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INTO THE WILD
A glacier cruise 
heads for a fog bank 
in the Kenai Fjords
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95
DAY ONE

Flying by helicopter to a glacial pool, 
checking out the local wildlife, panning 

for gold near a historic mine

96
DAY TWO

Chugging toward the coast in a luxuri-
ous railcar, disappearing into the Kenai 
Fjords, dining on fresh fi sh in the city 

 

100
DAY THREE

Soaring around Mt. McKinley in a 
Cessna, learning about Native Alaskan 
heritage, hiking up Fla� op Mountain

THREE PERFECT DAYS: ALASKA
Don’t let the endless vistas of rugged wilderness fool you—the Last Frontier can be tamed. 

All you need is a plane, a helicopter, a boat or a train. Preferably all four.

WORDS AND PHOTOGRAPHS BY SAM POLCER
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WHEN ALASKA WAS PURCHASED 
from the Russians in 1867, the U.S. 
acquired an area more than twice the 
size of Texas encompassing some of 
Earth’s most pristine wilderness for 
roughly two cents an acre ($7.2 million 
in total)—and yet, incredibly, it wasn’t 
until the great Klondike gold strike of 1896 
that it was seen as a smart investment.

While gold and, later, oil ultimately 
justifi ed “Seward’s Folly” (so named for 
the politician who brokered the deal), 
Alaska had always been seen as a treasure 
trove, at least for adventure seekers, 
pioneers and the Native Alaskan popula-
tion that had been there for ages. A 
spectacular landscape with meandering 

glacial valleys, thick spruce forests, 
dramatic mountain peaks and jagged 
coastlines fi lled with a menagerie of 
wildlife, the “Last Frontier” has long 
been the province of the hardy: Think 
Native Alaskan seal hunters, bush pilots, 
brackish fi shermen and, more recently, 
backcountry skiers, whitewater river 
ra� ers and extreme hikers.

In recent years, however, Alaska has 
seen an infl ux of a new kind of tourist: 
they may like the look and feel of a fl eece-
lined red fl annel coat and a pair of rugged 
leather Sorel hiking boots, but when it 
comes to picking the meat off  of some 
freshly caught salmon, they prefer to do it 
in the comfort of a fi ve-star restaurant.

BLADES OF 
GLORY 
A helicopter ride 
to Colony Glacier  
off ers sublime 
panoramic views
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of jagged, blue-tinged glacial ice cradling a 
pool of melted topaz.

“Where you can see blue ice, that means 
it’s solid,” says your pilot, Jared. “You can’t 
be sure what’s under the snow, though.”

You freeze his words in the front of your 
mind. The ice is blue, he explains, because 
it has been so compressed over time that 
pockets of air have been forced out. It 
now only refl ects light at the blue end of 
the spectrum. Each car-sized chunk looks 
like a piece of broken sky. You wander the 
alien landscape in disbelief, not straying 
far from the arctic blue pond, which is the 
most mesmerizing thing of all.

Later, back in Girdwood, you’re still 
exhilarated (and a bit wobbly) from your 
IMAX fl ight sequence, so you head to the 
Double Musky Inn to right yourself with a 
hearty lunch. The walls of this lodge-like 
eatery are decorated with what appears 
to be the detritus of a dozen Mardi Gras 
(beads, masks, souvenir mugs), and the 

DAY ONE  |  Alyeska, the mountain 
resort situated in the crunchy town of 
Girdwood, located just 45 minutes south 
of Anchorage, is referred to by locals as 
“Alaska’s base camp,” an expression that 
brings to mind tent fl aps whipping in the 
wind, maps spread over barrels and lumpy 
bedrolls on muddy plateaus. Fortunately, 
the majestic Royal Suite at the chateau-
like Hotel Alyeska is nothing of the sort. 
Mechanical curtains rise to reveal a fl oor-
to-ceiling panorama of the surrounding 
mountains, with its emerald spruce trees 
and dramatic white peaks towering above. 
You ease into a chair in the center of the 
suite’s domed parlor and, doing your best 

Captain Kirk, beam up a breakfast spread 
that includes lox so fresh you swear you 
can see them fl inch.

Today you’ve lined up a helicopter expe-
dition with adventure tour outfi � er Alpine 
Air Alaska, and soon you’re si� ing shotgun 
in a Robinson R44, soaring through an 
otherworldly landscape. Below, rivers 
have carved serpentine routes through 
what seem like endless valleys. Glaciers 
like massive ribbons connect craggy cliff s 
with swirls of white, while mountain goats 
below eye your cra�  warily.

Forty-fi ve miles east of Anchorage over 
the Chugach Mountains, you arrive at 
Colony Glacier, where you take in crevices 

POPULATION

731,449
NUMBER OF PEOPLE PER SQUARE MILE

1.2
NUMBER OF REGISTERED PILOTS FOR 

EVERY 58 RESIDENTS

1
AREA IN SQUARE MILES (MAKING IT 
THE BIGGEST STATE IN THE UNION, 

AND BIGGER THAN CALIFORNIA, 
TEXAS AND MONTANA COMBINED)

663,267
LENGTH, IN MILES, OF THE 

BERING GLACIER (THE LONGEST 
IN NORTH AMERICA)

127
AMOUNT THE U.S. PAID FOR ALASKA

$7.2 MILLION
NUMBER OF SPECIES OF WHALES IN 

ALASKAN WATERS

14
POTENTIAL LEG SPAN OF AN ALASKAN 

RED KING CRAB IN FEET

6

ALASKA BY THE NUMBERS

CREATURE 
COMFORTS 

The lobby at the 
Hotel Alyeska

p092-102_HEM0813_3PD_ALASKA.indd   95p092-102_HEM0813_3PD_ALASKA.indd   95 04/07/2013   12:3604/07/2013   12:36



96 AUGUST 2013 • HEMISPHERESMAGAZINE.COM

THREE PERFECT DAYS || ALASKA

cuisine—Cajun-style dishes featuring 
fresh Alaskan seafood—follows suit. You 
toast your fi rst-ever glacier walk with a 
spicy salmon Bloody Mary and dive into an 
ambitious array of apps, including pepper 
steak tips, halibut ceviche, spicy crawfi sh 
dip and crab legs the size of baseball bats.

There isn’t time to take to the air for 
more animal spo� ing—nor could a chop-
per hold you a� er that meal—so you head 
to the Alaska Wildlife Conservation Center, 
a sprawling refuge for orphaned and dis-
placed alpine creatures, including grizzlies, 
black bears, caribou, lynxes, moose and 
wood bison. There, you take a shine to two 
musk ox calves, who seem more bear-cub 
than cow, along with a proud one-winged 
eagle named Adonis, before bidding your 
new friends adieu.

Up a rutted road, you find the Crow 
Creek Mine, the state’s most popular recre-
ational gold mining area and the spot that 
fi rst put Girdwood on the map. During its 
peak nearly a hundred years ago, the mine 
produced more than 700 ounces a month, 
and folks today are still fi nding not only 
the smaller bits missed by the miners of 
yesteryear but some untouched stores 
of nuggets. When two men with beards 
longer than your forearm saunter by with 
metal detectors, buckets and—you can’t 
help but notice—a six-shooter loaded for 
bear, the Wild West picture is complete. 
A site employee shows you how to pan, 
but a� er a few tries you’re le�  with what 
looks like something your kitchen sink 
once coughed up.  

One thing you’re fairly sure that 
you can handle is dinner. At Alyeska’s 

mid-mountain Seven Glaciers, Chef Jason 
Porter’s fi ve-course tasting menu is illu-
minated by a sunset that’s two hours in 
(remember, this is summer in Alaska, 
where dusk can last a� er midnight). Again, 
Alaskan seafood—here, in the form of a 
king crab salad, a Kodiak scallop and wild 
salmon—takes center stage, although the 
crispy pork belly almost steals the show.

It’s bedtime now, and the sun finally 
seems about ready to call it a night. You 
take the tram down to your luxurious base 
camp, lower the blinds and sack out.

DAY TWO | Rule No. 1 when exploring the 
wilderness: always do so on a full stomach. 
So before today’s adventure, you head to 
The Bake Shop, a homey decades-old break-
fast and lunch spot known for sweet rolls 
that really ought to have a fancier name. 
You order one of these sugar bombs along 
with the “Summer of ’76” special, which 
includes three sourdough pancakes, eggs 
and bacon. A� er polishing off  the la� er 
with gusto, you wrap up the bulk of the 
former and take it to go. There’ll be plenty 
of time to lick your fi ngers during the next 
stop on your itinerary.

You’ve booked a seat on one of the 
second-fl oor cabins on the Alaska Railroad’s 
Coastal Classic Train, which off ers windows 
that turn a three-hour train ride into a jaw-
dropping sightseeing expedition. A guide 
points out environmental features along 
the way—glaciers, waterfalls, river valleys 
and, interestingly, trees petrifi ed by salt 
water that fl ooded much of the area fol-
lowing a major earthquake in 1964—and 
occasionally imparts bits of trivia (“around 

KITTY CORNER 
A lynx at the 
Alaska Wildlife 
Conservation 
Center

ALL THAT GLITTERS
Panning for gold at 

Crow Creek

REINDEER’S GAME
Santa may object to Anchorage’s 
street meat craze

Ah, summertime in Alaska. The 
endless daylight, the humane 
temperatures, the fi elds changing 
from white to green …  and the smell 
of grilled reindeer meat fi lling the 
air. That’s especially the case on 4th 
Avenue in downtown Anchorage, 
where at least four carts serving 
spicy reindeer sausage can be 
spotted within a hundred yards of 
each other. The links come slathered 
in hot caramelized onions on a bun 
with a choice of fi xings, including 
mayonnaise, sriracha hot chili sauce 
and pineapple sauce, and make for a 
good on-the-go breakfast or lunch. 
Locals will swear by their favorite 
cart, so your best bet for choosing 
where to go is to spot the 
longest line.
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ROCK FANS 
Seals lounging along 

the Kenai Fjords
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DAY & NIGHT  
Breakfast at The Bake 
Shop; right, dinner at 

Jens’ Restaurant

OUTSIDE & IN 
The Alaska Railroad’s 
Coastal Classic Train; 
left, performers at 
the Alaska Native 
Heritage Center
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here, if someone calls you ‘skookum,’ 
it means you’re cool”). You grab a can of 
Denali Brewing Company Single Engine 
Red from the bar and head to an outdoor 
viewing deck where your gaze is drawn 
to distant mountains refl ected perfectly 
in placid glacial lakes. You breathe deep, 
sucking in air that’s been squeezed out 
of ice and further purifi ed by miles upon 
miles of alpine wilderness.

Long after you’ve lost count of black 
bears, porcupines and eagles, the train 
arrives at the port town of Seward, where 
a boat, courtesy of Kenai Fjords Tours, 
ferries you into even more breathtaking 
scenery. You slip into a fog bank divid-
ing the waters of Resurrection Bay from 
coasts worthy of a Peter Jackson epic, but 
soon the sheer rock faces and strange li� le 
spruce-covered islands and outcroppings 
come back into view. 

You’re pleased to discover that you’re 
not alone: Playful humpback whales, 
stealthy orcas, canoodling sea otters, 
lounging sea lions and clumsy puffi  ns all 
swing by to say hello. After a few short 
hours of this, the vessel pauses beneath 
the massive Holgate Glacier long enough 
for you to witness a very large chunk of 
ice break off  with a thunderous crack and 
a splash to match. With that, the captain 
sets a course back to Seward, where you re-
board the train and doze off  to the steady 
rhythm of the tracks, occasionally waking 
to blink your eyes at nature so relentlessly 
beautiful it’s as if you’re dreaming the 
whole time.

What you do actually dream about, 
of course, is eating. So, en route from 
Girdwood to Anchorage in your rental, 
you swing by Indian Valley Meats for the 
ultimate road food: jerky. You grab one of 
everything for souvenirs—nothing says “I 
was thinking of you” like dried meat—and 
tear into a package of maple garlic elk, 
which you gnaw on until the end of the 
drive and before heading to dinner.

Perhaps it’s because your jaw is primed 
from the jerky, but the light, bu� ery black 
cod that you order at Jens’ Restaurant in 
Anchorage is as so�  and velvety as any-
thing you’ve eaten in your life. You savor 
every strawberry gastrique and berry 

salsa-drizzled morsel like it’s the last 
time you’ll ever eat seafood this fresh, 
which is a possibility. 

Even though you’re on the verge of 
collapse after a blissfully long day, you 
stop by the hipster hangout Sub Zero Bis-
tro & Microlounge, if only for the novelty 
of an after-hours nightcap in twilight. 
One whiskey- and honey-flavored 
cocktail later, a rugged-looking out-
doorsy type almost convinces you there’s 
plenty of time for a hike up nearby 
Flattop Mountain, but your bed at 
the quaint Copper Whale Inn beckons. 
You’ll be going a lot higher than that 
tomorrow, anyway. 

COMMUNITY FABRIC
Buy an authentic musk ox coat, help out a member of a 
Native Alaskan tribe

The musk ox, a bovine animal that survived the last Ice 
Age, may be about as attractive as, well, a bovine animal 
that can survive an Ice Age, but that’s of no importance 
to the Oomingmak Musk Ox Producers’ Co-Operative. 
They’re more concerned with the animals’ undercoat, 
which sheds every spring and happens to be one of the 
warmest and softest fi bers known to man. The raw stuff  
that comes from farms throughout the state is washed, 
dried and spun into yarn at specialty mills and then sent 
to 200 knitters, providing jobs to members of the Yupik 
people living in remote villages in the Yukon-Kuskokwim 
Delta. They turn the material into hats, scarves and the 
like. Once you’ve tried one on, normal sheep wool just 
won’t feel the same. 

ART & SOUL  
An exhibit at the 
Anchorage Museum 
revisits Native 
Alaskan visual motifs
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Taylor Withrington, 
MANAGER, VIATOR TOURS, ALASKA

“Biking the Tony Knowles Coastal 
Trail is a must-do. You can access it 
in downtown Anchorage, and before 
you know it, you feel like you’re in the 

middle of some remote wilderness. You’ll 
probably even spot a moose!”

LOCAL KNOWLEDGE THE INSIDE SCOOP FROM THOSE IN THE KNOW ILLUSTRATIONS BY PETER JAMES FIELD

Jason Porter, 
CHEF, SEVEN GLACIERS RESTAURANT

“Off  the Winter Creek Trail, which is 
a beautiful trail here at the Alyeska 

Resort. Back in that area you’ll fi nd tons 
of blueberries. To be able to get out and 

explore a bit and do some foraging is 
really a cool thing.” 

Eva Bryant, 
ARTIST

“A 2.5-hour drive north from Anchorage 
is a town called Talkeetna. I grew up in 

a small Alaskan village, and it’s the only 
place in this area that reminds me of home. 
You can walk from one end of town to the 
other; on a clear day you can see Denali.” 

DAY THREE | Virtually every restaurant 
menu thus far has included at least one 
form of eggs Benedict, but the airy Snow 
City Café serves them with king crab cakes, 
so you give theirs a try. A few bites in, you 
decide that your decision to opt for the 
dish is fully justifi ed, as is the line that’s 
now snaking out the door.

Meal complete, you wend your way past 
the brunchers and down the street to the 
glistening Anchorage Museum to take in an 
exhibit featuring Native Alaskan artists 
who provide a contemporary twist on tra-
ditional visual motifs. You’re particularly 
struck by Jerry Laktonen’s Here Comes 
the Sun, an ominous black mask made of 
cedar, amber and goose feathers. For sheer 
resourcefulness, however, it’d be tough 
to beat the artifacts in the museum’s 
Smithsonian Arctic Studies Center: Sheep 
hoof snow goggles, a lynx tooth necklace, 
seal intestine raincoats.... Between these 
and the mask, Lady Gaga could outfi t her 
next tour.

Another exhibit, “Arctic Flight: A Cen-
tury of Alaska Aviation,” inspires you to 
embark on another aerial adventure. At 
Lake Hood Seaplane Base, the largest air-
port of its kind in the world, you sign in 
with Rust’s Flying Service and a few minutes 
later you’re sitting next to Jeff, another 
mustachioed pilot in aviator glasses.

As the Cessna follows the Susitna River 
north, you start to notice lots of little 
planes sca� ered around the landscape in 
odd, remote places. “That’s how Alaskans 
go camping,” Jeff informs you through 
your headset, before turning your a� en-
tion to Mt. McKinley, aka Denali, “The 
Great One,” which has been looming in 

the distance since takeoff . With a peak at 
20,320 feet above sea level, it’s the tallest 
mountain in North America. Seeing it 
up close eradicates all sense of scale. You 
circle it for a while as Jeff , who casually 
refers to the extremely dramatic peaks 
of the Alaska Range as “hills,” points out 
the routes climbers take to get to the top. 

PLANE SIGHT
En route to Mt. 
McKinley with Rust’s 
Flying Service  
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ALASKA || THREE PERFECT DAYS

DAY ONE
Hotel Alyeska 1000 Arlberg 
Ave., Girdwood; Tel. 907-754-
2108
Alpine Air Alaska 599 Mount 
Hood Dr., Girdwood; Tel. 
907-783-2360
Double Musky Inn 3 Crow 
Creek Rd., Girdwood; Tel. 
907-783-2822
Alaska Wildlife 
Conservation Center 
79 Seward Highway, Portage; 
Tel. 907-783-2025
Crow Creek Mine 
Mile three, Crow Creek Rd., 
Girdwood; Tel. 907-229-310

Seven Glaciers Restaurant 
1000 Arlberg Ave., Girdwood; 
Tel. 907-754-2237

DAY TWO
The Bake Shop Olympic 
Mountain Loop unit C1, 
Girdwood; Tel. 907-783-2831
Alaska Railroad  
Brudine Rd., Girdwood; 
Tel. 800-544-0552
Kenai Fjords Tours 
1304 4th Ave., Seward; 
Tel. 907-777-2852
Indian Valley Meats 
200 Huot Circle, Indian; 
Tel. 907-653-7511

Jens’ Restaurant 701 West 
36th Ave., Anchorage; 
Tel. 907-561-5367
Sub Zero Bistro & Microlounge 
612 F St., Anchorage; 
Tel. 907-375-3600
Copper Whale Inn 
440 L St., Anchorage;
Tel. 866- 258-7999

DAY THREE
Snow City Café 1034 
West 4th Ave., Anchorage; 
Tel. 907-272-2489
Anchorage Museum 
625 C St., Anchorage; 
Tel. 907-929-9200

Rust’s Flying Service 4525 
Enstrom Circle, Anchorage; 
Tel. 907-243-1595
Middle Way Café 1200 
West Northern Lights Blvd, 
Anchorage; Tel. 907-272-6433
Alaska Native Heritage Center 
8800 Heritage Center Dr., 
Anchorage; Tel. 907-330-8000
Alaska Native Arts Foundation 
500 West 6th Ave., 
Anchorage; Tel. 907-258-2623
Simon & Seafort’s 420 L St., 
Anchorage; Tel. 907-274-3502
Flattop Mountain 13101 
Glen Alps Rd., Anchorage; 
Tel. 907-345-5014
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BOARDING PASS  From plates full of native sockeye salmon to aerial adventures near Mt. McKinley, Alaska is one of the last, vast frontiers, 
open for exploration. United can take you there with service to Anchorage and, this summer, to Fairbanks. Before you go, remember Premier 
Access, the fast lane through the airport. An earlier place in line and the opportunity to board and get comfortable sooner will make your trip 

even more relaxing. For detailed schedule information or to book your fl ight, go to united.com.

You learn that McKinley’s north summit 
was reached for the fi rst time in 1910, a� er 
a bar bet, which seems very Alaskan.

Back in Anchorage at Middle Way Café, 
whose mission statement on its website 
praises the virtues of organic, locally 
sourced ingredients, you have the quinoa-
and-veggie “Unicorn Bowl,” a welcome 
respite from the surf and turf you’ve 
eaten almost exclusively for days. You 
pair the kale-heavy dish with an orange 
and pineapple smoothie. Balance found, 
you drive over to the Alaska Native Heritage 
Center to catch a dance performance by a 
group of teenagers in traditional costume. 
You’re charmed by just how proud the 
youngsters are of their heritage—so much 
so that when they invite the audience to 
sing and dance with them onstage for 
their last number, you oblige.

Inspired by the performers’ colorful 
outfi ts—their jewelry in particular—you 
head back downtown for a stop at the 
Alaska Native Arts Foundation to pick up 
more souvenirs (you’ve decided the jerky 
won’t last the trip) before dinner at Simon 
& Seafort’s. Inside, the cavernous space 
is drenched with sunlight and offers a 
gorgeous view of Cook Inlet, with Mount 
Susitna and the Alaska Range off  in the 
distance. You’re told you’re lucky to be 
there for the first shipment of sockeye 

salmon from the Copper River in South-
central Alaska, an event that tends to 
inspire breathless TV news segments, 
so your decision is made for you. You’re 
pleased to report that the bright red fi sh 
is deliciously light and moist and entirely 
worth the fuss.

Flattop Mountain is back on the table 
tonight, and apparently you’re not the 
only one with that idea. On summer 
nights, the place is crawling with hikers, 
who, like the curious rock chucks you spot 
peeking up out of rock piles and crevices, 
know be� er than to let a sunny evening 
go to waste. At the 3,510-foot summit, you 
feel as if you’ve climbed McKinley itself, 

and you sign your name onto a plank 
stuck into the ground. You stay up there 
awhile, breathing deep, looking past the 
city down below, across the water and 
toward the mountains reflecting the 
warm late-evening twilight.

Just then, a paraglider launches himself 
off  the edge nearby and sails down toward 
the trailhead, looping around in lazy 
circles till he reaches the bottom. Wild, 
you think. You’ll have to try that next time.

Editor at large SAM POLCER can’t remember 
his most recent bar bet, but he’s fairly certain 
it did not involve crampons. 

PEAK SEASON
Taking a breather on 
Flattop Mountain; 
left, the Copper River 
sockeye salmon at 
Simon & Seaford 

R1_p092-102_HEM0813_3PD_ALASKA.indd   102R1_p092-102_HEM0813_3PD_ALASKA.indd   102 10/07/2013   10:2010/07/2013   10:20


	001_HEMS_0813_R1
	002_HEMS_0813_R1
	003_HEMS_0813_R1
	004_HEMS_0813_R2
	005_HEMS_0813_R1
	006_HEMS_0813_R2
	007_HEMS_0813_R2
	008_HEMS_0813_R1
	009_HEMS_0813_R1
	010_HEMS_0813_R1
	011_HEMS_0813_R1
	012_HEMS_0813_R2
	013_HEMS_0813_R1
	014_HEMS_0813_R1
	015_HEMS_0813_R2
	016_HEMS_0813_R1
	017_HEMS_0813
	018_HEMS_0813
	019_HEMS_0813
	020_HEMS_0813
	021_HEMS_0813_R1
	022_HEMS_0813_R1
	023_HEMS_0813
	024_HEMS_0813_R2
	025_HEMS_0813
	026_HEMS_0813
	027_HEMS_0813_R2
	028_HEMS_0813
	029_HEMS_0813_R2
	030_HEMS_0813
	031_HEMS_0813_R2
	032_HEMS_0813_R1
	033_HEMS_0813
	034_HEMS_0813_R1
	035_HEMS_0813
	036_HEMS_0813
	037_HEMS_0813_R1
	038_HEMS_0813_R1
	039_HEMS_0813
	040_HEMS_0813
	041_HEMS_0813_R1
	042_HEMS_0813_R1
	043_HEMS_0813_R2
	044_HEMS_0813_R1
	045_HEMS_0813_R1
	046_HEMS_0813
	047_HEMS_0813
	048_HEMS_0813_R1
	049_HEMS_0813
	050_HEMS_0813_R1
	051_HEMS_0813
	052_HEMS_0813
	053_HEMS_0813_R2
	054_HEMS_0813_R2
	055_HEMS_0813_R1
	056_HEMS_0813_R1
	057_HEMS_0813
	058_HEMS_0813
	059_HEMS_0813
	060_HEMS_0813_R1
	061_HEMS_0813
	062_HEMS_0813
	063_HEMS_0813
	064_HEMS_0813_R2
	065_HEMS_0813_R1
	066_HEMS_0813_R1
	067_HEMS_0813_R1
	068_HEMS_0813
	069_HEMS_0813
	070_HEMS_0813_R2
	071_HEMS_0813
	072_HEMS_0813
	073_HEMS_0813
	074_HEMS_0813_R1
	075_HEMS_0813
	076_HEMS_0813
	077_HEMS_0813
	078_HEMS_0813
	079_HEMS_0813
	080_HEMS_0813_R3
	081_HEMS_0813_R1
	082_HEMS_0813
	083_HEMS_0813
	084_HEMS_0813
	085_HEMS_0813
	086_HEMS_0813
	087_HEMS_0813_R2
	088_HEMS_0813
	089_HEMS_0813_R1
	090_HEMS_0813
	091_HEMS_0813_R1
	092_HEMS_0813
	093_HEMS_0813
	094_HEMS_0813
	095_HEMS_0813
	096_HEMS_0813
	097_HEMS_0813
	098_HEMS_0813
	099_HEMS_0813
	100_HEMS_0813
	101_HEMS_0813
	102_HEMS_0813_R1
	103_HEMS_0813_R1
	104_HEMS_0813
	105_HEMS_0813_R1
	106_HEMS_0813_R1
	107_HEMS_0813
	108_HEMS_0813_R1
	109_HEMS_0813_R1
	110_HEMS_0813_R1
	111_HEMS_0813_R1
	112_HEMS_0813_R1
	113_HEMS_0813_R1
	114_HEMS_0813_R1
	115_HEMS_0813_R1
	116_HEMS_0813
	117_HEMS_0813_R2
	118_HEMS_0813_R1
	119_HEMS_0813_R1
	120_HEMS_0813_R1
	121_HEMS_0813_R1
	122_HEMS_0813_R2
	123_HEMS_0813_R2
	124_HEMS_0813_R2
	125_HEMS_0813_R2
	126_HEMS_0813_R2
	127_HEMS_0813_R2
	128_HEMS_0813_R2
	129_HEMS_0813_R2
	130_HEMS_0813_R2
	131_HEMS_0813_R1
	132_HEMS_0813_R2
	133_HEMS_0813_R1
	134_HEMS_0813_R1
	135-137_HEMS_0813_R2
	138-140_HEMS_0813_R2
	141_HEMS_0813_R2
	142_HEMS_0813_R2
	143_HEMS_0813_R2
	144_HEMS_0813_R2
	145_HEMS_0813_R1
	146_HEMS_0813_R2
	147_HEMS_0813_R2
	148_HEMS_0813_R2
	149_HEMS_0813_R1
	150_HEMS_0813_R2
	151_HEMS_0813_R1
	152_HEMS_0813_R1
	153_HEMS_0813_R1
	154_HEMS_0813_R1
	155_HEMS_0813_R1
	156_HEMS_0813_R1
	157_HEMS_0813_R1
	158_HEMS_0813_R2

