
Prince Albert Saskatchewan 
June 23, 1950

Dear Family,

The last time I wrote, I believe we were at Brereton Lake in Manitoba.  Since then we have done and seen many things.  Did 208 miles today making a total of 2678 so far.  We are staying in Prince Albert for the night and most of tomorrow.  We expect mail, a new lens for Carol's glasses (which she broke two weeks ago), we have a little hardware to buy, and we must each have a new jacket.  Three weeks of camping in the worst weather have all but ruined the ones we have.  Late tomorrow afternoon, we head for Prince Albert National Park (about a two hour drive from here).

It is almost impossible in a letter of reasonable length to tell all that has happened.  Last night and yesterday might serve as typical.  We left Manitoba via Swan River and Benito.  We drove most of the day through rolling prairie.  At Kelvington, Sask. we turned north and made for Greenwater Lake Provincial Park.  Reached there about five, and camped for the night on a high slope overlooking the lake.  We named the camp Ground Squirrel Camp after the thousands of the animals that live in the hill side.  They are small burrowing mammals and it is no exaggeration to say that there were thousands.  They are quite audacious and were darting about all evening under our very noses. The light was poor so I saved photographing them until morning.  For supper we ate fried walleyed pike which we had caught ourselves at Lake Athapapuskow (another long story).  By eleven we were in the sack.  We have not, to date, encountered what you could term warm weather, especially at night, so our sleeping rig was one down bag with one wool liner.  Speaking of cool weather, last week at Cranberry Portage we had ice on the inside of our tent in the morning.

This morning at our usual rising time (6:00 o'clock) there was a drenching downpour in progress, so we lay in until it stopped for a while at 9:30.  This is about all you can do on a bad day.  The tent is always snug and dry and any attempt to break camp in the rain always results in a soaking.  By ten-thirty we were under way again.  Then followed one of the most harrowing driving experiences to date.  This particular park is accessible only by a third class unimproved earth road.  The morning rain turned the 'earth' into a treacherous quagmire. In these parts and others it is known as gumbo mud. It sticks and sticks and sticks to everything and anything. In short order, the tires of the car were about twice normal size with mud.  Only the fenders prevented them from gumming up completely.  The trailer was another matter.  In no time at all, the wheels were stuck fast. So thickly caked was the mud, there was no turning them.  It behaved just like a sled except that it swung wildly from side to side on the slick mud.  I used every gear from bottom to top.  At least five times we were stopped cold and I had to get out into the rain and mud and literally chop the mud away and free the wheels. It took us three hours to do the 12 mile stretch out of the park, never once getting into high and rarely out of low range.  Our outfit was mud inside and out. It will take weeks to clean up.  We ourselves were so besmirched we decided to celebrate our third week under canvas with a hot bath at the Marlboro Hotel here in Prince Albert.  Out again tomorrow. (Needless to say I had no opportunity this morning to take pictures of the ground squirrels.)

In our twenty-six hundred miles of touring I estimate we have had something less than three hundred miles of paved highway.  At least twice a day we are glad that we have the Jeep.  The pavement ten miles outside of Prince Albert today was the first we had seen in two week.  But, no cause to complain.  We have untold miles of virgin country and animals of every description.

Probably one of the highlights (if not the highlight) of our trip through Canada so far is the side trip to northern Manitoba which occupied nearly the whole of last week and, incidentally, threw us a week off schedule. The trip took us over new roads, some of them open this year for the first time and some of them still, under construction.  That, however, is incidental.  The important thing it the country and the people.  We have met and photographed Indians and trappers, we have eaten In lumber camp kitchens, we have drunk quarts of tea before a roaring fire in a one room cabin, we have fished in near virgin waters, and we have absorbed as much as is humanly possible of a country which is rich in the lore of Indians and the Hudson's Bay Co.  We have been to The Pas, Cranberry Portage, Lake Athapapuskow, and Flin Flon, northernmost auto point in Manitoba.  We have met Caribou Bill Anger famous figure of the north, we ourselves have been north of 54, and to top it all, we have made two newspapers, the Winnipeg Free Press and the Saskatoon Star Phoenix.

So long for a while.
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PS. We have eaten fish which we caught ourselves for almost a week straight; lake trout, northern pike, and walleyed pike; mmmmm good.

