30 January 1951
Dear Family,
I hope you hadn't given up all hope of ever hearing from us again.  The fact of the matter Is that we have been snowed In for over two weeks now and tomorrow or the day after the plow will be up to relieve us.  So once again, I take to my typewriter.
Life goes on here about as usual.  Events of a typical day might be of Interest to you.  Needless to say our duties as caretakers are practically negligible.  With no schedule to maintain you can well imagine that we do not rise at the crack of dawn or even shortly thereafter. Nevertheless, eventually I crawl out shivering and dive into my clothes. Our stove is too small to hold a fire overnight and so, depending on the circumstances the inside morning temperature is anywhere from slightly above freezing to considerable below.  First Job is, of course, the fire.  A dash outside for kindling and small blocks and ten minutes later, if all goes well, the stove is blazing.  By this time Carol has seen fit to crawl out from under the Hudson Bay blankets and see how things are going.  By this time also I have put the coffee pot on and then my culinary duties cease. Carol carries on and gets breakfast.  We have tried them all, but by far the favorite first meal of the day is hot cakes and bacon.  This morning we were eating our way through approximately our 30th pound of bacon and hot cakes of unknown numbers,  This with several mugs Of steaming coffee seem to stick w'you for most of the day. While breakfast is being readied I am usually outside and down stairs sawing and splitting the wood for the day. I try to finish this chore before we eat but as our dally fuel consumption averages two eight foot logs ten inches in diameter I am not always successful.  At any rate my appetite is always up.  By the time we have eaten the cabin has begun to warm up and we can relax for a bit and enjoy a cigarette (new vice).  After that, it's pot luck. There is always some Job to do.  My list of projects is a long one and Carol has her hands full keeping up with the washing.  At least once a week I have to make the long trek (J mile) for water.  Naturally all summer water supplies are frozen by November 1.  The particular spring we use is near the upper hot spring, and apparently it is warmed enough to stay open all winter.  I get It in batches of 108 pounds (10 Imp. gals.) using 'Sierra Madre’ our sled so named for the orange orate which comprises part of it.  This spring is behind Pete's place so a trip for water usually means a short social call.  Aside from drinking all our other water is 'rendered out' of snow and ice in a huge blue pot that is a permanent fixture on the stove.  Other routine Jobs are the emptying of the various slops and the ashes.
But, all work and no play makes Carol and John dull kids. So, to avoid anything so calamitous we take to our skis for most of the afternoon.  Rarely a day goes by that we don't spend at least a few hours on skis.  We are becoming quite expert now and Carol hasn't taken a spill in over a week. We are really enthusiastic nothing quite equals the thrill of a fast downhill run through light snow.  Gone are all the ugly foot prints in the snow.  In their place the landscape is delicately lined by the thin graceful marks of our ski trails.  Pete is an expert skier having been with the British ski troops in Norway so we do not lack for companionship or expert instruction.  (This a long story).  The sun is well down by four so we head for hom9 about that time.  If the temperature has been well below zero (Minus 10 or less) Carols hair and parka fringe are completely ice coated and my beard and moustache (the only additions to the family) are a hoary white.
After skiing I usually have just enough time to get in the night wood before I have to fill the lantern and light it/ then supper.  Carol handles this with very occasional help from me although I still retain complete charge of the bread baking department.  Our evening begins about 6:30 and we hit the sack sometime after one (AM, that is).

Weather here has been a bit on the nippy side.  On 3an 26, we recorded a low of 36 below zero.  We were warm at that. Nick down at Poco had 46 below and Jasper was a few degrees lower yet.  For over a week the mercury never poked its head above twenty below and for a long time before and after the snap we had a steady 10 below.  Just yesterday we had what is called a Chinook.  A warm wind from the west.  It blew like fury all day yesterday, all last night and this morning.  With all the snow about and the high wind the effect was a real blizzard.  All the snow has been glazed hard, the trees have been blown clean and the temperature has Jumped up to a comfortable 10 above. The cold snap produced at least two interesting phenomenae which we had read about but never experienced.  One was the snapping of trees (and timbers in the cabin):  Just like rifle shots in the case of trees and like mysterious prowlers in the other.  The other (phen.) occurred when the outside door was opened.  Immediately a huge dense cloud of steam forms and rushes into the room.  It is, of course the condensation of moisture in the warm air as it strikes the cold.  It behaves Just like water and flows down and across the floor.  An incidental product of the cold weather, but much more spectacular is the 'Crystal Palace.'  We have our bedroom closed off and so it doubles in brass as an intermediate refrigerator (Our deep freeze is Just out side).  During the very cold weather it receives no warmth at all and as a consequence every bit of the moisture from our breathing condenses on the wall and freezes. After a few nights every square inch of outside wall is coated with a thick white blanket of hoarfrost; hence the crystal palace. We retire by candle light and as the flame flickers a million ice crystals flicker too; the effect is, should I say, enchanting.
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P.S. Did a book (The War in Pictures) from LIFE ever 
      arrive?

