April 14, 1951

Dear Family,

Received your last and was glad to hear that the pictures came through without mishap.  I will send some more eventually, but I am now postponing all darkroom activity until I can have access to electricity and running water.

Flin Flon is, first and last, a mining town.  All the wealth and prosperity of this northern community 3tems 100 & from the extensive and rich mine owned by the Hudson Bay Mining and Smelting Company.  Both the pits add smelters are within the city, and it takes only a few minutes after arrival to see that you are in a grimy and rawboned frontier town.  Everyone and everything are in some way connected with the mine.  The chief and most valuable ore is gold, but many other non-ferrous ores are extracted as well, copper and nickel among them. In all the varied operations of the mine tremendous amounts of electric power are used.  This the mine generates at its own plant.  Now, the whole point is, the mine sells electricity for the street lighting to the town on a 24 hour basis at a rate that is far cheaper than the long term cost of an independent system equipped with switches.  Hence the lights burn all the time.
Far more interesting than this, however, is the story of how Flin Flon got its name.
Flin Flon is a young city, you know, and 30 years ago the area it now occupies was a barren rock strewn wilderness.  A prospector by the name of Jim Creighton was exploring the area w4th two partners.  They spent the whole summer and found nothing.  They weren't going to give up easily, so they decided to winter in the bush. It was a rough winter.  They were pinned down by the weather and for weeks on end they had absolutely nothing with which to divert or amuse themselves --- nothing except one dogeared book, a dime adventure novel by an obscure British writer.  All three read the book until they almost knew it from memory.  The hero was a fabulous adventurer with the rather impossible name of Flintabity Flonatin.  After a series of fantastic adventures Flintabity finds himself in the climactic dilemma. Through a hole in the ground he disappears into the bowels of the earth.  His fate was never known, because the last chapter of the book was missing.  This of course only added to the miseries of the three bored prospectors.

Several years later Creighton and his pals were in the same area.  This time they made their strike and a fabulous one it was.  They staked their claim and formed the Hudson Bay Mining and Smelting Company.  In due course it made Jim Creighton a millionaire many times over.  Very close to the original claim was a large hole in the ground.  It was rather an oddity and it immediately called to mind the hole into which the hero of the unfinished novel had disappeared. They had been trying to think of a name for the diggings and when they found the hole, the inspiration was at hand.  Flintabity Flonatin was too cumbersome, so Flin Flon it became and has remained.

If you get to Canada in the near future, I would very much appreciate your taking along and sending me a book called SOUTH by Ernest Shackleton.  You will find this book in the tall glass doored bookcase.  I have a vague recollection of locking this case up.  If so, and the key is not there, it will be-on top of the bookcase of somewhere in the confusion of my desk drawers. DO NOT send it from the States, as the red tape in getting it would take too long for me to get in time for the purpose to which I shall put it.  It is a duty free item which you do not have to declare. Just stick it in the glove compartment.  Above all do not say that you have something which you are going to send to someone in Canada.  In any event, a book is so innocuous an item it would not possibly arouse any suspicions.  This book is very important and I shall be very grateful if you are able to send it.

I just noted that today is your anniversary. Many happy returns etc.  Tempus fugit.

Aunt Clara, that's m' travelin' aunt, mentioned not long ago that she was thinking of coming out here on vacation. An excellent idea as the trip and scenery are incomparable. However we do not know as yet just exactly what our status will be this summer.  We have several irons in the fire some of which will keep us here and others of which might put us on the move again.  As soon as we are in a position to do so we will advise you of our summer status.

John
