way of
summoning help, no safety net of any kind. Reading of the these monks, one is struck by their courage, their
reckless innocence, and the intensity of their desire. I am all alone, this is no joke. But he said, 'No, I want to
hitch north. As impressionable high school kids, we were blown away by that kind of talk. He was intensely
private but could be convivial and gregarious in the extreme. He was the product of a happy family from an
affluent suburb of Washington, D. In truth McCandless had been raised in the comfortable, upper-middle-class
environs of Annandale, Virginia. We followed the bank upriver to a spot where the water splits into three
braids. Chris McCandless wants to evade and fled the claustrophobic confines of his family. He hopped trains,
hitched rides, and walked the trails of the Sierra Nevada before crossing paths with Westerberg in Montana.
Wilkerson lifted her and her pack out of the water before giving a hand to another of the swimmers, Jake
Zyrek, who was also clutching a branch.


