
FITZGERALD’S 2006 TRIP TO NEWFOUNDLAND

Saturday, April 22, 2006 

Our 2006 summer odyssey began today after a very hectic week.  About 9:30 a.m. we said goodbye to our neighbor 
Chris who will be looking after our house while we’re gone.  Our caravan of two (Sam and Ron Ruward and us) made 
our way in good time through middle-Saturday-morning Las Vegas traffic.  It was a nice day – blue skies and just a few 
clouds.  At a rest area we stopped long enough for lunch, but otherwise it was pretty much a driving day of a couple 
hundred miles.  We went over several passes of 5500 feet, 6500 feet, and almost 7000 feet.  As we neared the I-15 and 
I-70 junction we noticed a lot of snow still on surrounding mountains and we were just about equal to the snow line at 
that last and highest pass.  Spring is late in western Utah.  A lilac bush next to our site hasn’t yet blossomed but there is 
a blooming forsythia near the entrance.  On the other hand, Sam and I picked roses from our yard this morning and we 
both have lovely bouquets to enjoy for a few days.  To answer the question, yes, of course we both carry vases with us.

Tonight we’re at a KOA in Richfield UT which is where we’ll fuel up tomorrow morning before leaving the interstate 
to go find dinosaurs. :)   Our arrival in Richfield was an adventure.  Ron thought he remembered where a campground 
was and that’s where we went, only to find a VERY small campground with VERY tight turns with only one way in 
and one way out.  We both ended up unhooking our tow cars so we could maneuver our way out.  One man nicely 
moved his car so Jerry could drive through an empty site to get out.  Eventually we got to the KOA but this little 
diversion meant we arrived at 5:07 instead of 4:07!  Oh, and now we’re in Mountain Time.

The guys have been busy getting our internet satellite wi-fi set up so Jerry’s busy doing his internet “thing.”

Sunday, April 23, 2006 

Today we arrived at the Huntington State Park where we’ll spend a few days.  The park is alongside a good-sized 
reservoir and it’s windy enough to have teeny white caps. :)   With a few hours to roam around we decided to find the 
Rochester Creek Rock Art Panel which is full of petroglyphs.  We took a fairly good gravel road east of here for about 
five miles and then hiked down into a canyon and then up to a high point at the end of the ½-mile trail.  Way up there 
was a huge rock that is covered with hundreds of rock art images called petroglyphs which are actually carvings in the 
stone.  It’s a wonderful specimen of really good quality and includes big horn sheep, people, snakes, what might 
represent rivers, and whatnot.  Very nice indeed.  There were a few other petroglyphs, but the Rochester Panel is truly 
outstanding. 

Came back to the RV and fixed a chicken stirfry.  Being Sunday in a Mormon state there weren’t many businesses open 
today, including restaurants.  In fact, on I-70 I saw a sign that indicated fuel 12 miles off the exit and underneath it said 
“Closed Sunday.”  Being that it’s along the 110-mile stretch over the San Rafael Swell that has no services, it’s good 
they warn you. 

Monday, April 24, 2006 

Today we got an early start so we could visit the Cleveland-Lloyd Dinosaur Quarry.  After driving about 25 miles on a 
good dirt and gravel road we arrived only to find it is closed for renovations.  Actually we had seen some signs that said 
it was closed but they looked like they had been there for years and after checking their singularly uninformative web 
site decided it would be open.  Not!  After that we drove into the town of Price and went to the College of Eastern Utah 
Paleontology Museum which – yeaa – was open.  It was quite interesting.  There we learned that the Cleveland-Lloyd 
Quarry is a National Natural Landmark and one of the foremost providers of dinosaur bones and fossils to museums 
around the world.  Half the paleontology museum is devoted to the dinosaurs found locally and the other half depicts 
the Fremont Indian culture.  These people lived about the same time as the Anasazi who were forerunners of the Hopi 
and maybe the Navajo.  They had a really nice diorama of how the people lived at Hovenweep which we and the 
Ruwards visited a couple of years ago. 

When we left the museum it was raining and really cold.  It almost felt like the rain could turn to snow, but it didn’t.  
Anyway we figured the museum 20 miles south at Castle Dale probably wouldn’t be open, so we drove up Huntington 



Canyon that goes past the Huntington State Park.  Still drizzling and not much to see so we came back to our RVs.  
[We later found out that a huge wooly mammoth skeleton was found up this same canyon.]  This is a very nice park 
with spacious sites and we have it all to ourselves. 

The trees are barely beginning to leaf, the lilacs have not started blooming, a few cherry trees are blooming, but we’ve 
decided spring is late here.  Yesterday morning it was 34 when we got up in Richfield and this morning it was 33 here.  
In fact, when we were driving back from Price this afternoon the rain cleared enough that we could see there was fresh 
snow down very low on the western mountain slopes. Ron checked the Weather Underground and tomorrow is 
supposed to be sunny and warmer so we’re going to try four-wheeling into the Swell. Yesterday and today we all drove 
in our car but for the Swell we’ll take both cars and it should be an all-day excursion. 

Tuesday, April 25, 2006 

What a neat, fun, interesting, and beautiful day!  We awakened to sunshine and clear blue skies.  Although still chilly, 
we were happy we waited until today to take our drive into Buckhorn Wash which turned out to have really fascinating 
things to see.  First we took the road out to Wedge Overlook.  You climb upward through a “pygmy forest” of Pinyon 
Pines and Utah Junipers.  On reaching the Overlook you can see the San Rafael River far below as it flows through a 
magnificent canyon which is called the Little Grand Canyon for good reason.  The cliffs are spectacular and there are 
all kinds of formations.  The San Rafael River is about 1,000 feet or more below the Overlook.  From there it’s a mere 
ribbon of color. 

Retracing our track, we turned south onto the Buckhorn Wash road. Although we had a book that provided mileages, 
they were in miles from I-70 and not from our direction so it took us a while driving until we found a waypoint to use 
for measuring where the things were that we wanted to see.  One of the highlights of the entire San Rafael Swell is the 
Buckhorn Wash pictograph panel.  Whereas the Rochester Panel we saw the other day was pecked or carved 
petroglyphs, the Buckhorn Wash panel is actually painted, making it somewhat of a rarity.  The rock is relatively light 
and the paints were red and ochre.  What is so very special about these pictographs is that they are believed to be more 
than 2,000 years old and probably were painted by the Barrier Canyon people.  Historians wonder if they were done by 
shamans because they show primarily people who are very broad shouldered and many have either upraised arms or no 
arms.  The red figures were painted with powdered hematite.  The reason they have lasted so long is that the sandstone 
absorbed the pigment colors, thus preserving them.  By the way, the Barrier Canyon people were an archaic age hunter-
gatherer society who lived in caves or brush shelters.  Their throwing stick with which they killed game animals was 
called an Atlatl; the bow and arrow arrived with later native cultures. 

Continuing on the road we reached the fast-flowing San Rafael River which we had seen from high above at the Wedge 
Overlook.  At the river is a swinging bridge built by the Civilian Conservation Corps in 1938.  Next to it is a newer and 
more substantial bridge.  The river is the dividing point for the northern Buckhorn Wash and the southern Cottonwood 
Wash road that goes down to I-70. 

We drove past the river for about a mile so we could see a couple of formations.  One huge one is called Window Blind 
Peak because near the top it looks like windows with the blinds closed.  At an elevation of 7,030 feet, it is the tallest 
free standing monolith in America and one of the largest in the world.  Near it is Assembly Hall Peak which reminded 
settlers of the original Mormon Assembly Hall in Salt Lake City.  On the other side of the road is Bottleneck Peak 
which is very tall and slender and peaks at an elevation of 6,401 feet. 

It was here that we turned around.  Several miles back down the road was a ledge about 40 feet above the road.  On it is 
another interesting – but historical – piece of graffiti.  It says “Mat Warner, Feb. 17, 1920.”  Matt Warner was a 
colorful outlaw who occasionally rode with Butch Cassidy.  His “territory” extended from New Mexico to Washington 
State and he used the San Rafael Swell in which to hide from the law.  This way of life continued for 18 years until he 
was caught and incarcerated in the Utah State Prison for three years.  While an outlaw he frequented Green River UT 
where he operated a saloon and brothel.  During his stay in prison he apparently “saw the light” because he became a 
law abiding citizen after prison, eventually becoming a Justice of the Peace and the nighttime Marshall in Price UT.  He 
died in 1938. 

A couple of miles farther down the road we stopped and climbed up to another large ledge.  On it is a very large and 
clear three-toed dinosaur track.  We’ve seen others that were not so well defined and deep.  This was really cool. 



After another half mile we found an area with another petroglyph.  We were told by our guidebook to “look for a series 
of bullet holes where some fool shot his initials (T.K.G.) onto the cliff.  Look left of those for a large, light colored 
crack running vertically.  The petroglyph is just left of the crack.”  Sure enough.  There were the huge bullet hole 
initials and a much smaller but very interesting petroglyph nearby.  It was a standing person with the right arm facing 
downward with only four fingers.  The left arm seems to reach toward the head which has huge rabbit-like ears and 
dots going between the two ears, somewhat like a halo.  Under the left armpit is a set of concentric circles and the outer 
one has lines going out from it which remind me of a snail’s legs.  Quite unusual.  By the way the “fool” was a good 
shot with perfectly spaced bullet holes to make his initials. 

Another set of petroglyphs was a bit farther down the road and a short hike up a steep hill.  These were similar to the 
large Buckhorn Wash Panel we saw earlier. 

This was the end of our Buckhorn Wash drive and we continued into Castle Dale to visit the Museum of the San 
Rafael.  This was a very nice, somewhat eclectic museum.  It depicted various activities of the Barrier Canyon people, 
had numerous taxidermy specimens of wildlife found in the area, a gorgeous display of local rocks under ultraviolet 
(who knew rocks were so beautiful and of such varied colors?), lots of very nice arrowheads, authentic baskets and 
bowls, native people’s artifacts like clothing, and beautifully beaded items made by the Utes.  It was a very nice 
museum with well presented exhibits. 

Wednesday, April 26, 2006 

We’ve arrived at the Portal RV Park in Moab where will be ensconced in Site 1 until May 7th.  There are new 
managers this year and it’s just been sold to a new owner.  The manager told Jerry that when we come next year (we’ve 
already been signed up for months), the old park will have been completely torn up and replaced.  They’re currently 
putting new sewer pipes down the access road from Highway 191 and they’ll probably have 50 amp electricity at all the 
sites.  It’s called Portal because our view is of the “portal” through which the Colorado River flows toward the south 
and west.  It’s a neat view out our front window with high red cliffs on both sides of the portal. 

This was quite a day.  The drive itself was short – only about 130 miles – but we made some stops along the way.  Our 
Jake brake (the Cummins exhaust retarder – not the primary service brakes) have been getting more “iffy” on 
downgrades and today it just plain didn’t want to work.  [It works by using the exhaust system to slow the vehicle so it 
downshifts automatically when going downhill, thus slowing the vehicle.  Trucks use ‘em, as do we.]  Jerry talked with 
Monaco and discussed our alternatives.  Our first stop was to replace a relay but that didn’t help.  Later we stopped 
again and Jerry pulled the Jake brake pedal to see if he could rewire it and use a toggle switch instead to see if we could 
prove the pedal was the problem.  He couldn’t so put it back together.  Lo and behold, the first downgrade the Jake 
didn’t work, but after the first try worked consistently every time.  Since I was driving, this pleased me greatly because 
there’s a very long downgrade coming into Moab and I like to use the Jake to hold me back without having to use the 
service brakes.  In other words, I like to save the service brakes for if they’re really needed for “hard” stops.  In the 
meantime, we ordered a new Jake brake pedal and two relays from Monaco and maybe they’ll arrive by the end of the 
week.  It sounds like the electrical part of the Jake pedal (a mere $183 item) is beginning to fail which is why it’s 
intermittent. 

We finally arrived at the RV park and got everything all set up.  Then Jerry started calling air conditioning repair places 
because our RV dash a/c has been getting less cool and we’re going to need it this summer.  Most places couldn’t see 
us until next week or later, but he finally talked with the Chevy dealer who can see us tomorrow morning at 8 a.m.  
That meant we had to dismantle everything (awnings, flags, name place, message center, etc.) that I had just finished 
setting up.  Do I need to mention that this was a nerve-racking day????  When something doesn’t work, we have to test 
it every which way and that’s not easy when you have traffic behind you!  Actually I used the four-way flashers several 
times so the poor truckers behind us would know there was a problem.  Bet they were glad when we pulled off!  :) 

After all that we treated ourselves by going to the Moab Brewery for dinner.  Actually, it’s a very good restaurant that 
also happens to have a micro-brewery.  Considering this is a Mormon state and often “dry” it’s interesting that Moab 
now has three wineries and four or five microbreweries!  Not to mention a number of very good gourmet restaurants.  
Last year we had our Red Hat luncheon at the Moab Brewery. 



Thursday, April 27, 2006 

The world is all better again!  With the dawn’s early light we got all packed up and drove over to the Chevy dealer.  
Two hours later the dash A/C was working again.  There was a leak that was found and corrected at least for now.  If it 
happens again Jerry knows what line should be spliced and what connector should be replaced.  He decided not to do it 
now because it's a big job.  There was zero coolant in the system so it’s no surprise we had no cooling!  Afterwards it 
cooled down to 35 degrees.  Also, the Jake brake worked perfectly today.  Yeaaa!  We wonder if there wasn’t some dirt 
that caused the problem and got “fixed” when Jerry took the pedal off. 

We had a very nice impromptu group dinner tonight.  Russ had made lentil soup and invited us down to his place.  Sam 
and I bought stuff from the great salad bar at City Market so we had both a huge veggie salad and a fruit salad.  Sam 
made cornbread (from scratch) and others brought other stuff.  It was all good.

Also today Jerry got his wi-fi hooked into Ron’s system and now they’re working on the Satellite video telephone 
called Skype.  Now that’s really amazing.  Jerry and Ron were both “talking” today on Skype – only two coaches apart 
but each one of them would speak, the verbiage would travel 22,000 miles out to the geosynchronous satellite orbiting 
the earth at the equator and then 22,000 miles back to the other person two coaches away.  All in seconds!  Earlier 
today Ron and Jerry talked via Skype to the Nathans in Spain.  They’re getting ready to go on a four-month around-the-
world cruise on a freighter.  Last year they went to Lapland in their RV.  Now they’ve just hooked up with Ian in 
Australia and I’m listening to the conversation as they talk. 

Tomorrow is a four-wheeling day up the Shaffer Trail to the Island in the Sky section of Canyonlands.  So good night 
for now. 

Friday, April 28, 2006 

Today was a good one with a trail ride.  Five couples in four cars left Moab and drove west on Potash Road which 
follows the Colorado River through the aforementioned Portal.  At the end of the paved road we started climbing 
gradually.  Just before entering Canyonlands National Park we passed the potash evaporation ponds.  These look much 
like the salt evaporation ponds that were near us along San Francisco Bay.  They’ve expanded their plant down at the 
end of Potash Road, as well as the evaporation ponds area.  In fact, it kind of “threw” us because they’ve rerouted the 
road near the ponds and it was quite different. One funny thing was when we arrived at the edge of the ponds.  There 
was a “dangerous intersection” sign.  There we were in the middle of nowhere on a dirt road and we all got a chuckle 
out of it.  It's probably required by OSHA because trucks drive there.  By lunch time we were at the Musselman Arch 
where there’s quite an expansive view back down the valley.  The potash ponds looked really blue from up there.  It 
seems odd to see the ponds against the backdrop of the snow-covered La Sal Mountains in the distance and the red 
cliffs and miles of red dirt (Doris, take note – RED DIRT).  It has been really windy since we arrived here in Moab and 
it was really, really windy at Musselman.  We circled the cars, but didn’t tarry for long. 

After Musselman we proceeded to the Shaffer Trail which can only be described as a one-lane dirt and rock road that is 
a series of zig-zags taking you up the face of a cliff about 2,000 feet in elevation.  Yes, more than one person 
commented about sweaty palms. One couple was coming downhill in a VW camper.  They were from Switzerland and 
appeared to be having fun, but I looked at that thing swaying back and forth over the rocks and almost died on their 
behalf! :)   Yes, there are a few places to pass, but you really have to look far ahead to make sure there’s a wide enough 
spot to do so!  The Shaffer Trail originally was used to move cattle up to high grazing areas and later by uranium 
mining trucks taking the ore down to the railroad down at Potash Road.  Sam and I agree we can’t imagine driving a 
truck down it.  The Shaffer Trail ends at the part of Canyonlands known as Island in the Sky.  This is a wonderfully 
descriptive name for a huge high mesa that has fabulous views of the Canyonlands area.  We drove out to the Grand 
View viewpoint at 6,080 feet elevation.  From there you can see the Colorado River far below, the Shaffer Trail we just 
used, the White Rim Trail that circles the canyon (named for the white capstone rock on top of the rim), the Green 
River, the La Sal Mountains, and distant areas of Canyonlands National Park.

Then we began our drive home down Long Canyon, otherwise known as Pucker Pass.  It too is red dirt and rock, 
although it was in better condition this year than in most previous years.  Jerry and I have fond memories of this 
particular road because it was on it that we had our very first four-wheeling adventure in our brand-new Tracker.  It’s a 
relatively steep road (it could be a 15% downgrade in places) that drops several thousand feet down to the Colorado 



River, but for the most part it’s wider than the Shaffer Trail so not as prone to sweaty palms. :)   The unique thing about 
this road is one tiny section.  Years ago a monstrous size rock weighing tons fell from the cliff high above.  It landed 
across the road and was firmly lodged there. Apparently they tried to remove it unsuccessfully so today people who 
drive this road must drive UNDER this rock.  I suspect that’s how it got its nickname of Pucker Pass!  Every time we 
drive it, Jerry reminds me of the first time.  He was driving that day and stopped the car under the rock to get out to 
take a photo.  I was out of the car and on the uphill side of the rock before he was in place downhill to take his picture.  
There was no way I was going to park under that rock!  Boy did he get a laugh out of that one.  I’m much more brave 
these days.  This time I stopped under the rock and waved so he could get a good picture. 

Saturday, April 29, 2006 

Today we’ve been gone for one week.  We finally got to sleep in and catch up with ourselves. :)   I’ve been washing 
clothes and shopping while Jerry’s been working on getting both our computers set up for wireless through both the 
Portal RV Park and our friends.  With any luck, maybe I’ll get to send this and catch up with e-mail.

Sunday, April 30, 2006

The wi-fi connection set up yesterday apparently worked well because I got a few return notes this morning.  That gave 
me a chance to get caught up with e-mails, etc.  The remainder of our RV Forum folk arrived today.  We have about 22 
coaches with about 43 people and have pretty well taken over the Portal RV Park.  The vintage car show was this 
weekend and a lot of those folks stay here, but they all cleared out this morning, leaving the place to us.  It was a quiet 
day with everyone catching up on who’s done what since we last met.  Jerry checked a couple of other folks’ roof TV 
mounts to make sure none were loose and Ron installed an internet dish for someone.

This afternoon we went out to get gas in the MDX and took Al and Judy Griefer with us.  On the spur of the moment, 
Jerry decided that, because the Griefers have not been to Moab before, we should show them a place called Lion’s 
Back.  This is one major four wheel drive challenge.  It’s a huge chunk of slickrock (sandstone that gets really slick 
when it’s wet) that reminds one of a lion.  The challenge is to drive straight up it (starting at the tail or rump end), turn 
around on the top, and then drive back down.  In the seven years we’ve been coming to Moab, none of us have ever 
seen anyone drive it.  You have to understand, the bottom of the rock is a 42 degree incline and, although the incline 
may lessen somewhat as you go up, it’s quite a climb - about the length of a football field or two.  It’s also very narrow 
and it would be a long hard fall down.  In fact, there’s a car wedged in the small canyon next to it that didn’t make it. 
It’s one of those situations where there is no room for error.

Well, today we lucked out.  Just as we were starting to leave, a group of hard-core four-wheelers arrived in their Jeep 
Rubicons.  Now these are serious rock crawling vehicles that are much higher clearance than what our group has and 
they’re generally loaded with Detroit Lockers, lifts, air compressors, winches, etc.  In fact the Jeep Rubicon is named 
after the Rubicon Trail in California which is known among four-wheelers as a very difficult trail that usually requires 
winching over the rocks.  The folks who drive Rubicons are true rock crawlers who do the most advanced trails that we 
don’t go near (or maybe I should say we avoid them).  Two of the guys decided they had to try Lion’s Back and got 
permission from the owner so, needless to say, we stayed for the show (NO camera because remember we were just 
going for gas).

The first guy just “kissed” the rock at the bottom and kept going in Low-Low gear.  The “trail” is black tire marks and 
he followed it right up, although he told us later that it’s hard to see the black marks when you’re actually doing it.  He 
had a spotter to make sure he kept on the track and he made it to the top beautifully.  Once he reached the top we could 
no longer see the Jeep and he didn’t come and he didn’t come.  Finally someone called him on his cell phone to find 
out if they were having a problem turning around (this would be a continuous back and forth in about five foot 
increments and we’ve heard a lot of people end up backing down because turning is so hairy).  Anyway, I guess they 
were enjoying the fabulous view and taking pictures and enjoying their great adventure while the second guy was 
anxiously waiting his turn.  They (driver, “tailgunner”, and spotter) finally came down.  At one point I was afraid he 
was getting off the track and being right in front of him and at his eye level used some hand signals to make sure he 
didn’t come any further to my right.  At the bottom he was greeted with cheers from all of us.  It was a beautiful ride, 
but I had sweaty palms for them!!!  We stayed long enough to watch the second guy go up but didn’t stick around for 
the descent.  If you want to see their drives, one of their group was going to post the photos on
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By the time we got back it was time for Happy Hour which was used to plan our week.  Tomorrow Jerry and I are 
taking a group on a short and fairly easy hike in Arches National Park.  We chose an easy one to help them get used to 
hiking again.  Being that happy hour turned into dinner, we (the Griefers and us) decided just to make it a complete 
Junk Food Day and went down to the Moab Diner (50s style place) for ice cream.  Our mothers would not approve! :)

Monday, May 1, 2006

Happy May Day to all!  Yesterday, we got a call from Joy (Jerry’s sister) and Skip who were leaving New York harbor 
on a cruise to Bermuda.  So their hiatus from cruises is over.  Joy wanted to stay home a couple of months to enjoy 
their new home.

This morning Jerry and I led a really easy hike down Park Avenue which is in Arches National Park.  It was a beautiful 
morning with delightful temperatures.  This is a one-mile walk and we chose the downhill half only.  That meant we 
had to take enough cars to leave cars at both the uphill and downhill ends.  At the end of the hike, Lorna, Sam, and I 
ferried the other drivers back to their cars.  The walk itself is down a canyon formed by two gigantic red rock cliffs. 
Quite nice!  There weren’t as many flowers as last year – definitely a drier and later spring this year.

This evening we took the Canyonlands by Night boat tour which was kind of neat.  First they served a “cowboy” style 
dinner of BBQ beef, pork, and chicken, salads, potatoes, biscuits, lemonade or iced tea, and chocolate cake for dessert. 
Because all the meat had garlic they made me a really nice whole wheat veggie wrap that was quite good.  Actually 
everyone said it was all very good.  After dinner we boarded a large open boat and headed upstream for a two-hour 
cruise.  The captain narrated and pointed out various rock formations as well as layers of sandstone that are from 
different geologic periods.  By the time we turned around it was dark and the real show began.  They have a 70,000-
watt generator towed behind a truck with gigantic lights they focus on the canyon walls.  The lights are coordinated 
with a narrated and musical show.  The lights and sound were very well coordinated.  As we neared the end of the 
show, they cut the engine and we floated.  This was an ethereal experience because we all realized at some point that 
we were surrounded by canyon walls and couldn’t tell where the river would flow.  Somewhat disconcerting but 
nevertheless interesting.  By the way, we learned from the captain that the Colorado is not considered a navigable river.

Tuesday, May 2, 2006

We thought today would be a four-wheel trail ride by some folks and we were going to lead a hike, but Jerry decided he 
felt more like four-wheeling than hiking so there were eight cars in the trail ride.  We went north of town where we got 
on the road to Bull Canyon which was our lunch stop.  We like it there because we can sit in the shade under a huge 
alcove while enjoying looking at the top of the canyon to the two arches called Gemini Bridges.  After lunch and lots of 
photos we retraced some of our path and then got on the road to the higher Gemini Bridges.  This is a challenging ride 
over slickrock.  In places, they paint white marks on the rocks so you know where to drive.  This is in addition to rock 
cairns that are placed beside the trail to mark it.  We had been watching storm clouds gather and shortly after our 
arrival at Gemini we noticed some lightning in the distance.  Being on a high point we decided to make haste and 
depart.  On the quick route back to the main paved road we had enough light rain that we needed the wipers.  It’s too 
bad we had to cut it short, but who wants to be a lightning rod???

Upon returning to Moab, I went shopping for our brunch potluck ingredients, then went to happy hour.  Later Ned and 
Lorna Reiter went to dinner with us out at the beautiful Red Cliffs Lodge.  It’s in a fabulous setting on a curve of the 
Colorado River and many movies and advertisements have been shot there.  In fact, they have a really nice little 
museum depicting actors and actresses who were in movies shot locally.  Of course, John Wayne was one of the 
“biggies.”



Wednesday, May 3, 2006

This year, instead of a dinner potluck we had a brunch potluck.  It was a nice change, and as usual, there was a lot of 
good grub.  This crowd does like to eat well.  At 1:00 we Red Hat ladies went downtown and met up with the Moab 
Red Hatters.  Their original group got so big they’ve split into three chapters.  It’s kind of funny how we got together. 
When we had our luncheon last year someone in the restaurant called a Moab red hatter and told her we were there. 
She came over and introduced herself so we decided all of us would meet this year.  They know when we’re scheduled 
to be in Moab in 2007 and we’ll plan on a joint meeting for then.  Obviously, we had just eaten brunch so we had 
dessert with them.  The daughter of one of the Red Hatters owns an ice cream store so we went there.  It was fun 
meeting them.  After ice cream, our group perused a few shops.  The two best galleries had really nice things this year – 
better and more unique than usual.  Last night about 28 of us trooped down to the Slickrock Theater to see the new 
Robin Williams movie “RV”.  Another group staying at Portal RV Park also was there, so it was a raucous crowd – 
especially when the black water tank exploded through the roof during an unsuccessful dump and when he took the RV 
up a four wheel drive road and got stuck on the apex.  Needless to say it was a good laugh.  Silly and somewhat 
improbable, but fun.

Thursday, May 4, 2006

This morning we led the hike down into Fiery Furnace.  Our backcountry permit says there were “only” seven of us. 
Actually last year we had a group of about 20 and it was too large.  We’ve had so many activities this week (Betty 
Brewer, our planner extraordinaire, arrived) and some said they wanted to sleep in and relax today.  [The Brewers are 
going to the Gulf Coast next year, so maybe we’ll get back to our old spur-of-the-moment less hectic ways without 
Betty to plan everything. :) ] Anyway, it was overcast and not as hot as some previous years.  As usual, some of us 
think Fiery Furnace is among our two or three favorite hikes.  Some of the views are spectacular.  But, also, because 
you must have a ranger leader or some other experienced person (today five of us) there aren’t as many people as other 
parts of the park.  That means it’s quiet and we can take our time.  The biggest problem is staying on slickrock or in 
sandy washes so you do not damage the living cryptobiotic crust that helps hold the place together.  Literally!  The 
organisms that make up the crust “grab” pieces of sand and grow around it to form a hard crust that protects both flora 
and fauna.  In turn, the flora get their nourishment from the nutrients within the crust.  It’s a very delicate and 
interesting ecosystem, without which the land couldn’t sustain itself.  We found our way to Surprise Arch which is well 
hidden up a canyon.  If you didn’t look directly above your head you wouldn’t even know it was there!  We eventually 
found our way down to a big open area that has a fabulous view of the southern end of Arches N.P. and that’s where we 
ate lunch.  We did a lot of rock scrambling and we all know now who’s out of shape and needs to exercise more for 
next year’s hiking. :)  This hike without trails took three hours, was three miles in length, and according to Jerry’s latest 
GPS we had an elevation gain of 760 feet.  It’s strenuous, but a fun hike.

We’re eating in tonight.  I had to go down to the only optometrist in town and got food for happy hour and dinner.  My 
new clear trifocals had not yet arrived in LV when we left and caught up with me here (the order only took five weeks). 
I got them adjusted here on Monday and last night the right lens came out when I was washing them.  I hated to bother 
those people again, but....  So, once again the LV eyeglass people have struck out.  This whole ridiculous process was 
started in December 2004.  Oh well!

It’s almost time for happy hour.  Some of the other people went on a trail ride to Spring Canyon and that doesn’t sound 
familiar, so it will be interesting to see how it went.

Friday, May 5, 2006

While some of the group went horseback riding this morning Jerry and I led two other couples out to the Double O 
Arch which is at the far end of Arches N.P.  It was a great hike and we had fun.  It took four hours to hike 6.2 miles – 
we do it at a leisurely pace!  Anyway, the elevation gain is 1,344 feet and it involves some rock scrambling.  When we 
left Moab we wondered if the we’d have to cancel because it looked quite stormy, however the weather gods smiled on 
us.  The storm skirted around the north end of park and, except for getting pretty windy at times, didn’t bother us. 
There’s one “fin” we have to go across that is relatively high and narrow.  On our return, I dropped to my knees at one 
point because a gust worried me.  Anyway, we ate out at Double O which is pretty neat because there’s one arch on the 



bottom and a second one above it.  On the return we sidetracked to Navajo and Partition Arches which also were 
interesting.  

The Maribitos wanted to eat out so the four of us went up to the Sunset Grill for dinner.  Great view of the Moab 
valley.

Saturday, May 6, 2006

We’ve been so busy this week that no one wanted to join us for a hike out to Delicate Arch, so we canceled that.  Two 
couples drove up into the La Sal Mountains until they had to turn around at the snow.  The La Sals are about 11,000 
feet and they had fresh snow yesterday from the storm the skirted around Arches N.P.  Our only other activity today 
was our Last Lunch which we had at the Slick Rock Café.  They have a room at the back for rowdy groups like ours. :)

Tomorrow morning we’ll be going our separate ways, some to Alaska, some to Texas, and six of us eventually to 
Newfoundland.  We decided tonight that we’ll continue with the Ruwards to Salt Lake City where we’ll stay a day or 
so.  Can’t tarry too long because we have to be in Wisconsin by May 18th.

I’ll close this letter while we have access to wi-fi.

Sunday, May 7, 2006

Happy Birthday to me.... :)  It was a nice day.  Thanks for all the cards and phone calls.  I’m glad Nicholas actually got 
to sing to me.  And so talkative!

But let me back up a moment to yesterday because I forgot to tell you a couple of things that happened on my last day 
as a 67 year old.  First, after trying for a number of years Jerry FINALLY got me to hike with him up to the Sunset 
Grill.  I say finally because he does it every day for his morning walk which is before breakfast and I don’t exercise 
before eating.  This was mid-morning and, I might add, his second time that day.  Jerry’s normal companions for this 
walk are Lorna Reiter, the Maribitos, or the Lynches because they’re all morning people like him.  This walk is a 
challenge!  It’s .7 miles from our RV up the road to the highway and then down the highway to the Sunset Grill 
driveway.  From there you go up about a 15 percent slope for close to a half mile.  Most people don’t make it all the 
way the first time, but I did - without stopping - which delighted Jerry no end.  The “game” for those who do it is they 
must touch the sign at the top to make it “count.”  You all know Jerry, he makes a game of everything.  

Also, after we got back from our Last Lunch at the Moab Brewery, it was time for the Kentucky Derby.  Marlene 
Dobrin decided we should make hats - you know, the fancy campground kind with newspaper, string, straws, toilet 
paper, yarn, or in our case newspaper and paper towel.  We were provided with mint candies taped to straws for our 
imaginary mint juleps.  Jerry and I were in site 1 so we had horse #1 which meant we lost our $1.00 bet because our 
horse finished dead last.  Two people had outdoor TV sets which we all gathered around so that all took up about an 
hour.  Wendy and Mike won $12 (Win), Jan and Tim won $4 (Place), and Phil and Doris won nothing for Show 
because Phil wouldn’t bet.  Silly but fun.  From that we proceeded to Happy Hour where everyone sang an early Happy 
Birthday to Ardra because we’d all be leaving in the morning.

Then, last night as I was working on sending out letter #2, Jerry was busy plotting with the Maribitos for a post-Moab-
2007 excursion.  They made as-yet-unconfirmed reservations for the four of us to hike down the Bright Angel Trail in 
the Grand Canyon to the Phantom Ranch on the Colorado River where we will spend three nights before hiking back 
up to the south rim.  This will be during my first week as a 69 year old and Jerry will have just turned 71 so it seems a 
good time to do it.  This morning we warned everyone to be prepared for some good hiking while at Moab 2007 
because we four will be in training for some strenuous hikes.  This should be interesting!

This morning people started pulling out relatively early.  We got hooked up and left around 9:30ish.  The Jake Brake 
seemed to be working at first.  But after Price where there are serious mountains (over 7,000 feet) it decided not to 
work again.  Grrr.  Then, about half way down the mountain it started working again.  Yeaa.  It’s not a serious problem 
but it was frustrating because I’m so used to pressing the Jake Brake first with my left foot and then only pressing the 
service brake if necessary to slow the beast further.  I had to retrain my habit and use the service brakes a lot more than 
we like.  It’s just a feeling of being uneasy because you can’t depend on something working as it should.  I hate it when 



something works sporadically.  Luckily we don’t use the service brake very much and knew it was in good shape. 
Anyway, we arrived in Salt Lake City in mid-afternoon and Jerry immediately started working on it.  He and Ron 
checked all the electrical and decided the pedal/switch was definitely failing so Jerry checked wiring in the side panel 
next to the driver, removed the old Jake Brake pedal, and put in the new one that arrived in Moab last week from 
Monaco.  The electrical now looks much better and, hopefully, that problem will be solved.  In addition, on the way 
here we checked out the dash air conditioning more thoroughly and it’s working so, hopefully, we’ll be in good shape 
when we start traveling again on Tuesday.

Tonight we, the Ruwards, Ron’s sister who live in SLC, Phil, and Doris all met at McGrath’s Seafood for my birthday 
dinner.  You might know that someone would spill the beans to the waiter so I not only got sung to, but had my picture 
taken wearing a McGrath’s paper mache fish “hat”.  Knowing Phil that picture will be on the Forum by morning.  It 
was good to be with “framily” (friends who are like family) on my birthday.

Monday, May 8, 2006

Well, it looks like the Phantom Ranch hike is a no-go.  All the reservations for both April and May 2007 are taken. 
June would be much too hot.  Too bad!  Guess we’ll just have to find something else to do. :)

It was nice to have a more relaxing unplanned day.  The “boys” (Jerry, Ron, Phil) went off to boy toy stores like 
electronics, Home Depot, Office Max, etc.  In the meantime Sam and I went to get my new glasses adjusted by Phil’s 
optician.  After the optician we went to - surprise! - a quilt fabric store.  It was in a neat little house that is one of Salt 
Lake’s oldest.  They had some beautiful things.  One quilt in particular was really lovely.  Then some shopping before 
going back to the RV to meet the guys.  Tonight the same seven as last night went to the Coachman, for dinner.  Once 
again we had a lot of laughs.  In the morning, we’ll say goodbye to the Ruwards and start east, along I-80 initially. 
We’ll miss Ron’s wi-fi connection. :)

Tuesday, May 9, 2006

We were delighted today.  The Jake brake is definitely fixed.  Ron took the microswitch out of the pedal and it was 
testing flaky so we were pleased we got the pedal/switch sent from Monaco!

After leaving Salt Lake City we climbed into the mountains on I-80 and started crossing Wyoming.  It was a bright 
sunny day and we crossed the Continental Divide three times.  To the south, the Rockies were beautiful.  They were 
covered with snow which is good news for those who depend on the Colorado River for water, especially the western 
slope runoff.  We made it to Rawlins WY where we’re spending the night.  It’s quite windy.  So much so that Jerry 
went on the roof and crawled its length to tape the anemometer for our big awning (it’s the doohickey that makes the 
awning come in if it gets too windy).  The darned thing was spinning so hard it was driving us nuts and we didn’t want 
to listen to it all night.

Wednesday, May 10, 2006

Jerry said it was only 17 degrees when he got up this morning and he quickly discovered that our fresh water and gray 
water drain hoses were frozen.  The gray hose had drained so it was easy to set it in the sun and let it warm up enough 
to coil it.  He had trouble getting the fresh water hose disconnected, but eventually succeeded and brought it into the 
shower so it could thaw and drain.  No showers this morning!  He was pleased when he opened one of the under bays 
to feel warmth.  The bays are supposed to have heaters that turn on automatically when the temperature drops below 40 
degrees so those work.  That’s their first test! :)

When you see snow fences along the road you know you’re in heavy snow country.  There are still patches of snow 
along I-80.  Our biggest thing today was WIND and plenty of it.  I saw on the weather map this morning that the jet 
stream was going to be right where we were headed, and boy was it!  We also had our highest pass today at 8,640 feet 
elevation.  From here, it’s all downhill! :)

We stopped for the night in Sydney, NE where there is a Cabela's which is a hunting and sporting goods retailer.  We 
were curious to see how it compares with the new Bass Pro Shops at the Silverton near us in LV.  The Bass is much 
larger, more grand in terms of water features like waterfalls and aquariums, and nicer displays of wild life (stuffed of 



course) that indicate where the critter is found in the world.  Cabela’s is smaller and more crowded but we liked the 
way they have signs at each aisle to help you find things.  They also have an RV park where we’re staying for the night. 
It’s still really windy.  When we left Cabela’s to walk back to the campground we could hardly make it against the 
wind.  We just wanted to get in the motorhome and stay warm!  Even so, every now and then a gust hits us and rocks 
the motorhome.

Thursday, May 11, 2006

The wind finally died down last night from a roar to a steady breeze this morning.  We continued east on I-80 to the 
town of North Platte NE which is situated between the North Platte and the South Platte Rivers.  It was there that we 
left I-80 and started north on US 83.

The area near North Platte is relatively flat, like the “Plains” we expect.  But as we left that area we got into relatively 
large rolling hills that turned out to be huge sand dunes covered with wild grass!  Occasionally there would be an area 
with no grass and it looked like a sand trap on a golf course.  This went on for well over 100 miles because we’re now 
just a few miles south of the South Dakota state line.  It’s apparently good grazing country because there were many 
herds of cattle and some horses, including calves and foals.  It’s also very sparsely populated.  Really only three towns 
along the way.  There are, however, several National Wildlife Rufuges.

At the town of Thedford, there was a Nebraska State Police road block.  They were doing a vehicle check, of all things. 
We had to show driver’s license, car registration, and insurance.  Then they had me turn on all the lights while they 
checked to make sure they were all working properly.  We’ve never encountered a check like that before but they 
admired our rig and sent us on our way.  Just as we left them we stopped for a train that must have been close to a mile 
long.  The cars were identical and all were loaded with coal.

Tonight we’re at Valentine NE.  Well, actually we’re about five miles north.  There are two RV parks right in town and 
we checked out both.  The first one was right next to the fairgrounds and something was going on theree so it not only 
was ”odiferous” from critters but also was noisy from loudspeakers.  It also looked kinda skuzzy so we didn’t want to 
stay there.  The second one was about a half-block up the road behind a motel.  It too looked skuzzy, but worse were 
the trees blocking our precious satellite TV signal.  Can’t have that now, can we?  So we continued to the third RV park 
and are quite pleased.  Even though we’re the only people here, it’s clean, tidy, surrounded by grass lands that smell 
sweet, there are no trees, it’s quiet, and we have full hookups with 50 amp power AND wi-fi.  Now what more could 
we want?

Anyway, after parking we drove back into town to see what it was like.  It seemed to have well cared for homes and 
yards.  A couple of buildings downtown were quite interesting and obviously historical.  There’s a nice bronze 
commemorating the Lakota Indians.  And we found my first lilacs in bloom which I had to stop to smell.  We haven’t 
even seen much in the way of tulips and other spring flowers which we generally see by now in our travels.  By 
contrast, on our last trip to Alaska we left May 1st and followed the lilacs north all the way into Alaska.  By the way, 
there’s one cute thing about Valentine.  I don’t know how it got it’s name, but it capitalizes on it.  All the street signs 
have a heart, there are red hearts painted on some of the sidewalks, and the main intersection of town has a HUGE red 
heart painted in the middle of the street.  So tonight we send our love from Valentine NE!

Friday, May 12, 2006

When we awakened this morning we discovered we had been joined by a guy who slept in his car.  Even if he had a 
tent, he probably didn’t want to use it - too cold at about 30 degrees.  While Jerry was out for his walk he met the 
rancher and his wife who own the RV park.  They have 3,500 acres (almost six square miles) and he said that by local 
standards, it’s small because many are over 10,000 acres.

Entering South Dakota we crossed several fairly large Indian reservations.  Also, the terrain started changing from large 
rolling hills to smaller hills.  As we turned east onto I-90 we entered farming country with crops being either plowed 
under or planted.  Still some wind.  At Chamberlain we crossed the Missouri River which is quite wide at this point. 
High above is a bluff on which they have built a visitor center and viewpoint.  Nice view from there.



Eventually we arrived at Mitchell SD where we’re spending the night at a nice RV park near the freeway.  After getting 
parked we drove into town to see the famous Corn Palace which was first built in 1897.  This astounding building has 
an exterior that is redecorated every year with a new theme.  Each year it costs about $100,000 to redecorate.  This 
includes 600,000 corn cobs of nine colors along with 3,000 bushels of grains and grasses, and more than a ton of nails, 
stapes, and wire to fasten the corn and grasses.  The exterior has wonderful murals made of corn, as does the inside 
auditorium.  The murals depict different themes and 2006 honors the 30th anniversary of the Corn Palace Stampede 
Rodeo.  The interior has hallways with pictures showing the Corn Palace every year since it was built so one can see 
how it has changed with the economy or world situation (they didn’t redecorate during the Depression and a couple of 
years during World Wars I and II.  In the auditorium, there are murals around three sides that depict events in South 
Dakota’s development.  Incidentally, the facility is used for many events, including basketball games and, today, the 
graduation ceremony of the Technical Institute.

On the way back to the RV we stopped at Chef Louie’s restaurant, bar, and lounge.  It was advertised in the South 
Dakota Vacation Planner magazine and it turned out to be a good stop for dinner.  We both had excellent filet mignons. 
They have numerous huge and wonderful old pieces of furniture like several armoires, a crystal chandelier, wall 
sconces and the like.  It must be a good place because they were expecting huge tables of people after the graduation 
ceremony ended.  People were beginning to arrive as we left.  Good timing! :)

Can’t get the campground wi-fi to work and couldn’t last night either. :(  Tomorrow we’ll be in Minnesota.

Saturday, May 13, 2006

We got a later start this morning because of trying again to get the internet through wi-fi.  No luck.  Left Mitchell on a 
somewhat cloudy day and continued east on I-90 to where I-29 intersects north of Sioux Falls.  Time for a fuel stop at 
Flying J where diesel was only $2.86 - we paid over $3.00 out west.

From there we turned north for a short distance and left the interstate for surface roads to the Dells of the Big Sioux 
River.  This is a canyon of quartz the Indians and locals used in building.  It was carved 12,000 years ago by strong 
water currents passing over exposed Sioux quartzite fissures.  This was a pretty canyon and the overlook had picnic 
tables probably making it a nice place to be on a warm summer day which this day definitely was not.

Back to I-29 and a few miles farther north and then east into Minnesota to the Pipestone National Monument.  Had 
trouble finding it because the GPS coordinates were “off” but stopped for lunch and Jerry got out the computer to check 
it on the internet.  Finally discovered it’s address and we were once again on our way.  Although I had heard of the 
Pipestone NM we didn’t know quite what to expect and are delighted we sought it out.  This is a large area containing a 
quarry used for centuries by the Sioux and Pawnee Indians to cut out pieces of mottled pink to red “pipestone” that was 
then carved into what we have come to know as “peace pipes.”  They cut the pipes that were used in ceremonial 
smoking long before the white man arrived and it has always been considered a sacred area.  Because of a treaty, only 
native people are allowed to quarry the rock today.  The ?-mile long loop trail took us through a beautiful wooded area, 
above and below Winn----- waterfall, through huge rocks, and then across a native grassland.  The pipestone is under a 
thick (in some places 100 feet) layer of quartzite that is broken carefully to get at the relatively soft pipestone beneath. 
The visitor center has numerous of these pipes and some are quite beautiful with intricate carving.  The “bowl” part is 
of pipestone while the “stem” is of wood, so it doesn’t weigh as much as it would if it were made only of pipestone.  A 
device similar to what is used to start a fire without matches was used to drill a hole through which the person draws 
smoke.  In more recent times, the pipes became a source of income and they were traded widely with some being found 
on the Pacific coast.

After that very enjoyable interlude we continued north and east on Minnesota 23 until we found the Camden State Park 
where we are parked in a beautiful wooded site overlooking a river canyon.  This area was covered with ice during the 
Ice Age.  When the ice receded, it dropped many tons of rock that had been pushed ahead of the ice.  These tons of rock 
are known as moraines and this park is located at the top of the highest moraine.  Quite lovely.  There appears to be 
only two other campers on this loop.  Luckily we have electricity tonight because it’s still quite chilly and windy.  In 
fact, we made a couple of stops on the way here because there was an unusual banging on the roof.  Jerry finally taped 
the through-the-air antenna down and that helped lessen the banging somewhat.  It also could have been a flexible CB 
antenna.  According to the weather report this morning we’re at the back end of a huge weather system that is over the 



Great Lakes.  It should last another day or two and then warmer weather is expected next week.  By then we’ll be in 
Wisconsin.

Tomorrow we plan to go to the Runestone Museum in Alexandria, to the Mall of America near Minneapolis, and then 
to the Wisconsin Dells before continuing on to Elkhart Lake where we’re to meet our friend.  Can’t send this tonight - 
not a strong enough cell phone signal.

Sunday, May 14, 2006

Happy Mother’s Day to those of you who are mothers.  We’ve been thinking of our own mothers and missing them 
both.

We left Camden State Park which we agree was the prettiest campsite we’ve had on this trip.  Our trip from there 
included red barns, lots of plowed black and fertile soil on small rolling hills, properties bordered by huge lilac bushes 
in bloom! :), acres of yellow dandelions against fresh bright green grass (so beautiful to these eyes so used to brown 
desert), big lawns it must take hours to mow, some tulips, huge farms (we had to drive five miles to get around one), 
numerous nice lakes (after all, this is the Land of a Thousand Lakes), egrets, beautiful flowering fruit trees, lots of 
zigzagging on small roads (including one dirt county road for a couple of miles), and some really lovely houses.

This afternoon we arrived at a lakeside campground near Alexandria MN and after setting up decided to go into 
Alexandria to find the Runestone Museum.  We called to find out their hours of operation and the recorder said they 
were closed Sunday.  Well, lo and behold, we got there and it was open - the first day of summer operation and the 
recorder had not been changed.  You’re probably wondering what a runestone is.  Well, like many other cultures 
(notably the Egyptians and other ancient peoples, the Vikings had a written language that was quite well developed. 
One of the places we’ll probably visit again in Newfoundland is L'Anse aux Meadows World Heritage Site in the 
northwestern corner of the island.  It is at L’Anse aux Meadows that the Vikings settled for several years as they 
explored other areas of North America.  In 1898 a Minnesota farmer discovered a very large rock embedded in the 
roots of a tree that had been uprooted.  This rock had etched on it writing that was accurate grammatically with that of 
the Vikings around 1,000 A.D. which is about the same time they were in Newfoundland.  It is well known that the 
Vikings explored vast areas and some believe they got as far inland as Minnesota.  There is quite a bit of controversy 
over the authenticity of this Runestone (runes are symbols like hieroglyphics), however language experts have said it is 
written according to the Norse language of the time which changed a couple of hundred years later.  Also, those who 
say it is a hoax don’t take into account the fact that the farmer who found it only had a grade school education and 
couldn’t have forged it himself.  Nevertheless, the Kensington Runestone on display has been translated by scholars 
and is interesting.  It reads "8 Goths and 22 Norweigans on exploration journey from Vinland over the west. We camp 
by 2 skerries one day-journey from this stone. We were and fished one day. After we came home, 10 men red with 
blood and tortured. Hail Virgin Mary, save from evil. Have 10 men by the sea to look after our ship, 14 day journeys 
from this island year 1362."  The stone doesn’t say anything beyond this account, however, Viking accounts several 
years later talk about three of the expedition who had returned from Vinland.  Those who believe in the Runestone's 
authenticity believe the Vikings used water routes near Baffin Island, Canada to reach the interior.  We have a North 
American map that shows it might have been possible with some portaging of their vessels.  The museum had a photo 
of a huge (dwarfing the lady standing next to it) Runestone that was found down in Oklahoma.  Jerry doesn’t believe 
these runestones are real; I think the one in Minnesota is possible.  An interesting website about the Kensington 
Runestone is www.kensingtonmn.com/runestonepg.html

Monday, May 15, 2006

This morning we got an early start for the Minneapolis area and tonight we’re parked in a lovely wooded RV park to 
the southwest.  This afternoon we went into the Mall of America, the largest mall in the U.S. with more than 500 stores. 
The four anchor stores are Macy's, Bloomingdale's, Nordstrom's, and Sears.  It was somewhat of a surprise because we 
expected a gigantic mall spreading for some distance like the one up in Alberta, but in this one they built up, not out. 
It’s three stories of retail space with a fourth level for expansion.  In the middle is Camp Snoopy, the amusement park. 
We may go back and check it out tomorrow.  We have wi-fi tonight, so I’d like to get this sent.

Tuesday, May 16, 2006



Today was somewhat more restful than the rest of the week has been.  We had a leisurely morning before going over to 
the Mall of America again.  This time we walked the circumference and measured it – surprised to learn it was only .75 
of a mile.  Yesterday we hiked around all three levels, so got a decent workout at 2.25 miles.  Did even more today so 
that’s not half bad for some exercise. 

One of the neat things at the mall is their Underwater Adventures Aquarium.  First we walked down a curving ramp 
that exhibited critters of the region.  It was nicely done with simulated streams containing koi and other fish as well as 
trees with autumn colors.  At the bottom (several levels down) they have one of those wonderful moving walkways that 
go under the water so you can see all the fish.  This very large aquarium is divided into lake fish, river fish, ocean fish, 
and tropical fish.  There was even a smaller tank full of piranhas which was surprising, first, because we didn’t think 
anyone in the U.S. could own piranhas (must be an exception for aquariums) and, second, because they were larger 
than expected and also very beautiful.  We thought they would be perhaps two or three inches long but they were more 
like six to eight inches.  Most surprising was their beauty.  These “vicious fishes” had scales that caught the light and 
looked like gold on a black background.

Yesterday we managed to get caught in rush hour traffic when we tried to locate a restaurant that has disappeared and 
been replaced by an office complex.  We learned what it’s like to be in an area that has a river (the Minnesota which 
flows into the Mississippi near Minneapolis) and a limited number of bridges on which to cross that river.  All traffic 
funnels into those narrow corridors and backs up for miles.  And some people have to drive it every single day.  Glad 
we don’t!

Wednesday, May 17, 2006

Today we left the Minneapolis area and drove southeast to Wisconsin Dells WI.  When Jerry was young he heard 
people talking about vacationing at the Dells and we were curious to see what it was all about.  Our first impression 
was that it was just like any other tourist town, only this one really targets kids with dozens of amusement adventures. 
Most were not open yet, so the town was relatively quiet.  But that wasn’t the reason for our visit.

We arrived at the Dells in time to take a two hour cruise on the Wisconsin River and that turned out to be both 
delightful and peaceful.  This 15-mile stretch of river was formed by a prehistoric sea during the Cambrian age and 
later by a melting glacier as the Ice Age ended.  Although the glaciers did not scour away the sandstone in this area, 
water cut a channel through the rock and created the Wisconsin River along with wonderful sandstone bluffs that are 
quite attractive.

Human habitation in modern times began with the Sauk and Winnebago Indians and then early settlers who came 
because of timber.  Wisconsin was thickly forested back then and the cut logs were moved downstream on huge rafts. 
This worked well until they reached the narrow passages and rapids of the Wisconsin River where passage could take 
several days.  Lumbering eventually ceased and was replaced by settlers who farmed the land.  In the mid-1800s a dam 
was built and today there is the Upper Dells (above the dam) and the Lower Dells.  Our boat tour was on the Upper 
Dells side of the dam.

In the late 1800s the photography of H.H. Bennett enticed visitors to the area.  By 1898 George H. Crandall was 
managing a hotel on the river and he started excursion boats so visitors could enjoy The Dells as much as he did. 
Eventually he married Mr. Bennett’s daughter and together they began acquiring land along the river so it could be 
preserved (especially during the Depression when land was cheap).  Their foresight was lucky for us!  The entire area 
was eventually turned over to the state and has protected status so there is no development along the shoreline.  The 
Crandalls also reforested the areas that had been logged during the lumber era so today it looks quite pristine.

We enjoyed seeing Giant’s Shield (the river’s unofficial high water marker) rock, Steamboat Rock, Visor Ledge, and 
Stand Rock.  Best of all were two hikes.  The first into Witches Gulch was on a catwalk over a stream within a narrow 
canyon formed by whirlpools.  In the west we would call it a slot canyon but this one was wetter than ours!  The 
mosses and ferns were so thick in places that the rock was almost invisible.  Witches Gulch is a really neat and 
beautiful place.  The second hike at Stand Rock also was fun.  This is a very tall hoodoo-like rock that has a much 
larger top, making it somewhat of a T-shape.  This rock was made famous in 1888 when the aforementioned Mr. 
Bennett took a “snap photo” of his son leaping across the chasm between Stand Rock and the main cliff next to it.  We 



saw the leap done by a German Shepherd dog (Jerry got pictures with the dog in midair) and afterward continued out a 
trail to the end where the view was quite lovely.

Most of the restaurants in town were still closed but we finally found a Bennigan’s and had a good salmon dinner.

Thursday, May 18, 2006

We tried to take a Lower Dells boat tour this morning but they didn’t have one until afternoon so we got an early start 
to Elkhart Lake.  We’re staying near our friend Karl at the Broughton Marsh Sheboygan County Park.  It’s a beautiful 
wooded area on Elkhart Lake which is pretty good sized.  We have an end site on one loop and Karl has an end site on 
the adjacent loop about 100 feet away so we can use his wi-fi.  After we got here I took about an hour to vacuum and 
get rid of some of the grit from Moab.  Jerry, who claims he can’t see dust unless it’s the size of a baseball, admitted 
that the motorhome looked cleaner.  Hopefully we’re out of dust for a while! 

This evening Karl and his racetrack friend Lenora joined us for dinner at the lodge.  While I was playing cleaning lady, 
Jerry went to the lodge and met all the workers there.  It turns out they cook all their own dishes from scratch and they 
had just gotten fresh seafood, including sea scallops.  That’s what I had for dinner and they were really nicely done.

Friday, May 19, 2006

Today we went to get our credentials at Road America where the vintage car races will be this weekend.  These races 
are sponsored by the Sportscar Vintage Racing Association.  Karl works here every summer and has arranged for us to 
work Corner 5 with him on Sunday from 8:00 a.m. to 6:00 p.m.  As workers we have access to everything except the 
track itself.  Jerry got a lot of photos today.  The ones from the roof of the VIP Tower were really good.  The owners of 
these vintage cars all seem very nice.  They talk with you when you’re wandering around and wave when they see you.

Tonight we all went to Harvey’s, a Lake Elkhart bar and grill, for dinner.  Being Friday, it was fish night and in this 
part of the world that means a perch or bluegill fish fry.  We had both on the table so we shared.  I hadn’t eaten perch 
since leaving Detroit and had never tried bluegill so it was fun to compare them.  We both prefer perch - it’s just a little 
more flavorful - but both were good.  Also, we don’t usually eat fried foods but this place makes their own breading 
which was light and very nice.

Saturday, May 20, 2006

We had a leisurely start this morning and then went out to the track.  The first thing we did was find Karl on Corner 5 
so we could see how to get to the corner and where to park tomorrow.  Today was qualifying races.  Normally they 
would have been completed before this, but the weather was really poor before we arrived so they got behind schedule. 
We spent quite a while with Karl and his corner worker for today before lunch.

During the lunch break between races Karl asked permission for us (with him driving his car) to drive onto the track as 
a shortcut to go to the control area.  He wanted us to see the room with all the cameras (one at every turn) and meet the 
people who control the races.  That was very interesting.  They zoomed in on his friend Lenora’s corner and she was 
not standing on her raised platform.  Then they zoomed in on her car and she was not in it.  At this point they decided 
she probably was in the “green box” – the portable potty they have at each corner.  They can keep tabs on everything 
going on at the track – just like the casinos!   After lunch we sought out Lenora in her corner and she got a kick out of 
the fact that we had been checking her out via the camera.  She’s been doing this for more than 30 years and said she 
learned a long time ago that she must close her van door if she wants to change clothes. 

Tonight is the worker dinner and because we’re workers we’re invited too.  It’s going to be at a beautiful big resort 
hotel in Elkhart Lake.

Sunday, May 21, 2006

Dinner was good last night even though it was hamburgers, hot dogs, and “brats” a typical Wisconsin dish.  Again 
everyone was very friendly.  One fellow was telling us how he knows all the workers on Corner 12.  Seems he ran out 
of gas there, spun out there, and had to be towed from there after stalling.  All said with fun and a big grin.  Today was 



our big day.  Karl was out on Corner 5 at 6:00 a.m. and called to tell us it was really cold and to dress warmly.  No 
worry.  Our trusty weather radio had already clued us in and we had numerous layers to shed or add as needed.  And we 
did need them!  At least the sun was shining!

We got out to the track early enough to check out a couple of the other corners before going to join Karl and trainee 
Randy on Corner 5.  This is a very active corner because the cars come up over a rise, down a straight-away, brake, 
corner, and then continue up another rise.  Emergency vehicles were in position across the track from us.  Neither of us 
has ever been where cars are whizzing by at 100 mph or greater and it’s really an experience!  Also a very noisy one. 
We were glad we had gone out and bought “ears” the day before to muffle the sound.  We were with Karl all day, until 
the last race was over at 6:00 p.m.  He taught us the proper way to wave the proper flags and then we took turns 
throughout the day handling the yellow caution flags, the “you’re about to be overtaken, check your rearview mirror” 
flags, and the white “safety trucks on the track” flags.  The one flag person faces oncoming traffic, while the yellow 
caution flag person faces away from traffic and watches to make sure no debris flies off that can be dangerous to either 
the flaggers or drivers.  It’s definitely unnerving to stand with your back to the action and know you must depend on 
the other person to push you out of the way if something dangerous happens.  Of course, you’re each dependent on the 
other person and personal safety is the first priority.  We did have to sign liability waivers, however, when we got our 
credentials so that makes you think twice.

Even though it was fun, we also realized when a car spun out right next to us, that it was really important to get that 
yellow flag out instantly (I was on the yellow flags when it happened) because it could either prevent an accident or 
save a life.  The good part about this particular race is that these amateur drivers are people who really don’t want their 
vintage cars ruined so they’re relatively careful.  Professional drivers would probably say they’re downright slow! 

Even though the word amateur is used to describe these drivers, many are definitely not poor.  Some of their rigs are 
quite expensive and sophisticated.  Some of the prime movers include a living space about as big as our old 22-foot 
Lazy Daze.  Moreover, some of the trailers have lifts to raise cars that can be carried on one or two levels.  Many also 
have huge tents on the side under which their crews can work regardless of weather conditions.  A few of the tents were 
fully enclosed.  Some of the teams had four to eight cars and they included Lotus, Shelby Cobra, Porche, Triumph, 
Ford Mustang, Austin Healey, Ford GT40, Corvette, Jaguar, Datsun, and even Morris Cooper and VW Beetle, not to 
mention a few we’d never heard of before.  I have to say it was really strange to see a Beetle race by at full – and loud – 
throttle!

During the lunch break, people pay to drive their own cars around the track with speed controlled by the pace car.  One 
fellow in a Mercedes SUV got a little too rambunctious on corner 5 and Randy called it in because there were children 
in the back seat.  The Mercedes was escorted off the track; they don’t need rollovers with children!  All in all a very 
interesting day.  We wouldn’t want to do it all the time like Karl and Lenora, but it was a good day nevertheless.  Karl, 
Jerry, and I went back to the campground and had drinks and dinner at the lodge.  Another good meal!

Monday, May 22, 2006

This is always a day on which I remember my great-Aunt Ella Finney who was born this day just after the Civil War 
ended.  She was one interesting lady!  She trained under Clara Barton at the Philadelphia School of Nursing which is 
now the U. of PA Medical School.

This morning we said goodbye to Karl and left the Broughton Marsh campground.  Went south until we found a 
freeway and made the mistake of not taking surface roads around Chicago.  Just like last year there were many, many 
miles of major construction that brought traffic to a crawl.  That and the stupid toll booths ($24.00 worth) took us hours 
to get around Chicago, down to I-80, and into Indiana.  Finally we got to a point where we could get onto U.S. 30, 
which we’ve been on and off numerous times since Wyoming.  I mention that because U.S. 30 goes through my 
hometown of Greensburg PA where we hope to attend my 50th high school reunion in August.  Tonight we’re in a Wal-
Mart parking lot in Merrillville IN.  It’s surprisingly nice with beautiful pine trees and grass on the driver side so the 
view is pleasant.  It also has a very large and very nice grocery store where we replenished.  We were happy to also see 
their beautiful salad bar which we used as the basis for dinner.  After all those hours of driving around Chicago I was 
happy not to cook! 

Tuesday, May 23, 2006



Today we continued southeast toward Indianapolis.  Bypassing the city we are now camped east of it in the suburb of 
Greenfield IN.  We’ll be here until after the Indy 500 next weekend.  After getting settled we drove a couple of miles 
into Greenfield where we found shopping, restaurants, and gas stations.  Gas prices are less here.  We stopped at a 
Flying J as we headed south this afternoon and diesel was “only” $2.78 a gallon, compared to $2.97 in Wisconsin, and 
over $3.00 when we left Las Vegas.  We’ve been enjoying the green rolling hills and seeing new crops starting to 
sprout.  Tomorrow we want to go into Indianapolis to scout out how to get to the racetrack and see where we’ll park.

Wednesday, May 24, 2006

We’re now ensconced at the Heartland RV Resort in Greenfield IN.  My new Hawking parabolic-style wi-fi antenna 
arrived in today’s mail.  Jerry likes his so much he wanted me to have one too, but we haven’t been able to find one 
during our travels, so he ordered one from good ol’ Fry’s Electronics.  Oddly, the cable didn’t work – proven when 
Jerry’s did and mine didn’t - so Hawking is sending another one to Joy’s house and we’ll get it later.  In the meantime, 
I can use his and he can use the one he uses for downloading photos from the camera.  We played with the wi-fi for a 
while this morning to make sure the antenna itself was working.  It does, although we’re using the cell phone here for 
email.  This RV park wants $5.95 a day to use their wi-fi.  Jerry told the owner he wouldn’t pay that much, especially 
since it’s a weak signal in our location.  He mentioned to the owner that in most RV parks the wi-fi is either free or 
minimal at $1.00 a day, but the owner wasn’t willing to lower the rate.  Not very competitive, especially since the KOA 
two miles down the road has free wi-fi.

Today we went into Indianapolis to find the Speedway.  What an unexpectedly fun and pleasurable day it turned into! 
We thought we would just “mess around” in the city, but it didn’t work out quite that way.  Had we known that today 
was “Community Day” at the Indianapolis Motor Speedway we not only would have gone earlier but we certainly 
would have taken the camera.  As it is, this event is unrecorded.   By the way, none of the materials we received with 
our tickets had anything about events prior to the Thursday qualifications.  Community Day is largely unadvertised 
except to locals so if you want to attend Indy we recommend coming early enough for Community Day - but you’ll 
have to ask about it when you order tickets.  Also ask for a schedule of events leading up to the 500 because we didn’t 
get one until today.

We found the track okay, but following the little lady in our Garmin GPS was definitely not the best way to go!  Her 
fastest route took us a circuitous way through many city streets with lots of stop lights.  Going home using the freeways 
(the Ardra route) was MUCH shorter!   Anyway, we had all our tickets in hand because we got them before leaving 
home, but we had some questions so went into the administrative building and got our answers.  Then a while later 
Jerry had another question and returned.  As he was leaving the lady said “Would you want to drive around the track?” 
Jerry didn’t even think before answering “yes, where do I go?”

We got in the car and quickly drove to the other end of the speedway to find the gate we needed.  Drove about a quarter 
of the way around the track on an outside road and then just followed everyone else onto the track.  And around it we 
went – at about 15 miles per hour!  Slow, but enough time for us to actually see the place.  The turns are banked 9 
degrees and 12 minutes so 15 mph is no problem.  The raceway is HUGE!  But the best and neatest thing was to see it 
from the viewpoint of the Indy drivers!  Imagining what it must be like at 200+ miles per hour is unreal.  The fastest 
average for a full 2.5 mile lap is 240 mph.  It must be a blur at those speeds!!!  How they can see any of the electronic 
signals is a mystery to me, but they must.  By the way, in the last letter I mentioned the corner workers and flags at 
Road America.  At the Indy, this is all computerized, although there are still flags at the start/finish line.  I mentioned 
not bringing the camera today.  There were photographers at the end of our lap around the track to record our being 
there, so hopefully we will get a photo by email.  Also, we have a little card testifying to the fact that we drove around 
the Indy track.

After that we found a shady parking place and started walking around the infield.  We were looking for a way to get on 
the spectator side of the track when we saw a line waiting to go on a tour of the Timing and Scoring area, so we got in 
that line.  Within a few minutes we were upstairs in the Pagoda where we got to see how the transponder on each car 
transmits signals at numerous places (38?) around the track.  Each signal is recorded in the computers and their records 
are accurate to 1/10,000th of a second.  The transponders are placed precisely 33 inches back from the front of the car 
which means that when the transponder records at the start/finish line, the nose of the car is touching the finish line. 



Also, the transponders are on the outside of the car body because the cars are made of carbon fiber composites which, 
like steel, impede the radio frequency signals.  In over 1 million laps of racing they have only had one transponder fail 
and the person monitoring that car immediately noticed it and manually kept track of the car.  Being the old computer 
security person he is, Jerry asked about backup systems.  They have three complete sets of computers so they have 
plenty of backup.  Also, batteries can run the computers for an entire race without recharging and they even have 
natural gas-driven generators that can recharge those batteries if necessary.

After the Timing and Scoring tour we finally found our way to trackside where we were able to view the start/finish 
line up close and personal.  It was interesting to see the on-track pit for each car and we noticed there were lots of black 
tire marks where the cars go in and out of the pits.  Not many of the vendors were open, but an exception was that of 
Danica Patrick who qualified fast enough to be starting on the inside of row 4.  I bought one of her tee-shirts and we 
both bought one of her hats.  As you might guess, we will be cheering for her.  Incidentally, not only is Michael 
Andretti returning after an absence of several years, but his son Marco is a third generation rookie whose qualifying 
speed was 225 miles per hour.  The top qualifying speeds were in excess of 228 miles per hour.

By this time it was late afternoon and they were starting to close.  Had we arrived earlier there were many other 
activities today, including autograph sessions with the drivers, a Minnie Indy Charity Race sponsored by Walt Disney, 
and the like.  Since we hadn’t eaten lunch we decided to see if there was a Red Lobster in the vicinity.  This time the 
little lady in the GPS led us to one that was less than two miles away.  Had a nice dinner before driving back to the RV 
park.

Got back early enough to take in the awnings well before a major thunderstorm started.  High winds, some lightning, 
some thunder, and it sounds like LOTS of rain.  This should continue through the night and maybe into tomorrow, but 
Friday, Saturday, and Sunday should be clear and nice.  Unless the weather is bad tomorrow we’ll probably return to 
the track.  Didn’t have time for the International Motor Speedway Hall of Fame Museum and there will be practice 
racing.

Thursday, May 25, 2006

Today we did return to the raceway.  It was taken up with both practice and qualifying for the Freedom 100 Indy Pro 
Series race which will be tomorrow.  These cars have 400 horsepower engines, whereas those of the Indy 500 have 
almost 700 horsepower.  The Indy Pro cars are smaller and lighter than the Indy cars and burn 110 octane gasoline. 
Their qualifying lap speeds ranged from 179 to 186 miles per hour so they’re not exactly slow!  We also walked around 
a lot looking at the garages, etc.  By the way, an Indy car burns a mixture of 90 percent methanol and 10 percent 
ethanol, not gasoline.

Friday, May 26, 2006

Today was Carb Day at the raceway.  We left the RV park about 9:40, hoping to watch the Final Indy 500 Practice that 
was to start at 11:00 and end at noon.  The last mile of our drive took 1.5 hours and we arrived in the stands just as the 
cars pulled back into the pits, but we saw the entire qualifying for the Freedom 100 race.  While we were sitting in 
traffic, Jerry used the GPS and calculated that for every minute we drove forward, we sat for two minutes.  So much for 
leaving early!  We followed the signs that said two right lanes must turn right (into the speedway) only to be told to 
move on when we got there.  None of the gates were open so we finally paid $20 to park behind someone’s home.  Our 
race day ticket says entry for parking begins at 6:00 a.m. so I suspect we’ll leave a lot earlier than we had expected. 
Anyway, this aspect of our day was disappointing because we didn’t get to see the Indy 500 cars.

The Freedom 100 race of the Indy Pro cars lasted 40 laps.  The track is 2.5 miles around so it was a 100-mile race. 
They certainly do go by in a blur!  The race was won by a fellow from New Zealand whose name is Cunningham.  He 
won every lap and led the entire race except for one small section where he was briefly overtaken for about one-quarter 
of the lap.  Jerry tried to take some pictures, but it was difficult not only because the cars move so fast but because too 
many people’s heads were in the way.

After the race they had a Pit Stop Challenge but we couldn’t see the cars, the crews, or anything else, so left.  Everyone 
stood up from row one all the way up to us and you can’t see through them or over their heads.  Extremely rude to my 
way of thinking.  [As a side note, I’ve heard some of the Las Vegas DJs talking about some “wonderful” concert 



they’ve attended where everyone stood the entire time.  Personally, I’d be really upset if I had paid upwards of $200 for 
a ticket for a seat I couldn’t sit in because some rude people in front of me wouldn’t sit down!]  Nevertheless, the 
winning team took just over eight seconds to refuel and change tires and for that they took home $50,000.

After leaving the pit challenge we wandered around for a while, but weren’t very impressed.  This was party time.  It 
looked like most of the people came to get drunk (Carb Day is sponsored primarily by Miller Lite) or, in the case of 
many of the girls, to see or be seen.  It was a boisterous group so we left before the drunks could get on the road. 
Getting home was a lot easier than going there this morning. 

Saturday, May 27, 2006

It was much easier getting to the Speedway today because all the “action” was downtown where they had a big parade 
with floats and all that other good stuff.  Today we had a “Drivers’ Meeting Invitation” that also gave us entry into the 
garage area so that was where we went first.  Many people on the teams were willing to talk with us.  We saw young 
Marco Andretti receive an award because he’s racing for a charitable group.  He’s 19 years old but looks about 14!

Eventually we got over to that Drivers’ Meeting where there were no seats left in the area where we were to sit. 
Standing down front we couldn’t see much because of a stage and sound equipment in the way.  We did get to see both 
Danica Patrick and young Marco Andretti be introduced.  Jerry couldn’t even get a decent picture of them because of 
the chain link fence.  So we traipsed back to the garage area and spent more time there.

Our primary interest in the garages today was the steering wheel the Indy cars have.  They cost $30,000 each and are 
quite amazing.  One fellow in particular (Tony Kanan’s car 11) took the steering wheel off the car (it has a quick 
disconnect much like we have to disconnect our motorhome’s air braking from the tow car and its purpose is to help the 
driver get out of the car in an emergency) and brought it over to us to explain everything.  By the way, this fellow was 
the person in charge of fueling Tony’s car.  Jerry even got to take photos of both sides of the steering wheel.  His 
interest stems from Monaco’s Smart Wheel such as most cars now have.  The Indy steering wheels have buttons that 
can shift weight from the right rear tire to the left front tire if the driver feels a skid starting, one to change the fuel mix 
(lean/rich), and for quick power there’s a button for instantaneous full rich fuel to immediately increase speed.  That’s 
just a sample of what these very sophisticated steering wheels can do.  And you thought your own steering wheel was 
smart!   A driver can control everything, except the angle of the front and rear air foil wings, with the steering wheel 
buttons and all the dash lights and warnings are built into the top of the steering wheel.  The mechanic who was telling 
us about the wheel said it cost an additional $250,000, over and above the $30,000 for the wheel, to build, interconnect, 
and add the actuators that move or change things when the driver presses a button.  The angle of the air foil wings can 
only be changed during a pit stop.

Eventually we left the main part of the speedway and went to the Indianapolis Motor Speedway Hall of Fame Museum 
for the remainder of the day.  Finally made it there!  Remember, that’s where we were heading last Wednesday when 
we got sidetracked.  In addition to all the cars on display, photos of drivers, and trophies, we saw a 20-minute film on 
the history of the speedway that was very interesting.  The original track was put together by some local car 
manufacturers, none of whom made it long-term by the way.  There were no paved roads back in 1911 so they had 
nothing suitable on which to test drive their newly designed vehicles.  As a result, they decided to build a track and 
maybe have an occasional competition to show off their wares to potential buyers.  The initial competition was so 
successful that it has now become a major annual event, with the exception of some wartime years.

The first races also raised so much dust because it was a dirt track, that they eventually decided to pave the track with 
bricks, hence the nickname The Brickyard.  The original track required a mere 3,200,000 bricks to cover the 2.5 mile 
oval!  When we went on the Timing and Scoring Area tour on Wednesday, they showed us how there is still a row of 
five or six bricks width at the Start/Finish line.  Even the bricks produced a lot of dust, however, so today the track is 
paved with asphalt.  In fact, track condition will be of some concern this year because it will be the hottest Indy 500 on 
record.  It was cool when we arrived, but has gotten warmer every day and it will be about ten degrees above normal 
tomorrow.

Speeds also have changed.  The first race took about six and one-half hours; tomorrow’s will probably be less than 
three.  Also, women are now racing.  When Janet Guthrie tried to qualify in 1976, she encountered quite a bit of 
opposition because the male racers believed the track was no place for a woman.  A.J. Foyt allowed her to drive his car 



around the track and she did well but not fast enough to qualify.  That changed in 1977 when she qualified and raced. 
By contrast, 30 years later, when Danica Patrick raced in 2005 the fans were overwhelming in their approval.  Danica 
has now raced in two Indy 500s and has placed fourth and eighth, as well as being the first woman to lead the race for a 
few laps in 2005.  We bought a souvenir program and she is in a lot of the ads.  She’s only 5 feet tall and weighs 100 
pounds, but she’s also a very pretty lady.

The cars have certainly evolved!  An early one had a wood floor.  Some had two seats because the mechanic also had to 
be in the car.  Early ones had no rear view mirrors which were added later as a safety item.  They sure didn’t look very 
comfortable either.  The noise and dust must have been awful.  When you look at pictures of the early winners they 
look like raccoons because of the grime on their faces except where their goggles kept oil and dirt out of their eyes.  By 
the way, as I’ve been typing this letter, they’ve been showing today’s parade on local TV.  It’s a really big deal here 
and, of course, all the drivers are in it.  We noticed that the road on which the parade takes place has rows of black and 
white checks along each side.

Sunday, May 28, 2006

Race Day finally arrived!  We got up very early (for us) and were on the road by 7:30 a.m., expecting a lot of traffic 
because we heard on TV that 16th Street at the south side of the track was backed up considerably – all the way across 
the river.  We approached from the east and north and had zero traffic until the last few blocks and even that was 
moving so we had no complaints.  Obviously we were living right this morning!   We got into our prepaid parking lot 
without problems and weren’t far (only a block away) from the northwestern entry to the speedway.  We were inside 
before 9:00 a.m.  This gave us plenty of time to pick up the Brickyard Box Lunches that we had ordered (very good by 
the way – ham & cheese sandwich, chicken breast, baked beans, cut apples, cookies, and two bottles of water in each) 
and also to see some of the Spectacle of Bands who marched around the track.  I was amazed that East Aurora NY sent 
a 120-member middle school band, all in very attractive blue and white uniforms.  A high school band from (New 
Jersey?) sent 210 members and they were beautifully outfitted, including sequin attire for the drum majors and flag 
dancers.  Of course, the Purdue University Marching Band outdid itself.  As all the other bands marched around the 
track, some of the drummers drove around it in a pickup truck containing one of the largest drums I’ve ever seen and 
they really hit that thing!

Our seats were still in the sun so we found some shady seats about 6-8 rows higher and didn’t have to move until 
almost time for the race.  There was a recognition of Indy 500 Legends and a lap containing VIPs, including the queen 
and princesses.  One of the crowd favorites was Rupert from the Survivor TV show.  They liked him then and they like 
him now.  Florence Henderson sang God Bless America, the National Anthem was sung by representatives from each 
of the five military branches, Taps was played in memory of our fallen heroes, and we were pleased to hear Jim Nabors 
(aka Gomer Pyle) once again sing Back Home Again in Indiana.  There also were some aerial flyovers, including WW 
I biplanes, jet fighters, and three low flying Black Hawk helicopters.  This was all very moving.

Finally it was time for Lance Armstrong to lead the 90th Indy 500 start in a red, white, and blue Corvette pace car. 
Almost immediately after the green flag, there was a yellow caution as one driver hit a wall and was out of the race. 
I’m sure this put all the drivers off their timing.  Eventually it was lifted and the race began in earnest.  Much later in 
the race, two cars got eliminated in the same smash-up.  Luckily none of the drivers were injured.

As mentioned earlier we were cheering for Danica Patrick who started in the tenth position.  She eventually moved up 
briefly to fifth and drove well against both the Andrettis (father Michael and son Marco), passing them both along the 
way.  But even though Danica drove a good race, odd things conspired against her.  Not once, but twice, she went in for 
a scheduled pit stop on green only to have yellow cautions go up both times as she was reentering – just bad luck.  This 
meant that the other leaders were able to use the yellows for their pit stops and she was never able to regain her lead. 
The Indianapolis Star noted that she was driving a slow car (an old chassis and the only one of this type in the race) that 
is to be replaced, but she still was able to keep up with the leaders and finish the race on the same lap only 7.5 seconds 
behind the winner.  Most of the other drivers who actually completed the entire 200 laps were “lapped”, meaning they 
were one or more than one full lap behind the leaders.

The winner, in the meantime, really pulled what we call a “Joe Montana” move to win at the last second.  Although it 
looked like a narrow margin (0.065 of a second), Sam Hornish Jr. clearly won by a full car length.  The last 3-4 laps 
were quite exciting because there were four contenders in the lead, including the two Andrettis.  After the race we again 



had passes for the Garage Area.  And there was Danica out signing autographs and Jerry managed to get her signature 
on his hat.  Boy, it was a hot day and she had just driven 500 miles, but there she was, still in her driving clothes and 
being gracious.  She really is tiny and has long dark hair.  You could hardly see her for the big guys protecting her.  But 
we didn’t see any of the other drivers out signing autographs like she was.

We also observed the official post-race check of the cars to make sure there weren’t any unauthorized changes.  They 
measure things and take off parts with an official observing, then they wheel the cars over to another garage set up with 
something that looks like a car rack but which they use to do other measurements.  Incidentally, they even appear to 
weigh the fuel (they’re only allowed to carry 30 gallons).  We spoke with a Firestone person who was standing next to 
stacks of a few hundred tires.  He told us each rim costs $2,000 and each tire costs between $800 to $1,000.  Figure that 
each car changes a complete set of tires a couple of times during a race and you’re talking serious money just for the 
wheels.  One fellow across from us changed tires twice within the first half hour.  This driver eventually came back to 
the pit and didn’t return to the race.  Another driver didn’t change tires at all, so it’s variable.  We know from the 
newspaper that Danica changed tires a couple of times.  The heat was definitely a factor.

Finally we figured that most of the traffic would be gone and decided to leave.  Once again, we encountered very little 
traffic and were back to the RV park in about 45 minutes.  Now my question is, how can having fun be so 
exhausting???  Dinner in tonight!

Monday, May 29, 2006

Today was going to be a leisurely day where we could take our time doing laundry and food shopping.  HA!  I should 
have known it wouldn’t last.  We wanted to wash our new tee shirts before moving on.  When I took Jerry’s Indy 500 
shirt out of the washer, the underarm seam didn’t look right.  On inspection, it looked like the seamstress had 
mistakenly gathered up two parts of the sleeve into the underarm seam so I got out the scissors and took the seam apart. 
Imagine our surprise when we discovered that a piece had been cut out of the sleeve.  The seamstress probably figured 
no one would know the difference so she tucked it up to hide it.  Well, the shirts were $22 and never worn so Jerry 
immediately called the Indy Hall of Fame Museum and they said they would exchange it.  He got in the car and 
returned to the speedway while I did some other things.  Sometime later he called and said he had a new shirt and was 
coming back for the camera and me.

Seems he took the $3.00 tour around the track and wanted to do it again, this time with a camera and he knew I’d want 
to do it too.  So off we went for another trip to the Hall of Fame Museum.  This time the shuttle bus took us around 
with a narration.  It was slow and Jerry got to take lots of pictures so that makes up for not having the camera that first 
day.  Also, we had to go back inside the museum after the tour.  Jerry went to the Indy as a teenager and can’t 
remember what year he went, so that’s been driving him crazy.  By looking at cars and winners he now thinks it was 
the 1953 race won by Bill Vukovitch.  This return trip also gave him a chance to take more photos inside the museum.

As you can see, I didn’t get a lot of things on my agenda accomplished, but what the heck.  It’s been a fun week and 
what are a few dirty clothes and some dust.   We’ve talked about whether we’d do it again.  Once was a lot of fun, 
but we’re not sure that you can’t see just as much of the race itself on TV.  But, on the other hand, all the events that 
lead up to race day were GREAT, the beginning ceremonies were very moving, and being there in person was exciting. 
Every race fan should attend the Indy 500 at least once!  Remember, we were at the speedway on Wednesday, 
Thursday, Friday, Saturday, Sunday (race day), and Monday.  We rented headsets so we could hear the radio, track 
announcer, and drivers talking with their crews.  Between the headsets and being able to see what was happening on the 
big screens across the track we were able to “tune in” on most of the action.  But, trying to see the cars as they whiz by 
at more than 200 mph is practically impossible.  Also, the sound of ten cars going by is almost deafening so Jerry and I 
used hand signals to communicate.  There were people who had no ear protection and to me it was painful, so headsets 
of some kind are essential to my way of thinking.

There’s a lot of discussion about where the best seats are located.  When Jerry got our seats the lady told him they were 
very good and several others confirmed that.  We were on the outside of the main straightaway in the north Paddock 
area.  Our seats were in the last row (T) of the front section (68) and they were good from a sun standpoint because by 
the time the race began we were well into shade.  They also had backs so were more comfortable (even so, we did buy 
cushions on which to sit because they are metal seats).  The people next to us have been coming to the Indy for 26 
years and they said they now always order eight tickets in rows S and T of Section 68.  They said directly across the 



track is miserable because you’re facing into the sun all day.  On the other hand, some folks think the Northwest Vista 
at Turn 4 is the best because you see the cars coming out of Turn 3, down the short chute from Turn 3, making their 
turn at Turn 4, and then picking up speed down the main straightaway.  The disadvantage of these seats is they are open 
bleachers with no backs and you sit in the sun the entire time.  They face south so I think you would be facing the sun 
most of the day.  Not fun to my way of thinking.

In summary, as they say, the INDY 500 is the greatest spectacle in racing.  Wednesday’s Community Day was great, 
especially being able to drive around the track in our own car.  Thursday’s practice and qualifying runs were fun. 
Friday’s 100-mile race and practice was great too.  Saturday’s events kept us there all day again and, of course, the 
Indy 500 on Sunday was great.  The museum was very nice and inexpensive ($3.00 entry, $3.00 narrated track tour), 
the track tours were fun and informative, having garage passes for two days was very nice (it’s really a guy thing), and 
having a scanner and headset for BOTH races (the 100 miler and the Indy 500) was a big help.  We are pleased we 
planned to be here for this huge annual event. 
 

Tuesday, May 30, 2006

We didn’t get a very early start this morning.  Jerry had to make some phone calls.  One was to Monaco.  We think the 
steering wheel is heading too much to the right and we may need a front end alignment.  They recommended a place in 
Elkhart IN, and Jerry got an appointment at 1:00 tomorrow afternoon, so Elkhart is where we drove to today.  We’re 
staying in an Elkhart campground tonight.

Last night we talked about where we’re going to go from here and have pretty much decided to head north into 
Michigan, probably along the western side which is quite pretty.  If so, maybe we’ll get to see some friends who live up 
that way.  Depends on timing, of course.  We have just short of a month to get to the Newfoundland ferry in Nova 
Scotia so can’t tarry too long.  We had dinner in tonight so Jerry can work on organizing his photos while I work on 
this letter.  A few minutes ago it starting pouring so it may be a wet night.  Luckily we brought the awnings in after the 
sun set.  Also, Jerry had the new Hawking antenna set up outside on the picnic table so we can use the park’s new wi-fi, 
but he brought that in just as the rain started.  Hopefully we can use it in the morning to send this letter.  One never 
knows!

Wednesday, May 31, 2006

Today we got a late start.  Had to watch Katie Couric’s last day on the Today show and then send our last letter.  We 
lucked out.  With our new wi-fi antenna outside on a picnic table we were able to reach the campground’s antenna by 
aiming it down a line between two other RVs.  Their FREE system is not yet complete.  Seems the installer was in an 
accident and has been hospitalized so it will be finished when he’s up and about again.

We went over to the place in Elkhart IN where we had a front end alignment done on the motorhome.  So our steering 
toward the right wasn’t just the strong winds, after all!  By the time we left there, it was around 3:00 and just about 
perfect to drive the 80 or so miles to South Haven on the shores of Lake Michigan.

As we pulled into the campground I looked ahead and there was a familiar looking motorhome and tow car.  As soon as 
we got settled Jerry went over to say hello to Bernie and Marlene Dobrin.  We last saw them in Moab UT at the RV 
Forum rally and didn’t expect to seem them again until Quartzsite in January.  None of us had eaten dinner yet so we 
decided to try a place one person had recommended and another had panned – The Thirsty Perch.  Cute name!  We all 
had seafood and we all had good dinners, although their computer had just gone down and it didn’t seem like anyone 
knew how to do anything without it.  Service was extremely slow, but that was okay because we were busy catching 
up.  What counted was Marlene said it was the best Whitefish she had eaten so far.

After dinner we got our wi-fis hooked up and they both work!

Thursday, June 1, 2006

Can’t believe it’s already June!  Today we went into South Haven and just enjoyed walking and driving around a fairly 
picturesque town.  The Black River flows into Lake Michigan here so there is a boat channel and a lovely protected 



harbor.  Marlene told us she spent the first ten summers of her life here and the bridge going into town used to be a 
swing bridge, meaning it pivoted.  Today it’s more modern because it is raised when boats with masts go under it.

First we went to the Michigan Maritime Museum, then we drove over to the boat channel and walked out to the 
lighthouse which is red.  Typical of the Lake Michigan beaches, this area has beautiful fine white sand.  One of the 
boats at the Museum is a working tall ship and we watched it come into dock.  It had a busload of school kids and they 
were all waving and obviously enjoying their outing.  Then we drove all around town, just exploring the homes along 
the water and looking at historic buildings.  The city is doing a good job of keeping the architecture intact so that even 
new houses have somewhat of a Victorian look.

Both rhododendrons and iris are in full bloom and they’re gorgeous.  Where we saw various shades of lilacs elsewhere, 
here they seem to be mainly a very pale lilac that almost looks white.  And they are oh so fragrant!  One of the things 
we’ve noticed as we’ve come farther east is that the people must spend most of their lives mowing grass.  Some of 
these nice homes are surrounded by acres of grass and everywhere we go we see people riding their mowers.  We’re 
glad we no longer have grass to mow! 

The Dobrins went over to Grand Rapids for the day (saw the Gerald R. Ford Library and said it was nicely done) but 
we got together again for dinner tonight.  This time it was at the Tale of a Fish.  This was a nice place overlooking the 
marina so it was pleasant just sitting there.  Another good dinner.  This time I had perch and Jerry had our friend Phil’s 
favorite, beer battered cod.  Both were good.  Then we went to a dairy place that has WONDERFUL ice cream they 
make themselves.  This is where we had dessert.  Yummy!  Bernie and Marlene warned us to order the child size 
because the portions are huge – and they were!

We’re trying to decide which way to go from here – north or east.  Yesterday we thought we’d go north and cross into 
Canada at Sault Ste. Marie, but now Jerry’s thinking he might like to go east and enter at Sarnia.  When he was a kid 
the family used to sail up Lake St. Clair from Detroit and go to the Sarnia Yacht Club as well as to Harkins Island.  So 
now he’s thinking he might like to see that area again.  As I write he’s poring over the maps and checking distances 
with the GPS.

Friday, June 2, 2006

Well, I guess the decision has been made.  We’re going with our original plan to go north from here and enter Canada 
at Sault Ste. Marie.  We said goodbye to the Dobrins and started north on U.S. 31.  Today’s goal was Ludington MI 
where we arrived early enough to drive around.  We thought it might be fun to see the famous lighthouse here, but 
nixed that idea when we discovered it would be a four-mile round-trip hike on sand.  We had forgotten that the sand 
here is soft and hard to walk on when compared to coastal areas with tides that leave hard-packed sand when they go 
out.  The Ludington State Park where the lighthouse is located doesn’t have a lot of parking and forbids parking of non-
campers in the campgrounds which is why it’s such a long hike.  It’s a pretty area, but we weren’t adequately prepared 
for such a hike and decided we would rather see the town so turned around.

The harbor has an old car ferry called the Spartan.  This one sits there rotting while the newer ship plies its way back 
and forth between Ludington and Manitowoc WI.  It leaves Ludington in the morning and returns in the evening.  This 
car ferry is the only one still operating in the Great Lakes.  Actually, it’s not well-marked to locate so it’s surprising 
that it does still operate on a daily basis.  We saw three huge trucks on the dock that apparently came over earlier from 
Wisconsin.  They each contained a gigantic tube of some sort and we never did figure out what they could be used for. 
They were quite long and Jerry could easily have stood up in them.  Talk about wide and long loads!

We saw a lot of nice and well kept homes.  Many have nice views of the bay and Lake Michigan shoreline.  After 
eating dinner in the motorhome Jerry decided to work on the screen door latch which has been getting harder to open 
and close.  After two trips to Home Depot and one to the Lowes that is so new it isn’t open yet, we managed to get it 
fixed about 9:00 p.m.  Nothing to it!   It’s lucky Jerry is so innovative.  Apparently the pop rivets were of a type Jerry 
had never seen before, so he had to devise a new method.  It’s now working beautifully!

Saturday, June 3, 2006



We got a late start again this morning as we decided after unhooking that we had better empty the black tank which was 
– oops! – full.  We usually track that one better, but oh well.  Nevertheless, it was a lovely drive.  This part of Michigan 
is really pretty.  During the five years I lived in Detroit I pretty much detested Michigan.  Too bad I didn’t know then 
that it’s MUCH nicer elsewhere in the state!  Up this way there are more rolling hills as you get near Traverse City. 
The Great Lakes were cut out by the glaciers during the Ice Age and as the glaciers melted the Great Lakes were 
formed.  Apparently the entire area was covered in the past with several thousand feet of water.  The glaciers also did 
quite a bit of digging because Lake Superior is about 900 feet deep.  Of course, the Great Lakes form the largest body 
of fresh water on planet Earth and Lake Michigan is the sixth largest lake in the world. 

As we neared Traverse City our Water Level warning light and alarm came on.  This happened on every right turn. 
When we opened the engine compartment the water level was just touching the low mark.  Of more concern was what 
appeared to be some leaking.  Not serious, but to be checked when we arrive at the RV park.  Tonight we’re at the 
beautiful Traverse Bay RV Park.  The Ruwards are here visiting her mother so we’re right next to them.  Wi-fi again! 
  We didn’t think we’d be in Michigan at the same time, but here we are again with “framily.”  It’s really neat to 
know we have them wherever we go and not always in expected places!

It’s especially nice when we’re with the Ruwards – he and Jerry can repair most things on the RV unless it’s really 
serious.  They checked out the coolant tank and decided it has hairline cracks with minor leaks.  So they got out what 
Ron calls 200 MPH tape (actually it’s called Gorilla Tape) - because it’s so strong it can be used on airplanes – and 
taped it over the cracks.  It may hold forever, but to be on the safe side Jerry will call Monaco Monday morning to find 
out if they can send a new tank by overnight.  Hmmm, three hour time difference which means they won’t start work 
until about 10:30 eastern time so we’ll stay here an extra day.

We all had fish for dinner tonight at Mabel’s, a place that’s been voted for 10 years running as Traverse City’s best 
home-style restaurant.  After dinner we drove out the 18-mile-long peninsula that splits the south end of Grand 
Traverse Bay into the West Arm and the East Arm.  It’s called Old Mission Peninsula because the first white settler 
was a Presbyterian minister who came to convert the natives.  The original church has been replaced with a replica but 
contains the original bell in the belfry.

The lighthouse at the end of the Mission Peninsula is interesting, although today it’s a private residence and can’t be 
toured.  There’s also a log cabin that was one of the first in the area, and you can see the west and east “heads” where 
the Grand Traverse Bay empties into Lake Michigan.  The peninsula itself was surprising.  It’s quite wide in places, full 
of cherry orchards and vineyards, along with a winery and numerous beautiful new large homes.  Sam’s mother lives 
on the peninsula near the Traverse City end which is at the bottom of Grand Traverse Bay.  When they moved there in 
the early 1970s there were only about three “real” homes.  The remainder were summer cottages owned by people from 
the big cities of Detroit and Chicago.  Today, retirees are razing the cottages and building those big new homes. 
Hmmm, sounds familiar!

On the way back to the RV park, we stopped at an old-fashioned drive-in for ice cream.  We controlled ourselves by 
ordering small shakes.  Yummy!  By the way, it’s been cooler since South Haven.  As we entered town there we 
noticed FOG!  We were in shorts and changed into long pants before dinner and we’ve been in jeans ever since. 
Summer didn’t last long!  At least we’re not in Phoenix where 115 degrees was expected today.  Our neighbor told us 
it’s really hot in LV too. 

Sunday, June 4, 2006

What a nice day we had with Ruwards!  We began with breakfast at the clubhouse.  Then we were ready to play tourist. 
This morning we drove west of Traverse City and up the eastern side of the Leelanau Peninsula which is quite large – 
much larger than the Mission Peninsula we toured yesterday.  At the northernmost tip we visited the Grand Traverse 
Lighthouse which helps mariners enter Grand Traverse Bay.  The lighthouse was quite nice with the lighthouse 
keeper’s home well outfitted and everything labeled nicely.  Then we climbed up to the tower where the Fresnel lens 
originally did its job.  Today there’s no lens and the area is enclosed with windows.  Each side has signs so you know 
what you’re looking at in the distance.  Today was exceptionally clear so we had nice views.  When we went down to 
the beach it was clear that Lake Michigan’s water level is down.  A lot of rocks that used to be covered with water (the 
reason for the lighthouse was to warn the mariners of submerged rocks) are quite evident today.  In fact, you can walk 
out quite a distance without getting your feet wet.  This state park is quite nice with a forested terrain, lots of birds 



singing, and lovely fragrant lilacs in bloom.   By the way, for you lighthouse lovers, you can spend a week living in 
this lighthouse and work as a volunteer.

About 100 feet from the lighthouse is a separate Fog Signal Building.  In 1898 the steam whistle was installed.  It 
required a small building because there were wood and coal fired boilers.  This whistle was activated when it got foggy 
enough that Cat’s Head Point, five miles to the west, could not be seen.

From the lighthouse we drove down the western side of the peninsula to the quaint village of Leland where we had a 
late lunch.  It was here that we visited the very old small buildings that were used by fishermen when they brought in 
their catches.  The docks and buildings are pretty old and decrepit, but still in use by retailers.  We were amazed at the 
number of fish we could see in the clear river water.  There were thousands of very small fish, something similar to 
smelt.  Then there were numerous very large fish including gar pike, bass, and carp.  The seagulls were having a feast! 


Next stop to the south was the Sleeping Bear Dunes National Lakeshore.  Wow!  Remember I mentioned earlier that 
the Great Lakes were carved out by glaciers.  When the glaciers receded they left a lot of water and dumped a lot of 
sand which today are huge sand dunes.  And by huge I mean a few hundred feet high!  Immediately after entering the 
park there is an area where people can climb the dunes which are quite high.  Kids love it!  But we decided to forego 
that pleasure.

Instead we drove the Pierce Stocking Scenic Drive for some spectacular views of the dunes, Glen Lake (considered the 
cleanest lake in the U.S. because it’s quite deep and spring fed), and Lake Michigan.  It is named after the lumberman 
who loved the area so much he began developing it for posterity long before it became a national lakeshore.  At one 
viewpoint the signs said the drop down to Lake Michigan was 500 feet.  There were people who went down and back 
up and said it took a couple of hours.  One 15 year old boy who appeared relatively fit said it was a really hard climb. 
The ones we saw were using both hands and feet to go up and they stopped to sit down every 30 feet or so.  By the 
way, signs request people to stay on the boardwalks because the dunes are a very fragile ecological system they are 
trying to preserve.  However, just like in our southwestern deserts where you shouldn’t walk on the fragile and living 
cryptobiotic crust, people ignore the signs and there are footprints across these fragile dunes.

Along the drive we also passed through areas of cottonwood trees that help prevent dune erosion as they spread their 
roots.  Another area is a forest of native Beech, Maple, and Basswood (one of which had a spectacular and visible root 
structure) trees.  Pine trees were planted by later settlers both as wind breaks and to stabilize their farming soil, but 
today the park service is trying to cull them out so native species can thrive.

Shortly after leaving the park we came upon a farmer’s roadside stand and the sign said Asparagus $1.25/pound. 
Wow!  We immediately pulled over because we haven’t seen it that inexpensive for a long time and all four of us love 
asparagus.  After we got back to the RV tonight we had it for dinner and it was wonderful.  So much flavor!  We’re 
settled in for the night and are listening to the frogs.  This RV resort has ponds and the sounds of the frogs at night is 
not quite deafening, but really loud.   By the way, each pond has a fountain to keep the water moving and the 
mosquitoes from breeding!

Monday, June 5, 2006

And here we are, once again listening to the frogs.  Busy critters judging by the sound!  Our day began with packing up 
everything so Jerry and Ron could go fill up the tank with diesel.  It was also an opportunity for them to see how well 
the Gorilla Tape on the coolant tank held up.  It didn’t!   There was a small trail of water into our site when they 
returned.  So, the calls to Monaco in Oregon then began.  At first the fellow in parts said they didn’t have any of these 
coolant tanks and Jerry arranged to have him ship one overnight from the manufacturer.  But, that just didn’t ring right 
because most of Monaco’s coaches are diesel pushers and they would all have a tank which is part of the coolant 
system.  So he started calling his friends at Monaco.  What luck!  The first person he called was the fellow who runs the 
division that makes the chassis.  He agreed that there ought to be many of these tanks available because they order them 
in lots of 1,000.  Sure enough he checked and said there were plenty so he took one off the production floor and had it 
shipped overnight.  Hot dog!  So sometime tomorrow we’re expecting a new tank.  Jerry’s already emptied the old one 
and, hopefully, it will be an easy fix. 



In the meantime, Sam went over to spend some time with her mother and later we went grocery shopping.  While Jerry 
was emptying the coolant tank I used the California Duster to get some of the dust off the outside of the motorhome. 
There are a lot of spots from rain, but it looks a little better now.  And, no, in case you’re wondering, I did not get on a 
ladder but used an extended handle to reach the high places.   Tonight we four went to Boone’s Lake Side Inn for a 
really good dinner.  We each had different dishes (two seafood, two beef) and liked them all.  The place has a North 
Woods motif and is quite pleasant.

Tuesday, June 6, 2006

Today was a busy one here at the RV park.  Our replacement coolant tank arrived by noon.  In the meantime Jerry and 
Ron went to the local Cummins dealer to get some coolant.  Three trips to the hardware store later, it was installed by 
about 4:00.  At first the warning buzzer and low water idiot light wouldn’t go off when Jerry started the engine.  Ron 
figured it needed a ground wire which was determined to be the case with another call to our Monaco chassis friend. 
Installed a ground wire and – presto! – no more warning lights or alarms.  We’re especially pleased because there don’t 
appear to be any leaks.  Yeaaa!  Actually, it was a relatively easy fix.  We just needed to wait for the new tank to be 
sent.  Incidentally, we were asked to return the old tank to Monaco’s Indiana facility because they’re having a problem 
with cracks in these tanks and they want to see ours.

While all this was going on, I finally had an opportunity to get out the vacuum and clean out the sliding window tracks 
that were full of grit all the way from Moab.  Also did household chores like change the bed and do a number of wash 
loads.  All in all, a very productive day for us both!  This evening we again went to Mabel’s for dinner and then 
stopped for ice cream shakes on the way home.  Oh so good!  Also, it started raining but is now cooler and pleasant.

Tomorrow we’ll continue our journey toward Sault Ste. Marie and the Canadian border.  Just in time for the border 
crackdown because of the foiled terrorist plans in Canada.  Hope it won’t be too much hassle crossing!  Jerry also got 
our Verizon account changed to add Canada for two months so we can use it without roaming charges - unless we get a 
flashing red “R” which means there’s no local Verizon access.  Jerry was advised we might not want to use it then 
because it probably will be very expensive.  Please refrain from sending photos and other attachments that we might 
have to get by cell phone in shaky environments.  In the cities we’ll be okay, but considering where we’re going it will 
be interesting to see how this Canadian part of the plan goes.  It also will also be fun to see how many places up there 
have wi-fi.  I’ll be sending this while we can use Ron’s wi-fi.

Wednesday, June 7, 2006

When I went to bed last night it was raining kitty cats and puppy dogs!  And it rained all night.  Ron said this morning 
his roof-top weather station rain gauge showed it rained 1.2 inches overnight.  This morning we saw a useful purpose 
for all those ponds at the Traverse Bay RV Park.  The rain water flowed into them and one little area that had been 
made to look like rocks in a dry streambed was this morning a real stream.  Those people have thought of everything!

After saying goodbye to the Ruwards in Traverse City we encountered some more rain as we headed north to Sault 
Saint Marie – not enough to hinder us but enough to get the motorhome dirty!  Also, once again we crossed the 45th 

Parallel which is the latitude half way between the Equator and the North Pole.  In the last few days we’ve crossed it 
quite a few times, including each time we went up and down the two peninsulas we explored with the Ruwards.  It only 
took a few hours to get here to Sault Saint Marie.  I’ve heard people say they don’t like to drive across the Mackinaw 
Bridge and we’ve heard you can have someone drive your rig across it if you’re afraid, but I found it less intimidating 
than the Golden Gate Bridge in San Francisco.  Of course the Mackinaw was down to one lane each way because of 
maintenance work and the speed limit for trucks was down to 20 mph and there was zero wind, so that may have 
contributed to my feeling of well being.  I guess when it’s windy it can be pretty terrifying.

Tonight we’re parked at the Soo RV Park on the banks of the St. Mary’s River looking across it to Sault Ste. Marie, 
Ontario.  In case you’re not familiar with the name of this town, the locals pronounce Sault “SOO” as in the hog call 
Soo-eee (see what little tidbits I have to offer).  This is why they call the river locks the Soo Locks.  As we were fixing 
dinner one of the big lake freighters went by, but there’s been no other commercial traffic except for the Soo Locks tour 
boats.  Last time we were here it seemed like there was more river traffic.  Now that the sun has gone down (I use the 
term figuratively because there wasn’t much sun today), the breeze has picked up, and there are quite a few sailboats 
out on the river.  One just came toward us on the wind, tacked, and is now heading toward the Canadian side.  Here 



come about a half dozen more.  A nice brisk breeze for sailing!  We were lucky to get one of the sites in the first row on 
the water so we look out the front and side windows at the water.  Nice view!

We went to the grocery store before dinner and now are ready to enter Canada tomorrow morning.  The weather should 
be better than today.  I already got the Canadian weather service forecast on our weather radio and they give their 
reports in both French and English.

Thursday, June 8, 2006

When we got up this morning it was foggy and when I turned on the weather radio it said the U.S. Coast Guard, who 
has control of the river in this area, had closed the locks to navigation because of low visibility.  While I cleaned up 
after breakfast Jerry went down to the bank to see about exchanging some currency.  He didn’t think they were very 
helpful so decided to wait until after we cross the border.

By the time we left Soo it was bright and the fog had lifted.  The drive over the bridge was interesting.  It’s actually two 
VERY high rise spans with the locks in the middle.  This bridge made me more nervous than the Mackinaw yesterday. 
Traffic was backed up going into the U.S. almost two-thirds of the way across the bridge.  We had very little traffic 
going into Canada.  Customs was interesting.  We mistook the “bus” symbol to mean “RV” so we ended up in the bus 
lane.  The Customs person tried to wave us off, but by that time it was too late.  So the first words out of his mouth 
were to chastise us for not going with the cars and trucks.  Then, when we stopped to talk with him, Jerry automatically 
put on the air brake (it’s the safe thing to do) and was once again chastised because it hurt the man’s ears since we were 
under a cover and it reverberated.  He let us know he was not happy with us!  Other than that he asked the usual 
questions about where we are from, where we are going, and whether we had any firearms or alcohol.  He was 
apparently satisfied with our answers – and our passports as identification – because he waved us through in a very 
grumpy manner.  I told him to have a pleasant day as we left, but he didn’t seem to appreciate that very much. 
Probably thought more dumb Americans!  But we thought, Yeaaa we finally made it into Canada!  We truly expected 
more hassle because of the Canadians finding those would-be terrorists earlier in the week.

Shortly after that we saw an Ontario Visitor Center but weren’t sure about getting into and out of the parking lot so 
continued around the bend and ended up in a casino parking lot which was right next door.  Almost as soon as we 
stepped out a security lady came by and I thought Oh oh we shouldn’t stay here.  Instead, she was very nice and wanted 
to know where we were from and all about Las Vegas.  Then the next thing we knew here came a young man in a suit 
and carrying a shovel.  He also was from the casino – may have run the floor from what he said.  Anyway, he said his 
wife wants to sell their home and go fulltiming when he retires so we ended up inviting these two, plus the head of 
security who also appeared, inside the RV to see what it was like.  All three loved it and said if there was anything at all 
they could do for us, to just let them know.  They made up for the grumpy Customs agent. 

Once inside the visitor center we were able to exchange currency at a more favorable rate and also picked up new 
Ontario brochures.  Then, finally we were on our way.  It wasn’t far to Canada 17 which also happens to be the Trans 
Canada Highway.  We’ll follow it for a while and then will be on it again in Newfoundland!  Around lunch time Jerry 
was in the mood for a grilled cheese sandwich so we found a restaurant in a small town and stopped there.  They made 
a good grilled cheese so he was happy.  Just as we were leaving it started raining and continued for a while.

Around 3:00 we decided to start looking for a campground.  It’s a good thing we started early because this turned into 
quite an adventure.  Our first try was at the Chutes (French for Falls) Provincial Park.  The lady said we shouldn’t have 
any trouble driving around Loop B and that site 46 should be easy enough to get into.  HA!  She’s obviously never 
driven a 40-foot motorhome with a toad.  As we’re hemmed in by trees and winding around the end of the loop before 
reaching site 46, Jerry said “If we can get around this loop without unhooking the car we’re out of here.”  Site 46 would 
probably have been okay, but by then Jerry was in no mood to be out in the rain unhooking the car so we could back 
into it.  Besides, it was full of trees and we wouldn’t have had satellite TV.  To quote our friend Terry who currently is 
on his way to Alaska and encountered a beautiful forest campground where he couldn’t use his satellite because of the 
trees, “This place is a hell hole.”  The Chutes P.P. would have been Jerry’s hell hole.

Our second try was another bust.  Jerry put the address in the GPS which told us to turn right onto a certain road.  There 
was a very worn sign before the right hand road but we couldn’t make it out and the road on the right had a different 
name (there was also a line of trucks close behind me).  A hundred feet further the correctly named road was on the left 



and it was dirt with no sign to indicate there might be a campground so Jerry said the directions were all wrong and 
we’d go on and look for another campground.  Our third try was in the next town where he saw from the GPS that we 
could make a loop if we had to and we did because that campground didn’t even exist!  We finally found a store that 
had been closed and was for sale.  It had a large parking lot.  Across the street from it was another store that had a 
Tourist Information sign.  Jerry went there and asked the man if he thought it would be okay to park for the night in the 
closed store parking lot.  The man said yes, but it would be noisy and if we continued down Canada 17 for another half 
mile, the only road on the right would take us to a campground that would be much more pleasant.  Fourth time was the 
charm, although we weren’t too sure about it as we drove in.  This place is very rustic and is owned by an English 
couple who bought it last year and are working on it – they have a lot to do, including tearing down some camping 
cabins that probably were an eyesore and they surely didn’t have much in the way of foundations!  We don’t have any 
hookups, are parked on the grass, and the leveling system couldn’t quite get us as level as we would like, but it’s in a 
pretty area with a small river and Jerry got satellite TV so all is well.

While I  was fixing dinner it started raining.  Last night it rained kitty cats and puppy dogs.  This torrential downpour 
was Very Big Cats and Very Big Dogs!     Being from a desert area we forget about the sounds of thunder.  One 
huge crack that was right nearby made me jump.  Boy, the water was pouring down the road.  The place is on high 
ground and the water drained down to the river.  Some poor bicyclist in a tent went up to the office and eventually he 
and one of the workers came out with a pickup truck, packed his bike and tent in the truck, and took off.  I think he 
decided to find a dry motel!  The people next to us were gone when we arrived, but they have a popup tent trailer and 
when they arrived I’m sure everything was soaked.  They too appear to have gone elsewhere for the night.  So here we 
are in solitary splendor.  It’s REALLY quiet here in Naim Centre, but the mosquitoes have found us.  These are the first 
ones we’ve seen on this trip, but there will be a lot more before we’re done!

Friday, June 9, 2006

We drove about 280 miles today and are in a Renfrew ON KOA for the night.  It was relatively clear when we left 
Naim Centre this morning, but it didn’t last long and it rained most of the day.  I think we’re chasing the tail end of a 
weather system that is now over New England.  Our KOA site is at the end of a row and we’re looking out at beautiful, 
healthy pine trees.  Lovely!  Of course, it cost C$31 and for that we’re parked on grass, only have 30 amp electric, 
water, and no sewer.  Some of the other sites do have sewer, but they’re back in the trees.  Horrors – that would mean 
no satellite!  This is a pull-through site and out of the trees.  The man did tell Jerry that we can go to one of the empty 
sites in the morning and dump there before we leave.

We’ve been driving on Canada 17, the Trans Canada Highway, and you might be interested in our impressions of this 
road, especially if you’re planning on using it.  This is not exactly what we in the U.S. call a freeway or even an 
expressway.  In fact, it’s mostly a two-lane road without much in the way of shoulders and only occasional sections of 
three lanes for uphill passing.  Even though the uphill middle lane is for passers, it also can be used for downhill 
passing if no one else is passing uphill in the lane.  Sometimes you even see signs that say the middle passing lane is 
also a left turn lane in front of oncoming traffic.  Not my idea of a safe highway!  Probably two-thirds of the two-lane 
portions of road have double yellow lines, so traffic does build up behind slower vehicles.  Today I had a pickup truck 
pass me on an uphill double yellow line near the crest of the hill.  As Jerry says, idiots like that make you want to slow 
down so you miss their debris field when they crash.  The other interesting thing about this road is that it has relatively 
few turn lanes (the ones they do have are short) and the road widths when making turns are fairly narrow, especially 
when you’re driving a big vehicle!  Two people had to back up this afternoon so I could make the turn from Canada 17 
into the KOA access road.  We wonder how many truckers who are along the southern end of Canada go down into the 
US and use I-94 to go east and west because it might be a lot faster.  The highest speed limit we’ve seen is 60 mph, it’s 
mostly 55 mph, and today we averaged 52 mph for the day.  Like I said, not exactly a freeway!

We had our first Canadian fuel fill-up today.  It was in a relatively remote area and diesel cost US$3.62 per US gallon. 
Whew!  I’m not sure it will improve, but we hope so when we get into more populated areas.  Also of interest was that 
we couldn’t use the truck pumps like we do in the U.S. at truck stops.  They’re for cardholders only and cost extra 
because someone has go out and unlock the pump.  Pity the truckers who are trying to make a living.  When we got to 
the less expensive diesel-for-cars pump we learned we can’t pump our own fuel.  Just like in Oregon – the only state 
left that thinks ordinary people are too stupid to handle a fuel nozzle.    Just trying to find a truck stop and getting fuel 
took the better part of an hour.  With two truck stop reference books and the GPS, it still took a “local” to tell us where 
to go for diesel.  The first try was an in-town Petro station that was closed for repairs and there was no way it could 



handle even one truck, much less the 15-25 the book said it could park!  By the way, Canadian dollars cost us 92 cents 
per U.S. dollar.

The other interesting item is that our Verizon Canadian system – for which we’re paying an extra $20 per month – is 
not exactly as advertised.  When we found out we couldn’t hook up the computers for email, Jerry called Verizon and 
found out there are NO Verizon antennas in Canada which means they only have cooperative arrangements with local 
phone providers and we’ll be roaming the entire time we’re here.  For example, we can’t use the *228 feature to update 
available antennas.  The good news is that if it’s not flashing a red R we won’t have to pay an arm and a leg.  The 
flashing red R supposedly means we’re in an area that has no cooperative arrangements with Verizon, otherwise it’s 
like our Extended Areas when we’re in the U.S. but not in a Verizon home area.  Also, changes made by Verizon since 
we accessed our email two days ago now force us to use our Las Vegas ISP (Earthlink) to access the Internet instead of 
dialing directly like we always have done.  In practical terms it means all our data messages will be VERY slow. 
PLEASE remember not to send any photos, videos, attachments, or other non-verbal messages.  Jerry has already had 
to delete one video because the cell phone couldn’t receive it without quitting midway through the transmission.

Saturday, June 10, 2006

Today we drove to Vankleek Hill which is in Ontario next to Quebec - about half way between Ottawa and Montreal. 
When we read about the RV park in our guidebook it sounded very nice.  When we got here we found out they’ve 
turned it into permanent sites, meaning people move their trailers in and there they sit for years at a time.  It was a very 
nice place, but we ended up parking on the grass with no hookups.  It had rained most of the day, at times VERY hard, 
so when we parked we maneuvered the motorhome so the front wheels could be on some hard packed rocks (thanks to 
the man who moved his car so we could do that little feat), otherwise we were afraid the rear wheels would sink in and 
we wouldn’t be able to get out.  It’s at times like this that we’re very thankful we have an air leveling system that puts 
the weight on the tires and not on some puny jacks that would instantly sink into the mud.  Thanks again to Terry 
Brewer who convinced us that air leveling was worth the extra cost!

Lots more rain today and tonight.  When we entered Quebec we followed the big blue question mark signs that 
supposedly indicate a visitor center where one can get tourist information.  HA!  The first one turned out to be an 
empty building with a beautiful sign in front that indicated it was the information center for the village.  There was no 
parking so we parked in a big lot across the street and walked over in a downpour which is when we discovered not 
only was the building empty but the nearby buildings all housed what might be termed adult entertainment!  Weird 
place!  After trying a second blue question mark in another town we gave up on that idea and decided that, unless 
you’re on a major freeway and it says Visitor Center, the businesses or towns probably pay to have the signs put up in 
order to get business.  Not fair to travelers.

Sunday, June 11, 2006

Well we got out of the grass without sinking in which was good.   Got diesel today and it was not easy either.  Not 
allowed to use those truck pumps again at another Canada Petro and getting into the self-serve pump was tricky.  These 
people like curbs and tight turns and we don’t!  We’re finding we have to plan on fuel stops much more than at home 
where we have lots of wonderful big truck stops where we can get in, pump our fuel, and go on our merry way or even 
park for a while if so inclined.

We really did find a nice place to spend tonight.  Kinda makes up for the last few nights that would not have been our 
first choice had there been other alternatives.  This one has long pull-through sites so we didn’t have to unhook the car, 
50-amp electric, sewers, good water, and no trees to block satellite access.  What more could we want???  Oops, the ad 
said it had wi-fi and it doesn’t.  We stopped early enough so I was able to do two loads of wash and vacuum out the 
sand, dirt, grass clippings, etc. from the campgrounds since Traverse Bay.  One load was just the small dirty towels that 
we use to clean our shoes when it’s messy outside.  Remember, these are small washers! 

Jerry made an interesting observation today that relates to the bi-lingual nature of this country.  Of the French speaking 
people we’ve encountered so far, the older folks and the younger folks seem to speak English well, but those in the 20-
25ish group don’t.  When we got to the campground this afternoon, the lady who checked us in spoke very good 
English so Jerry asked her about this discrepancy.  She and her husband lived in the U.S. so they perfected the English 
they had learned in school when they were young.  When they returned to Quebec and had children, the children 



wanted to learn English but they were not “allowed” to attend English-speaking or bi-lingual classes because their 
parents were born into the French-speaking side of the culture.  This was during the time of the first Quebec separatist 
movement when they wanted to reject the English side of their national heritage.  So here they are today in a bi-lingual 
nation and they have a whole generation of young people who cannot speak English and, therefore, cannot participate 
in the broader economy and culture.  This lady said they surreptitiously taught their children English anyway. 
Incidentally, she said this all very quietly after looking around to see who was present – like it still isn’t socially 
acceptable for the Quebecois to learn English.

Along the same lines, over in Ontario we noticed that all the street signs were in both English and French.  This is as it 
should be in a country that is officially bi-lingual.  As soon as we crossed into Quebec we noticed that all the street 
signs are ONLY in French.  This lack of English signage is important to us because we can’t read those big 
construction warning signs and we have many miles to go!  We have noticed that some of the Trailer Life Campground 
Directory ads note that they speak English in an appeal to American travelers.  The people here told us what 
campground to use on the Gaspe – not only because it’s new and suits our needs but also because it’s owned by an 
American and everyone speaks English.

The fellow next to us came over as soon as he pulled in this afternoon.  This is his first trip towing and he has the 
Honda version of our MDX.  He wanted to know if we’ve had any problems with towing and what he needs to do to 
avoid problems.  He was really happy he asked because Jerry printed out a copy of the instructions we use when we 
hook up the car for towing.  He’s from Quebec but travels a lot in the U.S. and often winters in Florida or Arizona.

By the way, in case you’re wondering why we haven’t stopped in Toronto, Ottawa, or Quebec City, it’s because we’ve 
already been there and we like to visit new areas.  Tomorrow we start out to the Gaspe Peninsula.  We’ve tried to visit 
it twice before but it was so foggy we gave up so we’re hopeful the weather forecast of clearing skies is correct.  We 
could use some sun to dry out.  Everything feels damp.

Monday, June 12, 2006

Today was scattered clouds with equally scattered sun, but the visibility was wonderful and we were quite amazed to 
see mountains on both side of the St. Lawrence River.  This is really pretty country!  Tonight we’re stopped in the city 
of Metane PQ on the south side of the river.  The last bridge that crosses the river was at Quebec City so we crossed 
there for our trip out to the Gaspe Peninsula.  Metane is a good sized city, larger than we expected.

Remember the letter I wrote when we were in Ludington MI and I mentioned the huge tubes we saw on trucks at the 
ferry dock?  Well, we’ve finally solved the mystery of what they are and how they’re used.  We’ve also seen several 
equally large trucks carrying what appeared to be huge airplane propellers.  Today as we were driving around Metane 
we saw a factory with the same kind of huge tubes out in back and huge propellers out in front and we finally put two 
and two together.  They are the parts for those huge modern windmills we see in very windy places like near Mojave in 
California.  When Jerry looked into the tube in Michigan he was puzzled because they were full of huge electrical 
cables and electronics.  Now we realize the cables are what carries the electricity generated by the windmill out to the 
power lines and then onto the power grid to be used by consumers.

Tonight we decided it was time to go out for dinner.  The first place, in a hotel, didn’t open it’s dining room until 7:00 – 
way too late for us!  Next door was a place that when we walked inside we realized they weren’t even open for the 
season, much less tonight.  Finally, while driving around earlier we had noticed the Belle Plage Hotel on the waterfront 
with a “fruits de mer” or seafood restaurant.  Yes, they would be open in a few minutes.  Would we care to have a drink 
while we waited?   And, best of all, everyone was fluent in English!  Turns out we both had beautiful meals; I had a 
salmon stuffed with lobster and Jerry had a baked chicken dish.  Nice people and good food.

Tuesday, June 13, 2006

Today dawned sunny and bright!  We drove all the way out to the end of the Gaspe Peninsula and are at a very nice 
campground (Tete d ‘Indien) for three nights.  We’re truly right out at the end of the peninsula on the water.  There’s 
no cell phone service here but there is wi-fi and Jerry just got his connected.



It was a beautiful ride.  The entire coast is one small cove after another and each cove seems to have a little village. 
The house colors are wonderful – trims of teal, red, green, aqua, blue, pink, black, and everything else.  We called one 
the University of Michigan house because it was gold with bright blue trim.  I guess when you live in a dreary 
environment most of the year, you need something to cheer and brightly colored houses are one way to do it.  The 
homes have all been very tidy and everyone is out painting and planting their annual flowers.  The lilacs are starting to 
bloom and we’ve seen a few tulips.  Incidentally, some of the larger communities have some really nice, large, well 
maintained homes that indicate a substantial income.  One at Metane was ultra modern and was perched on a cliff 
above the water with a fabulous view.  Halfway out the peninsula we saw several dozen of those huge windmills up on 
the hills so they’re used locally as well as being shipped out.

Even though the drive was pretty, the second half of the road was something else!  Not in the best of repair and fairly 
narrow.  Remember my comment above about having small villages at every cove?  Well, this is a pretty forbidding 
coastline with not much room along the water for road building.  As a result, at the end of each village you go uphill to 
the crest and then downhill into the next cove.  And when I say uphill and downhill I really mean it!  The grades vary 
from about six percent to as high as 18 percent.  Going uphill isn’t so bad if you can get enough speed to start but low 
speed limits in the villages means you’re starting a steep upgrade with virtually no forward movement.  Boy, that big 
Cummins 500 hp diesel really worked pulling 44,000 pounds (RV + car) up some of those grades.  And it was really 
nice to have the Jake Brake do the work on the downgrades. 

The man who owns this campground is from Mississippi and came here originally leading tours of students because 
he’s an ornithologist.  Eventually bought this land and has been developing it for a number of years.  He’s done a good 
job.  Tonight we went out to dinner at a place he recommended in an old house.  Interesting proprietress, amazing 
collection of “stuff”, and two more good meals.  We’ve learned that the summer season doesn’t really start here until 
after mid-June so everyone is just “revving” up.  This restaurant is open all year but during the winter it’s by 
reservation only.  I thought it might be only locals, but apparently there are tourists here even in winter.

Wednesday, June 14, 2006

Flag Day in the U.S.!  I’m wearing a small lapel pin with both the U.S. and Canadian flags on it and Jerry has one with 
the U.S. flag.  We awakened to a beautiful sunny and cloudless sky.  Today we wanted to explore what the town of 
Perce (pronounced Per-say) to the south had to offer.  This area was explored by Jacques Cartier in 1534 when it was 
inhabited by the Micmacs of the Algonquin Indian people.  What is now the town was discovered in 1635 by Nicholas 
Denys who settled it with 40 people as a fishing post.  Perce was a part of Acadia and it hosted many dignitaries as a 
major stopover between France and Quebec City.  In 1690 it was destroyed by the British, lay dormant for about 50 
years, and then revived after the Treaty of Versailles.

First we bought tickets for a boat tour to Bonaventure Island which was separated from Mt. Ste. Anne (1,050 feet high) 
by “the erosion” (not sure what that means).  When we got to the dock we learned the 1.25-hour tour was leaving a half 
hour early – more people are arriving and they are adjusting their schedules.  As we left Perce we noticed some very 
large houses perched up on the point and a lighthouse at the other end of the bay. Then we noticed the steep road we 
had driven down to get to Perce from the campground and what appeared to be an even steeper hill on the other side of 
town.  Hmmm.  Was this what we had to climb to get out of here???  Will have to check that out later…

In the meantime we first went around Perce Rock, which is the namesake of this town (pierce or hole).  This interesting 
limestone formation is 1,545 feet long by 288 feet high.  It formed at the bottom of the sea during the Devonian Age 
(375 million years ago).  At one time it had two huge side-by-side round arches, but one collapsed in 1845 so today it 
has only one round hole that is about 60 feet across.  The rock contains millions of fossils, including a distant ancestor 
of today’s lobster.

After seeing both sides of Perce Rock we went to Bonaventure Island which has been a Provincial Park since 1971 
when 35 families who still lived there moved off the island.  This 2.5 miles long by 2.0 miles wide island looks like a 
whale from the shore.  The importance of Bonaventure is its role as a nesting colony of 250,000 Gannets.  It is the 
second largest Gannet colony in the world and the largest in North America.   We spent the most time on the eastern or 
sunny side of the island where the Gannets nest in incredibly small crevices of cliffs.  From some angles the side of the 
cliff looks white because there are so many of these birds.  There are also other rare species, including puffins, 
guillemots, razorbill auks, kittiwakes, murres, and double-crested cormorants.  The young Gannets are dark in color 



and when they fly their little wings flap so fast you can hardly see them.  The mature Gannets are white with dark-
tipped wings (to my untrained eye they look similar in shape to seagulls) and by maturity have learned to glide so they 
fly more smoothly.  In the fall these birds take three months to migrate to South Carolina and Mexico.  On returning in 
the spring, they return to the same nest they left months earlier.  While watching them bring in seaweed to their nest I 
wondered how on earth they can find their own nest among all those other thousands of nests, but they seem to do it.

At one point we saw an immature eagle perched at the top of a tree high above the Gannet populated cliffs.  We knew it 
was young because it did not yet have a white head.  In addition to the Gannets we saw a number of gray seals sunning 
themselves on rocks.  I also saw a whale but apparently the captain was the only other person who saw it.  This is a 
good whale watching area.  There also were a number of waterfalls coming off the cliffs.  We had the option of going 
ashore Bonaventure and hiking around until the next tour arrived, but decided we had seen the most interesting part and 
we wanted to do other things in town.

Back on land we went part way out to Perce Rock which you can walk to at low tide.  We decided we didn’t like the 
look of the overhanging cliffs above so didn’t go far.  Perce does, however, have a nice boardwalk which goes the 
length of downtown so we walked its length and back.  By the way, walking on the beach was not easy.  It’s very rocky 
and not hard-packed sand like we usually see in tidal areas.  We also stopped at the Provincial Park’s Bonaventure 
Museum but decided not to stay.  They couldn’t even provide a brochure in English so we figured we wouldn’t get 
much out of it.  So much for a bi-lingual country!  It’s really too bad because the “strictly French speakers” don’t 
realize how many things people like us pass up that would be interesting if they provided more English descriptions.  It 
certainly would benefit their economy because, in this example, we did not pay the cost of entry to the museum so 
that’s the price of two admittances lost.  By the way, everyone has been friendly and helpful.

After exploring what we could on foot we got in the car and went to find that road we had seen from the water.  There 
is a bypass road around Perce (better condition and less steep grades we were told) and this road we had seen from the 
water goes up Mt. Ste. Anne and down to the bypass – a shortcut so to speak.  At the top is a motel and restaurant with 
a fabulous view.  The elevation there is 965 feet and we went down about 900 feet to the road in town.   You know how 
you see signs at the top of a hill warning the trucks to use low gear?  This one first had a sign showing a car going 
down a very steep hill.  Later there was a truck sign that said it was a 17 percent downgrade.  Jerry took a picture of the 
sign and what a grade like that looks like from the top.  Whew!  We were glad we were in the car and not the RV. 
Even so we went down in first and second gear.  We definitely will take the bypass road when we leave here.  By the 
way, the boat tour’s captain told me the road around the Gaspe Peninsula is kept open in the winter.  I told him I 
thought the truckers had nerves of steel.  Can’t imagine yesterday’s drive in an 18-wheeler in the winter!!!  Since we 
have wi-fi here I’m going to try adding two pictures of this hill.  One is what it looks like from the water and the other 
shows the percent of downgrade.

On the way back to the campground we stopped at the lobster place and asked him to cook us two nice lobsters that we 
would pick up before 5:00.  Ivan, the owner, showed us his tanks of live lobsters and crabs and explained how they’ve 
been separated by size.  He said it’s not at all unusual to get lobsters here weighing 15 pounds or more.  We had been 
told these were wonderful sweet lobsters and were looking forward to a feast.  I prepared the picnic table outside so we 
could enjoy the view while feasting.  Soon after we started eating it started sprinkling and Jerry eventually moved the 
stuff inside.  Jerry’s assessment was, he’s not very fond of lobster anyway and these were tough and tasteless.  I adore 
lobster and assessing them honestly have to say that Maine lobsters and Australia’s “mud crabs” are much sweeter and 
less tough.  I have to say we were both disappointed.  Jerry said when we get to Maine he’ll taste mine first and then 
decide if he wants his own!

When we got back to the Tete d’Indien (Indian Head) campground we tried the trails he’s laid out.  Nice views.  There 
are some primitive sites that are quite a hike up, but with great panoramas.  Every site here has a wooden platform on 
which there is a picnic table and a fire stove.  The tent sites also have small shelters for privacy and to break the wind. 
The name of the place is taken from a huge rock that truly looks like an Indian’s Head.  There’s a sob story attached to 
it but I won’t go into that.

We were surprised to get a phone call this afternoon here at the campground.  Had a great signal today and none 
yesterday!  The wi-fi signal is low but seems to work so here goes!

Thursday, June 15, 2006



What a fun day!  Today we went about 45 miles north from Tete d’Indien campground and beyond the city of Gaspe to 
the Forillon National Park.  The lady at the entrance told us the park was named after the rock formation at the end of 
the point which was used by mariners as a landmark.  It is distinctive because it looks like the prow of a ship and in 
front of the prow is a smaller rock rising out of the water that vaguely resembles a ship’s figurehead.  First we went to 
the recreation area where we were told there is a snack bar.  Hmmm.  The doors are locked and the sign says it opens 
for the season tomorrow.  Back out of the park we went to the village of Cap au Os where we found one restaurant that 
served a really good Cream of Carrot soup and a grilled cheese sandwich.  In the last few days we’ve discovered that 
restaurants here have two kinds of cheese sandwiches.  On the lunch menu is a cold cheese on bread.  The grilled 
cheese we like is on the breakfast menu.

After lunch we returned to the park and explored first the south area which includes Cap Gaspe out at land’s end.  That 
involved a 5-mile round trip hike out on a gravel road called Grande Grave.  It would have been an easy hike except for 
the (probably) 15 percent grade we had to ascend at the end and a couple of smaller ones.  Whew!  Sure glad we went 
back to eat lunch!  Along the way we kept seeing “Grande Grave” signs at steep paths leading down to the bay.  We 
didn’t see any graveyards and wondered what on earth they meant.  We finally met a couple from the French part of 
Switzerland and he told us it roughly means “rocky beach.”  What really confused us – and he pointed it out 
immediately – was that the gravel road on which we were hiking also is called Grande Grave.  So it had nothing to do 
with graves, but with gravel.    We did wonder about the presence of black bears.  Saw some “dumps” that could have 
been bear scat and signs warned about bears in the area

The cape has a small lighthouse, many interpretive signs, and beautiful panoramic views.  This is where the Gulf of 
Saint Lawrence on the north meets the Gaspe Bay on the south.  Where we were standing looking east would be 
Newfoundland where we’ll be going – but far out of sight!  Just as we were leaving Jerry realized he saw something 
dark move out in the grass and when he looked harder it was a marmot.  He climbed up onto a picnic bench and got 
some really good pictures of the cute little critter.  Before shooting the last one, Jerry whistled very quietly.  The 
marmot stood up and looked right at him, so that is a really good picture.  You can even see a dandelion stem hanging 
out of his mouth.  Met some nice folks there and chatted about cameras and such.  As we were talking about our visit to 
Perce, Jerry mentioned Dan the campground owner, Ivan the lobsterman, Lise the restaurant owner, etc.  One of the 
men turned around to me and said, “Does he know everyone?”  Those of you who know Jerry well will undoubtedly 
identify with his question!  By the way, I told him yes.

On the return trip we stopped at some of the viewpoints.  One was at St. George’s Cove, founded in 1763.  By 1772 it 
was a thriving cod fishery with 60 workers.  Historically, Canada started not because of the fur trappers we read about 
in school but because of abundant cod fishing.  Eventually this town grew and was very multicultural with people from 
the Channel Islands, Quebec, England, Ireland, Scotland, Poland, and Italy.  Their religious faiths included Methodist, 
Anglican (Church of England or today’s Episcopal), Roman Catholic, and Jewish.  The sign said they all lived together 
harmoniously.  At St. George’s Cove the Gaspe Bay is about 56 miles wide and 328 feet deep.

Continuing out of the “South Sector” of the park and toward the “North Sector” we stopped at Le Chute, or The Falls. 
This was a 6/10-mile loop trail and quite strenuous because it went down and then back up with lots of steps.  But, as 
Jerry said, it was the best part of the day.  Absolutely beautiful!  The trail led us to a viewpoint above the falls which 
were quite a nice cascade.  Then we went down so that we were below the falls and looking up at them.  From that 
vantage point you could see the moss on the rocks under the water.  The sign said that in the dryness of summer when 
the river volume lessens, there is always a mist so the moss thrives there.   Today, however, there was a lot of water 
that separated into two streams at the bottom.  We sat on a log for a few moments just to enjoy the falls.  On the way 
back up there were two different areas of rapids that were quite interesting.  One in particular looked liked a series of 
steps.  One of the bridges we crossed had wonderful gurgling sounds so Jerry experimented with the sound feature in 
his camera and darned if you can’t hear the gurgling when we look at it on the computer!  Whereas our hike out to Cap 
Gaspe was in an area of conifers, Les Chutes is in a forest of maple trees.  Four kinds of maple are native, including red 
maple and sugar maple.

After Le Chute we had hiked more than six miles and were tuckered out, but I really wanted to see the big lighthouse at 
the Cap des Rosiers or, in French, the Rose Cape Lighthouse.  We only stopped briefly but it’s a very large white 
lighthouse with red trim.  I believe the first lady we spoke with this morning said it was the largest lighthouse in 
Canada, but don’t quote me on that one.  At this cape you’re looking out at the St. Lawrence Gulf which is so wide here 



that you can’t see land on the other side.  Stopped at a grocery store on the way back to the campground and for dinner 
had fresh corn, asparagus, salad, and wonderful flaky apple turnovers for dessert.

Friday, June 16, 2006

Another beautiful sunny day!  As we were leaving the campground the owner was out working on his garden.  I 
commented about the beautiful huge lilac bushes (trees?) we had seen.  He said in the spring the first flowers up are the 
dandelions and the hillsides are yellow with them.  We saw some of that, but now they’re mostly at the fluffy white 
stage and people are starting to mow their yards.  He said that in the summer there are miles of daisies and toward the 
end of summer fireweed.  In Alaska the fireweed blooms from the bottom up and when the blossoms get to the middle 
people start to think about preparing for winter of leaving if they’re snowbirds.  He had lived in Alaska and said the 
same is true here.  As we drove today we also saw a lot of what I believe to be wild phlox in hues from purple to pink.

I mentioned in a previous letter the houses.  They are, to say the least, imaginative!  Many shutters are not plain but 
have scalloped edges or fanciful cutouts.  Many houses that have high roofs have scalloped decorated wood at the apex. 
Oh yes, and lots of very steeply sloped roofs.  Wonder if that means they have a lot of snow here!  Remember that I 
mentioned the brightly colored houses.  Oh my!  Today we saw one that had chartreuse walls, a red roof, and mustard 
trim – the colors “matched” but it was really bright!  Another house was painted a pale yellow but a real artist had 
painted all four of the walls in a manner that evoked the idea of trees or woods.  It wasn’t as startling as it might sound. 
At first I thought it might be dark mildew but discovered the “scene” as we got closer.  It actually looked pretty nice 
and was certainly different!  The other interesting thing they do is paint porch railings in multiple colors.  For example, 
the railing might be red while the spindles are white.  When they do this they often also paint the shutters to match and 
also the roof apex woodwork if there is any.  Some are quite charming.  On today’s drive we saw house colors that 
included purple, mustard, blues of every shade, red, yellow, orange, green, and rose.  There are occasionally white on 
white houses, but bright colors are equally common.  Another interesting thing I forgot to mention in the last letter was 
that on the north shore we saw numerous Catholic churches with silver roofs and steeples.  We stopped at one for a 
picture and were able to see it better.  It’s a silver paint that helps prevent corrosion of the metal roof in the salt air.

We’ve also noticed there’s no litter along the roads and sidewalks.  So nice and clean!  Almost every little village has a 
seaside picnic or rest area and some are really quite nice.  Today we noticed the south side of the Gaspe has more red 
soil – almost thought we were back in Moab!  Even the beaches were more of a red sand.  By contrast, on the north 
shore there is wonderful black fertile soil and the beaches are very rocky.

The ladies here still use their clotheslines on washday.  Some of them must have huge families because there were lots 
of lines filled with clothes at some homes.  This is still an area where people fly in their yards either the Canadian flag 
or the Quebec flag, but seldom both.  I’m sure in some areas, the separatist movement is alive and well even though it 
was voted down twice.  I will say the last time we visited Quebec province - pre-separatist vote - there were many, 
many more Quebec flags than this time.

This peninsula is interesting.  Most of the population is along the coast and the interior is mostly forests.  There is one 
main road – the one we’ve followed around the peninsula.  There are two other roads that cross the peninsula north-
south, but there are almost no towns along those roads.  One has a national park and that’s it.  Oh, judging by the moose 
signs on the roads, there may be more moose than people!  When we were talking with someone about the high taxes 
here, he said that’s because of the welfare state they have to support.  Many people want to work a maximum of 14 
weeks per year and then go on the dole for which they receive 75 percent of their earnings during the 14 weeks.  We’ve 
heard that those people who do want to work more won’t do it unless they’re paid under the table so they can stay on 
the dole.  Not good either for society or the economy and it propagates a large underground economy that hurts the 
country as a whole.

Tonight we’re in an RV park on the Quebec side of the Salmon River.  Across the bridge is Campbellton, New 
Brunswick which we explored this afternoon.  Campbellton advertises itself as having the largest salmon in the world 
because this is a major salmon fishing area.  Turns out their big salmon is a huge aluminum or stainless replica of a 
salmon in a park by the river.  We noticed as soon as we crossed the river that everyone immediately started speaking 
to us in English and only used French when necessary.  Also, in the grocery store the packages were arranged with the 
English side facing out whereas in Quebec the French side faces out.  Amazing what a river will do!  Oh, and 
something funny.  When we had dinner we were talking with the waitress about taxes because the bill had a line for 



HST and we wondered what tax it was.  She said they used to have two taxes which have been combined and instead of 
calling it a Combined sales tax, they call it a Harmonious sales tax.  We all got a laugh over that!  Since when are taxes 
harmonious!

If you’re planning on coming here in a vehicle over ten feet tall, you should know there is a railroad undercrossing 
immediately after the bridge that would take the air conditioners and antennas off our motorhome.  The truck route 
turns you before the undercrossing.  With everything in meters, one of the first questions I asked Jerry after entering 
Canada was how many meters clearance we need for bridges (he learned the metric system, I didn’t).  At home we need 
12 feet without getting nervous so our worry point here is if it’s less than 4 meters.

By the way, the owner of this campground said their snow depth here last winter was 11 feet.  I asked him if they leave 
in the winter and he said “Oh no, that’s when we have fun snowmobiling, skiing, and all the winter sports.”  They have 
a very large (several hundred acres) plot of land on which they have a large RV park, a Bed and Breakfast, and he, his 
dad, and all his brothers have homes scattered about it.

Saturday, June 17, 2006

When we crossed the bridge into New Brunswick today we changed our watches to the Atlantic time zone, one hour 
ahead of the Eastern time zone.  We thought we would go to Miramichi NB and spend the night there before going on 
to Fredericton where we have an early Monday morning appointment at the Cummins dealer to get an oil change.  We 
were delighted to find a Cummins on our route because the timing is perfect to have the work done.  On the other hand, 
after taking into account that summer arrived yesterday and the only two campgrounds at Miramichi didn’t sound very 
good, we decided instead to drive one long day and opt for full hookups with 50 amp power and wi-fi (which, by the 
way, works).  So here we are in Fredericton, a day early which will give us time to look around tomorrow and also to 
decide which route to take from here.

The drive today wasn’t all that exciting.  Mile after mile after mile of pine trees and not a whole lot more.  Except lots 
of rivers and lakes.  We decided against taking what they call the Acadian Route along the coast because we’ve already 
done that, so this was the River Route.  Apparently the village of Doaktown is an angler’s paradise, especially well 
known for salmon fishing.  In fact, as we drove through town we saw the establishment of Mr. Doak who makes fishing 
flies.  I’ll bet fly fishermen know about his flies.

The folks at the campground are all very friendly.  I think we were lucky to get in because there were only a few sites 
left when we walked around this evening.  I happened to be the one who backed into our site this afternoon and I felt 
like the whole world was watching because we’re right across from the swimming pool and everyone stopped what 
they were doing to observe.  It was a tight turn to miss the bushes near the pool area and tricky backing because we 
didn’t want to hit the trailer behind us but still be able to reach the connections easily.  Jerry was able to direct and get 
me positioned perfectly.  Within five minutes two different women stopped by to congratulate me on how well I backed 
it in.  The first one said she’s been here since May 1st and this is the first time she’s seen anyone back into this site.  The 
second lady said her husband wants her to drive their rig and she won’t touch it (after seeing that it’s a gigantic travel 
trailer, I don’t blame her).  Then Jerry invited two couples who are our next door neighbors in to see the motorhome. 
Those two ladies also said I did a great job backing in.  I think it was good for them all to see a woman do it!   

The campground itself is interesting.  First and foremost, their location is right on the river and the views are great. 
They have a multidimensional business that includes not only the campground, but also a golf driving range, a really 
nice miniature golf course, a waterslide, a boat launching ramp, and they’re on the six-mile walking and biking trail 
along the river.  We’re not on a site that overlooks the river, but many do.

Also, we’re glad the wi-fi works because we’re behind a hill that’s covered with trees so the satellite dish can’t find the 
satellite.  Jerry’s hell hole!   At least we have one or two through-the-air Canadian channels that we get with the bat 
wing antenna.  They are in English, but Canadian TV leaves a lot to be desired.  By the way, the campground ads say 
they have big rig sites.  They do if they’re no larger than ours which is 40 feet.  A 45-footer might be accommodated 
but it would be tough maneuvering.

The fuel station we wanted was on the same road as the campground so that made it easy, BUT we hit US$4.00 per US 
gallon for diesel!  Speaking of easy locating of places, we are really pleased we updated our Garmin GPS maps for 



Canada before leaving home.  They’ve bailed us out more than once.  We didn’t update our DVD disks for the MDX 
and the MDX’s GPS screen shows nothing up here (e.g., it’s blank).

Sunday, June 18, 2006

Today we first checked out how to get to Cummins so we’d know how to find it tomorrow morning.  Then we went to 
downtown Fredericton to see what it looked like.  A very small city by our standards, but some wonderful old Victorian 
houses, especially along the river.  The St. John River is one of Canada’s longest.  It starts in Maine, goes through 
Quebec, continues through New Brunswick, and then goes into the Bay of Fundy where it forms the Reversing Falls we 
saw on our last trip.  When conditions are just right the incoming tide forces the river to reverse itself and go upstream. 
Quite a sight!  After walking around downtown we stopped at the historic Garrison District which was built in 1784 
when Fredericton became the headquarters of the British military.  Today there are three buildings left from the old 
fort.  While there we talked with a sculptor whose sculpture we had seen while driving.  Our first reaction on seeing his 
creation was “Oh, look, at the fellow holding up the building.”  While walking we went by him and this work is just 
being finished.  Turns out an arts center is housed in some of the old fort and this fellow needed to work outside both 
for the clay to dry and because his man is about 10 feet tall.  Quite imaginative!  He’s facing the building and leaning 
forward on his hands like someone who is stretching his leg muscles before running.  This is apropos because there is a 
physical education facility nearby.

Next was the cute white and red lighthouse that has a gallery of photos showing the growth of Fredericton as you climb 
up the lighthouse.  It’s an interesting exhibit with levels and steps in between each level.  Before you know it, you’re at 
the top of the lighthouse (it’s not very tall) and can walk around an outside platform for nice views of the city.  They 
also have 1.5-hour river boat tour which we took.  We were glad we did because it was a beautiful day and wonderful 
out on the river.

The old name of Fredericton is New Maryland.  In 1783, part of the provincial regiment of Maryland Colony fought in 
the American Revolutionary War as part of the British American Corps against the American colonists.  After the war 
they feared persecution because they were still crown loyalists so they fled to what is now New Brunswick and settled 
along the St. John River.  The crown gave them land opposite Fredericton.  By 1817 descendants of these Maryland 
Loyalists had established themselves as farmers and lumbermen.  By 1818 Scots who had emigrated also settled in the 
area which in 1991 was officially incorporated as the village of New Maryland.  This particular bit of trivia interested 
me because some of Mother’s French ancestors in Maryland took the Oath of Allegiance to the newly formed United 
States of America.  I’m sure many of the Loyalists were fearful of staying.  Certainly many went to England.

After the river cruise we drove along the river in an area of beautiful old homes.  Fredericton also has the last Gothic 
church built outside of Europe.  Unfortunately the doors were locked because we wanted to see the interior.  A lovely 
structure on the outside!  After sightseeing we stopped at the grocery store.  Jerry had mentioned leaving the RV park 
tonight so we wouldn’t have to get up with the birds and drive in Monday morning commute traffic.  While at the 
grocery store we decided to leave before dinner so Jerry could have satellite TV tonight.  So, here we are parked at the 
edge of a huge Cummins lot.  It’s in a semi-rural area so our view is trees.  It’s perched up on a hill and the breeze is 
lovely.  My load of wash wasn’t quite dry so we started the generator after arriving here so I could use the dryer.  It 
worked great – everything is dry, folded, and put away.  Dinner is finished and the dishes cleaned up so we’re set for a 
quiet evening.  A flatbed semi just pulled in at the far end of the lot.  Probably a trucker who wants a rest.

I had planned on sending this tonight because we had good wi-fi at the RV park, but that was before our change of 
plans so I’ll wait.  Before leaving this morning on our sightseeing excursion Jerry went into the RV Forum and got 
caught up with the Brewer/Reiter/Mahoney caravan to Alaska.  The Brewers left the others for a while when they drove 
almost 500 miles in their car from Dawson City, Yukon Territory north on the Dempster Highway to the town of 
Inuvik, Northwest Territory.  This road and town was built because of the Alaskan Pipeline.  Then they flew up to the 
Arctic, landed on a gravel runway, and waded into the Arctic Ocean.  They downloaded spectacular pictures of this 
trip.  It’s so neat that we’re all able to communicate with one another even though we’re almost 5,000 miles apart and 
all traveling.  Their motorhomes have Internet satellite dishes because they’re fulltimers so they stay in touch with the 
Framily.  I told Jerry before we left home that we’ll probably wish before we’re done that we had gotten an Internet 
dish too.  So far we’re doing okay, although it’s not as easy our way and is more sporadic.

Monday, June 19, 2006



Up early this morning for our Cummins appointment.  Had a wonderful night’s sleep – very quiet with no railroad, no 
highway, no airplanes.  Obviously not a campground!    The semi that pulled in last night before we went to bed was 
gone by this morning and another had pulled in.  Talked with that driver while our vehicles were being serviced.  He 
drives an oxygen tanker and delivers oxygen to all the medical facilities in Newfoundland so our paths might well cross 
again and he’ll honk if he sees us.  We were back on the road before 11:00 and set the GPS for Fundy National Park, a 
couple hours drive.  I drove while Jerry called to check campgrounds.  Lo and behold, the park itself has a campground 
(North Chignecto Campground) with full hookups, 50-amp electric, pull-through sites so here we are in a lovely forest 
on the Bay of Fundy.  Can’t see the water from here, but we do have satellite TV tonight so all is well.

After getting settled we took off in the car.  First stop was a hike down to Dickson Falls.  Lovely hike on a boardwalk 
loop trail within a forest of balsam fir, red spruce, and maple trees.  Cool until the going up part!  We are lucky to be 
here at this time because they’ve had a lot of rain.  In drier years, the streams often go down to a trickle and we’re told 
the falls aren’t much when that happens.  This year they’re quite nice.  So there is an advantage to coming early.  The 
summer season opens here day after tomorrow so perhaps we’ll find more things open.  The next stop was Herring 
Cove Beach.  It too was down through a forest and there we were on a Bay of Fundy beach.  It was still at very low tide 
so we hiked out quite a distance to the water’s edge.  Nice cove and a beautiful view with fishing boats not far out from 
the cove.  By the way, it’s called Herring Cove because there was a herring fishery there many years ago.  Our third 
and last hike was at the end of the road, down to Point Wolfe Beach.  It was similar to the one at Herring Cove but with 
a different view at the end.  All these were really nice hikes and gave us a good heart-lung workout because there were 
more than 100 steps at Point Wolfe and the other two probably also had more than 100.

On our forest hiking paths we noticed another new flower that we finally have identified as a Bunchberry.  The 
blossom has four white petals that reminded me of a dogwood leaf, but it grows close to the ground surrounded by 
ferns.  In addition, we’ve noticed what I’m sure really are lupines like I’ve seen so many other places.  Also still seeing 
the plants I think are wild phlox and they’re quite pretty.  Our jaunt today even included driving through a red covered 
bridge.  I’m not sure why there are so many covered bridges up here, but we’ve noticed road signs at highway exits 
throughout both Quebec and New Brunswick indicating nearby covered bridges.

After wearing ourselves out hiking it was time for a change of pace.  The little town of Alma is just outside the park 
and we drove there.  It’s a delightful little seaside town.  By then it was nearing dinner time and we found the Tides 
Restaurant that is right on the water.  It’s actually situated looking straight out the channel so we enjoyed watching the 
fishing boats we had seen earlier at Herring Cove as they came into the wharf with their catches which were 
immediately offloaded and delivered to customers.  By the way, I had a half lobster served with sea scallops and 
shrimp, yummy mashed potatoes, and really nice crisp veggies.  Jerry had poached salmon that was very good.  This 
lobster was better than the one we had in Perce, Quebec – but I’m still looking forward to Maine!

The tide was now coming in.  When we sat down for dinner we noted specific rocks out at the end of the land and then 
watched as the tide came in.  By the time we finished dinner, all the smaller rocks down low had been covered.  The 
other interesting thing was the fishing boats at dock.  One with turquoise paint could barely be seen when we arrived, 
but by the time we left, you could see the whole top of the cabin.  There were others too whose masts could be seen 
when we arrived and then we started to see more of them as time passed.

Shawn who runs the front of the restaurant said his grandmother is from Port aux Basques, NF.  He said when our ferry 
comes into harbor to look up on the right hill and the yellow house is hers.  We certainly shall do that!  Shawn’s wife, 
Amanda, loves living in Alma because it’s a little cooler than where she grew up inland.  They pointed out their home 
up on a hill overlooking the harbor and town.  Apparently her parents had bought it as a vacation cottage, seldom used 
it, and gave it to them as a wedding gift.  They’ve just renovated the whole place and it looks really nice with beautiful 
big windows to take advantage of the view.  We happen to know what their view is because two of the photos in their 
brochure were taken from their house.  In the distance, you can see Nova Scotia across the Bay of Fundy.

Tuesday, June 20, 2006

Oh my, what a wonderful day we had.  It began as we watched fog rolling in as we ate breakfast.  At that point we 
wondered if our day would be ruined.  Started off about 9:00 to go north about 15 miles to the Hope Cape to view the 
famous Hopewell Rocks.  As you know from yesterday, we’re at the Bay of Fundy which has the highest tides in the 



world.  The Hopewell Rocks is known officially as the Ocean Tide Exploration Site.  For us it’s a chance to see and be 
a part of one of the most spectacular tides in the world.  But first we stopped for lunch and it’s lucky we did because it 
was a long time before we got back.  The trails down to the tidal flats are open for three hours before and three hours 
after low tide.  This gives visitors plenty of time to roam around the bay’s floor.  Our first stop on the trail was down to 
an overlook high above Big Cove.  Wow!  It’s a beautiful cove with cliffs ranging from 60 to 100 feet above the shore. 
What is so spectacular is the sandstone conglomerate formations on the shore.  Eons ago they were attached to the 
cliffs.  As ice, heat, rain, earthquakes, and tidal action moved against them, they eroded until today they stand by 
themselves, much like our hoodoos in places like Bryce Canyon.  Then had to hike back up to the main trail.  I think a 
lot of people don’t go down to the Big Cove overlook because they see the steep hill and think it’s too much.  That’s a 
shame because it’s really pretty and worth the effort.

Our second stop went down a trail and then down a long metal staircase to the beach where we wandered from cove to 
cove to cove among these wonderful formations.  At this section of beach the group of formations is called Flower Pot 
Rocks, a name with which you may be more familiar.  It’s a whole series of rocks with individual fanciful names like 
Mother-in-Law, E.T., Lover’s Arch (the rock has an arch at the bottom that you can walk through), Bear Rock, and the 
like.  There also are caves, but they’re roped off for safety.  The cliffs actually don’t look all that stable and there have 
been slides but I guess they’ve been here for a very long time!  I thought we’d both be really muddy, but the bay floor 
is surprisingly free of mud and you can pick your way around muddy areas.  It actually is more like very coarse and 
large particles of sand, along with acres of small rocks of every imaginable hue.  You can’t help but wonder where 
some of them came from!  By the way, each beach access area has a set of benches, brushes, faucets, and buckets so 
you can clean your shoes before entering indoor areas like the restrooms.

Also, in case you’re wondering about the safety of venturing into such a tidal area, the sign at the top of the staircase 
warned people that they MUST be at the staircase today by 5:30 p.m.  The sign changes every day because the times of 
the tide change every day.  The park also has rangers down on the beach in each cove to keep people from climbing on 
slippery rocks where they might get hurt.  Even more importantly, the rangers are there to make sure people stay out of 
the muddy areas because the mud is a very fragile ecosystem that contains all kinds of life (for example, a tiny shrimp 
called krill) that supports other species such as birds.  The rangers have an end-of-low-tide “sweep” to make sure 
everyone gets off the tidal flats before the water traps them.  There is one interesting safety feature.  At one cove that is 
about in the middle of the beach access area, there is a stairway up to a huge platform for emergency use only.  This 
platform is not an access to higher ground, but it’s more than 52 feet above the tidal flat so one could stay high and dry 
there for several hours until the tide ebbed.  The highest recorded tide is 52 feet.  The aforementioned sign at the top of 
the stairs also says not to panic if you get caught by an incoming tide.  They instruct you to look for a high and dry rock 
that is above the seaweed line, climb onto it, and stay there either until the tide goes out or you are rescued.  There are a 
lot of rocks that fit that description, but you would have a devil of a time climbing up to them!  I guess under those 
circumstances you’d have enough adrenaline flowing that you might accomplish miracles!

After exploring the middle coves we continued to the farthest one at North Beach where there are stairs up from the 
beach.  While there we encountered several couples from Newfoundland, which they pronounce New-Found-Land, not 
New’fundland like we say.  They said when we get to St. John’s on the east coast of NewFoundLand to be sure and go 
to Irene’s curio shop which is in the oldest building on the oldest street in the oldest city in North America.  We were 
speaking with none other than Irene’s sister Gerry!

After doing our low tide beach exploration we started back on the trail to see the other viewpoints.  Going through the 
conifer forest we didn’t realize the fog had begun rolling in again.  By the time we got to the Diamond Rock overlook 
fog was swirling below but the water had ebbed still more and we could see even more of the mud flat.  On to Daniels 
Flat.  Wow!  Now we could see 2.5 miles across the mud flats.  To us, having lived next to a mud flat, the most 
interesting aspect was seeing the small streams of water still flowing outward.  That feature always fascinated us in 
Redwood Shores.  We knew there were several small streams that were pretty consistent in helping to drain the slough 
(the kayakers used them as the tide was ebbing).

Two other viewpoints had more inland views, one of which showed the wide tidal flat and the other some nearby hills. 
Finally we reached Demoiselles Beach where we saw more wonderful formations and, of all things, at the edge of the 
beach – wild iris.  Boy was it windy and gray from fog.  It also was a long hike back uphill to the Interpretation Center, 
but what an invigorating and uplifting six miles of hiking!



Finally we went inside to see the very well done displays at the Interpretation Center.  They had some interesting 
pictures demonstrating how the tectonic plates shifted and how the earth’s continents ended up where they are today. 
In each of the four shifts they pinpointed Hopewell.  Then they showed where Hopewell is today from satellite photos. 
These were interesting because you can see how 100 billion gallons of water flow up the Bay of Fundy into this narrow 
inlet at the end of the bay, thereby creating these huge tides.

After exhausting ourselves hiking and driving back to Alma we ended up going to the same restaurant for dinner. 
Tonight we arrived later, but the tide also was later and we could actually see the bottom of the boat channel and the 
entire length of the markers they use to guide people in the channel!  I guess what we saw last night was an incoming 
tide that had already started before we arrived.  Tonight the tide was perhaps just turning as we arrived.  There were no 
boats in sight, not even out on the horizon. We suppose they must time their return for the highest water.  And of course 
they probably left later this morning too.  By the time we finished dinner the incoming tide had filled the channel and 
the water was up the beach to about where it was when we arrived yesterday.  Still not enough water for the fishing 
boats though.  And that turquoise boat I mentioned yesterday was just beginning to rise enough in the water for us to 
make out the top.

Wednesday, June 21, 2006

It’s the first day of summer so now all the tourist attractions here should actually be open for the season.  We got up 
really early and decided to drive the RV to Hopewell Rocks instead of making the round trip in the car so we got 
everything packed up and with the car behind us took off.  As we neared Hopewell we saw a lot of fog and were 
worried it would mess up our plans, but it didn’t.  The full high tide was predicted for around 9:30 a.m. and we wanted 
to see the beaches we walked on yesterday full of water.  It was another Wow! experience.  At flood tide kayakers can 
actually row in, under, and around the rocks so it’s quite a contrast with ebb tide.

At the first viewpoint that was so neat yesterday, it really was too foggy to see all the way across the cove.  But seeing 
the water part way up the cliff was amazing.  Jerry took pictures just for comparison.  The second viewpoint is the one 
where we took the 100+ stairs down to the beach and then hiked around the four coves.  Today the water was up to the 
metal platform at the bottom of the stairs.  Jerry went down to the metal platform for a water-level photo and had to 
jump back when a wave came in.  We stayed there quite a while, just enjoying the water and view.  Jerry talked to 
another fellow who, it turns out, runs the kayaks.  He was waiting to see if the water would calm down so he could take 
his tour group out to the rocks.  His explanation was that he had two older non-athletic women and a 12-year-old girl in 
the group and he didn’t think they could handle the kayaks in that water which was relatively rough with small waves. 
Sure enough, after we went down to the last viewpoint we noticed the kayaking tour had been cancelled.

At the last viewpoint the water was also up to the stair platform.  The ranger said the tide had already started to go out 
because a few minutes earlier the platform had been covered.  This ranger also told us about the amazing birds that 
come here.  We knew the mud was important to the ecosystem, but didn’t realize just how important.  It seems there are 
sandpipers that breed up in the Arctic and rest here on their way to South America.  Here’s the amazing part.  The 
females produce the chicks and then start their migration, flying nonstop all the way to the Bay of Fundy.  When the 
chicks can start flying, the males follow and also fly nonstop.  A few weeks later the chicks appear.  Just having learned 
to fly and never having been here before, they somehow find the same place their parents have landed.  After 250,000 
birds have rested and doubled their body weight, they again take off and fly all the way to Latin or South America.  The 
reason the mud is so important is all the critters living in it, like the tiny shrimp I mentioned previously.  This is what 
the birds eat while here.  Without the nutrients they find in the mud, the birds wouldn’t be able to regain their strength 
for the long flight south.  I’ve never been much of a birdwatcher, but they are quite amazing!

On the way out of the park we stopped again at our first viewpoint.  The fog had lifted somewhat and we got another 
picture with a little less water.  This little trek was good for a few miles!  Also stopped in the café for something warm 
to drink before continuing our drive to Truro where we were told tidal bore viewing is best.  We arrived at a 
campground in Truro in mid-afternoon, unhooked, and went into town.  Saw the public library and found out there 
where to find the visitor center.  The ladies there told us where and when to go to see this tide change.  Drove a short 
way out of town to Tidal Bore Road.  Hmm.  Too much water and it didn’t appear there would be anything happening 
until 9:30 p.m.  Not willing to wait that long and hungry so got dinner and went back to the campground.



The young lady at the visitor center was quite helpful.  Seems most of the elm trees in the area died when hit by the 
same disease that killed so many in the U.S.  In Truro they turned “lemons into lemonade” so to speak.  When they cut 
the diseased trees down they made sure to keep the trunks about 10-15 feet high.  Three people who sculpt wood have 
taken these elm tree trunks and carved statutes out of them.  They’re all over town and include the people who played a 
major role in Truro’s past, including a physician, a female First Nation (Indian) chief, and other dignitaries.  They’re 
really neat statutes.

Thursday, June 22, 2006

Today we again packed up the RV early and drove to a shopping center near Tidal Bore Road and then drove the car 
out there.  Now I have to tell you.  We’ve been in the Bay of Fundy area twice before and tried to see their famous high 
tides but were very disappointed.  We were told the Tidal Bore was expected to arrive about 10:19 a.m. today but to be 
there about a half hour early because it varies depending on weather and what part of the moon’s cycle the earth is in. 
We were so glad we went early because “it” happened about 10:05.  The place we watched from is at a bend in the 
river which is quite wide.  As we waited we watched the water still going out of the river.  I picked a couple of rocks 
and watched as water left and mud appeared around them.  All the sudden you could see around the bend a line of 
water coming toward us that looked like a wave about one foot high.  As the incoming water from the bay met the 
outgoing water from the river it created a back-flow in the river and that is the wave or tidal bore.  This one went all the 
way across the river and we were glad we finally saw it.  Incidentally you also can hear the water as it rushes in and it’s 
surprising how fast the mud flat gets covered.  A lady we spoke with said the first time she saw it the bore was about 10 
feet high and it sounded like a roar as it rushed past.  She was lucky to see that!  The height of the bore varies 
depending on the sun’s and moon’s positions in the sky relative to the earth.  Think of a capital L with the earth being 
at the bottom left corner.  The earth rotates on its axis and the sun, moon, and planets orbit the earth.  When the moon 
and sun are both aligned with the earth on the lower leg of the L, then the tidal bore is smaller.  When the sun is at the 
end of the lower leg of the L and the moon is at the upper leg of the L (about 90 degrees apart), then the tidal bore is 
much larger.

Time to get on the road again, this time heading for Baddeck NS.  Our campground at Baddeck is very nice and quiet. 
We have full hookups, but the satellite dish can’t make it over the trees so we have no satellite TV.    Through-the-air 
Canadian TV has three channels and is so bad we didn’t even bother turning it on this evening.  Cell phone service also 
is iffy.  But, we’re here for three nights so will have to make the best of it.  While Jerry was fiddling with the TV, I 
managed to vacuum the floors, shake the rugs, do some dusting, and get a load of wash started.

 Then off to see the town of Baddeck about 5:00.  It’s still a delightful little village situated on a very picturesque bay. 
It has some picture perfect homes, some in the Victorian style.  Baddeck was the summer home of the Alexander 
Graham Bell family and there’s a Canadian National Park here devoted to Bell.  Almost immediately we recognized 
where we spent the night the last time we were here.  Then we were in the 30-foot Lazy Daze and didn’t have a tow car 
so wanted to stay in town.  The only large parking lot we could find was at the Canadian Foreign Legion which is right 
on the water.  We went in and the ever-shy Jerry introduced himself to the bartender and said he hadn’t been in the 
Canadian Armed Forces but he had been in the U.S. Marines and did he suppose we could park in their lot for the night. 
No problem!  Even gave us chits for a beer on the house and said to make ourselves at home.  Nice people.  Anyway, 
that night was one of the most picturesque “campgrounds” of our entire trip because we overlooked the marina and this 
beautiful little bay.

Tonight we ate dinner at a nearby restaurant overlooking the bay and marina, then strolled around by the docks.  Talked 
to a fellow at the marina on his way – in his sailboat – from his home in Thunder Bay ON to Newfoundland.  That’s 
one long sail, but I guess he does it almost every year.  May run into him again at another marina along the way.

By the way, we got diesel again today.  This was at an Irwin station and Jerry says it was awful and from now on we’re 
going to avoid Irwins.  Like the other stations throughout Canada, we couldn’t use the card-only high-speed truck 
diesel islands (we like them not only because we get a faster fill but because the high volume of trucks means we get 
fresher fuel) so just getting in and out among the cars is a bummer.  The next issue is their machines are set to stop at a 
maximum of C$125.  This meant Jerry’s C$262 required restarting the filler and credit card three times with three 
receipts.  The C$262 converted to US$241 for 61.32 U.S. gallons of diesel, or – hold your breath – US$4.27 per gallon. 
It just keeps getting worser and worser!    The sad part is it’s mostly taxes here.  The Canadians have their own oil so 
they import comparatively little, and they have their own refineries but they’re on the west coast so petrol has to be 



transported a few thousand miles.  We just heard on the TV that either New Brunswick or Nova Scotia is putting price 
controls on fuel.  Well, we tried that in the 70s and it didn’t work then and it won’t work now.  I guess no one in the 
government here has heard what a colossal failure price controls have proven to be.

Friday, June 23, 2006

We awakened to rain and it was overcast all day.  We didn’t have anything planned and decided this was not a good 
day to take one of the scenic driving tours so to just take it easy for a day.  Instead, Jerry found out the campground is 
installing wi-fi (no antenna yet) so he took his laptop down to the laundry and plugged in down there while I was 
dressing and getting breakfast ready.  After breakfast he went into our satellite TV (Motosat) software and 
reprogrammed it to an earlier version and without high-definition which requires both skewing and another satellite. 
It’s odd though – we get the regular CNN station but not the Headline CNN so we’re mystified.  That brought in the 
west coast channels and many of the others, but we think the cloud cover, high latitude, and eastern longitude are 
conspiring against us.  BUT, for a news junky it’s better to have the west coast stations than none at all.  Of course, it 
would be nicer not to have a four-hour time difference, but Jerry’s happier than last night.   Oh, goody, as I was 
typing the above Jerry got the eastern channels so things are looking up!  Still no Headline CNN.  Hmmm.

Eventually we went into Baddeck to the Alexander Graham Bell National Historical Park.  Nice place and what a 
fascinating man!  He had an insatiable curiosity so he was always trying new and better way to do things.  Bell’s early 
invention of the telephone meant he had the resources to work on his many experiments.  One of his inventions was a 
hydrofoil that achieved about 65 miles per hour.  They have the full size replica and it was huge!  Bell always described 
himself as a teacher of the deaf because that was his first interest.  In fact, a young lady by the name of Mabel was one 
of his students.  Although Mabel could speak she was very difficult to understand until he taught her how to use her 
vocal chords to enunciate more clearly.  She eventually became his wife and his partner in many ventures.  Bell also 
was instrumental in helping Helen Keller learn to communicate and their friendship continued for many years.  The 
reason the Bells came to Baddeck was because when Alexander was young he and his brothers fell ill (at least one died 
young).  His parents brought the family up here because of the cooler summers.  Alexander thrived up here and later he, 
Mabel, and their daughters bought a second home here to get out of the Washington D.C. summer heat.  When you 
look at the setting you can understand why they fell in love with the place.  By the way, the park has lovely grounds 
with a wonderful collection of iris in many colors.

After the Bell park we decided we needed some exercise so left the car there and hiked downtown.  Went into a few 
stores and checked out restaurant menus, then hiked back up to the parking lot and drove the car down to a homey little 
restaurant.  As soon as we walked in we thought of niece Penny when she was in her purple phase.  The owner loves 
purple and various shades down to lavender.  She did a nice job of coordinating it all with white walls so it’s not too 
overwhelming.  She said when she bought it the entire place was dark blue and within two days it wasn’t.

Well, Jerry just tested to see if our wi-fi antenna would work way up here on the hill even though the campground 
antenna isn’t up yet.  Darned if he didn’t get it to work so I’m sending this tonight while I can.  Still not much of a 
phone signal here but a little better in town.

Saturday, June 24, 2006

It was raining when we awakened this morning.  When I ended my last message, we were getting the west coast TV 
stations but not the east coast.  This morning we initially got the east coast stations, then they went away and the west 
came back but raindrop attenuation (when you see a broken picture) was interfering with reception.  Tonight it’s been 
raining really hard and all the TV went away for awhile – including the three lousy through-the-air Canadian stations – 
but now it’s back with the west coast (the rain also lessened).  For you non-RVers, I should describe the east/west coast 
stations.  With satellite DirectTV RVers can subscribe to ABC, CBS, NBC, and Fox from both New York and Los 
Angeles.  When we’re traveling, it’s good to have both so you can adjust to the varying time zones.  We also get them 
on Las Vegas stations, but we lost those a long time ago in western Utah because it’s a more directional signal with a 
narrow reception band.  There are other advantages to having both east and west, like when you want to watch two 
shows that are on at the same time in your time zone.  You just watch one on west coast time and the other three hours 
earlier or later.  Years ago you could only get both coasts with a special notarized RV exemption, but the rules have 
changed since then.  By the way, when we got high-definition TV last year we also got both the east and west coast 
stations in hi-def, but a few months ago they divided the country in half and now because we live in the western half we 



can only get hi-def from the west coast stations.  Last night Jerry reprogrammed our Motosat box (it finds the TV 
satellites for us) to an older version which does not include hi-def because those stations haven’t been coming in very 
well and the dish wouldn’t have to skew as much without that capability.  He may change back once the weather 
improves and we move to another location.  On the other hand, we may not have hi-def until we return to the U.S.!  Our 
satellite dish at this latitude is almost vertical as it points to its three satellites on the Equator, whereas in Nevada it’s 
much more horizontal.

This morning we decided to see what the Cabot Trail looked like in the rain.  We made it up to the Keltic Lodge at 
Ingonish Beach (50 miles round trip).  Although a little foggy in places and limited visibility, it was a nice drive 
through forests of maple, pine, and birch trees.  I’ve mentioned seeing lupines.  I finally saw a lupine seed packet and 
the picture on it was definitely what we’ve been seeing.  Now I wonder what the other stuff is!   Today we saw huge 
patches of lupine taking up whole front yards.  Maybe as much as an acre in places.  The colors ranged from purple to 
while.  Lovely!  Also, the houses here are less colorful than over in the Gaspe.  Much more like ours!  

One of the hills we drove up today increased 721 feet in elevation in only 1.3 miles.  Wish they had told us what the 
percentage grade it was because it was really steep.  At the top we were at the turn into the Mt. Smokey ski resort.  That 
was a surprise to see.  At the Keltic Lodge we ate lunch (yummy lobster salad on a croissant) and then hiked the trail 
out to Middle Head and back (2.5 miles).  Out there you’re looking at the Atlantic Ocean.  We did the same hike just 
about ten years ago (glad to say we can still do it) but it was a lovely sunny day then.  Today it wasn’t raining but it 
definitely was misting so there wasn’t much in the way of views.  Too bad because it’s a beautiful rugged coastline 
when you can see it.  We could barely make out the shore on the other side of the bay across from the lodge.  On the 
other hand the trees are so thick they protected us from the rain and we didn’t get too wet.  It’s a nice trail but you do 
have to watch your step because there are so many tree roots.  Even saw a couple of wild strawberries.

On our return drive we stopped at the Gaelic College of Celtic Arts and Crafts.  Mother had told me how interesting it 
was so I really wanted to see it.  Only the gift shop is open until July 1st.  Hmmm.  Not good.  Reminded us of a 
conversation we had last night with the restaurant owner.  She knows all the Baddeck inn owners and they’ve told her 
that 35 bus tours have been cancelled.  We were wondering if that’s the reason why the Gaelic College is closed.  With 
fuel costs so high the tour companies may have raised rates and are now less affordable.  Too bad because this part of 
the country really depends on tourists.  By the way, in case you’re wondering why a Gaelic College of Celtic arts is 
here, this area was settled by Scots and many of the area place names are Scottish.  Many folks here speak with a Scot 
brogue and we noticed today that most of the churches we passed were Presbyterian.  Over in the Gaspe most were 
Catholic and in New Brunswick there were numerous denominations.

We’ve noticed as we drive along the Trans Canada Highway that there are signs at exits like we have.  One however 
really puzzled us.  It’s the typewriter keyboard “at” @ sign.  Jerry saw one on a door at the Gaelic College and the lady 
said “Oh that’s for CAP” and then explained it’s computer access to the internet.  We’ve not seen that used in highway 
signs previously but they’re quite prevalent up here.  There’s one at the Baddeck exit and, sure enough, there’s an 
internet café in town.

Sunday, June 25, 2006

Last night it rained really hard and was still misty this morning.  We had to put our awnings away wet.  They’re 
supposedly made of mildew-resistant fabric, but we still like to dry them out when we can.  This morning the TV was 
east coast stations, but not well.  We left Baddeck about 10:00 and drove about 60 miles north to North Sydney to 
check out the ferry to Newfoundland.  We had reservations for to tomorrow morning (Monday) at 8:00 a.m.   When we 
were here in 1996 we arrived in the early evening and spent the night on the dock where we toured a replica of the 
barque Blue Nose and then it was one big party.  This time we were told we couldn’t get into line until 11:30 p.m.  That 
was too late so Jerry asked if there was an earlier ferry today.  Yes, at 2:30 which would give us time to get in line and 
then go to the grocery store.  Not!  We forgot grocery stores are closed on Sunday in Nova Scotia.  In fact, there’s a big 
to-do about it right now because the two largest chains have opened a few on Sunday and plan to open more gradually. 
The provincial governor (or whatever he’s called) says people are outraged and Sunday openings will end this week. 
We haven’t talked with anyone who’s outraged, but that’s beside the point.

The ferry was not full but the trucks were interesting.  One ferry devoted to cargo left about the time we pulled up at 
the dock.  On ours, the lower level was full of trucks but the upper level was only half full with cars and RVs.  One 



truck was fascinating.  It had eight axles.  The first and second were on the cab like a normal 18-wheeler.  The others 
were on one of the longest trailers we had ever seen with a multi-height load under tarp.  One axle was at the front of 
the trailer, two were at the rear, and the other three were in the middle and were spaced farther apart than axles 
normally are.  This truck was obviously specially built for something quite heavy and we would liked to have known 
what it carried because one section was quite tall and the others varied in height.  We watched it enter the ferry and it 
had some ability to articulate around corners, but we couldn’t see where.  Very unusual!

Anyway, we got on the 2:30 ferry (which left about 3:00) for a 6-hour ride from North Sydney NS to Channel Port aux 
Basques NF.  Before getting on the ferry, Jerry set the GPS to Corner Brook NF so it would have a route to follow 
when we arrived in Newfoundland.  Darned if it didn’t route us right across the water on the ferry route!  Amazing. 
When we left it was a beautiful sunny day and the entire crossing was quite calm and smooth.  The water wasn’t 
exactly glassy, but there were no waves so all those people who had on seasickness patches didn’t need them!  Midway 
across we encountered a really thick fog bank and could barely see the water from deck 6 where we were sitting.  From 
then on it was like pea soup all the way to Port aux Basques - much to our disappointment because the harbor is very 
picturesque with brightly colored homes on the hillside.  Once we were in the harbor we could see a little better.  Of 
course, we didn’t care what we could see as long as the captain knew where he was!  There was too much fog to see the 
yellow house on the hill that belongs to the grandmother of the fellow we met awhile back.  Maybe we’ll see it on the 
return.  Incidentally we ate dinner on the ferry – excellent cod fish and chips with a yummy chocolate cake (or two).  In 
the U.S. most of the frozen fish producers have substituted Pollack for cod as cod has become less plentiful.  Too bad 
because it’s a much nicer tasting fish.  Hope to have more while here.

By the way, as we were standing on the ferry waiting to leave N. Sydney I was talking with a couple from 
Newfoundland and she worked with me on the correct pronunciation of their province name.   I was wrong earlier.  It is 
Newfin-land with the emphasis on land which is pronounced just like an acre of land.  She says they say the first part 
really fast so it’s almost one syllable with the “found” part being more like “fin.”  (Another lady told me the kids learn 
it by saying the rhyme “Newfin Land I under Stand”.)  And the people are called Newfin-landers.  This couple is no fan 
of Quebec (haven’t met anyone who is) because Newfoundland is among the poorest of the provinces and they have 
extra energy they could sell to the U.S. but Quebec won’t allow their power grid to cross their province.  As usual, 
Ottawa doesn’t have the guts to stand up to Quebec and tell them otherwise.  Jerry finds this appalling and said in the 
U.S. we solved this problem a long time ago.  By the way, this couple told us the reason Quebec gets its own way so 
often is because Parliament representation is determined by population (like our House of Representatives) and Quebec 
has the highest per capita population of all the provinces so they have the most representatives.  Since Canada has a 
parliamentarian form of government there is no offsetting body with equal representation like our Senate and they have 
no built-in system of checks and balances between the legislative, executive, and judicial branches of the national 
government.  Once again, it makes us feel fortunate that our forefathers had so much insight to set up the government 
in the way they did.  Imperfect as it is, it’s a heck of a lot better than most!  Oh yes, one of the ladies who works on the 
ferry told Jerry that keeping stores here closed on Sunday is very much a religious thing.  That’s also why they have 
special provincial stores to purchase “spirits”, wine, and beer.  At least it’s not as bad as Pennsylvania where you buy 
beer at one store and then go to another State Liquor Store to buy wine and spirits.  Living in the west we’re more 
accustomed to buying them all at the grocery store and it’s much easier!  We forget how lucky (and spoiled) we are 
until we travel long distances.

Getting off the ferry wasn’t too bad fog-wise because we had about a half mile visibility.  Because we were a day early 
we had no plans so just started driving.  After going up a fairly long uphill all the sudden we were in a blinding setting 
sun on the horizon directly in front of us.  It was a mad scramble to get the sun visors down and sunglasses on.  Of 
course, we no sooner did that than we rounded a curve and the sun was behind a mountain.  We then noticed blue sky 
ahead and some gorgeous mountains with the sun shining on them.  By now it was almost 9:00 p.m. so we started 
looking for campgrounds.  Finally pulled into one about 15 miles north of Port aux Basque and Jerry got his satellite 
TV, although it was only west coast stations.

Yeaa, we finally made it to Newfoundland after several tries.  Now we’re in the Newfoundland Time Zone which is 
one-half hour ahead of the Atlantic Time Zone and one and one-half hours ahead of the Eastern Time Zone.  We’re in a 
digital telephone area and our telephones both switched automatically to the correct time.  Even our clock that sets 
itself with the atomic clock in Colorado and only handles four time zones is keeping the correct time after I set it 
manually.



I have to tell you about our five friends from the RV Forum who are now in Alaska.  Talk about high tech!  They 
arrived in Fairbanks and went downtown to the visitor center.  They discovered there is a webcam outside the visitor 
center so Betty got on her cell phone and called our friends Don and Peg Miller who are in Arizona after living for 
many years in Fairbanks (where we met them the first time).  The Millers then got on their computer to view the 
Fairbanks webcam site and watched as the five in Fairbanks waved to them as they talked on the phone.  Then Don told 
Betty to walk around to see something on the other side and they were talking and watching the whole time.  Isn’t that 
amazing!  Of course, we’re all keeping in touch via the RV Forum website where Betty has been posting daily 
messages about their travels.  This is the same person who went to the Arctic last week.  They flew from Inuvik to the 
Arctic Ocean where they waded in to have their picture taken.  The drive back to Dawson City took 20 hours when it 
should have been 10 and that part of their adventure was less fun.

Monday, June 26, 2006

This morning it was sunny when we got up and Jerry put our awnings out so they could dry more.  They were still 
damp from the rain two nights ago.  We were the last to leave the campground this morning as Jerry reprogrammed the 
TV to the latest version which didn’t work and then reprogrammed it again to the older version.

Today we drove about 125 miles to Corner Brook which is the second largest city in NF.  It has a huge pulp and paper 
mill down by the bay.  Both Irving and Ultramar have docks where they offload fuel and pipeline it a short distance to 
their tank farms.  As Jerry says, a ferry line would never allow fuel trucks onboard (we have to shut off our propane 
and put a tag on it to verify its closure) so they have their own fleet of tankers that go directly to their own port facility. 
We also saw an Esso in town so they must have a similar facility.  By the way, we haven’t seen any fuel prices at all 
posted here.  They must be so expensive they don’t even bother to post them!   We’ll probably be able to make it all 
the way across NF before filling our tank, but then will have to bite the bullet somewhere near St. John’s to make the 
return drive.  I think I mentioned some time ago that we originally planned to take the ferry to Argentia on the eastern 
coast of NF but decided the price of that ferry (a 16-hour ride) outweighed the price of fuel to drive the round trip 
across from here and back.  Today Jerry figured the cost using our last fill-up and said we’re now at a price where it’s a 
toss-up.  After talking about it, we decided not to change all our reservations and just do the round-trip from west to 
east to west.  We’ll stop at different places each direction.

Tonight we didn’t even try to get satellite TV because we’re camped in a forest and it would point directly at the trees 
next to the motorhome.  A fellow about six sites away has an internet dish and the lucky guy looks right out over the 
horizon where there’s a break in the trees.  Instead we watched local TV and the news was numerous versions of the 
Nicole Kidman wedding.  It rained for a few minutes just before dinner but now the sky has a pink tinge as the sun is 
setting around 10:00 p.m.

Tuesday, June 27, 2006

Oh wonderful sunshine for today’s drive!  We weren’t quite sure where we would be ending the day.  Deer Lake didn’t 
look all that interesting and it wasn’t far enough.  Drove all through Great Falls and never did see the falls after which 
the town is named, although it seemed like a nice community.  Saw a lot of nice tidy homes in residential areas and 
people probably wondered what on earth we were doing driving on their quiet little streets.  Eventually decided to 
continue to Gander.  Every time we’ve mentioned wanting to see Gander, every single person has said there’s nothing 
to see there; BUT, Jerry and I grew up hearing about Gander first as a military base and then as a refueling stop for 
propeller airplanes going to Europe.  In fact, his mother Jessie and his aunt Mary Lee even stopped there when they 
went to England when he was in high school.

So we arrived in Gander, set up, changed from jeans and turtlenecks into shorts and tee shirt (81 degrees here), and 
took off for the North Atlantic Aviation Museum where we spent a couple of hours.  Small but nice museum and very 
interesting.  Gander was selected by the Canadian, British, and Newfoundland governments in 1935 to be the site of 
Newfoundland Airport.  Trouble had started in Europe and foresighted people thought they might need such an airport 
in the future.  At that time Newfoundland wasn’t even a province of Canada and people didn’t live in the area, except 
for a few logging operations.  In fact, the only way to reach Gander was by rail.  The airport was begun in 1936 and the 
first landing was on January 11, 1938.  Those foresighted people were certainly correct!  During World War II the 
airport at Gander served a vital function to the Allies.  Back then the town was right next to the runways.  After the war 
it shifted focus and became a civilian hub for Trans-Atlantic commercial flights.  As the military moved out and 



civilians moved in, it became clear that civilians couldn’t be living next to the runways so the town was moved away 
from the airport to its present location.  A nearby lake was home to many Canadian Geese so it became known as 
Gander Lake and later the town took the same name as the lake.

The North Atlantic Aviation Museum chronicles the history of Gander and its role in aviation.  There are some old 
airplanes outside, including a small Lockheed Hudson bomber (World War II vintage), a F-101 Voodoo, and an 
amphibian firefighting plane.  Inside is a very old Link Trainer and we wondered if Jerry’s uncle Les Lundquist had 
worked on it when he worked with Ed Link in Binghamton NY.  One cute thing we saw immediately as we drove up to 
the museum.  Right over the front door is the tail of DC-6 (we think) and at the back of the building is the cockpit. 
From inside the building you walk into the cockpit, sit in the pilot or copilot’s seat, and look out over the valley below. 
Clever!

Next was the airport itself.  We went up to an indoor observation deck, but you can’t see the runways from there. 
Didn’t matter much because there weren’t any flights anyway!  However, it too has lots of old photos of its early years. 
There’s even a photo collage of some of the famous people who have gone through there including Frank Sinatra, 
Lucille Ball, Roy Rogers, Gene Autrey, Bob Hope, and many of their contemporaries.  We asked at the information 
desk if there wasn’t an outside viewing area.  No, and it used to be a very attractive airport with a front inside garden 
and recent renovations have made it look more like a hanger.  The information lady and the guard standing there were 
quite nice.  Of course, when we walked up I announced that we were from the U.S. and we wanted to thank them for all 
the help they gave our people when so many were stranded in Gander after 9/11.  As you can imagine they beamed and 
we had two new friends.  They both were more than happy to talk about it.  The guard took us back to the international 
waiting area and showed us who was where and told us how they handled it all.  Among the tidbits was the fact that all 
TVs were removed and all telephones were disconnected because they didn’t want to panic people anymore than 
necessary.  Of course, once people were cleared to legally enter Canada (remember they were checking for terrorists 
too) they were taken to school buses and sent to every available lodging including people’s homes.  After that they  had 
access to TVs and other media.  The guard said he was on his feet for 48 hours straight and it was the most hectic two 
days of his life.  I guess the grocery stores went on a 24/7 basis, every restaurant in town brought food to the airport, 
etc. etc.  As a result of our discussion, I went into the gift shop and bought the book “The Day the World Came to 
Town – 9/11.”  After glancing through it I think it will be an interesting read.

By then we were hungry and the people at the airport recommended Lilly’s Landing for a more homey setting and good 
food.  After enjoying our cod dinners we came back to the RV and Jerry’s once again trying to get the satellite to work. 
We may have come too far east and north to get the signal.  It’s frustrating because we may have had a signal longer 
than we thought but couldn’t tell because of the bad overcast.  Jerry’s been reprogramming and doing tests on it this 
evening.  As you might guess, he and his buddies at Motosat have been communicating via email.  He suspects they 
need to alter their software to allow the dish to get more angle and skew.  We’ll see.

Halfway along our drive today there was a convenient truck stop so we took the plunge and topped off the diesel tank. 
It was “only” US$4.06 per U.S. gallon.  Later today here in Gander we filled the MDX toad with gas and that was 
US$3.96 per U.S. gallon.  Jerry says that’s outrageous and they should be voting someone out of office.  Incidentally, 
they don’t post the octane ratings here.  By the way the Trans Canada Highway (known as the TCH) here in NF is 
pretty nice.  There are some four-lane divided highway sections, some two lane, but mostly three lanes with two on the 
uphill side for passing.  Except for one or two sections, it’s been in pretty decent condition.  Actually it’s better here 
than out in Ontario.  However, I will say when they warn you that a bump is coming up you’d darned well better slow 
down to what they say because they’re really jarring.  Of course there are the ones that have been repaired and the signs 
are still up….  Oh, and it definitely is not a busy highway.  The TV station showed weather and traffic cameras at 
various locations throughout Newfoundland and Labrador (one province) and the roads had virtually no cars.

Wednesday, June 28, 2006

This was a nice day to drive through more miles of forests.  Our destination was the Terra Nova National Park – if they 
had a site we could fit into.  Do they ever!  The interior roads are wide gravel, the sites are quite large and level, and 
we’re the only campers on our loop.  In fact, there aren’t many campers in the entire park.  No cell service here, no 
hookups, and only one Canadian TV channel, so it’s also very quiet.  The first thing we did after parking was hike the 
Campground Trail so we got in 2.6 miles of exercise.  The one area had a long staircase up a good sized hill so that was 
good heart-lung exercise.  It was long enough to remind us of some of the long London Tube escalators, only we had to 



work on this one!  The trail was quite nice, along a small river that is red from the tannin of trees in the surrounding 
forest.  At one place there’s a small swimming hole where kids were playing and parents were sitting on the sand bar in 
the middle of the stream.  The view from the top of the aforementioned stairs was lovely, looking out over an S-loop in 
the river, marshy green area, and surrounded by forested hills.

Next we drove up to the Marine Interpretation Center.  Terra Nova NP is on Newman Sound where the ecological 
balance is important.  The center has some tanks of local fish so visitors can see what they look like.  The tanks’ water 
is constantly piped in from the sound so the fish are in their normal waters.  The water is so cold that the center has 
squeegees to wipe the water off the outside of the tank so you can see the fish.  The most interesting one was the 
Flounder.  We saw this strange looking fish before we learned what it was.  The Flounder is unique because it is born 
with two eyes, one on each side of its head.  Normal.  As it gets older it’s eyes migrate to the side so the mouth looks 
like it’s sideways to the eyes which are on the same side of the head.  Very odd!  They also had one of the tiniest jelly 
fish we had ever seen.  So small it looked like a piece of thread.

After the Marine Interpretation Center we next drove up a good gravel road to the top of Blue Hill, the highest point in 
Terra Nova at 653 feet elevation.  Not high by western U.S. standards, but the panoramic view is outstanding.  You can 
see the Atlantic Ocean in the distance and sometimes large icebergs can be seen from Blue Hill – but not today!  You 
also can see the entire Newman Sound surrounded by fjord-like mountains.  Very pleasant to view.  It’s also extremely 
quiet.  No airplanes, no cars, no trucks, no trains.  Just the wind and birds singing.  Nice!

Tonight we ate in the RV and then were so warm (no electric = no a/c) we went over to the campground store for ice 
cream.  It was about 85 degrees today.  Jerry put his jammies on and now can’t stay awake.  The quiet is like we 
seldom experience.  Right now the birds are singing.  Our overhead fans are the noisiest things around and they’re 
pretty quiet!  There’s a nice breeze as the sun is going down.

Thursday, June 29, 2006

This morning we actually got one Canadian TV station, CBC, that came in pretty good and had a decent newscast from 
7-8 a.m.  This was a first – can you believe getting a weather report that includes where icebergs are located?  In this 
case four off Labrador, but smaller ones sighted earlier have melted.  We decided we wouldn’t want to live in a place 
that gives iceberg reports!  As soon as the news was over they reverted to cartoons, just like all the other (2?) stations 
every morning.

Gee, we got two more trailers on our loop last night.  When we left Terra Nova NP it was sunny.  As we continued east 
on TCH we moved into some fog and wind.  At one lake it was windy enough that it almost had whitecaps.  It cleared 
as we got farther east and to our destination of Green’s Harbour which is our first stop on the Avalon Peninsula.  We 
found the Golden Arm Park and wanted to stay two nights.  We had forgotten that Canada Day weekend is almost here 
so we have a “serviced” site for tonight, but have to move to an “unserviced” site tomorrow.  It’s only 20 amp electric 
so we have to be careful not to use too much power and bring down their circuits.  It’s enough to keep our batteries 
charged.  Also, as we were talking about water the owner commented, “It rained this morning so the water looks a little 
yellow, but it’s okay and will clear up later today.”  Hmmm.  Our water hose is NOT connected.  Even though we 
chlorinate heavily we still don’t want to contaminate our fresh water tank.  Besides, we’ve already had our clogged 
filter experience for this trip and don’t need another!

As soon as possible we were off for our afternoon adventure.  We had finally found an official visitor center for the 
area and had stopped there so had some ideas on what to see here.  We’re camped on the western side of this smaller 
peninsula that is part of a much larger one called the Avalon Peninsula which encompasses quite a large area full of 
small peninsulas around its shoreline.  We had time today to go across the peninsula and visit the southeastern section. 
If we go around the entire peninsula – as we plan to do tomorrow – we will be following the Baccalieu Trail, a name 
derived from the old French because Basque sailors named the area.

First we drove across to Spaniard’s Bay and discovered a beautiful little cove with a really nice red roofed white church 
up on the hill above it.  Nice picture.  The town’s name is derived from the fishermen of Jersey in the Channel Islands 
who came here in the 1500s.  Drove out a peninsula at Bay Roberts (settled in 1600) and followed roads along the 
water to another peninsula, eventually ending up out at Port de Grave.  Most of these communities were based 
originally on fishing and many today are based on fish processing.  Port de Grave still has a small fleet of fishing boats 



but we saw larger fleets elsewhere.  At the end of the peninsula is Hibb’s Cove which has a small Fisherman’s Museum 
that includes the old one-room school and a historic home, Porter House.  The girl who runs the place was born and 
raised in Port de Grave (she went to the school as a child), as was her fisherman father.  He still goes out to sea.  A 
fellow we spoke with (he saw us looking at his dog’s grave) was drying capelin which are small fish.  He covers them 
with netting to keep off the flies and other critters.  Then they’re fried and eaten whole.

Continued following the shore and went to another peninsula with two towns.  Brigus is picturesque and dates back to 
the early 1600s.  It’s name comes from Brickhouse.  There we saw The Tunnel which was dug out of solid rock so the 
local – and we assume wealthy – fisherman could get down to his dock more easily.  Above it on the hill are two pretty 
churches, almost side-by-side.  The second and last town for today was Cupid’s which dates to 1610 when John Guy 
from England established a plantation there.  The Baccalieu Trail booklet says it was the first English settlement in 
Canada, and the second in North America, preceded only by the failed Jamestown, Virginia.  We understand St. John’s 
where we’ll go next claims it is the oldest city in North America, so we’re not sure whether Cupid’s was first or St. 
John’s was first.  There is in Cupid’s a historical plaque recognizing the first Anglo child born in North America in 
1613.  All of these towns are quaint little villages with tidy homes, coves, fishing boats, and yes, lilacs in bloom. 

On the way back we stopped at Spaniard’s Bay.  Our friends the Lynches were here last year and recommended the 
Seaview Restaurant for a great view (on the bay), nice people (she was), and good food (we both had delicious cod, 
maybe the best yet).  This place also serves traditional Newfoundland dishes, but we haven’t tried any yet.  Tonight’s 
special was Jiggs Dinner which seems to be similar to a New England boiled dinner, the difference being they use 
salted beef.  You soak the beef for an hour and if the salt is gone you start boiling it (kind of the way you presoak 
beans) and if not soak it another hour.  At several points along the way you add potatoes, turnips, cabbage, and carrots 
and serve it like a stew.  We weren’t sure about the salt beef but knew we wanted more cod. 

Tonight a lot of people started arriving for the long weekend.  We’re parked just past the office so everyone sees us as 
they enter.  Let me just say that there has been quite a parade of people looking at us tonight.  Some flat out stop and 
look us over while the others slow down to look.  I was sorting through brochures up front so waved to many and they 
waved back.  We had good memories of the friendly people from our last trip in 1996 and these are being reaffirmed.

Friday, June 30, 2006

This was an “up and at ‘em” morning because we had to get the motorhome ready to move down to an unserviced site. 
When we got back this evening from our day trip, all the spaces up front, where we had been, were filled.  Now we’re 
down by the brook all by ourselves.  This may be the storage area because while we were eating dinner people came in 
a truck and drove their motorhome which had been parked across the road to one of the camping loops.  There are still 
two empty travel trailers.  We thought about moving to where the other motorhome had been but decided when we look 
out the side and front windows that we have a much nicer view of the forest.  When we came down here this morning a 
big rabbit came out of the area where we were going to park.  I think we ruined his site!  They haven’t mowed here so 
he probably has all kinds of good eats – clover, daisies, dandelions, lupine, etc.  The wildflowers are really pretty.

We were in the car before 9:30 and off on our day’s adventure to see the Baccalieu Trail.  First photo op was the next 
town, Whiteway, where there are some wonderful rocks out in the bay, called Skag Rock.  Then there were the towns 
of Heart’s Delight, Heart’s Desire which has a big sod farm, and Heart’s Content.  Great names!  Don’t know how the 
first two got their names but legend has it that Heart’s Content was named by the first settlers in the early 1600s when 
they stood atop nearby Mizzen Hill and looked at the harbor which they thought was in the shape of a heart.  Feeling 
content to find such a safe and sheltered harbor, they named their new home Heart’s Content.

Heart’s Content has the deepest and most picturesque harbor in Trinity Bay.  It’s also where the first trans-Atlantic 
cable was successfully laid on July 27, 1866.  We stopped at the Provincial Historic Site to see the building that housed 
all the communications “stuff”.  Jerry loved this place, having written about telecommunications.  What struck us was 
the huge pieces of equipment whose functions today are handled either electronically or by software.  The video that 
described the numerous attempts at laying the cable across the Atlantic Ocean for 1600 miles from Newfoundland to 
Ireland was fascinating.  They started trying many years before finally succeeding.  We both marveled at the job they 
did using sailing ships and eventually steamships.  They first laid cable across land from New York to Nova Scotia. 
Then they laid underwater cable across the strait between Nova Scotia and Newfoundland.  Their first attempts to span 
the Atlantic failed because the cable wasn’t strong enough.  Each time they made it stronger and finally succeeded.  To 



mark the occasion Queen Victoria of England communicated with our U.S. President James Buchanan.  What a 
remarkable achievement given what they had to work with!  We went across the street by the water and saw some of 
the original cable coming into shore.  What’s really amazing is that after the first cable was successfully laid, the same 
ship went back and retrieved from the ocean the previous cable that had broken.  They then spliced it to more cable and 
also brought it back to Newfoundland so there were now two trans-Atlantic cables.  I think the very act of locating the 
earlier cable was achievement enough, but then to actually succeed at retrieving it was astounding.  On leaving Heart’s 
Content we saw their very picturesque red and white lighthouse from a distance.  Oh!  And just for the record, there is 
no cell service in Heart’s Content where communications were revolutionized.  How ironic!

Continuing to New Perlican – don’t know why it’s new when it’s more than 400 years old – the town is known for its 
“saltbox” style houses.  We decided these were small square homes that looked like what they used to use for storing 
salt.  By the way, each town seems to have at least two or three cemeteries which undoubtedly are divided by religious 
denomination such as Catholic or Protestant, or in one case Pentecostal and another Salvation Army.  Many look quite 
crowded and we figure that’s because in some of these old towns each generation has stayed and as they die they’re 
buried with ancestors.  Many of the tombstones look quite old and probably would be fascinating to read, but no time 
for that!

Turk’s Cove was named after the Barbary pirates who visited.  The settlers there called the pirates Turks and the name 
stuck.  Winterton dates back to 1675.  It has a trail up Sugar Loaf Mountain that is supposed to have a panoramic view 
of the bay, but after seeing it would be 3.5 miles round trip we decided we had too many other things to see and 
continued driving.  Hant’s Harbour has Newfoundland’s first crab plant but the cute wooden lighthouse built in 1891 
was more interesting.  We didn’t go out to it but got a good photo of it across the cove.

At New Melbourne we tried to see the New Melbourne Sands which is supposed to be a wonderful beach where the 
surfers gather when waves are 13 to 16 feet high, but we didn’t see anything that looked like a beach.  Just lots and lots 
of rocks.  Anyway we thought of our nephew Chris who loves to surf and our message to him is:  Not only is the water 
probably really really cold, don’t waste your time coming here for the beach life!  The guide book said when the surf is 
up it’s sure to remind you of the Hawaiian Islands.  No way!  By the time we reached Old Perlican we were both really 
hungry.  We had seen no restaurants by then, but an Irving station said they had a take-out and dairy store.  This is the 
type of convenience store that has everything because they’re the only store in the area.  They also had some tables and 
we both got deep fried cod.  Very good although a little greasy for our taste so we ate the fish and left the batter part. 
At least Jerry didn’t have to eat dried fruit and oatmeal bars!

After lunch we were revived and continued to the end of the Bay de Verde peninsula.  There we found the quaint 
community of Grate’s Cove which is considered to be the closest point in North America to Europe.  More specifically 
it is 1,600 air miles to Ireland.  Our GPS says we are now 3,215 air miles from Las Vegas, just about twice as far as it is 
to Ireland.  This brought home to us why it’s faster to fly from New York to London over the North Pole.  In this area 
we climbed above the town and found an area where for many generations they have built stone fences to separate 
sections of land used by a specific family to plant vegetable gardens.  Also in the area there was supposed to be a 
monument to Henry Cabot, but I followed the trail for a while and never saw it.  What I felt beneath my feet was soft 
peat, very spongy.

By the way, between Perlican and Grate’s Cove we noticed a significant change in the landscape.  After driving 
through many miles of forests to get here, there suddenly were very few trees and the few we saw were stunted, much 
like we noticed in Alaska.  In addition, this looked like “high” country at only 850 feet elevation and there were 
numerous beautiful blue ponds or lakes.  We would drive on this type of terrain, take a turn, drive down a steep road, 
go around a curve, and there we would be at a beautiful little fishing cove surrounded by picturesque homes.  And 
churches.  Mustn’t forget them because almost every village has at least two.  As we went up the west side of the 
peninsula we noticed most churches were white with red roofs.  Then coming down the east side one town had two 
white churches, but one had a red roof and one had a green roof.  From then on we found more green roofs.  Think it 
has anything to do with the local roofer running out of one color and getting in another?  Also, we’ve noticed the 
homes here seem to be mainly white with shutters and other trim of bright colors, unlike in the Gaspe where the houses 
were brightly painted.  We did, however, see one outstanding exception today.  It was bright yellow with red trim.  I’ll 
just say that it stood out.  Most of the houses seem to have that pre-baked siding that retains its color so many look 
freshly painted.  Still lots and lots of wildflowers and lilacs in bloom.



We went up the west side of the peninsula on route 80 and went down the east side on route 70.  They intersect at Old 
Perlican where we ate lunch earlier.  By the time we reached Old Perlican for the second time there was a fog bank off 
in the western bay that actually looked like an iceberg.  We had to stop and look at it with the binoculars to verify what 
we were seeing.  We knew it was far too long to be an iceberg, but we had hoped to see one because this part of the 
world is called Iceberg Alley.  Maybe when we get back to western Newfoundland at St. Anthony’s we’ll see one 
before they melt.  The TV said there are four off the coast of Labrador.

The guidebook said Red Head Cove is a “photographer’s paradise.”  Whoever told them that must have been joking. 
Nice yes,  photographer’s paradise no.  However, the next town of Bay de Verde Harbour was very picturesque. 
Named for the green color of it’s bay, you go down a very steep hill from barren terrain to get to the cute little town.  It 
has a seafood processing plant which isn’t so picturesque, but the harbor, fishing boats, and homes perched on the 
hillsides are delightful.  At Job’s Cove we wanted to see what they call the Droke.  Haven’t a clue about the origin of 
the name and weren’t even sure where it was because there aren’t any signs to this tourist attraction.  Eventually we 
saw what was left of an official Parks Canada sign and started to drive down what looked like a treacherous one-lane 
road and backed up before going too far.  Then started to hike down.  Apparently this is a rugged canyon with cliffs 
that are one of the most outstanding geological features on the Baccalieu Trail.  What we saw instead was a lovely long 
and wide waterfall dropping down the canyon to a river below.  We weren’t even sure we were in the right place so 
didn’t go too far down.  Later we found a viewpoint on the other side of the canyon and the road does go all the way 
down to the water where there is a dock and a building.  It appears Parks Canada may have abandoned the site, perhaps 
because the road is too dangerous.  It’s obviously used, but with a lot of shale that could cut tires so we weren’t willing 
to go down.

The next town of Burnt Point is perched on a point of land.  Below the town, one of the cliffs has a big hole in it at sea 
level.  This little arch is called Mouse Hole.  Between there and Northern Bay we saw beautiful coastal scenery. 
Farther down the road the town of Salmon Cove has a “real” beach they say is about a half mile long.  We saw it from a 
distance and it did look like a sandy beach but it also looked gray, not like the white beaches we have seen say along 
the New Hampshire coast or the Caribbean.  By now it was getting late and our last stop was at Carbonear that derives 
it’s name from the Spanish word Carboneara who is a maker or seller of charcoal.  This is the largest community we’ve 
seen on this peninsula with a population of more than 5,000.  It is one of Newfoundland’s earliest settlements, having 
been found on older European maps dating as far back as the late 1500s.  Apparently it was first settled by Nicholas 
Guy in 1630 and it was twice destroyed by French invaders in 1697 and 1705.  Its most famous legend is about Irish 
Princess Sheila NaGeria who was captured by the pirate captain Gilbert Pike, was somehow freed, and who was buried 
on the Carbonear Beach.

Before we leave this area I should say there are some archaeological sites about the earliest inhabitants who were 
Beothuk, Maritime Archaic, and Dorset Eskimo people.  These were before today’s aboriginal or First Nation people as 
the Canadians call their native people.

Saturday, July 1, 2006

July 1st and Canada Day!  Can’t believe 2006 is half gone.  This morning Jerry awakened me with the fact that they 
were rerunning last night’s evening news program, including the weather.  He’s quite incredulous that they were 
talking about the bright sunny day and the rain was pouring down on us.  As soon as the news was over they turned on 
the cartoons again.  All the cartoons are driving him nuts!  We suspect that their law requiring a specific amount of 
“Canadian content” (to avoid showing all those American shows people actually watch) means they can’t make enough 
shows to fill all the air time and the cartoons fill in that time.  Jerry watched one of the cartoons for a while and said 
they need new writers because they don’t hold a candle to Sesame Street, for example.

It had rained during the night and was still drizzling off and on when we got on the road.  It was still overcast until we 
reached some of that “high country” I mentioned yesterday where it turned to fog.  We thought the day would be a bust, 
but as we neared St. John’s and came down to the coast the sun appeared.  After getting settled in St. John’s only RV 
park we took off for the Visitor Center where a very helpful young lady gave us all kinds of ideas on things we 
shouldn’t miss.  And off we went!  First stop was just a block away.  Remember the lady we met at Flower Pot Rocks 
on the Bay of Fundy who said to look up her sister?  Well, there was Irene’s gift shop.  We went in and I asked if she 
was by any chance Irene and she said yes.  I told her that her sister said to look her up.  Believe it or not she had talked 
with her sister who told her about our conversation.  Irene and her husband were both delightful.  Before we left he 



gave us an ink drawing of the Cape Bonavista lighthouse that we’ll see next week.  Sure enough, Irene’s is the oldest 
shop on the oldest street in the oldest city in North America.  St. John’s first home was built in 1605 when New York 
City was still a swamp.

After walking around the oldest section of downtown, including George Street that has from 50-70 bars in a short two 
block span (sometimes a couple in one building), we started driving.  We knew we wanted to see the Basilica of St. 
John the Baptist and started there.  Not being sure where it was, we couldn’t locate the address for the GPS.  On the 
other hand, we knew we were in the area because of city maps we had.  We didn’t count on the crazy streets here.  The 
map provided by the visitor center actually lists three “crazy intersections” and numerous one way streets.  Many 
streets suddenly change name at an intersection while others make real right or left turns and retain the same name. 
Eventually a couple pulled alongside and asked if we needed help.  We said we were trying to find the Basilica and 
they said follow us and we’ll take you there.  They led us right to it and we never would have found it on our own!  All 
the Newfies laugh about their streets, so we don’t feel bad.  We finally got inside this magnificent building which was 
completed in 1851.  It has minor Basilica status, whatever that means.  Anyway, it is a magnificent building with two 
huge steeples (towers?) in the front.  Built in the shape of the cross, the interior walls are mainly white with gold trim. 
The stained glass windows are wonderful, especially the reds and blues.  Very vibrant shades.  The Basilica is known 
for its ceiling which has wood beams that form squares.  Each square is dark green accented with gold trim and in the 
center of each square is a red rosette.  Very beautiful!  The organ is the largest musical instrument east of Montreal.

Next we wanted to see the harbor and went a little way up Signal Hill.  Now this being Canada Day we knew we didn’t 
want to go all the way up the hill because of festivities.  So we started walking around this cute little lake and on the 
other side suddenly there was this wonderful harbor.  We were high above it.  The harbor itself is almost rectangular 
and quite large – it can handle container ships.  The unique thing is the narrow channel going out into the Atlantic 
Ocean.  Each side of the channel has high cliffs making it an unusually sheltered harbor.  By now it was a bright sunny 
day and the water sparkled.  Enchanted, we continued hiking up the trails and then, as the trails ran out, decided to cut 
inland.  We had noticed someone dressed in an 1800s style British uniform (red of course) but didn’t pay much 
attention until she started toward us.  Seems there was a canon facing in our direction and would we please follow the 
trail she indicated.  Sure we would – and there we were watching the full dress “Tattoo” ceremony with muskets firing 
and canon being shot.  They were right at the end of the ceremony and we spoke again with the “guard” who told us 
she had on three layers of wool clothing.  It was over 80 degrees by then.  All the “soldiers” were soon reaching for 
water bottles.

By this time the festivities were over and everyone seemed to be leaving Signal Hill so we hiked back to the car and 
drove up there.  Let me tell you, it’s quite a hike up there!  We didn’t check the elevation but it’s the highest point in St. 
John’s which is one hill after another.  There aren’t many flat places here.  Signal Hill got its name because in 1901 
Guglielmo Marconi successfully received the first trans-Atlantic wireless message from here.  His associate in Ireland 
transmitted the letter “S” and it was clearly heard here.  Until then it was believed that a signal sent beyond the 
curvature of the earth would simply keep going into outer space and eventually disappear.  At that time they didn’t 
know about the ionosphere and its ability to “bounce” signals back down to earth.  This was a second major 
advancement in the field of communications.  Signal Hill is a National Historic Park and there are wonderful 
storyboards telling about Marconi and also other uses to which the hill was put, including the fact that in World War II 
the U.S. had 10,000 soldiers stationed here along with 6,000 Canadian soldiers.  (Newfoundland and Labrador at that 
time were part of the British Empire and did not join Canada until April 1, 1949.)  Jerry got some wonderful photos 
looking down on “The Narrows” channel into the harbor.  The imposing Cabot Tower was built in honor of Queen 
Victoria’s Diamond Jubilee and to commemorate the 400th anniversary of John Cabot’s voyage to Newfoundland and 
Labrador.  Cabot Tower on Signal Hill is on one side of the harbor and across the channel on the point is a wonderful 
old lighthouse that is white with a red roof and red trim around the windows and doors. Built in 1810, this is 
Newfoundland’s first lighthouse.  It sits on the remains of Fort Amherst, an old military installation.  This harbor 
entrance can be – and was – well fortified during times of war.

After a really long and busy day we stopped at a restaurant on Signal Hill.  We were early enough that we got a 
window table and what a fabulous view!  It’s situated at the north end of the harbor and overlooks the entire harbor, 
valley, and hills.  Had lovely dinners too.  Everyone comes to Newfoundland expecting to see icebergs.  Not having 
seen even a hint of one we’ve been asking Newfies about it.  Our waitress at dinner said that in 1983-4 there were 
2,200 icebergs here at St. John’s.  One was so big it actually blocked the harbor entrance and they had to tow it away. 
Now there’s a tricky job for you!   This year there hasn’t been a single iceberg.  Either the glaciers are cold enough to 



retain the ice and there’s no global warming or the icebergs have been melting before they get very far and there is 
global warming.  Take your pick.

Now that we’re back in a city we have good cell phone signals and tonight we tried to retrieve some very large emails. 
To illustrate a typical difficulty, when we have a good signal we can transmit at 14,400 bits per second.  If someone 
sends a high resolution photo that is more than 1 million bits, it can take a very long time.  Tonight we were 
downloading for 30 minutes and only got three percent of the message which we think was a photo.  Obviously at that 
rate it would take hours to download one photo.  This is why we ask everyone not to send photos when we’re traveling. 
If we’re lucky enough to get wi-fi we can handle them, but that’s a rarity.

Sunday, July 2, 2006

This morning I was informed by Jerry that the TV station had not been broadcasting but Jerry turned it on at the hour 
hoping for news.  They proudly announced that they were beginning their 24-hour (???) day – and then showed an hour 
of slides with NF scenes.  Then went to cartoons on the next hour.  Eventually all four stations were broadcasting, one 
in French, and three others showing cartoons in English.

We got an early start because we wanted to take the 9:15 a.m. double-decker tour bus.  Yesterday we had seen a 
building that said internet café, but it was empty and for lease.  Jerry said maybe we should try to find someplace that 
has wi-fi.  A hotel was near our tour bus pickup so we went there and checked the yellow pages.  It listed one that is 
about 100 miles south.  Then Jerry saw a little restaurant and went in there to inquire.  The lady told his there’s a Hava 
Java coffee shop right down the street.  So after the tour we went there (having planned ahead we had my computer) 
and downloaded my emails.  Even so, one was missing.  Since trying to retrieve them last night Earthlink had sent us a 
message saying one email could not be processed either because it was too large or because it had been damaged in 
transmission.  We also had another letter with a very large attachment that never arrived.  So communications are far 
from perfect when you’re traveling!

The 2.5 hours tour was quite interesting and the guide knowledgeable.  In fact tonight I overheard a lady telling her 
friend that her tour guide would say and “here we have…” and not indicate right or left so they didn’t know where to 
look.  Ours made clear from the start that he would say right or left and mean facing the front of the bus.  He was good! 
You should know that St. John’s has had three major fires so many of the oldest downtown buildings didn’t make it. 
For this reason many date from the 1800s or later.  Kings Bridge is a street of exceptionally fine homes, including the 
British Commisariat that was used from 1821-1870.  Next we went by Quid Vidi Lake where St. John’s Regatta is an 
annual event and it is the oldest sporting event in (North America?).  This area is where the U.S. Army was stationed at 
Fort Pepperhill during World War II.

Nearby is the quaint village of Quidi Vidi which in Latin means “to divide.”  It has a cute little church that is 170 years 
old.  We went into Mallard Cottage which is the oldest “unchanged” wooden building in North America having been 
built in 1750.  The current owner said there were 27 layers of wallpaper and has retained a section showing that 
thickness.  Today it is chock-a-block with everything imaginable and everything is for sale.  Quaint to say the least. 
The little cove at Quidi Vidi is nicknamed The Gut because of its shape.  The funniest story about Quidi Vidi is that in 
1993 a polar bear from Labrador suddenly appeared in town.  He had gotten stranded on a ice floe and when the floe 
came into the cove it swam ashore.  Needless to say this caused some consternation.  Finally it was decided they would 
shoot it with a tranquilizer gun, lift it into sling, and take it back to Labrador by helicopter.  All went well until just 
after the helicopter got out of the harbor and the sling broke, dropping the polar bear into the water.  A fisherman got a 
rope around the polar bear and it was rescued a second time.  The fisherman was lucky to come out of this alive 
because the polar bear was coming out from under the drug.  Eventually they succeeded in airlifting the critter back to 
her home – after tagging her with a transmitter.  Last they heard the polar bear had two cubs and was still in Labrador.

We passed the penitentiary and it was noted that its location is perfect for viewing the St. John’s Regatta and the 
inmates somehow always manage to have “yard” time so they can see it from one of the prime vantage points in town. 
Many of the graves in cemeteries have cement casings.  With so much precipitation, they have had coffins “float” to the 
surface so many folks cement their loved ones in place.  Also, the term “saved by the bell” comes from the old days 
when someone who was in a coma was thought to be dead.  They didn’t always know if the person was dead or alive, 
but believing dead they put the person in a coffin – along with a bell on a string in case the person awakened.  They 
could ring the bell to let someone know they were still alive!  I wonder how true that story is.



We saw the St. Thomas Anglican Church which dates back to 1831 and is the oldest church.  To understand this story 
you have to know that this is one really really windy place.  More than Las Vegas by far!  The story about the church is 
that in 1846 there was such a strong wind that it blew the church off its foundation and it had to be lifted back into 
place.  At the Governor’s House, which is the official residence of the Lieutenant Governor, we went into the front 
foyer and everyone signed the visitor register.  The mansion was built between 1837-1841 of sandstone and every piece 
was carried by hand down from Signal Hill.  Can’t imagine that!  The house has 23 chimneys.  They have there the 
regimental flags that were flown in World War I at the Battle of Beaumont Hamel in France.  Newfoundland sent more 
than 700 soldiers into that battle and only 65 made it home.  The guide explained that in Newfoundland, on Canada 
Day, the morning is very solemn because it is Newfoundland’s Memorial Day in honor of those lost in that battle. 
Then, in the afternoon they have the festivities and celebrate Canada Day just like we celebrate the 4th of July.  Outside 
the grounds are lovely and they have “laburnum” trees that have beautiful yellow flowers that look like chains so its 
nickname is the golden chains tree.

The Colonial Building is the old seat of Newfoundland’s government which is now housed elsewhere.  In contrast is 
the ultramodern Culture Building, nicknamed The Rooms because it resembles the small buildings the fishermen used 
when they returned with a catch.  The room was where they cleaned, gutted, and salted the fish (when they say fish 
here they mean cod; otherwise it is specified, such as trout).  The Rooms is not only quite large but has striking colors 
and stands out along the skyline, visible from most places in town.  Speaking of colors, the homes of many colors are a 
significant St. John’s architectural note.  These small row houses, especially on Garrison Hill are called Jellybean 
Homes because of their colors.  It is said the women painted their homes bright colors so their husbands after a night in 
the pub could find their way to the right house.  The new homes being built usually follow the same style of 
architecture but use more modern materials.  The main street in the old part of town is Water Street on which we found 
Irene’s gift shop.  It is the oldest street in North America.  Below it and at the water’s edge is Harbour Drive.  Harbour 
actually was built over water and you can see it in some of the buildings where the lower level doors are half covered 
with the street and loads were brought into the second level.  Signal Hill was so windy today you could hardly stand 
straight.  We looked down on the Geo Centre which is a geology museum.  The architect designed it to look like an 
iceberg and most of it is below ground, much like most of an iceberg is below the water level.

After the tour and lunch we went about ten miles out to the Cape Spear National Park.  This is the easternmost point in 
North America and boy was it windy out there!  It has the remains of World War II bunkers and batteries for the big 
guns that could reach 20 miles.  It also has two lighthouses.  Built in 1836, the old one is Newfoundland’s second 
lighthouse.  This one of wood and square in shape is white with a red roof.  The lightkeeper’s two-story home was built 
around the base.  The new one is made of stone, round in shape, and painted white.  Just before leaving someone 
spotted two whales close in to shore.  It looked like a mother and baby.  Jerry got a neat photo of them both up for air 
and “blowing” at the same time.  Cape Spear was really fun.

How often do you see pickup trucks with snowplows?  Oh yes, we’ve also noticed they have enclosures at school bus 
stops for the children to stand in to get out of the freezing cold.  We’ve also seen railroad crossing style arms to close 
roads when it gets too icy – just like we’ve seen before passes on I-80 in Wyoming – but they’re at 7,000 or 8,000 feet 
elevation!  But then if you saw some of the steep roads here (no percentage of grade indicated) you wouldn’t want to 
drive on them in the winter either.  They also have ladders on the roof so they can reach the chimney to check it during 
bad weather.

Monday, July 3, 2006

We awakened to rain this morning and decided this would be an indoor day.  We’re staying in Pippy Park which we 
thought was “just” an RV park.  Turns out it’s a 3,300 acre city park with, among other things, our campground and a 
Fluvarium which I’ll bet you don’t know what that is because neither of us did until today.  The Nagle’s Hill Brook 
originates about two miles upstream.  They built a dam and reservoir to divert a section of this brook so it flows 
directly by the fluvarium building on its way to Long Pond, Rennie’s River, and then on to Quidi Vidi Lake.  When 
you enter the building you can start by walking around the outside deck where you look down on the brook and see 
what it looks like from the human perspective.  After that you go downstairs where there are nine large 
UNDERWATER windows that allow you to see what the brook looks like from underwater and the perspective of the 
critters that live in it.  That is North America’s only fluvarium.  The various levels contain interesting exhibits showing 
the flora and fauna of Newfoundland and Labrador.  We learned that during the last Ice Age, Signal Hill which is 492 



feet high was covered with 2,460 feet of ice.  All of Canada except for portions of the Yukon Territory were covered 
with glaciers 18,000 years ago.  What causes an ice age?  First, the earth’s angle of tilt changes every 40,000 years. 
Second, the shape of its orbit changes every 92,000 years.  And third the earth wobbles on its axis in 21,000 year 
cycles.  Each of these physical actions result in the earth receiving less energy from the sun, thereby cooling it so much 
that glaciers form.  The opposite of that happens half way through each cycle when the earth receives more energy 
from the sun, thereby warming it so much that glaciers melt.  We also learned that a “barren” is a heath and a bog 
means it is peat.  Remember my comments about seeing iris at the shore in Bay of Fundy?  I now know these are blue 
flag iris.  Beaver and muskrat are native to the area, but mink are an introduced species and importation of mink is 
prohibited.  We saw a sign on the ferry that said mink, bumblebees, and swine are prohibited.

Next we went to the Geo-Centre – the one designed to resemble an iceberg.  Turns out it’s closed because they had a 
fire and the earliest possible reopening will be Wednesday.  The Anglican Cathedral doors were locked so we couldn’t 
see inside it, and the Newfoundland Museum was boarded up.  On the way to The Rooms we stopped to take photos of 
some really colorful Jellybean houses I mentioned earlier.  The Rooms was open.  We had been told not to miss it 
because it’s architecturally interesting.  It certainly is!  It’s ultramodern with soaring ceilings and gigantic windows 
with wonderful views of the city and harbor.  In fact from one lounge area you look straight out the channel.  Not a 
great day for views, but nevertheless enjoyable.  The Rooms now houses the Newfoundland Museum, the 
Newfoundland and Labrador Archives, and the Newfoundland Art Gallery.

In the museum we learned that the aboriginal people who lived here earliest were the Paleo Eskimo 3,500 years ago, 
the Indians 2,000 years ago, and the Beothuk.  The last Beothuk was a lady by the name of Shanawdithit who died of 
tuberculosis on June 29, 1829.  The Beothuk were decimated both by the white man’s diseases and through battles with 
the white man.  Their race ended with Shanawdithit who observed the last battle and provided both oral narratives 
about it and some drawings to show who was where.  There was even a wax recording of her singing a Beothuk song. 
The last section of the museum was a display of hooked rugs made by Newfoundlanders.  Even though I know nothing 
about hooked rugs I could tell some were beautifully made and even Jerry said he liked some of them.  

The Art Gallery (part of The Rooms) was a mixed bag.  The first room contained nothing but a circle of about 50 stereo 
amplifiers with classical music playing.  Nice sound, but art???  The second two rooms were entire walls with narrative 
that had something to do with the subject of advertising.  Bizarre, but art???  The third room had a base on which sat a 
line of toilet paper rolls ranging from full size down to the end of the roll.  Someone spent a lot of time getting the 
graduated sizes just right, but art???  When we were in the admissions area, a lady told us the Christopher Pratt display 
was not to be missed.  Neither of us are art experts, but she was right about that one.  He is one of Newfoundland’s 
leading artists and several large rooms were devoted to his showing.  Most of his works are quite large and most depict 
scenes of Newfoundland.  They are so well done that they almost look like photographs.  We both were struck by the 
straight lines, for example the siding on a house.  His attention to detail is exquisite and he has that rare artistic ability 
to make a work of art have depth perception.  Even though we might not like to own or live with one of Pratt’s pieces, 
we both certainly appreciated them!

Tuesday, July 4, 2006

Happy Fourth of July!  We helped the Canadians celebrate Canada Day and now it’s our turn.  Today we proudly wore 
our American flags and a few people wished us a Happy Fourth of July.

We lucked out – the sun returned so it was a good day for roaming.  First thing this morning we set out to find the 
beginning of the Trans Canada Highway.  We found where it starts which was easy because it goes from a four-lane 
divided highway to a two-lane road.  We had hoped they would have something to mark its start but they don’t so we’ll 
have to be content with the photo of the Mile One marker downtown.  It says “Where Canada begins.”  Before the big 
modern highway was put in, that location probably was on the TCH.

We then started out on what they call the Killick Coast drive which is north of St. John’s and on the same peninsula.  A 
“killick” is a traditional homemade wooden anchor, hewn together with rope and having a heavy rock in the middle as 
a weight.  We didn’t realize there was a Marine Drive which would be more scenic, but suddenly we were at Outer 
Cove.  As we got down to the water level (another one of the drive down – drive up places) we realized there was a tour 
bus parked and lots of cars so knew something was interesting.  Found a parking place.  The men next to us were 
putting on rubber boots so I asked if they were going fishing.  “Yep, the capelin are in.”  Oh fun, we know what those 



are, thanks to that fellow we met the other day at Hibbs Cove.  So down we went to the beach.  My goodness, we 
haven’t seen a sight like that since we saw a river solid with salmon up in Ketchikan, Alaska.  The fish were all over 
the place.  The females come ashore where they lay eggs in the sand and unless a wave comes in to wash them back out 
to sea, they’re trapped on land and die.  The males arrive later to fertilize the eggs.  Apparently the eggs taste like 
caviar.  We watched one couple get two huge buckets full of capelin in 10 minutes.  He had a homemade net that he 
would swoop into the water and come up with it so full of fish that he could hardly hold it.  His handle was a 2 x 2 
piece of wood, probably so it wouldn’t break.  Not elegant but it sure was effective!  Others had regular nets that they 
tossed out and brought in full of fish.

By then we realized we had missed two other towns by not being on the Marine Drive so backtracked.  At the top of the 
hill I saw a viewpoint with a spectacular view of the coast so we stopped for photos.  Some locals were there with 
visitors and the fellow explained that from our vantage point we could see the fish down in Outer Cove.  They were 
those big black areas in the water.  He said they know capelin are in the area when they see lots of birds coming in to 
feed.  He also said that in a shallow bay like that if you look out beyond the birds to deeper water you’ll often see 
whales too because they also eat the capelin.  We didn’t see whales but there must have been many thousands of 
capelin down in that bay.  He said his “nan” (grandmother) rolls the capelin in flour and then pan fries them.  He likes 
them as do most other folk we’ve met here.  Capelin are members of the smelt family.

Eventually we decided to turn around and go back to our original trail.  Nice houses up there but no cute bays.  More of 
a bedroom suburb.  On to Torbay where the Roman Catholic town folk built into the mountain side the Grotto of Our 
Lady of Lourdes.  They built walls and a path to walk to the top of the cliff.  Along the path are the stations of the cross 
and at the top is a huge cross.  Of course, the centerpiece is a statue of Our Lady of Lourdes at bottom center.  Although 
not Catholics we appreciated their effort and the lovely way they put it together.  At the top is a wonderful view of the 
cove.  By the way, Pope John Paul visited this Grotto on one of his North American pilgrimages.

As we drove inland after Torbay Jerry decided the rest of the Killick drive would be boring so we started south to pick 
up the Irish Loop south of St. John’s.  To do this required driving through the city to the other side (thank goodness for 
our GPS!).  When we got to the port, lo and behold, there was a huge cruise ship, the Maasdam of Rotterdam.  We 
regretted not being there to see it come in through The Narrows and then turn around to dock.  We started down the 
Irish Loop but after about 12 miles of nothing we again decided to change direction.

Went back to St. John’s to the Railway Coastal Museum.  Most railroad museums have locomotives and can be boring 
after you’ve seen a few, but this one was different.  It had a series (maybe 50) of very interesting panels with photos 
etc. that describe Newfoundland’s railway history.  The Newfoundland Railway started as a subsidy that was boat 
oriented.  Most of the coastal communities were only accessible by boat so food, mail, medical supplies, and all other 
essentials were brought in by boat.  The formal arrangement for this service started in 1863.  In those days King Cod 
was said to have owned everyone and everything because each town depended on the cod fishing and the companies 
that ran the fisheries provided houses, food, schools, entertainment, etc.  These were real company towns just like we 
sometimes had in the U.S. coal industry.  By 1882 an enterprising fellow by the name of Reid  became the 
Newfoundland version of our “railroad barons” because he convinced the government to start a railroad and by 1887 
the “Newfie Bullet” went all the way from St. John’s to Port aux Basques.  Its route roughly followed where the Trans 
Canada Highway is today.  Reid and his sons continued the railroad during World War I and until the government took 
it over in 1923.  One thing in particular was very well done at the museum.  They took old railroad cars of all types and 
cut them lengthwise down the middle.  On the outside of the building you see the outside of these rail cars along one 
wall.  Inside the museum on that wall they have cutaways of all types of cars:  coach, day sleeper, night sleeper, mail, 
galley, dining, smoker, luggage, etc.  Each one has mannequins dressed appropriately for the car and in 1940s clothing. 
For example, in the dining car the lady has on a hat, gloves, high heels – just like we used to dress to go traveling. 
Another corner of the museum has a mural of railroading in St. John’s that spans three walls.  By the way, the railroad 
no longer exists in Newfoundland.  Today it’s a trans-Canada hiking trail, similar to our “rails to trails” program.  Last 
but not least one room has an automated model railroad that takes you through Newfoundland’s four seasons.  It has 
bears and caribou, skiers and fishermen, fall color, snow, green grass, flowers, etc., along with a couple of trains.

Tonight we went back to the same restaurant (The Landing) at the same table as we went to that first night.  We had 
hoped to see more of the cruise ship, but it was already gone.  Short stop!  Still a good dinner, however, and fun to 
watch the fishing boats come into port.  After we got home another couple stopped by to ask questions about our coach. 
They have one from another Monaco line and had only talked with a dealer so knew nothing about factory rallies, how 



to get things fixed, etc.  Nice folks.  When we started talking about the wind she said she and her daughter had gone out 
to Ontario and everyone was talking about the big wind the previous day.  She hadn’t even noticed it – just a slight 
breeze in her opinion.  When we were at Cape Spear the rangers said gusts were “only” at 60 mph.

Wednesday, July 5, 2006

We decided this would be a big hiking day so we drove up to Signal Hill.  The warm-up was to go on the Ladies Walk. 
Although the signs were missing this probably was the hill from which the ladies looked for returning fishing boats. 
It’s as high as the top of Cabot’s Tower and has a 180 degree view out to sea as well as all of St. John’s.  After that we 
went down the North Point Trail which takes you far below Signal Hill on the ocean side.  It mostly follows a wooden 
boardwalk that has hundreds of steps, in this case down.  When you reach the bottom you are right out at the end of The 
Narrows or on the north side of the channel into the St. John’s Harbor.  From there we could see south to Cape Spear 
where fog was starting to form and across to the other side of The Narrows to the lighthouse and Fort Amherst.  Our 
choice then was to go back up the hill to Signal Hill or connect with the Queen’s Battery Trail back toward town along 
The Narrows.  Of  course we chose the latter because we hadn’t yet been there.  The Queen’s Battery Trail follows 
along the bottom of Signal Hill but still a hundred or so feet up from the water.  It is not for the fainthearted.  Although 
it’s a good trail and includes a boardwalk and steps, at one point there is a very narrow section with a chain to hold. 
This is the third chain we’ve encountered in our travels (Ayres Rock in Australia and Angel’s Landing in Zion National 
Park UT were the other two) so of course Jerry had to have a photo of me holding onto the chain because he knew I 
hated it.  Not everyone is like me.  There were actually runners on this trail.  We did notice they at least stopped and 
held onto the chain and walked its length before resuming their run.  I think anyone who runs on that trail is missing 
something in the area of common sense.  One misstep and they’d be a goner.  Shortly after the chain we saw two old 
gun batteries dug into the cliff.  These were part of the Queen’s Battery.  This trail eventually brought us back into 
town where we climbed various streets and steps to get back up the hill.  When we got back to the road at the Geo 
Centre we decided we were hungry so we cheated.  Four taxis were parked there so we got one to take us back up to the 
top of Signal Hill.  Hey, we had already hiked several miles and this is much too much hill on a hungry tummy!

We went back to town and Aunt Crea’s where they have wonderful bread for really good sandwiches.  It’s really a 
small health food store.  One room is full of spices and bulk items and smells wonderful.  Think Molly Stone’s or Wild 
Oats on a much smaller scale.  After a rest and refreshment we drove over to the south side of the harbor so we could 
hike the Harbourside East Trail out to Fort Amherst and the lighthouse.  I mentioned Fort Amherst first because it was 
there first.  It was an established fort during our Revolutionary War in 1777.  Newfoundland’s first lighthouse on the 
same point wasn’t built until 1813.

When we took the double-decker bus tour the other day we went to the 1700s village of Quidi Vidi where Jerry took 
some neat photos that for some reason did not turn out very well.  So after hiking for the morning we decided to go 
back out to Quidi Vidi to take more photos.  Ran into some nice people there who were there to tour the Quidi Vidi 
Brewery.  We didn’t want to do that but instead went to the Quidi Vidi Battery where a very nice young man gave us a 
personal tour.  He described what life was like there for a soldier in the early 1800s.  It was considered a “punishment” 
post for it would have been cold and miserable in the winter as well as very isolated.  But it is at the head of the Quidi 
Vidi Harbor and so had strategic importance.  By the way, this young man is in the cannon firing part of the Tattoo that 
we observed on Canada Day so he’s very much interested in cannons and old musket rifles.

Getting late we thought we’d do a quick tour of the Geo Centre which has reopened after their fire (we heard the fire 
was in one of the planets in the earth section).  Entry fee $8 each and 15 minutes until closing so skipped that.  Since 
our arrival we had seen a large building way up on a hill at the north side of town.  Yesterday I finally figured out that 
it was not the private home of some wealthy person but the Admiral’s Green Clubhouse for the Pippy Park golf course. 
Time to see what it looks like.  Wow!  We thought some of the other views in town were fabulous but this outdid them 
all.  It’s higher than Cabot Tower and we looked down on The Rooms and the Basilica.  We could see the fog had 
moved up from Cape Spear and was nearing the St. John’s Harbour.

By then we made up our minds where to go out for dinner on this, our last night in St. John’s.  Back to the motorhome 
to put on long pants and then back to Quidi Vidi Village and the Stage Head Restaurant.  Being first there when it 
opened we got a choice window table looking out over the quaint little Quidi Vidi Harbour.  Two buildings on the north 
side near the channel were all by themselves and had no visible means of access.  No road to them and high cliffs above 
so the only way to them is by boat.  No one lives in these buildings.  They are Stage Heads, meaning they contain the 



fishing gear used by the fishermen.  These are specialized buildings, just like the Rooms used to prepare and dry the 
fish after they’re brought in to port.  We had a lovely dinner.  Pricey but very good and quite enjoyable with a very 
pleasant waitress.

Well, this letter is much longer than I expected it to be, partly because we had no cell phone service for several days 
and partly because we’ve been so busy here in St. John’s.  Nevertheless, I want to get it sent tonight while we have a 
good strong signal.  Tomorrow morning we’ll start west again and will go to the Bonavista peninsula where Henry 
Cabot first landed.  We hear there’s a lot to see there.

Thursday, July 6. 2006

This morning was gray and overcast but warm enough for shorts.  The Newfies say it’s much too humid and warm until 
they learn we’re from Las Vegas and then they say how nice and cool it must be for us.  As Jerry turned on the engine 
he said our odometer was exactly on 37,000 miles.  That’s a few trips!  We left St. John’s and the Pippy Park Trailer & 
RV Park about 10:00 – stopped to talk for a while with the retired RCMP (for you young kids, that’s Royal Canadian 
Mounted Police; for you older kids, that’s “On you huskies”) officer across from us.  As we began our westward trek 
we realized we’ve turned around and are starting toward home.  The Trans-Canada Highway rose in elevation and we 
got into fog.  It was only serious in a couple places; otherwise we had decent visibility for driving.  Stopped at the town 
of Goobies (don’t you love that name) for a grilled cheese sandwich at lunch.

Tonight we stopped near the town of Lethbridge which is at the start of the Discovery Trail.  That’s tomorrow’s 
adventure.  We had a little adventure getting here today.  We had seen that familiar campground symbol on the map 
and decided to find that campground even though we couldn’t find a name or address for it.  We thought the road up 
here would take us through the town of Clarenville so we took that exit.  The little lady in the GPS told us to take that 
route, but after getting into town Jerry didn’t think it would work.  Narrow twisty streets.  Anyway we saw a trailer 
dealer and Jerry said if anyone knew the campgrounds on this peninsula they would.  I finally got turned around in a 
shopping center and parked across a convenience store’s curb (yes, people could still get in to the store) while Jerry 
hiked back to the trailer dealer who said the campground we were aiming for was lousy, but another one up TCH would 
be good (even though it was about 40 miles away from where we wanted to be tomorrow morning).  So we started “up 
the hill” and what we thought would be out of town.  Jerry was busy reading maps and all the sudden I’m on a dirt road 
which definitely was not the way we came into town from the TCH.  Not wanting to go too far in case it was a dead 
end, we turned into the dirt parking lot of a business with all kinds of construction equipment.  As we were trying to 
make the turnaround the owner came out and wondered nicely what we were doing.  After explaining, he said it’s good 
we didn’t go down the road because it just ends and we really wouldn’t be able to turn around down there.  Also, after 
talking with him we realized we went up the wrong hill because we were already past the correct one by the time we 
got to the C-store.  We explained how you should not back up a tow car because it will ruin the transmission (and a few 
other things) so we either had to turn around somewhere or unhook the toad so we could back up.  By then we knew we 
couldn’t turn around so began unhooking and he was interested so he helped too.  He asked lots of questions so we 
showed him inside – the least we could do for his help and the use of his parking lot.   Jerry said he would lead in the 
car while I drove the RV.  Finally got on the right hill and out to the TCH where we found a Visitor Information 
Center.  The lady in there knew about the good campground we wanted even though they don’t advertise in anything. 
The camper dealer didn’t know about the good one, just the lousy one.  We used the Visitor Center telephone and 
called to get a site.  So, we finally made it to the Cabot Hi-Way Cabins and RV Park where it was one of our easiest-
ever back-ins.  We only have 15-amp electricity with a two-prong interior house outlet that you cover with an old tire to 
prevent rain from getting into the plug and the low voltage meter buzzes every time we start anything that’s not on 12 
volt, but it will charge the batteries tonight so that’s okay.  No water, no sewer but that too is okay because we have a 
full fresh water tank and empty waste tanks.  One TV channel and wow, we got news this evening!  On the positive 
side, the place is on the side of a pleasant little lake with a refreshing breeze so no A/C is needed and it will save us 
about 80 extra miles of driving tomorrow.  Also no cell service.  Glad I got #9 sent last night!

After setting up we drove out one of the small nearby peninsulas to the hamlet of Sweet Bay.  It’s on an arm of the 
Sweet Bay and is very pretty if you like isolation and being surrounded by millions of trees, water, and a nice view with 
some islands out in the bay.  While I was fixing dinner three RVs pulled in near us with three couples.  They 
immediately got busy on dinner and we finally realized they were gutting and cleaning a big bucket of capelins.  After 
preparing them one lady went inside and came out with a brown paper bag that probably contained flour, salt, and 
pepper.  She proceeded to dump the capelins in the bag and shook it to flour the fish.  Meanwhile the men set up the 



propane stove and got the skillet ready.  When that was ready the lady poured oil in the skillet and put the capelin in to 
cook.  Boy, all six must love capelin because they cooked up quite a batch and the cook was eating them as soon as 
they were done.  Eventually we could smell them cooking and Jerry closed the window because he didn’t like the odor, 
but to me it just smelled like fish cooking.  I wanted ever-so-shy Jerry to go over and ask if they were fixing capelin but 
knowing the Newfies he was afraid they’d want him to try one and that wasn’t in his script.  At least these were 
gutted; sometimes they just throw them in the frying pan.

Friday, July 7, 2006

When Jerry came back from his morning walk he told me he was walking down the highway and a moose crossed the 
road in front of him.  A car coming from behind slowed way down.  This is the first moose either of us has seen here. 
Jerry did turn around then because it might have been a female and you don’t want to get between a mama moose and 
her babies.  Also he spoke with the capelin cook of last night and learned they’re from Baddeck NS.  They go to 
Florida in the winter and summer up here.  The other two couples were friends they met in Florida.  They were out for 
the day and a person used a round net to gather up capelin for them, so those fish were really fresh!

As we started going north on the west side of the peninsula on the Discovery Trail the first thing we saw was a lake 
with a rather large beaver den in it.  The other thing we noticed was the beautifully clear lake water.  You could see 
everything on the lake bottom.  The first town was Plate Cove which had a lot of fishing boats in the harbor.  The early 
settlers thought the cove looked round like a plate so we have Plate Cove – both East and West.  Lots of wildflowers in 
this area:  purple clover, white daisies, yellow buttercups, and a real pretty delicate purple flower shaped like a bell. 
Some yards have beautiful pink peonies.

Tickle Cove sounded interesting so we detoured off the main road and are so glad we did.  What a neat place!  The 
guide book said to see Arch Rock so we followed the signs that said Sea Arch and came upon an arch in a huge rock 
down at seawater level.  Arch Rock is among really rugged looking red rocks (reminded me of Moab but wet) and the 
clearest water you’ve ever seen.  Never wanting to see what something looks like from “only” the designated 
viewpoint, we climbed the hill and had the most amazing panoramic view of the village of Tickle Cove, the 
surrounding hills, and the bay.  It really was beautiful!  In the other direction we realized the rock containing the arch 
really is an island and we were able to look down into the relatively deep water and see every rock and piece of 
seaweed.  Talk about crystal clear water!  On our return walk we came upon a little beach with wonderful red rocks 
made smooth by tidal actions.  Then we came upon a section that was fascinating geologically.  It was a rift at water 
level and up to our path where the rocks on the south side were red and the rocks on the north were white.  Both sides 
had been uplifted, perhaps during tectonic plate movement.  On closer examination the white side looked like quartz. 
What a contrast!  We later learned this area was used during the filming of the “Bayo” movie.  Oh yes, there were lots 
of those wild iris there too.

Eventually we arrived at Bonavista (pronounced Bona-vista like the Italian, not Buena Veesta like the Spanish).  We 
first viewed it from White’s Hill that involved a little climb to the top through some brush, but worth it because the 
entire town and bay were spread below.  Beautiful!  Bonavista is where Henry Cabot first set foot on Newfoundland 
soil on June 24, 1497 and claimed it for King Henry VII.  Cabot actually was born in Venice, Italy and his birth name 
was Giovanni Caboto.  To put his voyage into perspective, a treaty between Spain and Portugal had divided the world 
at the Cape Verde Islands; Spain “owned” what was west of them and Portugal “owned” what was east of them.  This 
did not sit well with the British who were left out and also wanted some territory.  In the meantime, Henry Cabot had a 
theory that to go east to Asia you needed to go west.  He was unable to convince either the Spanish or Portuguese kings 
that this was a good idea.  On the other hand, King Henry VII saw it as a way to increase the British Empire.  Whoever 
found a way to Asia without going around Africa would be a big winner because everyone wanted Asia’s spices, silks, 
and other goods.  King Henry agreed to finance the venture and gave Cabot a “patent” to claim for Britain any lands he 
discovered.  Cabot built the Matthew, a 20-ton ship, and left with 20 men, thus becoming the first English explorer. 
After more than a month they found Newfoundland and landed at Cape Bonavista where we saw a statue in Cabot’s 
honor.  During this voyage Cabot mapped 900 miles of the Newfoundland coast and then returned to England.  He 
convinced King Henry that he had found a land of riches so again set sail, this time with five ships.  At some point they 
ran into terrible storms and Cabot was never seen again.  One ship survived to return to England, after which settlers 
began the ocean voyage to the New Found Land.



In Bonavista we went through Ye Matthew Legacy that describes how Cabot achieved his dream.  Also there is a 
replica of the Matthew and a guide took us through it.  Jerry probably would have gone up the rigging had they allowed 
it!  This was all very nicely done.  We did not go through the Mockbeggar Plantation, the Ryan Premises Historical 
Site, or the Courthouse.  Can’t see everything.  What we really wanted to see, and they don’t seem to have, is a 
reproduction of a fishing room for which The Rooms in St. John’s is named.  This is a very historical place and you 
could probably spend several days here.

We ate lunch in Bonavista at The Harbour Quarters which overlooks the harbor.  It was built originally as a general 
store in the 1920s and now is a small hotel with conference facilities and a restaurant.  After lunch and refreshed we 
continued to the end of the road at Cape Bonavista.  It has a very interesting lighthouse that was built in 1843.  This one 
is white with red vertical stripes.  One of the story boards said it had “distinctive red and white lights” which we took to 
mean the multiple lights (before Fresnel lenses) making up the beacon somehow had alternating red and white lights. 
Very unusual, but considering the rocky coastline undoubtedly a godsend for mariners.

After leaving Bonavista we continued down the east side of the peninsula.  The little village of Elliston promotes itself 
as the Root Cellar Capital of the World.  It may be, but the few root cellars we saw didn’t look all that interesting and 
Jerry didn’t even want to stop to take a photo of one.  The guidebooks says the townfolk actually give root cellar tours 
and they’re mainly in people’s backyards which may explain why we saw so few.  The town of Port Union bills itself 
as the only town in North America that was built by a union.  By then it was getting really late so we didn’t stop to see 
any historical buildings but instead went to see Melrose which the guidebook said had “breathtaking views” around 
every corner and not to forget your camera.  NOT!  What a disappointment!  We didn’t see any views that were worth 
stopping to photograph.  We’ve seen many more places that really were breathtaking, including ones at Tickle Cove 
earlier today.

Finally, after getting on the wrong road to nowhere and backtracking for a few miles, we drove about eight miles off 
the main road to see Trinity.  On the map the printed name of Trinity was big so we thought we’d see historical Trinity 
and then a larger town where we would find a grocery store before going home.  Again, NOT.  Yes, it was a cute 
historical town with little tiny lanes and wonderful little houses and churches.  If we hadn’t been in many other 
historical buildings, and if it weren’t getting so late (after 5:00 by then), we might have stayed longer to absorb more 
but we didn’t even take one photo there.  Oh yes, the big town on the map didn’t exist and Trinity isn’t big enough to 
have a grocery store much less any other shopping.  Jerry said the town probably paid an advertising agency to print its 
name in large print to give the illusion of a larger community.  After being disappointed in the drive along the eastern 
shore we were glad we had gone up the western side first and spent more time there.  By the way, the guidebooks I’ve 
mentioned are put out about each major tourist area in Newfoundland and for the most part they’re quite useful.  You 
pick them up at visitor centers.  This Bonavista Peninsula is divided into eight areas and each area has very specific 
maps and photographs, as well as descriptions of each town along the route.  I have to say we would have missed the 
very delightful Arch Rock this morning if I hadn’t seen a photo of it in the guidebook.

Some Newfies moved in next door this evening.  They certainly had an interesting technique to unhitch their pop-up 
trailer.  Probably not one the manufacturer would recommend.  Jerry went out to tell the fellow he could use our 
electric outlet because the power had dipped too much and we had unplugged our cord.  He was pleased and said yes, 
that probably would cause real problems with a big “trailer” like ours.  Hmmm.  I guess everything is a trailer or a 
camper up here.

After dinner in the motorhome Jerry worked on getting his photos into the computer while I worked on this letter.  No 
TV, no cell, can’t access the internet.  Actually, it’s wonderfully quiet and the lengthy sunset tonight was beautiful. 
The old sailor’s saying “Red sky at night, sailor’s delight” bodes well for good weather tomorrow.

Saturday, June 8, 2006

Jerry thought he saw a wolf this morning on his walk.  Today he went down the road in the opposite direction and saw 
a four-legged critter come out of the woods, pause, look both ways up and down the road, and then trot across the road 
to disappear into the woods.  It might have been a coyote but we don’t think there are coyotes in NF.  It also might have 
been a very large dog, but it didn’t act like a domesticated animal.  There are so many thousands of miles of woods and 
lakes every which way, so there are a lot of wild critters in those wildernesses.



Before we left that peaceful campground this morning, Jerry went out to explain, and by explaining apologize for the 
fact that we would be creating some noise and fumes first when we started the engine to “air up”, after which we would 
turn it off and bring in the slides, and second when we started the engine again to pull out.  Just like men everywhere, 
Jerry went outside to talk to one man and suddenly there were five.  All our male neighbors came to see the slides, the 
underbay sliders, the electric cords, and whatever.  Just like bees and honey!   It turns out our neighbor is from 
Elliston, the town famous for its root cellars.  He said everyone used to have and use them, but they did a survey two 
years ago and only six are still in use.  And, yes, his is one of the six.

Just as we were pulling into Gander the phone surprised us by ringing.  We’d been out of cell service for a few days so 
the timing was perfect.  Our now-former neighbors, the Johnstons, were in Indiana and had just bought a new 
motorhome.  They knew the right people to call to find out about campground directories, where to buy RV goodies 
you suddenly realize you can’t live without, and the like.  They were within 100 miles of Camping World (the RVers 
toy store) and that would be their next stop.  Hope they enjoy this adventure as much as we’ve enjoyed all of ours!

Tonight we’re in Grand Falls NF.  We drove through it before, hoping to see the falls after which it was named but 
couldn’t find them.  No wonder - you have to take a little road that crosses not one but two wooden bridges (NOT for 
the RV) to the Salmonide Interpretation Center and then pay a $5.00 fee each to walk down to a platform to view the 
falls.  We understood the fee to get into the salmon interpretation center which has underwater viewing of the salmon 
fish ladder, but not to look at the falls.  In Great Falls MT there is a lovely park along their falls and there is no charge 
to view them.  We stopped down the road at a break in the trees and saw the falls here.  The photo in the book looked 
nicer than the real thing.  Jerry said they’re puny.  In fact, the ones in Montana are much prettier by comparison. 
Especially because they don’t have a gigantic and really ugly old paper factory right above them that is gushing out 
tons of water (polluted?) from the plant.  Someone in the grocery store said they just started charging to view the falls 
last year.  That’s a mistake in our view.

We’re in a very nice campground tonight with full hookups and surrounded by birch trees.  It’s a municipal park 
(makes up for the falls) so the sites are spread apart and have a lot of trees in between for privacy.  We got the last site 
because of a cancellation this afternoon.  So I guess the tourist season is picking up in central NF.  Since NF no longer 
has a railroad we do not hear trains, no big highway nearby so no truck noise, no airport nearby so no airplane noise. 
Just birds chirping.  What’s wrong?  This can’t be a campground.  Wonder what we don’t know.    We’re in a site 
that looks down the road with a clear shot of the southwestern sky.  Jerry tried the satellite.  Still no signal.

Sunday, July 9, 2006

We left Grand Falls in sunshine.  Driving through north central Newfoundland means millions of board feet of lumber 
surround you for many miles.  For the third time we passed two bicyclists we first saw several days ago.  That day they 
stopped at the same restaurant for lunch.  I think they may have had a wet night because clothing was spread out to dry 
under bungy cords on top of their packs.  Definitely not something I’d want to do!

At Deer Lake we turned off the Trans Canada Highway onto 430 which is the major road to explore the Viking Trail. 
This is the large peninsula that extends up the western side of Newfoundland, across from Labrador which is the 
“other” half of the province that technically is called “Newfoundland and Labrador.”   By the way, I’ve been using NF 
as shorthand for Newfoundland.  Technically, it should be NL.  But even the Newfies seldom use both words for their 
province.

We made a brief stop at an Insectarium.  Now I’m not real fond of “bugs” but we had been told not to miss their 
butterfly house.  It’s really nice to see a variety of butterflies in a natural habitat.  They also have a “nursery” where the 
butterflies emerge from their chrysalis.  One came out while we were talking to the docent.  It’s wings were wet so it 
clung to the wall for a while.  Eventually its wings will dry enough for it to spread them and that will help dry them 
more.  Within a few hours its wings will be dry enough for it to begin trial flights.  Another butterfly had drier wings 
and was starting to fly; it would soon be taken into the butterfly house.  We also went through their exhibits and even I 
had to admit they were interesting.  It included beetles – some were huge – scorpions, and all kinds of insects from 
around the world.  Most were long dead and nicely mounted for display, but they had some live ones in tanks too.

From there we came to Rocky Harbour RV Park at Gros Morne National Park.  It’s in the town of Rocky Harbour 
which was here long before there was a national park.  We went into one of the hotels to buy tickets for the Western 



Pond boat tour tomorrow.  This is supposed to be a spectacular tour in a freshwater fjord.  Gros Morne is a UNESCO 
World Heritage Site because some of the oldest rocks in the world can be seen here.  When the African and North 
American tectonic plates collided eons ago, rocks were thrust up from the floor of what was then a tropical ocean 
(they’ve found whale bones and seashells in the rocks) and they became the mountains we see today in Gros Morne. 
I’m sure we’ll learn more of that tomorrow.

We ate dinner in town overlooking the Gulf of St. Lawrence.  It may as well have been an ocean because it’s far too 
wide here to see across.  After dinner we drove to the national park visitor center.  We need park passes before they’ll 
let us on the boat tomorrow.  The visitor center was still open and we looked over the exhibits but will return in the 
morning to get our passes.  We can get ones that are good for a week that will let us into the other national parks on our 
way up to the northern tip of this peninsula.  We figured why waste one of the days because it was already after 6:00 so 
we’ll just get them tomorrow.  We’re lucky to get on this boat tour.  Other friends last year had trouble because the 
weather was bad.  This town is even windier than LV!  Our waitress said she has a lot of big trees behind her house and 
sometimes she can’t sleep at night because of the wind whistling through the trees.

Monday, July 10, 2006

Another really neat day!  We first drove to the visitor center to get one-week national park passes that will be good at 
other parks as we drive north.  Then we drove north about 20 miles to the Western Brook Pond where we were to get 
the boat tour.  But first we had to hike to the boat dock, a good morning hike of 1.6 miles.  They told us to allow 45 
minutes for this hike, but you know Jerry; we did it in 30 minutes!  This was partially over bogs where they have 
boardwalks to protect the terrain – besides you really wouldn’t want to sink into a bog that is 16 feet thick. Otherwise 
it’s a nice gravel trail with some ups and downs.  The whole way out Jerry was wondering how they got the boats in 
and how they get supplies to the gifts shop, etc.  The first boat they had was small and they put it on a sled to transport 
it across the winter ice.  The one they have now is quite a bit larger.  They pre-manufactured it and then cut it into four 
pieces that they brought in by helicopter and reassembled in their boat house.  To get supplies in they use ATVs on the 
trail we hiked.

As to the boat tour itself, it was absolutely beautiful!  Forty million years ago the Western Brook Pond was a true fjord, 
meaning it led to the sea and was saltwater.  During the last Ice Age eleven million years ago, glaciers covered it and 
most of the mountains around it.  As the glaciers receded, they dropped off tons of rock and dirt, or glacial moraine, at 
the mouth of the fjord.  The moraine effectively cut off the fjord’s access to salt water and fresh water eventually 
replenished the salt water as it evaporated.  This water is not as dense with minerals as other water so the Western 
Brook Pond cannot sustain as large a supply of fish and other growth that a pond of similar size in another area might 
sustain.  The mountains that are the Western Brook Pond’s backdrop are the escarpment of the Long Range and for 
years they served as a landmark to mariners because they can be seen 30 miles at sea when the weather is clear.  The 
pond is almost ten miles long and we went to its end.  It very much reminded us of the fjords we saw in Norway, except 
this was fresh water.  The pond is 100 feet above sea level (which means our 1.6 mile hike rose in elevation 100 feet) 
and is 571 feet at its deepest point.  The Gneiss rocks of the cliffs are over one billion years old and the oldest in the 
world which is why Gros Morne has been designated a UNESCO World Heritage Site.  Strange as it seems, this 
escarpment forms the eastern portion of the Appalachian Mountains.

As to the scenes on the tour, it was a feast for the eyes.  There are waterfalls all along the route with colorful names like 
Blue Denim Falls, Woody Pond Falls, and Pissing Mare Falls.  Interestingly, these waterfalls do not totally replenish 
the water in the pond that is lost to evaporation.  At the top the waterfalls all look like large cascades, but by the time 
they get down to the water, they are mere streams.  The pond instead is replenished with rain water and snowmelt. 
There were a couple of “hanging valleys” which seem to hang high above the water.  They too were carved by glaciers 
but not all the way down to water level which is why they appear to be suspended.  Snug Harbour was an old hunter 
and trapper village.  They hunted moose, caribou, and arctic hare and trapped mink, marten, otter, and beaver.  Shortly 
after leaving the dock we saw a moose lying on a tiny beach.  Guess he was enjoying a lazy life because he was still 
there when we returned.  All he did was look up at us and then go back to rest.

The fellow who sat behind us on the boat has been in the forestry business.  This came up because they were saying the 
pond must be lovely in the fall because of all the hardwoods.  What hardwoods I asked and what I had seen as firs had a 
lot of other species among them.  Anyway he told us that those stunted trees might be a couple of hundred years old. 
They are stunted because of the cold in winter but more so because their roots are in the damp bog, or as one of my 



friends used to say, they can’t grow because their feet are always wet.  Jerry asked about the piles of thin cut logs we 
see along the roads where they’ve been clearing for new telephone poles or road work.  Those small logs are not from 
young trees but from trees that are 100 years old and they are very dense.  This means they’re only good for the pulp 
mills because they make good paper fiber.  By dense he meant the tree rings are unusually compact and close together.

On the outward hike we paused at each of the interpretive signs where we learned more about the bogs and the fact that 
we had crossed over two ridges with bogs in between.  Also on the way out we saw two moose grazing nearby and 
Jerry got some good photos.  The day was mostly gone by then, but we had time to drive to the north end of the park 
and stop at all the interpretive signs on the way back to Rocky Harbor.  One viewpoint is where the S.S. Ethie (a 
combination sailing and steam ship) went down in a storm in 1919, but all aboard were saved, including an infant that 
was put in a postal bag and sent ashore.  There are huge rusting iron parts of this ship down on the beach that are slowly 
disintegrating.  Another stop was out to Broom Point that used to have a fishing village.  It still has some of the “stage 
heads” where they stored fishing supplies and “rooms” where they cleaned and salted the cod.

On the road out to Broom Point we saw three critters we thought might be foxes, but they didn’t fit our vision of foxes 
because they were pretty large and had huge “fluffy” tails.  Jerry immediately took photos through the windshield, then 
got out to take more but they were skittish.  He still had his right foot on the brake so I put the car in park and told him 
to take his foot off the brake so I could turn off the ignition.  Once it was quiet the foxes decided to stay and two even 
“play fought” a couple of times.  We really weren’t sure what they were, but then a couple of park rangers looked at the 
photos and said they definitely were foxes.  (Ahh, the beauty of digital cameras.  Instant replay!)  He said people feed 
them in spite of park rules not to feed any of the animals and then they stay near the roads and often get killed by cars. 
Remember that on Saturday Jerry thought he saw a wolf?  Well, we now know it was not a wolf because even though 
they were once plentiful they’re now extinct on this island.  However, it most likely was a coyote – much to our 
surprise.  Apparently some coyotes came over here from Nova Scotia on ice floes (some were seen which is how they 
know this) about 1950 and they’ve “taken over the island” in the ranger’s words.  I never would have thought we’d find 
coyotes up here because they’re so common in the southwestern U.S.  Shortly after leaving Broom Point we saw 
another moose grazing alongside the road.  I’m looking over Jerry’s shoulder as he works on the four-legged critter 
photos and they turned out pretty well.

By the time we got back to town it was after 6:00 and we were hungry so we found a little restaurant in town and had 
some simple food, ham and chicken.  Today we “did” the north side of the park and tomorrow we’ll “do” the south 
side.  We had a nice sunset tonight so are hoping for sunny skies because we have a couple of hikes in mind.

Tuesday, July 11, 2006

Another wonderful day in Newfoundland!  Or, more specifically, Gros Morne National Park.  This morning began with 
a short 6/10ths of a mile hike in a mixed fir and conifer forest to see the Southeast Brook Falls.  They are pretty 
impressive because they start as a brook or creek up at the level of the viewing platform.  Then they tumble down a 
rock face that is perhaps a 100 feet tall.  As we drove along the road we stopped at the various interpretive exhibits. 
Such an interesting area!  Our goal today was to reach the Gros Morne Discovery Center and the Lookout Trail.

When we were here in 1996 our favorite hike was to the Lookout, which is considered to be the most panoramic view 
in the entire park, so we had been looking forward to it.  What you have to know about this hike is that this trail goes up 
1,050 feet in one and three-quarters miles and it is up all the way, in most places steeply up.  Then it’s another one and 
three-quarters miles down that same 1,050 feet!  Well, we were ten years older this time, but we climbed a very steep 
mountain today!  And we were not disappointed.  It was just as glorious as before.  You look down on Bonne Bay 
which is a true fjord and still open to the sea.  You can see the little communities around the bay and all the various 
types of terrain in the area.

The first two-thirds of the hike is through “tuckamore” which is the Newfie term for the stunted balsam and spruce 
trees that grow in alpine areas and along the coast.  It’s dense enough that we might not have seen the two moose 
grazing about 20 feet from the path if someone hadn’t come back to tell us they were there.   Then the terrain opens up 
and changes into bogs over which they have built a boardwalk that seems to go on forever.  You reach some steps and 
think you’re at the top until you get to the top and see still another boardwalk and the viewing platform at what looks 
far ahead on the next rise.  The very last part up to the platform is really steep!  While on the boardwalk we saw 
occasional critter prints in the mud.  Mainly moose but some might have been caribou.



The plants were interesting.  In school I read about the Pitcher Plant that eats insects and always thought that was very 
odd.  It turns out the Pitcher Plant is the Provincial Flower of Newfoundland and Labrador and we saw hundreds of 
them today growing out of the peat bogs.  They’re part of the orchid family and are a deep red; actually quite pretty. 
They’re only one of several insect eating plants in the area.  Another plant that has beautiful pink clusters of flowers 
has had me puzzled because we’ve seen it in several of the provinces.  A lady on the trail said it’s blueberry in the 
flowering stage.  She pointed out how some of the flowers are starting to turn to berries that are still quite small, green, 
and she said after tasting one, somewhat sour.  In several areas there were five or six kinds of wildflowers.  Very pretty 
actually.

We stayed at the viewpoint for about an hour for rest and refreshments.  Another couple were there initially and we 
took one another’s pictures to prove we all had climbed that mountain.  Then a woman and her two youngest daughters 
came.  She was born and raised near St. John’s and now lives near Toronto.  Every year they come to visit her mother 
and they bought a small vacation house near her.  This year Dad hurt his Achilles tendon and was getting his cast off 
today.  Their oldest daughter and Dad will follow along later when he can travel again.  We met various others along 
the way, everyone encouraging everyone else because it is such a tough climb.

We stopped in the Discovery Center for a while on the way out.  It wasn’t here ten years ago and it is a very nice 
facility.  For example, to show how glaciers scar the rocks they have a piece of rock on which is a heavy rough iron bar 
that you slide down the rock to see how it makes grooves.  They also have a variety of exhibits showing how this 
unique place came into being.  One wall has a selection of absolutely gorgeous photographs by several photographers 
of things in the park.  One photographer, for example, specializes in fungi.  Another specializes in flowers.  All really 
first class photographs!

Finally it was time to head the 30 or so miles back to Rocky Harbor.  Stopped at a couple of exhibits we missed on the 
way out this morning.  After looking at one that showed two hanging valleys across from us we realized why the roads 
here have huge ups and downs.  As we drove down from that viewpoint we were driving down the front of a hanging 
valley that was carved out millennia ago by glaciers!  Quite amazing.

We saw a red fox on the way back tonight.  Unfortunately I think it might have been dead right next to the road.  Either 
that or he was laying low waiting for us to get off his road!  Shortly after that we saw a coyote and this time we were 
sure that’s what it was!  We were both very tired and hungry again tonight so went to the same restaurant as last night. 
Good simple food and no garlic in their mashed potatoes!  There’s no way I could have fixed dinner tonight and I’m 
very thankful to be sitting right now!  Undoubtedly tomorrow we’ll both be a little sore.

Tomorrow we’re off toward St. Anthony’s at the northwestern-most tip of Newfoundland.  We’ve been trying to decide 
whether to do it in one day or in a more leisurely fashion.  Would you believe our pace will be determined by icebergs? 
We’ve talked to the boat tour people up there and there’s one so far offshore now that they won’t commit to our success 
in seeing one.  We’ve gone on the website that tracks icebergs and know where they are, but whether the tour boats will 
go to any of those areas is another question.  In the meantime, I want to send this tonight because I don’t know when 
we’ll have a wi-fi again or if we’ll even have a cell signal.  Hope everyone is having a good summer!

Wednesday, July 12, 2006

The morning started out with rain.  Jerry said it awakened him about 2:00 a.m.  When we left Rocky Harbour, we also 
drove in some fog for awhile but the farther north we drove the better it got.  By this afternoon we had blue skies and 
sunshine.  Jerry had called the boat tour place in St. Anthony’s and it might be a couple of days before any icebergs are 
close enough to see.  There aren’t all that many this year so we’re not really expecting to see any – but we can hope! 
That meant we didn’t have to drive all day to St. Anthony’s.  Instead we stopped midway up the peninsula at St. Barbe 
where you get the ferry to Labrador.  Actually it goes to Blanc Sablon, Quebec which is right on the provincial border 
with Labrador.  The only paved road goes from an area south of Blanc Sablon to a little bit north of Red Bay.  We 
heard on the weather radio say this afternoon that with the clearing skies they’re expecting three sunny days so this is a 
good time for us to take a ferry ride and visit Labrador.

Tonight we’re parked in an RV park right next to the ferry.  We’ll leave the motorhome here and take the MDX to 
Labrador tomorrow morning.  We even found a hose this afternoon and washed some of the grime off the MDX.  Now 



we’ll be able to see out the windows!  It’s not great, but a whole lot better than it was!  We’ll spend one night over 
there and will return Friday evening so we’ll stay here in St. Barbe Friday night.  Apparently the town fathers saw a 
need for secure RV parking while people go to Labrador so they set up this RV park.  It’s not fancy – mainly a gravel 
parking lot – but some people have 20-amp shore power and they have showers, a laundry, a kitchen, and even a 
meeting room for groups.

We explored some of the little villages around here this afternoon.  Most are residential and a couple don’t have any 
businesses at all.  A couple have fisheries.  In Anchor Harbour we saw one fishing boat, the Blair Mariner, that was 
high and dry in the mud.  Jerry said it almost looked like it was intentionally grounded, but we couldn’t imagine why 
anyone would do that when there’s a perfectly good harbor and dock available.  By the way, throughout Newfoundland 
we’ve noticed that people’s trash bins are shaped similarly to rounded lobster traps.  They may be painted various 
colors, but the shape is consistent throughout the province.  Our plastic or metal cans are so boring by comparison!

On the way up here we finally figured out signs we’ve been seeing that say “Chip van, 3 km.”  We now know a chip 
van is a snack shack on wheels where you can get fish and chips (French fries), etc.  By the way, up here they serve 
both white and red vinegar with chips.  The 3 km of course says in three kilometers which is about two miles (multiply 
the number of kilometers by six to get the miles roughly).

Also, we’re starting to see little vegetable gardens out in the middle of nowhere.  Gardening is quite a challenge up here 
because most of the land is peat bogs and/or permafrost.  They can’t garden in a bog because it’s too wet and they can’t 
destroy permafrost because that damages the delicate ecological balance.  As a result, people go out and find little 
patches that are dry and unfrozen on which to plant their veggies.  These little plots may be several miles from any 
villages.  They tend to put a fence around it to keep out the critters.  The most amazing thing is to be driving along a 
raised two-lane highway and come upon a car that’s half on the pavement and half off with the driver working in a 
garden nearby.  There are precious few roads up here, so they park as close to their plots as they can get.  People also 
stop to talk in the middle of the road and think nothing of finishing their conversation while you wait, or as we 
observed, having people drive around them for a full half hour!  People here say, “Relax, you’re on Newfoundland time 
now.”  By the way I mentioned the raised highway.  We think they raise the road bed to protect the land.  When we left 
Gros Morne today a sign on the highway said this is a “protected road.”  When you read the fine print it says you 
cannot build anything along it without permission and we again suspect it’s to protect the environment.

The other thing we noticed much more today was huge stacks of raw wood logs.  Most seem to have some kind of a 
number on a sign on the stack.  We’re not sure, but we think it’s the local people who gather up cut timber, cut it into 
specific lengths, and then perhaps contract with a pulp mill.  The number on the stack probably identifies it for the 
driver who comes to pick it up.  Just outside of St. Barbe I saw a dirt road that had very neat stacks of wood piled up 
for about a quarter mile on each side of the road.  You never saw so many logs in your life!

Another thing we saw this afternoon on our tour of the villages was working sleighs.  Some of them were near the big 
stacks of wood so we could picture them being used in winter to bring wood into town for fireplaces.  Others were in 
people’s yards along with their lobster traps and other working implements.  We even saw an ancient snow cat with 
front tires and rear treads.  Our ferry leaves at 8:00 a.m. so I’d best get to bed.

Thursday, July 13, 2006

Hot dog!  It was sunny this morning when we got up.  Hurried off to the Apollo ferry which left pretty much on time. 
It takes 90 minutes to get from St. Barbe NF to Blanc Sablon in Quebec.  Going to Quebec to get to Labrador may 
sound odd, but Blanc Sablon in right on the border with Labrador and they clearly have a better, more sheltered harbor 
so it makes sense to have the ferry dock there.  As we were leaving St. Barbe we were able to see that the beached 
fishing boat we saw yesterday at Anchor Harbor is still beached.

We were lucky to have such a beautiful day to make our 21 nautical miles (or 23.5 land miles) crossing of the Belle Isle 
Strait.  We learned while in Labrador that this Strait is very treacherous but mariners have used it for centuries to get to 
Europe because it cuts 200 miles off their voyage than if they were to go south of Newfoundland and then veer north 
for England or Ireland.  Because it was such a clear day we were able to see Labrador from Newfoundland and vice 
versa.  This would not have been the case farther south because the Strait is much wider there.  As we approached 
Labrador we could see fewer trees, sandy beaches with dunes, and LOTS of rocks.



Before leaving St. Barbe Jerry had set our GPS for Red Bay, Labrador.  Sure enough, it took us right to the ferry dock 
and told us to board the ferry!  We couldn’t believe what we heard!  When we disembarked it led us the 48 or so miles 
to Red Bay.  On the way we stopped at L’Anse au Clair, which is the first town in Labrador, to get a room at the 
Northern Light Inn.  Now when you talk about towns in Labrador many are nothing more than villages.  L’Anse au 
Loup is huge with a population of 631,  L’Anse au Clair and Red Bay both have populations of 264, while L’Anse 
Amour only has eight.  As we got closer to Red Bay we noticed more trees, but they weren’t exactly large.

Our goal was the National Historic Site at Red Bay.  This was much more interesting than we expected.  As early as the 
1540s the Basques were coming to Red Bay to catch Right Whales.  They came for both summer and winter migrations 
so from the 1540s through 1640 Red Bay was a whaling station.  The whales they wanted were the North Atlantic 
Right Whale.  These whales got their name because they moved slowly and floated more than other whales so they 
were easy to catch and therefore the “right” one to catch.  The interesting thing about the Basques is that they are said 
to have “invented” whaling because they were successfully whaling as early as the 12th Century.  In fact they were so 
successful at catching the whales closer to home that they depleted the supply and had to go farther to find another 
supply which is why they ended up in Labrador.  Eventually they also depleted the North Atlantic Right Whale 
population, but by then the need for whale oil was also diminishing.  The Basques created a market for whale oil once 
people learned it burned cleaner and brighter in their lamps.  The whale oil was obtained by a process called “flensing” 
which was mincing the blubber so it could be put into large cauldrons for rendering.  After boiling down the blubber, 
they put it into cold water which solidified the fat and enabled them to remove the impurities.  After this process it was 
allowed to reach room temperature and was put into barrels for shipment to Europe.  Other parts of the whale were used 
for other commercial uses.  For example, the Right Whale has in its mouth something called Baleen.  This is used to 
filter out unwanted debris that the whale swallows as he swims.  The Baleen is made of the same material as human 
hair and fingernails.  In fact, when you touch a piece of dry baleen the loosened ends feel just like coarse hair and the 
hard part feel like our nails.

The Interpretation Center was beautifully done with narrative boards and many items they’ve found in the area having 
to do with the Basque whaling era as well as ships that have sunk.  One item of particular interest to us was the oldest 
complete Binnacle Box they’ve ever found.  A binnacle box was used by the captain and it contained the compass, 
astrolabe, and candles.  They have a 400 year old boat called a Chalupa which was used by the Basques.  They call this 
particular type of boat a Chalupa which is derived from an old Spanish word meaning “bow” as in the bow of a boat. 
On Saturday (tomorrow) a replica of a chalupa is to arrive at Red Bay from Quebec via Newfoundland and they are 
having a big celebration.  After leaving the National Historic Site Interpretation Center we were flagged down by a 
young lady who needed a ride to the school.  It turns out she was in Red Bay for the Saturday celebrations and had been 
dropped off in town.  She is from Spain and is Basque, hence her special interest.  She said something about reporting 
this big event and her photographer is on the boat coming to Red Bay.  Anyway, she was late to meet her group at the 
school which was a couple of miles away.  She also had on sandals that weren’t appropriate for a hike and only a 
sweater so she was freezing and happy to get into a warm car while we took her to the school.  Lovely girl and her 
group was obviously waiting for her because they started piling into vehicles as soon as she arrived.

After that we got back on track and went to the Community Center where they have a real skeleton of a Right Whale. 
Two girls were docents and quite knowledgeable about the whales.  One will be a senior in high school this year.  She 
has moved in and out of Red Bay with her family but keeps coming back to help care for her grandmother.  The older 
girl goes to school in St. John’s and comes home for the summer.  She’s in Sociology and eventually wants to join the 
RCMP.  The youngest girl said there’s nothing for young people there.  The opening of the National Historic Site has 
helped the local economy but is seasonal.  She doesn’t know what she’s going to do with her life but knows it won’t be 
in Red Bay.

On the way back to our inn we stopped at L’Anse Amour which roughly translates into Cove of Love.  Ironically they 
believe it originally was called Cove of the Dead and the word for dead got mangled into love.  Many ships have gone 
down here so they built a lighthouse that is the tallest in Atlantic Canada.  Yes, we climbed the 128 steps to the 
enclosed top and what a wonderful view it was – Newfoundland across the Belle Isle Strait, fishing boats, harbors, 
wonderful rocks below that looked like squares.  The wall at the base was more than six feet thick because it has to 
withstand winds that blow here more than 124 miles per hour!   It contains very interesting exhibits about the 
lighthouse keepers as well as several dozen beautifully done sketches of local scenes.  The latter were by an 
outstanding sketch artist.



On the way to the lighthouse we stopped at the L’Anse Amour Burial Mound.  It is the earliest known funeral 
monument in the new world.  The mound contained a Maritime Archaic Indian child who died more than 7,500 years 
ago.  She was found wrapped in skins and surrounded by a number of artifacts.  It’s archaeological importance is that 
the child was obviously prepared for burial and there was an observance of the child’s life reflected in the artifacts. 
Apparently a fire was built over the site and then carefully covered with rocks.

The ladies up here still use their clotheslines and we saw some that were interesting enough to photograph.  One went 
from the back porch and across the road to the telephone pole.  Some had steps up to them, and most used a pulley 
system.

Tonight we ate in the inn dining room.  They were able to make us a veggie pizza without garlic.  The first pizza we’ve 
had since leaving LV almost three months ago.  Yummy!  The inn isn’t fancy, but clean and certainly more comfortable 
than a Motel 6.  We even had cable TV!  Not many stations, but from the U.S.  We watched a black and white Henry 
Fonda movie and the tail end of a Big Brother segment.  Wow!

Friday, July 14, 2006

We actually heard some real news this morning from CBS-Boston.  And real weather!  We decided last night that we 
will have “done” this part of Labrador by noon and don’t want to wait for the evening ferry so after checking out of the 
inn we went down to the ferry terminal in Blanc Sablon.  No luck changing reservations.  They only change 
reservations and sell tickets within an hour of leaving.  Okay, it was worth a try.  At least we learned there most likely 
would be room for us.

So back into Labrador and back up to the lighthouse.  In 1922 the H.M.S. Raleigh sank near the lighthouse and the iron 
pieces washed ashore.  Jerry wanted to take the Raleigh Trail to see what was left.  It sounded like a good idea at the 
time and it was interesting.  But we didn’t know about Labrador’s biting black flies.  Even though we had on jackets 
and I had on a head covering and gloves, they really did a number on me, especially the left neck and face.  Thankfully 
I had oral Benedryl with me and some lotion.  But that isn’t enough.  These bites are itchier than mosquito bites – more 
like the No-see-ums in Florida.  They make big welts.  They’re like gnats and cluster around you, but when you have a 
chance to see one up close on the other side of a window, they look like very small flies.  We were afraid to even talk. 
Boy, we couldn’t get out of there fast enough!  What’s funny is we didn’t see any yesterday, just today.  Apparently 
Labrador has them from mid-July to September.  Wish we had our mosquito hats out there!

We drove back down toward the ferry and even checked out the Blanc Sablon airport.  They can handle small jets and 
there are two feeder airlines with counters at the airport.  Blanc Sablon was bigger than the other villages we saw in 
Labrador.  The biggest thing we noticed is the houses in Labrador tend to be white with color trim.  In Blanc Sablon 
they tend to be more varied and brighter colors.  By 11:00 we were in the standby line and there was plenty of room for 
us all.  We left promptly at 1:30 and by 3:30 we were back in the motorhome, had everything stowed, and were on the 
road to St. Anthony’s.

We’re in a nice campground at St. Anthony’s, although it’s 30-amp power and no sewer, no cell, and only one TV 
channel.  Tonight we drove into St. Anthony’s, which was discovered by Jacques Cartier in 1534.  With only 3,000 
population (it used to be 4,000 but the young people have left to find work elsewhere) it’s the biggest town we’ve seen 
since Grand Falls.  We had dinner at the Lightkeepers Café at the end of the point looking out to sea.  It’s actually in an 
old lightkeeper’s home but seriously updated with white walls and red trim.  Jerry had a good baked cod and I had good 
scallops, not large but locally caught and well prepared.  On the way back we found a drugstore to get more stuff for 
my bites and Jerry will be using it too because he got a few too.

By the way we finally figured out that the reason our cell phone batteries have been going down so fast is because 
we’ve been in so many analog areas.  When the phone sees analog it wants digital and keeps searching for it so the 
batteries run down faster.  For this reason when we’re in a No Service area we’ve been turning our phones off to save 
the batteries.

Saturday, July 15, 2006



Another itchy day!  These fly bites produce big red welts and intense itching.  At least the day itself was interesting.

We went north to another UNESCO World Heritage Site, L’Anse aux Meadows, which is the only proven Viking site 
in North America.  The Norse came to L’Anse aux Meadows 1,000  years ago and stayed off and on for up to 25 years. 
Each group that came stayed for two to three years and then returned to Greenland.  Erik the Red had been born in 
Norway but, being somewhat of a scoundrel, he needed to find a different place to live.  A true Norseman and sailor, he 
began moving west until he reached Greenland where he settled and where his son Leif Erikson was born.  Leif also 
grew up to be a sailor and explorer.  In Greenland, as resources like trees dwindled, it became necessary to find a new 
place to settle and Leif set out to find that place.  The Norse method of exploration meant that they were never out of 
sight of land for more than two days at a time which meant they skirted around the islands of the North Atlantic – 
western Greenland, Baffin Island, Labrador, and Newfoundland.  Leif eventually arrived at L’Anse aux Meadows 
where there is a bay, making it a good place for a base camp during further exploration.  Today the water of the bay is 
farther out from the Norse village than it was 1,000 years ago.  At that time the world was coming out of a minor Ice 
Age and it was getting warmer which meant glaciers were melting, thereby raising the water level.  In addition, a 
process called glacial rebound was taking place on land previously compressed by the weight of heavy glaciers but 
which now was able to expand and rise higher in elevation.  The area around L’Anse aux Meadows is wind swept and 
has sparse vegetation.  It is typical Tuckamore which is not a specific type of vegetation but the way it grows.  For 
example, a tree that grows here cannot grow straight because of the constant wind.  Instead it bends inland and away 
from the sea.  The side that is toward the sky eventually loses all its needles (most of the trees here are firs) but the 
underside has lush new growth.  This is what Newfies call Tuckamore.  In addition there is Labrador Tea which is a 
low-lying bush of the rhododendron family, as well as Crowberry and Bunchberry, both of which grow like a ground 
cover.  There also are numerous wild berries, including blueberry and partridgeberry.

As to the Vikings, how do we know they were really here?  In the 1960s a Norwegian couple by the name of Dr. Helge 
Ingstad (an historian and explorer) and his wife Anne Stine Ingstad (an archaeologist) were determined to prove the 
existence of the legendary site of Vinland spoken about in the Norse Sagas.  They lived on their boat for years as they 
went along the North American coastline from Rhode Island up to Greenland.  During this time they spoke with many 
locals asking questions that might lead them to Vinland.  Eventually they spoke with George Decker of L’Anse aux 
Meadows who showed them some mounds he had always wondered about.  (The cemetery at the village of L’Anse aux 
Meadows has numerous headstones with the Decker name.)  Twelve years later the Ingstads had determined through 
painstaking digs that these grassy mounds were indeed remnants of eight Eleventh Century Norse buildings.  Their 
work was continued by Parks Canada archaeologists who eventually determined there was nothing left to find.

One of the most important buildings found was an iron forge and furnace hut near Black Duck Brook.  The area’s bogs 
contain iron ore of very poor quality so the Norse had to make a sod forge and furnace where the bog ore could be 
roasted in a charcoal pit kiln.  Bits of slag, a byproduct of making iron, were dumped down the small hill toward the 
brook and eventually were found by the researchers who knew the aboriginal inhabitants of the area had no iron-
making capability.  The amount of slag found led researchers to conclude that the Norsemen only produced seven to 
nine pounds of iron at this site.  It was a lot of work to get even this much iron because the ore was of such poor quality 
that it took many steps to remove the impurities.  The amount of iron made here would have been used to make 
approximately 100 nails that could replace broken nails in their ships.  By the way, the forge and furnace would have 
been placed near a brook so water would be available to cool the iron and also to put out accidental fires.  Furthermore, 
the blacksmith was an important person because the Vikings would not have been able to return to Greenland if they 
did not have new nails to repair their ships.

Other buildings housed from 70 to 90 people, including the blacksmith, the leader of the expedition (Leif), sailors, 
several women, and even some slaves.  We learned that these slaves actually had rights and could not be mistreated so 
even though they may have been on the lowest rung of the social ladder, they lived as well as the sailors.  The Norse 
Sagas of the 1200s say some children were actually born here but there is no proof of this.  The women had their jobs, 
just as the men did.  They know several women were here because some loom pieces were found and it is the women 
who would have carded and spun the wool from the sheep they brought with them.  By the way, women also had rights 
in Norse society and it appears that when the leader of the expedition went off exploring, his wife would have been left 
in charge of the encampment.  The aforementioned Norse Sagas of the 1200s also imply that one reason the settlement 
was disbanded was because the men were fighting over the few women.  The Innut were the aboriginals of the area and 
apparently there were some skirmishes with them.  The Norse called the aboriginals “Skraelings” and it is entirely 
possible that conflict with the natives was another reason they abandoned the settlement.



The buildings were sod huts with walls six feet thick.  The first layer would have been sod, the second layer would 
have been a mixture of sand and gravel, and the third layer also would have been sod.  The roofs had wood beams 
overlaid with sod.  With a fire in the center of each room and a hole above it to allow the smoke to escape, the people 
would have been reasonably warm in winter, but the winters are so harsh here that game would have been less plentiful 
and winter would have been very difficult.  One particularly important find in a corner of a room was a bronze pin that 
would have been used to hold the ends of a shawl together.  Again, the aboriginals had no bronze making capability 
and this type of pin was used by the Norse.  The garbage dump was a goldmine for the archaeologists because it 
contained hulls of butternuts which do not grow north of New Brunswick so it is reasonable to assume the Vikings 
explored at least that far south.  In addition they found bits of pottery, jewelry, and other items that prove the Viking 
presence here.

The original excavated Viking building walls were covered with earth to keep them intact should anyone in the future 
want to do further archaeological research of the site.  So that we can get a better idea of how the Vikings lived in this 
outpost, Parks Canada has built an exact reproduction of the original village a few hundred feet away.  Today people in 
period costumes are in each room to interpret different aspects of Viking life.  We then returned to the visitor center 
where we saw a video about the discovery of L’Anse aux Meadows that included interviews with the Ingstads.  Finally 
we saw the various museum pieces, including runestones.  Remember when we visited Kensington MN earlier in this 
trip and saw the Kensington Runestone?  While visiting there we knew we would be coming here so Jerry bought a 
video about the Kensington Runestone to give to the staff here.  The people we spoke with had all heard about the 
Kensington Runestone and were interested in seeing this tape.

By now we were both hungry so we went to the Norseman Restaurant in the village of L’Anse aux Meadows where we 
had a lovely butternut squash soup and sandwich.  After that we went a short distance to Norstead, an entire recreated 
village and port of trade of the Viking era.  This hypothetical village even included a church.  The Viking era was a 
time of transition between paganism and Christianity and at least one of the Erikson wives had converted to 
Christianity.  The costumed interpreters at Norstead share the Viking crafts and lifestyle with visitors.

By then we had seen enough history and shifted to driving around to many of the small villages.  The northern 
peninsula actually has three smaller peninsulas at the northern tip and we had time to visit two of them.  Some are 
really quaint, but I’d sure have a hard time living in such a remote place.  We’ve noticed quite a bit of fireweed in this 
area.  The last time we saw fireweed was in Alaska where it’s something of a weather forecaster.  It flowers from the 
bottom up.  Alaskans say when the blossoms are half way up the stem you’d better start preparing for winter and when 
they’re at the top it’s time to go south.  Here in Newfoundland the blossoms are almost half way up the stem and if the 
stacks of logs we’ve been seeing are any indication, people here are already busy preparing for winter.

 By 5:00 we had done enough sightseeing and started back to the motorhome.  Saw two more moose grazing alongside 
the road and Jerry got some good photos of the one.  Still no cell signal and every time we turn on the TV the one 
channel we can get has equestrian championships or football.

Sunday, July 16, 2006

Sunday in Newfoundland gets off to a slow start.  People have to go to church so not much is open until noon or 1:00 
p.m.  Nevertheless, about 10:00 we started into St. Anthony because we needed to get gas in the MDX.  The fuel 
pumps here give you two choices:  Regular or Premium with no Mid-Grade like we have in the U.S.  We just looked at 
the receipt and it only gives the total price without the amount of gas.  As a result I can tell you we paid C$76.88 or 
US$70.69 to fill the MDX which was down to 1/8th of a tank, but I can’t convert it to US dollars per US gallon.

Jerry tried to get news on the TV this morning, but CBC announced they were starting programming for the day and 
put on a cartoon.  Over the next couple of hours we checked every half hour and nothing but cartoons.  On the way into 
St. Anthony we tried the radio on both AM and FM.  Finally got the beginning of a news cast which they started with 
the replay of a March program on some type of off-the-wall medicine that they knew we would want to hear again! 
Heck, we didn’t hear it the first time and didn’t want to hear it this time so turned it off.  It’s like they don’t know 
there’s another world out there.  On the TV every morning they replay the previous evening news broadcast – including 
the weather, go to a cartoon, and then give today’s broadcast.  The whole TV situation here is really bizarre!



Eventually we went out to the end of the point where we ate the other evening.  Next door to the restaurant is a gift 
shop/museum/information center.  The man who runs it and a young man we took to be his son were both really nice. 
We asked about the taste of moose and the man said come over to the counter where he zapped in the microwave a few 
bites of moose stew his wife had made.  It tasted just like beef stew but was a tad chewier and not at all gamey.  They 
said caribou is similar in taste but somewhat gamier.  The cuts of moose meat are the same as beef so there are 
tenderloins, etc.  He said he usually shoots one moose a year (they’re proliferating too fast) and that gives them a 
freezer full of meat so they make a little extra to give out as samples to curious visitors like us.  He also has a very 
interesting little museum, the centerpiece of which is a polar bear – stuffed of course.  The Eskimos are still allowed to 
hunt polar bears and an Eskimo lady sold this one to him after skinning it, which he then took to a taxidermist.  He said 
it arrived in a small box and they couldn’t believe it was really going to turn into a life-size polar bear.  It took the 
taxidermist a couple of weeks to cure the skins and do his thing, but he did a beautiful job.  Other displays had to do 
with the different kinds of whales (with dry baleens to touch), icebergs that are classed by both size and shape, fish in 
Newfoundland waters, the roadside gardens and stacks of wood I mentioned previously, the U.S. military presence near 
St. Anthony’s during WW II, the “mummers” who dress up and knock on people’s doors during the 12 days of 
Christmas, etc.  Very nicely done little museum.  We asked the young man about the wood piles and he told us that 
people buy a plot of land that has trees on it and then cut down the trees to use as firewood in the winter.  They are for 
personal use and are not sold to mills.  That explains why we’ve seen sleighs near wood piles.  The numbers we’ve 
seen on various stacks are the owner’s telephone number in case there’s a problem.

By then it was time for a grilled cheese sandwich so we went next door to the restaurant.  Eventually we checked out 
both grocery stores and got a few things.  I have a page of items to get once we’re back in the U.S. – things I can’t find 
here, like black beans, rye bread, and cornbread.  After taking the stuff back to the RV we started exploring some of the 
nearby towns.  It was foggy in St. Anthony, but it cleared up inland and then got foggy again at each little village.  First 
we took the main road out of St. Anthony to its end at Goose Cove, then went north of towns to Straitsview and 
Quirpon.

At Quirpon the Roberts family has restored (mainly painted the outside a bright red with white trim) their stages or 
fishing rooms so we finally got to go inside a couple of real Rooms.  Two are currently being used for storage, but the 
larger of the three is still being used.  The cutting table had been used recently and the whole place smells fishy!  There 
were rubberized suits the fishermen wear when at sea.  Two of the three buildings have two stories.  We went upstairs 
in the big one and it was full of fishing nets, marker buoys to mark the location of their lobster or crab traps, and all 
manner of things.  The buildings usually are built on a unique piling and jut out over the water.  They take good sized 
logs and put them together in a square shape then fill the “box” with huge rocks or boulders.  These become the 
foundation or support on which the buildings rest.  The largest Roberts Room was mainly on land, but the deck out in 
back to which they would unload the cod was on these boxes.  The Roberts Rooms are part of a province-wide effort to 
identify and maintain fisheries heritage buildings because many are being allowed to disintegrate as the fisheries 
industry has declined.

Coming back toward town Great Bachat has built a really nice wooden boardwalk and stairs up to a viewing platform at 
the end of the point.  It was too foggy to see much, but Jerry managed to get a couple of photos.  On that path I found a 
bakeapple to taste.  These are small berries, not apples, and people say they have an apricot flavor.  I didn’t think so, 
but they’re a tad on the tart side now because they’re not quite ripe.  We also checked out St. Anthony Bight and St. 
Carols.  Again, both are little fishing villages in well protected coves.  In fact, Anthony Bight reminded us of the well 
protected harbor of Quidi Vidi near St. John’s.  They are shaped like round bowls with high hills all around except at 
the mouth of the cove.  You can see why the fishermen chose these coves that afford maximum protection for their 
boats.  In St. Anthony Bight we saw a very colorful totem pole that is 16 feet tall.  The carver cut the spruce tree and 
five years later put it in his front yard.  It has images of a whitecoat seal, a Viking, a polar bear, a codfish, a 
Newfoundland man, a Newfoundland woman, and it is topped with a seagull.  Very interesting and representative of 
the province.

It just started raining, not hard.  Tomorrow we start south toward the ferry.

Monday, July 17, 2006

It was still raining this morning.  When Jerry was hooking up in the rain the man next door commented he sure was 
glad he didn’t have to drive in the rain.  Jerry thought the opposite:  We lucked out again, sightseeing was done on dry 



days and driving is done on wet days.  Guess it’s all a matter of perspective!  Today we drove 125 miles from St. 
Anthony to the town of Port aux Choix which translates from the French to Port of Three Choices because there are 
three bays here and fishermen could use any of the three.  The road up here is not in the best of shape and seeing 
potholes that are full of water is unnerving at best.  What we’re calling peat heaves (in Alaska they’re frost heaves) also 
are harder to see on a wet road.  Anyway, by early afternoon we were set up in the Oceanside RV Park where the surf is 
crashing tonight.  The sites are in one long row so we all face the Gulf of St. Lawrence.  Early this evening a couple of 
kids were out in the water with an air mattress on which they were trying to ride the surf unsuccessfully.  They must 
have been freezing because that water is cold.

One part of our drive today was very interesting.  There are several sections that are not bogs.  Instead they’re very 
rocky sections called Limestone Barrens.  The limestone part is self-evident because the rocks are of calcium 
carbonate, either limestone or dolomite, so they look whitish in color.  The barrens part is self-evident if you see this 
area.  It looks like a green and white rock-strewn moonscape, but it’s not as barren as it looks.  There are a number of 
rare and endangered plants here on the Limestone Barrens which is what makes it an important botanic area.  Of the 
298 species of plants considered rare in Newfoundland, 104 grow in this area, and 22 of these species are found 
nowhere else in the world.  We wished we could have seen some of these vibrantly colored flowers, but at only a few 
inches in height they’re too small to be seen when traveling at 40-50 mph on a raised roadbed with zero pullouts so you 
can’t stop to gawk.  If you’re interested in botany, the three rarest plants here are the Barrens willow, Long’s braya, and 
Fernald’s braya.  By the way, 400 million years ago this was a vast tropical marine shelf that lay along ancient North 
America’s edge.  During the last 10,000 years, the limestone barrens emerged from glacial ice and marine flooding.  As 
bedrock is exposed to air and frost, the rocks split into odd patterns such as frost boils and stone circles.  We didn’t see 
anything like that but some rocks look like they were cut into squares.

Our reason for coming to Port aux Choix is the Port aux Choix National Historic Site.  We were here ten years ago 
when the park was relatively new and in temporary quarters.  Now they have a nice new visitor center with good 
exhibits.  Port aux Choix is important because people have been coming to this area for 5,500 years.  Several 
archaeological sites have proven the occupation of four distinct aboriginal cultures.  First were the Maritime Archaic 
Indians from 3500 B.C. to 1200 B.C.  These people were direct descendants of the first people who lived on the North 
American continent after migrating from Siberia over the Bering Strait (the former landmass known as Beringia) more 
than 12,000 years ago.  Excavations have found well preserved human remains and many grave items that show the 
Maritime Archaics lived healthy lives and had elaborate burial ceremonies.  Second were the Groswater Palaeoeskimos 
who were descendants of a Siberian hunting population that crossed the Bering Strait some 5,000 to 4,000 years ago. 
Some of these people stayed in Alaska while others crossed the Canadian Arctic and reached Newfoundland about 
2,800 years ago.  The Groswaters were here from 800 B.C. to 100 A.D.  They lived in small family groups and were 
nomads who moved seasonally depending on the availability of food.  The third group were the Dorset Palaeoeskimos 
who replaced the Groswaters, being here from 100 A.D. to 700 A.D.  Like the previous two cultures the Dorsets hunted 
sea mammals but they had semi-permanent settlements where several families gathered.  Finally, the Recent Indians 
were here about 0 A.D. to 1200 A.D.  Their later successors had contact with Europeans, by which time they were 
known as Beothuks.  I mentioned in a previous letter Shanawdithit, the last Beothuk, who died in 1829.  By now the 
Europeans had arrived, first the French and then the English who came and stayed.  All of these groups came to Port 
aux Choix because of its rich marine resources, particularly the fish, seals, and whales.  When we visited this area ten 
years ago we hiked over the bogs to see the depressions left by the various inhabitants.  Shall we say Jerry was not 
impressed?  An archaeologist he would never be!  Today we climbed the steps to the start of the trail but it was too wet 
to go further – much to Jerry’s relief!  That same area today is an active dig.  The archaeologists have learned a lot 
about these aboriginals during the intervening ten years since we visited.  Instead of a wet hike to look at what Jerry 
calls “mounds” we went around town to the various sites and read the interpretive signs.  Each culture’s artifacts have 
been found in specific sites around Port aux Choix.  We also saw a replica of a French oven.  By the Treaty of Utrecht 
the French were not allowed to make permanent settlements here, but they found plenty of remains, including their 
ovens for making bread.

The old park visitor center has now been turned into a local Cultural Center.  Outside they have a replica of a Basque 
Chalupa boat like the one that was to arrive from Quebec in Red Bay, Labrador last Saturday.  We noticed that they 
used a slightly different spelling here, Chalupe.  It has two masts, three sets of oars, and a steering oar similar to 
Venetian gondolas.  Inside the folks have collected all kinds of “stuff” their ancestors used in daily life.  The lady who 
explained things to us said her father was the lighthouse keeper and she grew up out on the point.  Her mother died 
three years ago at age 94.  One nice thing they have done was to talk with all the elderly residents to obtain oral 



histories which have been transcribed into notebooks on each person, including photographs.  It’s a nice thing to do for 
future generations.  Out on the porch they have an engine from a WW II era B-27 bomber.  Jerry was commenting as 
we walked by that it looked like it had been in a crash.  Sure enough, it happened nearby and they showed us photos of 
people going out in boats to look at the wreckage because there were no roads then.

After driving around town we came back to the RV and tried the satellite TV again.  We figured if it won’t work here 
it’s not going to work until we get closer to the U.S. because the southwestern skies are out over the water and this is a 
“clear shot” toward the satellites.  No such luck.  We’re still too far north and east.  We then went to dinner at a place 
across the street from the docks and enjoyed watching the fishing boats come and go.  Speaking of fishing reminds me 
of something we saw while driving around the St. Anthony area.  Some of the fishermen use purse seine nets that are 
huge things they throw into the water and draw fish into the circle of the net.  We saw them used in Alaska.  Up in St. 
Anthony we saw them lying out in the middle of nowhere (kind of like the vegetable gardens and stacks of wood) – all 
spread out.  They take a lot of room and it must be hard to find a flat place large enough to lay one out for inspection 
and repairs.  Nothing is easy up here!

It’s misting and foggy.  The fog horns are sounding and it’s kind of eerie.

Tuesday, July 18, 2006

Today we drove south to Rocky Harbor where we have wi-fi so I can get this sent.  Many of the gas stations along the 
way are called Gas Bars.  Not sure where that came from, except they also have dairy bars where you can get ice cream 
and other food.  There were several areas where the wildflowers were blooming profusely and were really pretty with 
lots of colors.

We really only made one stop which was at The Arches.  This is one of the limestone areas where the ocean bottom 
was exposed after the water level dropped.  There is a huge rock on the edge of the beach that once was large and today 
has multiple arches.  The one rock has four different arches you can walk under at low tide.  It looked like there used to 
be more arches on either side that have since collapsed.  The remaining ones may not exist in a couple hundred years. 
Getting into the viewpoint was one of the difficult kind where we had to unhitch the toad in order to maneuver around a 
poorly placed middle planter.  We didn’t know until later that there was a loop we could have driven around.  Oh well.

After arriving in Rocky Harbor Jerry tried the TV again to no avail.  We’re still much too far east.  In the meantime I 
started a load of wash.  We haven’t had a sewer for more than a week and have quite a bit stacked up.  How can two 
people get so many dirty clothes?  I know.  We start out in jeans and change into shorts midday.  Of course some are 
the towels we wipe our feet on because campgrounds can be pretty muddy and messy.  I also got a chance to vacuum 
up some of the debris.  The outside of both the car and RV are filthy.  Jerry’s hosed the dirt off the car a couple of times 
but carwashes are a rarity up here.  A beautiful new Country Coach pulled in next to us and they’ve just arrived in 
Newfoundland.  Seems they’re afraid to drive it up to St. Anthony after driving around the Gaspe.  I can’t imagine why 
you own a motorhome if you plan to take your toad for a week or so and stay in motels!  We only did it to Labrador 
because we knew we wouldn’t stay long and the paved road is only about 50 miles long.  Oh yes and they’re wondering 
if the inn in Labrador will allow their dog.  Not likely.  One good thing about this province is there’s no smoking in any 
public building, and no exclusions like bars.  Love it!

Wednesday, July 19, 2006

Here we are, still in Rocky Harbour, NF.  This was a somewhat more leisurely day that began with putting another load 
of wash in before going for a short hike on the nearby Mattie Mitchell trail.  Mattie Mitchell (his anglicized name) was 
a Mi’kmaq Indian who was very instrumental in helping the white settlers, among other things, find large sulphide 
deposits that became a mainstay of Buchans.  He was a mountain man in the true sense of the word – it was said that he 
knew every nook and cranny of Newfoundland.  One of his exploits involved leading a herd of 50 imported reindeer 
across the Long Range Mountains in the middle of January.  Even though food was in short supply and it was an 
extremely difficult crossing, every man and animal made the journey successfully, thanks to his expertise as a hunter, 
trapper, prospector, and guide.  The Long Range Mountains run north to south in the middle of the Great Northern 
Peninsula which we have just explored.  The southern end of the mountains is here at Gros Morne National Park and 
we will cross them much more easily when we leave here to rejoin the Trans Canada Highway on our way to the ferry. 



It was interesting that the signs on the Mitchell trail were not only in English and French, the two official languages of 
Canada, but also in the Indian dialect of Mattie Mitchell’s people.

After that we came back into town where Jerry got a much-needed haircut, I went into the local “grocereteria”, and we 
had lunch.  Then we went out to the Lobster Cove Lighthouse where we did another short hike around the perimeter. 
You sure can see why they needed these lighthouses!  As we looked down on the shore from the point below the 
lighthouse, it had huge rocks along the shoreline that stretched out for 50 feet or more.  These would easily put a 
fishing boat in dire straits.  One family on the trail had kids who were busily hunting for wild strawberries and what 
they called dewberries which were bright red and tasted somewhat like a raspberry.  These are all tiny berries compared 
to, say, our blueberries or blackberries.  In fact, the one they call partridgeberry is bright red and about the size of a 
pyracantha berry.  All the restaurants have cheesecake with these berry sauces, as well as sundaes with them.  Even the 
large grocery stores that have bakeries sell pies with these berries and every souvenir store has various berry jams.

After the second hike we came back to the RV because Jerry decided to try to clean the front of the motorhome.  Boy, 
some of those bugs are really baked on and have probably been with us since Utah because this is the first time we’ve 
stopped long enough to clean it.  We both worked on the front and Jerry also did one side and the back which by then 
were in the shade.  We’ve decided to stay here another day, so tomorrow we’ll do the other side and the wheels.  It 
won’t be perfect, but a heck of a lot better than it was!

Our next door neighbors here are from England.  They bought a motorhome and have been touring the U.S. and Canada 
for more than two years with no end in sight.  They go home every now and then because of visa requirements, but are 
really enjoying this adventure.  Also, in the last letter I mentioned a couple who will park here for a week or so and 
drive to Labrador and St. Anthony in their car.  We’ve talked with the husband and he seems real nice.  His wife 
apparently likes nothing but the best in home appliances so they have an all-electric coach with all house-style 
appliances.  That means they either have to be plugged in so the house model refrigerator will work or they have to run 
the generator, which they of course don’t want to do in an RV park.  She can’t use her stacked Miel washer and dryer 
up here because it requires 220 volts and these RV parks have 120 volts or less; we’ve been lucky in many places to get 
30 amps, with some as low as 15 and dicey at best.  Her husband commented that she doesn’t understand RV electricity 
management and tries to run the microwave, her hair dryer, and a toaster all at the same time.  Personally, I don’t think 
they have the kind of motorhome that is useful for traveling, only for going from one nice U.S.-style motorhome park 
to another.  They’ve followed a similar route to ours, including going around the Gaspe Peninsula in Quebec.  He was 
worried about the roads here – both in steepness and quality.  I gather he REALLY didn’t like driving the Gaspe.  I 
must admit I got heart palpitations a few times there, but the worst one was here in Gros Morne when a semi came 
down a hill too fast toward us and entered the bridge on my side.  I was sure we’d lose at least a mirror on that one, but 
nothing happened except I held my breath too long!  Anyway, Jerry tried to reassure this fellow that the roads were 
okay most of the time, but weren’t so great in a few places where you just slow down and drive down the middle of the 
road unless there’s other traffic.  We’ve done that in a couple of places – slowed to 15 or 20 and dodged potholes or 
frost heaves.  We notice that the cars do it too so we don’t feel bad about it.  No one wants to damage an axle or worse. 
Interestingly two of the worst roads here in Newfoundland have been on the way to the National Historic Sites at 
L’Anse Meadows and Port aux Choix.

A large caravan pulled in this afternoon.  One of the people in the caravan can get DirecTV with a Winegard dish and, 
needless to say, we’ve written to our buddy at Motosat with some little digs about that.  I say they should banish their 
engineer to Newfoundland, preferably in winter when there is NOTHING to do, so he understands how awful it is to be 
dependent on Canadian TV.  This afternoon I was putting some groceries away and told Jerry I’ll be glad to get back to 
cans that can fit in the cupboard, to which he replied, “And I’ll be glad to get back to American TV.”

Thursday, July 20, 2006

This morning we finished cleaning the outside of the motorhome and got more clothes washed.  Then it was off to a 
short hike.  Hmmm.  Another one of those where we’d have to pay about $17 to take a two kilometer hike.  Not worth 
it.  If anyone wants to do something like explore Newfoundland for a month or two, in retrospect we recommend 
getting an annual pass so you can see things at your own pace.  Our one-week Viking Trail pass wasn’t enough for the 
Great Northern Peninsula which has Gros Morne, Port aux Choix historic site, L’Anse Meadows, Red Bay Historic 
Site, and Battle Harbour (above Red Bay).  In addition there are numerous provincial parks that also would be nice on 
an annual pass because many have something worth seeing in addition to picnicking and camping facilities.



Eventually we found a “freebie” hike.  The one at Berry Pond took us around a very pretty pond that had lily pads with 
yellow flowers.  Most of it was on a boardwalk over peat bogs.  We were then driving and looking for another hiking 
trail when we crossed the Baker’s Brook which is really a river that empties into the St. Lawrence.  There was a picnic 
sign pointing to a decent looking gravel road so we decided to drive down the road and found the “village” of Baker’s 
Brook.  A couple of people must live there, but it was mainly stage heads.  Although very picturesque, the most 
interesting thing was the cove itself.  It was so full of rocks that we wondered initially how those three fishing boats 
even got there.  As we continued we discovered they have a very narrow channel into their little cove.  We decided we 
wouldn’t want to bring a fishing boat into that cove.  In a storm they would almost have to go farther south to Rocky 
Harbour.

Eventually we returned to town, went to the bank to get more Canadian dollars (it’s expensive up here), drove around 
town, and came back to the RV where we ate dinner.  Jerry’s been frustrated today – not only no good TV, even the 
campground’s wi-fi has not been working.  They’re adding another segment to cover more of the park and every time 
they do something it stops working.  The so-called expert apparently doesn’t know he has to reboot every time he 
changes anything.  C’est la vie.

Friday, July 21, 2006

This morning we left Rocky Harbour and continued south for about 125 miles to Stephensville.  We had planned on 
stopping earlier at Corner Brook but I heard on TV this morning (last night’s newscast of course) that they’re 
celebrating their 100th birthday this weekend and we decided it would be too hard to get into a campground there.  But 
that’s okay because we were only staying one night and primarily so I could do some shopping.  We’re getting low or 
have run out of a lot of food staples that I haven’t been able to find in these little village stores that have a few of lots of 
things, but not what I happen to want.  Anyway, Stephensville has a couple of large grocery stores so I’ll be able to get 
more on my list.  I have quite a list going for when we get back to the U.S.  Stephensville was started about 1846 by 
Acadians.  During World War II the U.S. had the Ernest Harmon Air Base here and eventually the city took over that 
area which became their airport.  In 1986 Casper Weinberger presented Stephensville with an F-102 Delta Dagger 
which now is a traditional gate guard near the airport.

We’re in a nice campground, just over a hump from the Gulf of St. Lawrence.  Actually it’s on St. George’s Bay.  This 
afternoon we drove into town and then went down the TCH for about 30 miles to check out some of the little coves to 
the south.  Only one was of much interest.  Crabbe’s Beach at St. David had a funky little harbor with some fishing 
boats and stage heads.  The opposite cliff had some interesting rocks where the softer rock around them had been worn 
away by the elements.  As we returned up the hill to the main road we also noticed a beautiful example of the thick mat 
of growth holding the sand together on the hillside above the beach.  There’s a little cemetery up there atop the hill and 
Jerry said one of these days someone might go looking for Uncle Elmer and find him down on the beach instead of up 
in the cemetery – and I told him my Uncle Elmer is where he’s supposed to be so I’m not worried (I really did have an 
Uncle Elmer).  Speaking of cemeteries, we certainly have seen a lot of them here.  Every little village seems to have a 
couple.  The Catholics have theirs, the Anglicans have theirs, the Pentecostals have theirs, the Salvation Army have 
theirs, etc.  Depends on which faiths are represented in that village.  We’ve seen four cemeteries right next to one 
another, separated only by a fence.  The village of Highlands, settled by Scots, had a dairy and you could tell where the 
owner lived by the huge house nearby.  Every other residence seemed to be for workers, but he had quite a mansion 
that looked brand new.  Most of the villages had modest homes but many had beautiful gardens with manicured lawns.

Tried to retrieve email via the cell phone tonight and Norton Antivirus popped up and told me it had detected a worm 
and it disconnected me a couple of times.  Took a while even to get connected because of a weak signal here and I 
finally had to reboot everything.  At least Norton saved me from worse problems!

Not fair.  It just started raining on our nice clean motorhome! 

Saturday, July 22, 2006

When Jerry awakened me this morning he said it must have rained all night and the leftover bugs on the front of the 
coach had softened so he was going to work more on the front instead of going for his morning walk.  This evening we 
can see a huge difference.  No more bugs!  We really tried and couldn’t get them all off when we worked on it in 



Rocky Harbour.  We actually thought then that they might have baked into the 3M film that protects the front end from 
rocks.  Glad we were wrong!

The weather radio this morning said we’re to get the tail end of tropical storm Beryl.  It didn’t look like a wonderful 
day for sightseeing but we’d give it a try.  Our goal was to go around the entire Port au Port Peninsula.  First stop was 
to see the alpacas that someone is raising nearby.  There was one black baby that was cute and one adult with spots that 
had been shorn and he looked like a small giraffe.  Very unusual for an alpaca.

Continuing on, the road had some good views of huge rock bluffs.  We turned down one road to Jerry’s Nose. 
Couldn’t resist taking a picture of Jerry next to the sign.  It appeared to be a jagged little rock island off a bluff.  Not 
sure how it got its name, however.  Across the road from the sign was one of those “gang” mailboxes that are for a 
group of residents.  This one looked so ancient we took a picture of it.  Each resident puts on his own lock so there was 
quite an array of locks.  We saw more of these mailboxes later, so they’re more common here.  The wildflowers were 
wonderful – wild pink roses, white daisies, yellow buttercups, purple clover, yellow dandelions, blue bells, orange tiger 
lilies, and more of those lovely flower gardens.

At one bend in the road we looked across a large cove to a huge open pit mining operation with a ship down below at 
the wharf.  We knew from the map that this was Atlantic Minerals but wondered what they were mining.  As we got to 
the main part of their property we saw a guard shack and shy Jerry pulled in and went to talk with them.  Turns out they 
mine Dolomite and gypsum.  From the size of the ship, Lower Cove must be a deep water port.

At Sheaves Cove the people have built a nice little park down by the fishing boat stage heads.  They put in a rock trail 
and lined it with large rocks rounded by the ocean.  In fact, their fishing cove beach has the most amazing round rocks. 
Some look like granite and many other materials that came from goodness knows where.  At several points along the 
trail they’ve built viewing platforms with the last one being an overlook of what they call Hidden Falls because you’d 
never see them unless you followed the trail.  The water must come from high above in the mountains and just cascades 
down a series of rocks.  Very nice!  Not there, but at several other areas, we looked down at beaches and saw people in 
the water.  It was a relatively warm day, but in that water???  Brrr!  We eventually made it out to the end of the 
peninsula at Cape St. George.  That’s where a long hiking trail begins that follows the trail of the French (Route de mon 
grand-pere) when they settled the western end of the Port au Port Peninsula.

After leaving the cape we thought we would follow the western road to the north and continue around the peninsula. 
We had no sooner gotten on that road than a thick fog bank engulfed us.  We couldn’t see more than about two car 
lengths and it was apparent we were climbing on a road with no towns for at least ten miles.  Not a good place to be so 
we turned around the first time we saw a place where we could do so safely.  We were really happy to get back to the 
cape and no fog!  So we backtracked along the same road until we came to the intersection where we would have come 
in if it were not for the fog and turned there.  At that intersection is a wonderful old (100+ years) store, Abbott and 
Haliburton, which is the oldest firm in western Newfoundland.  It was one of those hardware stores that has a little of 
everything, including an upstairs with housewares and even gifts.  A fun place to explore!

Next we continued on the north coast road to Our Lady of Mercy Roman Catholic Church which other tourists said we 
shouldn’t miss.  This church, which was started in 1914 and consecrated in 1925, is the largest wooden structure in 
Newfoundland.  It can seat about 1,000 people.  The outside is very pleasing with interesting window accents and 
trims.  But the inside is a real gem.  All the walls and ceilings are of beautiful wood.  Above the altar are some stained 
glass windows that are encased in the most interesting curved alcoves.  Beautifully done!  The woodworkers who built 
this beautiful structure were true artisans.  The altar and Stations of the Cross are of Carrara marble and the altar and 
several side altars have columns and trim of Travertine marble.  The marble was imported from Italy.  Beneath the altar 
and carved into the marble is a bas relief of the Last Supper.  All in all, a very pleasing-to-the-eye edifice.  Renovating 
this lovely building seems to be a worthy project.  Later we looked across the bay and could clearly see it.  By the time 
we reached the church we were almost at the town of Picadilly where they too have a really nice park with camping, 
picnic tables, trails and beaches.  We could see from there that the northern part of the peninsula was still foggy so we 
turned around.

We have noticed a few oddities in our meanderings.  First, we’ve seen some very unusual yard decorations.  How about 
having a bright red boat engine in your front yard?  Or perhaps you’d like a brightly painted 1920s style tractor instead? 
Or maybe an old fishing boat with flowers planted in it?  These were not just junk in the front yard but purposely 



painted and placed.  We saw the first red engine up by St. Anthony’s and then another one yesterday.  We’ve also seen 
in these small towns that Canada Post does not have its own building.  Instead, the post master/mistress seems to build 
a small addition onto their house and that is the post office with all the official signs and Canadian flag flying in front.

Then there are the front doors.  Many people have lovely homes that are well maintained, except their front door stands 
perhaps ten feet above the ground and there are no steps, no porch, nothing!  If someone were walk out one of those 
doors it could be a killer.  I have seen a couple of front doors that had etched glass panels and I could tell that a large 
piece of furniture had been placed across the door so no one could fall out.  Nevertheless, we’ve seen so many of these 
“doors to nowhere” that today I finally asked someone about them, thinking perhaps it might be a tax issue or some 
other logical reason.  The answer:  “Oh, those people just use the back door or side door and they never got around to 
putting on a front porch because they don’t use it anyway.”  Okay.  But we’re still thinking there must be more to it 
than that.  Like, perhaps they’re required to have an emergency fire exit, or the builder has some stock plans that he 
doesn’t modify and those folks wanted a complete wall where he built a door, or ????  In any case, there are so many of 
these doors that range from two feet off the ground to as much as 15 feet off the ground that you have to wonder about 
building codes and enforcement.  I can’t imagine a house in Las Vegas (or, for that matter, anyplace else we’ve lived) 
that would get a final building approval without having steps, a porch, or something outside that door.  And, without 
final approval, there would be no utilities hooked up so it would be unlivable.  Amazing!

Eventually we made our way back to town.  Found Wal-Mart (biggest shopping we’ve seen in quite a while) where 
Jerry got a new watchband to replace one that broke the other morning.  This happened before I was up.  He was 
walking past the bathroom when the band broke and the watch landed right smack in the middle of the toilet.  Quick as 
a flash he grabbed it out and washed it off with LOTS and LOTS of soap and water.  Luckily the bowl wasn’t as dirty 
as it might have been if he had just used it!     But, as John Cameron Swazey used to say, “Timex just takes a 
lickin’ and keeps on tickin’.”  Then found a pizza place and had dinner there.

Sunday, July 23, 2006

This morning when we got up it was raining.  It let up enough so that Jerry was able to disconnect everything without 
getting soaked.  We left Stephensville by 10:00 and drove south on the TCH to Doyles which is about 30 miles short of 
Port au Basques where we’ll get the ferry.  It rained most of the way with some fog that fortunately stayed higher than 
the road so it wasn’t all that bad, especially because it’s Sunday and there was very little traffic.  When we checked in 
here the fellow told Jerry that manual antennas seem to be able to get TV but not the automatic – a case of fancier is not 
better.  Sure enough, we can’t get it but other dishes are up.  It certainly pointed in the right place but just couldn’t lock 
onto the satellite.  I’m sure the weather didn’t help.  The RV park is in the Codroy Valley which was settled first by 
some Acadians and later by Scots, Irish, and English.  We have a really nice site at the end and it overlooks the valley. 
Of course, visibility could be a lot better, but everything is very green here.  While driving around this afternoon we 
saw horses and cattle grazing, as well as corn fields.

At Codroy we went into the Holy Trinity Anglican Church.  It’s wood like the one we saw the other day, but is smaller 
and actually quite different.  This one had a combination of natural wood and painted wood.  The rounded ceiling was 
white with a bright blue trim, the columns and upper portion of the walls were white with blue trim, and the lower walls 
were blue.  Natural wood was at the altar, pews and some of the back walls.  An unusual mixture.  There was a lovely 
stained glass window above the altar.

The villages we saw today weren’t all that exciting so we didn’t take many photos and of course we didn’t get out for 
any hiking because of the misting.  We did cross a one-lane wooden bridge.  We’ve crossed other wooden bridges, but 
not one lane wide.  In fact, two farther north were being repaired and it was interesting to see that they were replacing 
the protective top layer of boards.

Monday, July 24, 2006

Lots of rain all night and this morning.  So much humidity everything feels wet.  Yuck!  Went into Port aux Basques 
with the intention of seeing it and some of the southern coastal villages.  More fog as we got closer to town.  Not much 
to see there and drove on just about every street.  Enough fog along the coast that it wasn’t worth even driving out that 
way.  That decision made we went down to the port to find out about getting an earlier ferry.  There’s one at 2:30 and 
another this evening.  Back toward the campground and wanted to see the Point Ray lighthouse.  Saw the town of Point 



Ray but too much fog toward the lighthouse so missed it too.  Finally got back to the motorhome and started packing 
up.  By 2:00 we were back in town on the ferry dock and in the standby line for the earlier ferry.  The ferry was late but 
about 3:00 we were told we’d be on it.  Yeaaa!  Along with 17 motorcyclists who told Jerry we have a “beautiful 
machine” and a huge lumber truck.  Finally left on the M.F. Erickson about 4:30.  Weather was decent until the middle 
of the Cabot Strait when more fog.  Not quite as bad as the trip to Newfoundland because we could see the water, but 
still boring.  Met a nice couple from Woodstock, New Brunswick and learned a lot more about Canada and 
Newfoundland in particular because his brother lives there.

By the way, one of the last signs we saw in Newfoundland was the “Moose-car accidents this year – 16.”  There are 
lots and lots of moose warning signs along the roads and people who drive at dawn, dusk, and night are particularly 
likely to collide with a moose.

Finally arrived in North Sydney and the fog lifted.  Now we’re back on Atlantic Time, one hour ahead of Eastern.  We 
needed to find a place for the night because it was after 11:00 p.m. and it had been a long day.  In the dark we missed 
two truck stops because they turn their darned lights off and we couldn’t see the entrances soon enough to make a quick 
turn off with a line of cars and trucks stretching behind us.  Finally turned off two exits later because the GPS showed 
we might be able to make a loop but we were really in the country with nothing around and a tiny two-lane road.  Jerry 
finally said to pull off onto any wide surface I could find.  No sooner said than went around a corner and there was a 
beautiful little church with a large paved parking area.  Safe to park there on a week night because no morning service. 
Yeaa!  The sign said it was the Bras D’Or Presbyterian Church.  Much nicer and MUCH quieter than a truck stop.

Tuesday, July 25, 2006

Had a great night’s sleep and awakened to beautiful sunshine, blue sky with big fluffy white clouds, and a perfect 
temperature in low 70s.  Best of all, Jerry got his DirecTV on the satellite!  All is now wonderful with the world.  We 
still can’t get the satellite that gives us the east coast and high-def channels, but just hearing a decent weather and news 
broadcast was wonderful.  Before leaving the church Jerry went inside to thank them for the parking spot.  Two ladies 
were there and they eventually came out to see the motorhome and thought it was wonderful.  The parents of one lady 
winter in Sarasota FL and she’s going to visit them this winter for the first time and is anxious to see the southern U.S. 

Got back on the TCH and immediately climbed Kelly’s Mountain – 787 feet in 4.4 miles.  Eventually got more into 
rolling hills and suddenly realized we were now looking at something besides trees.  We didn’t realize we were kind of 
tired of looking at mile after mile of trees.  It’s nice to see fields of corn and other crops.  Also noticed Black-eyed 
Susans along with the lupines and other wildflowers.  Thought we’d go to Truro again and see if there would be a 
decent tidal bore but while Jerry was on the phone finding out about another ferry, I missed the exit and didn’t realize it 
for a while.  Eventually decided to go on to Amherst near New Brunswick since we’d never stopped there.  So here we 
are, already all the way through Nova Scotia.  The ferry we thought about taking was from Falmouth NS to Bar Harbor 
ME but we thought more than $800 was a little too pricey for a three-hour cruise so we’ll drive.

Amherst is an old town with some nice Victorian homes.  Three in particular stood out for their beautiful woodwork. 
One was quite unusual because of the woodwork around the first floor porch.  It’s too bad that particular home has not 
been very well maintained.  Amherst is proud of the fact that four of its previous residents were the fathers of Canadian 
Confederation (like our founding fathers).  The oldest part of town stands on a bluff above a marshland that is on an 
avian flyway and also is a nesting area.  The largest and oldest homes are on that bluff with the nice views.

One of the things we learned from the couple on the ferry was about all those wood piles we saw in Newfoundland. 
David explained that most of the forests are on Crown Lands and anyone can go into those forests and cut trees for their 
own use.  So the young lady who told us people buy acreage to cut the wood was a little naïve.  We thought at the time 
that her explanation was a little odd.  Anyway, this fellow told us that he’s sure some of those piles of wood do get sold 
on the sly because no one really checks on who’s cutting what and where.  David said the stacks of wood are so 
numerous because the cut wood is so full of water that it takes three years to dry it enough to use as firewood.

Also, we learned more about the Canadian health care system.  Someone in his family who lived in Newfoundland 
needed a kidney transplant.  One finally became available – on the same day they were snowed in.  By the time he 
could be airlifted to Halifax where Atlantic Canada transplants are done, it was too late and the kidney died before it 
could be used.  The patient did too a while later.  As to health insurance, everyone here raves about their “free” health 



care but there’s a zinger we didn’t know about.  When David retired, his wife was on his health insurance and she had 
been taking thyroid medication for years.  He got supplemental insurance after he retired, but hers was dropped and she 
can’t get any other because of her preexisting condition.  We’re lucky that this particular deficiency in our own health 
care system has been corrected because if you reapply to another health care provider within a specified period, they 
cannot deny coverage.

In an earlier letter I mentioned a person in the Gaspe who only wanted to work long enough to get on the dole and then 
not work for the rest of the year.  This fellow on the ferry really gets ticked off about that.  He worked 48 hours a week 
all year for 33 years but he said the “dole people” say they’ve worked for, say, 25 years but in reality all they’ve only 
worked 5 years because they’ve been on the dole most of the year.  He has no respect for them.  Nor the Quebecers 
who want to separate.  Nor the Liberals - they’re glad the Conservatives got in power for a change.  Their other 
comments had to do with CBC of which we’ve been so critical.  No one we’ve talked with watches it.  David said CBC 
is required by law to have 80 percent Canadian content.  No wonder they’re so bad.  Cartoons help them fill in 
broadcast time relatively cheaply.  This country does not have the population to support that much original TV 
programming!  This couple really resents not only the fact that their tax money is being wasted on CBC drivel, but also 
that it’s so bad everyone HAS to have either cable or satellite TV to get anything worth watching.  They worry that 
people think Canadians are like the way they’re portrayed both on CBC and by their government.

Wednesday, July 26, 2006

This morning we left Nova Scotia and tonight are in St. John, New Brunswick (note this is John singular).  We arrived 
here and expected to change from jeans to shorts but were surprised to find it much cooler – jeans are good for those 
breezes off the water.  This afternoon we spent some time drying stuff out (left an underbay open enough to get rain in 
it) and cleaning up after which we went into town.  One of the primary attractions here is what they call the Reversing 
Falls.  This is in the same area as the big Bay of Fundy tides.  Normally the St. John River flows out into the Bay, but 
when the tide reverses it appears the falls at the narrow neck of the river reverse.  We ate dinner at a restaurant 
overlooking the river as the tide was going out.  Won’t see the reversing falls until tomorrow – hopefully!

Wow, the fog is really rolling in.  We watched it coming in downtown as we had dinner, but now it’s reached our 
campground as well.  Hope it clears up tomorrow because we want to take a city tour.  This too is a very historical town 
and we’ve already seen a number of really nice Victorian homes.  Like St. John’s NF this city also had a major fire that 
burned down most of the oldest part.

Thursday, July 27, 2006

This morning it was still foggy so we decided not to take the 10:00 tour but to wait for the sun to burn through and we 
were glad we did because the 1:00 tour was in sunshine.  We were the only two people on the tour so we had quite a 
pleasant time.  Samuel de Champlain discovered the St. John River in 1604 and commented in his journal about the 
reversing falls.  Our tour started at the falls where we learned that the St. John River starts in northern Maine and flows 
450 miles through New Brunswick until it reaches the Bay of Fundy.  Glaciers carved out the river valley and at places 
it’s 100 feet deep and 800 feet wide.  Here in St. John the Reversing Falls really isn’t a waterfall; it would be more 
correct to say it is a reversing rapids.  Just before its narrowest point is a very deep section.  Then at its narrowest point 
there is a ledge of rock that stretches across the river from one side to the other.  Water flows through this narrow point 
at more than 40 miles per hour and is quite dangerous for boats and people.  At the peak of the incoming tide the river 
is driven back upstream for 80 miles.  Over a 24 hour period (closer to 25 hours in reality), 60 cubic miles of water 
flows through this narrow point, or to put it another way 100 billion tons of water flow through here during that 24 hour 
period.  Water in this area is a mixture of salt and fresh with the fresh water weighing less and, therefore, floating on 
top of the salt water.  Seals often come in to feed on salmon and sturgeon.  We saw one today.  Black cormorants are 
fascinating to watch because they seem to “surf” on the outgoing waves.  Moreover, cormorants can dive down to 500 
feet.  No one realized they could dive so deep until they were building some oil derricks.  They had video cameras to 
check progress below the water line and discovered the cormorants were down there pursuing their prey.  Amazing!

The city itself was chartered and laid out in 1785.  Like many cities of that era, there have been several fires, the most 
devastating one being in 1877 when 670 buildings burned.  The oldest home dates to 1791 but there are many 
interesting Victorians.  Douglas Street is the most historic area now with homes over 100 years old.  King Square has 
an interesting two-tier bandstand of which there are only two in the world, the other being in Santiago, Chile.  There are 



also memorials to Mr. Tilley, a founding father of the Canadian Confederation and of Tilley Hats fame and to Charles 
Corman whose speed skating records still stand.  In one corner of the park is a large chunk of molten metal which are 
the remains of items in the hardware store that burned in the 1877 fire.

Another park has the original trail used by the Mi’cmaq and Malaseet Indians when they portaged their canoes around 
the reversing falls.  St. Luke’s Anglican Church spire started out as two stories tall until the Catholics complained and it 
was shortened.  The old New Brunswick Museum building was built in 1784 by a Mr. Gesner who invented kerosene. 
The Caverhill Castle is a large home that looks just like a castle with turrets and all.  The green Earle House is known 
as the witches house because the chimney looks like a witch with a broom.  The tour guide said the Earles (who still 
live in the house after 100 years) go all out in decorating for Halloween – but none of the kids will go near the place 
because it is, after all, the witches house!  Ironically, the Earles are very religious, don’t smoke, don’t drink, and made 
their fortune selling, of all things, bibles!

High atop a hill is the Martello Tower which was built because the people felt threatened during our War of 1812.  The 
funny thing is the tower wasn’t even started until 1813 so it was never used for defensive purposes.  Typically they had 
the money so the politicians had to build it.  The 1878 Chubbs Corner edifice is the original city hall and talk about 
politicians.  Around the third floor exterior are a number of faces.  It seems the politicians of the day were a gregarious 
bunch who wanted their faces on the building so they would never be forgotten.  As the building was finished they 
suddenly decided they had run out of funds and couldn’t pay the builder.  One day they came to see the building and to 
their chagrin their faces had all been changed into demons with horns and gargoyles.  They quickly decided to pay the 
builder but after getting his money he said it was too late to change the faces and there they are today for all to see.  By 
contrast the sandstone Courthouse built in 1829 has an interesting free-standing 55-step spiral staircase, meaning it has 
no central support.  The steps, however, do go into the surrounding wall for six inches.  Each section of the landing is 
cut of one solid block of sandstone and interlocked in such a manner that no central support is needed.  It has a lovely 
wrought iron railing.  The original judge was afraid to use the spiral staircase when the building opened so he had 49 
prisoners brought from the jail who had to jump up and down on the staircase for two days to prove it wouldn’t 
collapse.  When it didn’t the builder was paid his fee.  The city is proud of its Imperial Theater which was renovated 
and is now used for live theater.

There are numerous houses throughout Atlantic Canada that are white with black trim.  These are owned by Irish 
Catholics who view white and black as representing good and evil.  Downtown has an interesting totem-like piece of 
carved wood.  It has benches around the base on which sit a couple of men and a woman holding a child.  At the top are 
some men sitting around a table with an umbrella.  Amazingly this pole is actually an ingenious clock that goes around 
near the top of the pole.  Most unusual and brightly painted.

St. John has had numerous immigrants, the most recent group being the Irish who came here during the Potato Famine. 
Prior to that the American Revolutionary War caused many British Loyalists to leave the U.S. and come here.  The 
Georgian-style Loyalist House was finished in 1817 and remained in the David Daniel Merritt family until 1959 when 
it was acquired by the New Brunswick Historical Society.  The Saint John City Market is a wonderful conglomeration 
of everything imaginable but strongly oriented toward foodstuffs.  The City Market Bell is still rung every morning to 
start the day’s business and every evening to close the day’s business.

By the way, one of St. John’s most famous residents of today is the actor Donald Sutherland who was born here in 
1934 and often returns to visit.  And one final fact, winter lasted for seven months this year with the first snowfall in 
October and the last in May.  This was 10 feet of snow and 3 feet of freezing rain, both of which are common.  The city 
gets fog for 3 out of 7 days.

Tonight we went back to the Reversing Falls for dinner and spent quite a while there.  The park above it has about eight 
wooden images of people who were famous in St. John’s early days, starting with Samuel de Champlain.  Each statue 
has an interpretation panel that taken altogether provide a nice portrayal of St. John’s early history.  We also finally got 
to view the video on the falls which was interesting.  Finally we took the path down to water level and there we really 
could see the depth of the eddies as well as the fact that the water was flowing downhill.  They contend that the 
Reversing Falls is the sixth natural wonder of the world.  We certainly found it fascinating.

We finally got back our U.S. TV and then tonight we suddenly were cut off at the end of a program.  After much 
difficulty Jerry finally got a new telephone number - none of the old ones worked - for DirecTV.  Seems they decided 



to cut us off because one of our sets hasn’t been used for awhile (a month or so) – even though they’ve been paid every 
month since we left home.  That’s also why we lost the high definition channels so they’re now back on too.  This is 
not the first time it’s happened and we’ll probably have to reactivate the sets at home too.  That’s really irritating.  Of 
course, you don’t dare tell them you’re in Canada because our TV isn’t supposed to broadcast up here.

Today is our last day in Canada because tomorrow we expect to return to the U.S. at Calais, Maine.  Even though 
we’ve had a wonderful time and enjoy our northern neighbors, it will be good to get back to the good old U.S. of A.!

Friday, July 28, 2006

When Jerry went for his walk this morning the weather at St. John NB was overcast but clear.  By the time we got 
ready to travel, the fog had moved in to the campground and didn’t burn off.  This meant we saw nothing of what the 
map said was a scenic route to the U.S.  It was never as bad as we had the other day up in Newfoundland, but there was 
no sightseeing.  Oh well, we’ve seen so much scenery in the last two months that it can’t be any better than some of 
those scenes.  We followed Canada 1 right to the border at Calais, Maine.  Sat in line for nearly an hour because some 
dummy trucker kept sitting there letting people cut in front of him.  First we thought he was broken down, then we 
thought maybe he was parked for some reason or had been signaled to hold back, but finally concluded he was just 
plain stupid – apparently afraid to turn left and perhaps block oncoming traffic.  So dozens of cars turned in ahead of 
him from the other direction.  Finally got our chance to turn and were sent to the truck line – the car lanes were dicey 
for our 60 feet.  Only a couple of questions and we were home!  Well, a few miles to go, but it sure feels good to be 
back in the U.S.A.  No more converting kilometers to miles or meters to feet or liters to gallons or Canadian dollars to 
greenback dollahs!

We drove most of the day and the only oddity we noticed was they must have run out of town names because we saw 
town signs for Town 28, Town 29, Town 30 and a few others.  Don’t think we’ve ever seen that before.  Tonight we’re 
in a campground at Freeport ME, home of L.L. Bean.  Tonight we went down to the harbor for a lobster dinner on the 
wharf.  Yummy.  And less than $20 for a whole lobster dinner.  Same at home would be at least twice as much.  Hope 
to get more before we leave.  Just as we finished eating it started pouring rain.  We haven’t seen it rain like that in 
years.  The parking lot quickly had a couple of inches of water in low spots.  We finally made a dash for the car and 
didn’t get too wet but some folks were soaked.  It’s still raining as bedtime nears, but not as hard.

We’ll stay here for two nights before continuing on to Tolland CT where we expect to visit Jim and Pat Dick of the RV 
Forum.  Then, on the way to Joy’s in VA we’ll stop to see another RV Forum friend Chet Parks in eastern PA.  When 
Jerry talked with Chet yesterday he said Marlene and Bernie Dobrin will arrive the day after us.  Jerry told Chet not to 
tell Dobrins we’ll be there because they’re the couple we ran into at the RV park in South Haven MI.  They too were on 
their way to NF and we half expected to see them up there.  They’ll sure be surprised to see us in PA!

Saturday, July 29, 2006

Had a leisurely start this morning then made our way into the town of Freeport for a little exploration.  Stopped at the 
DeLorme Map Store which we had been told was interesting.  First of all, they have the world’s largest rotating and 
revolving globe which they call Eartha.  It’s the largest printed image of the Earth ever created.  Then there were all 
kinds of maps and atlases which, of course, we both enjoy.  Next we made our way out to the harbor where I had a 
lobster roll for lunch and where we got a good look at all the boats.  From there we went back into town to L.L. Bean 
where I found a new flannel shirt to replace my favorite one that is beginning to be a little threadbare; otherwise, it was 
just fun to visit and look.  Finally walked around town for a while but it really was toasty warm so that didn’t last long. 
Eventually we went back to the motorhome and then I went grocery shopping.  It was wonderful to be in a well-
stocked, well-organized grocery store with a good selection and one in which I actually could read all the labels.  Best 
of all, I made good headway on the list I’ve been keeping for the last month – stuff that just wasn’t available in Atlantic 
Canada.  Jerry was happy to see a loaf of rye bread.  In the meantime, he did a few things around the motorhome like 
oiling the bathroom door hinge and cleaning the overhead fans (requires removing screws and screen to get to the 
blades).  So we both got to accomplish what we wanted to do.

The lady who owns the campground is nice.  Apparently she and her husband managed the place and then he died two 
years ago.  She decided to stay here and has bought the place.  It’s a big responsibility and she’s had a lot of decisions 



to make.  We gave her some ideas on where to advertise and what not might pay off long-term.  Tomorrow we’re off to 
Connecticut.

Sunday, July 30, 2006

A long driving day for us at about 250 miles.  Some fog as we started driving, then - No fog!  No rain!  Just warm.  It 
sounds like most of the country is in the grips of a major heat wave.  Arrived in Tolland CT in the afternoon and 
changed to shorts for the first time since Michigan.  We’re at the home of Jim and Pat Dick’s daughter and her family. 
Jim and Pat come here every summer – grew up just down the road – from Florida where they own an RV lot.  Here 
they have a nice gravel space to park and we’re in front of them.  The four of us went to a pizza place for dinner and 
then we watched a Harrison Ford movie Jim lent us.

This is a pretty area with lots of trees (no satellite TV for us).  Tolland itself has a lot of neat old homes.  Many have 
plaques indicating the year the building was constructed and many are from the 1700s.  In fact, Pat’s childhood home is 
a couple of hundred years old.  When her parents died, she sold it to a cousin who still lives in it.  It’s very New 
Englandish and well maintained with a really nice yard and flowers.  A couple of wealthy people have willed large 
plots of land to the state as wildlife preserves and one is just across the road from Sherry’s so their house is surrounded 
by woods.  Really pretty.

Monday, July 31, 2006

Today the Dicks drove us down to Mystic Seaport.  We had lunch there, looked in a few shops, and then went to a 
mooring area where we saw some really neat boats.  One was a beautiful and large sailboat that was just coming into 
the harbor and which looked ocean-ready.  Jim was in the Navy and their son now commands his own ship so they’re 
very water oriented too.  On the way back we passed by the Coast Guard Academy which looks somewhat like 
Annapolis with stately buildings and grounds.  We made two stops on the way back to Tolland.  One was at a relatively 
small (two rooms) red wooden building where Governor Jonathan Trumbull conducted his shipping business.  Today it 
is known as the War Office because it is where Governor Trumbull and the Connecticut Council of Safety held more 
than 1,100 meetings from 1775 to 1784.  Attendees included General George Washington, Henry Knox, Marquis de 
Lafayette, and others who met to plan the defense of the Colony of Connecticut.  The second stop was in Coventry CT 
at Nathan Hale’s birthplace and childhood home.  It’s a fairly large red home that is now a museum.  We concluded 
that the Hale family was not poor based on the size of their home.

Because of our late lunch we had a small dinner in the RV tonight and then watched another Harrison Ford and Anne 
Hecht movie.  Tomorrow we’re off to Bangor PA where we’ll stay at Chet’s place.

Tuesday, August 1, 2006

Oh, my.  I can’t believe it’s already August!  And it feels like the eastern Augusts I recall from my childhood back 
here.  We’re at Bangor PA which I had never heard of before.  For those who know areas of Pennsylvania, it’s just a 
little south of the Delaware Gap National Park and close to the Delaware River.  Much to my surprise there also is a 
town called Delaware Gap.  The park gets its name from the time when ancient Tectonic Plates rubbed together and 
uplifted some of the land.  Water then found this crack between the plates and the Delaware River had its bed in which 
to flow.  It sounds like there are a lot of interesting things to see around here but most will have to wait for another trip. 
In the meantime, Chet and Laraine have welcomed us.  They have 41 acres that Chet used to farm with corn, along with 
his other businesses.  Eventually he stopped farming.  We’re parked near the house with 50-amp electricity – most 
welcome with this heat.  When we arrived Jerry emptied the tanks at Chet’s dump and this morning he was able to fill 
the fresh water tank.  Best of all, after all those weeks of deprivation Jerry has satellite TV so all is right with the world. 
And, we just discovered we can use Chet’s wi-fi.  Yeaaaa!

The Parks have a two-geodesic dome home.  Neither of us had ever been inside a geodesic dome and found it 
fascinating.  When Chet was a young man, Buckminster Fuller was in his heyday and Chet, the engineer, was 
captivated by the whole idea of geodesic domes.  He finally got his chance to build one when they moved here.  Not 
only is the structure fascinating, but how they made rooms with the rounded walls interested me.  The kitchen is on an 
outside wall and is basically long and to some extent narrow.  One end has an end with an acute angle counter and 
cabinets while the other end has an obtuse angle counter and cabinets.  Most interesting.  One really nice feature is the 



oak spiral stairway to the second floor in the “main” dome.  Bedrooms and office are in the other dome with a middle 
section where the front door is located.  Chet commented on the acoustics of a geodesic dome and said before they 
added the interior walls he could stand in the middle of a dome, close his eyes, and know from the return of his whistle 
how far away the wall would be when he walked toward it.  Laraine commented that if a cricket gets inside they can 
hear it but can’t tell which side of the room it’s on.

Wednesday, August 2, 2006

Got a slow start this morning after a couple of busy days.  As we were walking into the house this morning Chet 
commented that one of his pilot friends informed him that their home is a local landmark for pilots which surprised 
Chet.  Then the friend told him they call it the “round bra house.”  With two geodesic domes and a central section you 
can certainly see how it got its nickname!

We went to probably the finest grocery store we’ve ever seen called Wegman’s.  Beautiful place that I’d like to explore 
more fully but we went there for lunch.  All kinds of salads, fruit, breads, sandwiches, and the like so each of us found 
something we liked.  We didn’t explore further because we were on a way to a tour of the C.F. Martin Company in 
Nazareth PA which was founded in 1833.  Today it’s run by the founder’s grandson, Christian Frederick Martin IV. 
This company apparently is one of the premier guitar manufacturers in the world if the “hall of fame players” is any 
indication (Johnny Cash, Hank Williams Sr., Paul McCartney, Judy Collins, Willie Nelson, Ricky Nelson, Peter, Paul 
& Mary, to name a few).  Now I know absolutely nothing about guitars but this was a really interesting factory tour and 
I would recommend it to anyone.  The factory is much larger than I imagined and the Martin guitars are still primarily a 
handcrafted product.  And beautiful they are!  As soon as we walked inside the factory the wonderful fragrance of 
freshly cut and sanded wood hit us.  We saw every step of the guitar-making process and it’s really impressive.  One 
guitar generally takes 2-3 months to complete because of all the fine handwork and need to dry glues and finishes.  The 
average Martin guitar runs $200 to $600, but we saw one absolutely gorgeous guitar that cost $100,000!  It’s 
beautifully inlaid with silver and abalone shell (Mother of Pearl) and the workmanship is unbelievable.  The woods 
come from all over the world – spruce, cherry, and black walnut from the U.S., rosewood from Asia, mahogany from 
Brazil, and a few woods that have become so scarce that they’re not currently available.  Even in a relatively unfinished 
form the woods are beautiful and the guide warned us before entering that we must not touch any of the woods because 
the oils from our hands could ruin the finish later in the process.  The insides of the guitar are what make its sound deep 
or high.  For example, some cross pieces inside the “box” are only moderately shaped while others are quite precisely 
shaped, which alters the sound that particular guitar will make.

After that we got a driving tour on the way back to the Parks’ home.  I noticed that a lot of homes had stars on the 
outside and I thought they were what we used to call “Gold Star Mothers.”  Laraine told us these were the homes of 
Moravians who originally settled the area.  I see from the dictionary that Moravians are from the country we know 
today as the Czech Republic.  They also formed the Moravian church which is a Christian sect and Moravian is a 
dialect of the Czech language.  While driving we saw huge piles of rocks that are moraine left behind by ancient 
glaciers.  This means early farmers had to do a lot of rock moving before they could build a house or plant a field. 
With the availability of so many rocks they made stone fences now called “stone rows.”  Even today farmers clear 
fields by pushing large rocks into a long pile that might stretch the entire length of their field.

Now that we have wi-fi we’ve been able to get caught up on our internet “stuff.”  Quiet evening in the RV and out of 
the heat.

Thursday, August 3, 2006

This morning Chet, Jerry and I stopped next door to meet the Parks’ daughter Collette and their two grandsons.  And 
their two dogs, both black, one a large Lab and one a large poodle.  They live in a very old house that has Chestnut 
wood throughout.  You don’t see Chestnut much anymore because it’s almost extinct.  The floors in the original part of 
the house are those wide planks they used to use.  No one has ever finished the floors except around the edges because 
everyone kept rugs on their floors so there was no need to finish them!  Collette showed us where you can see through 
the floor down to the basement.

After that visit we went on the local Trolley Tour to learn more about the Delaware Water Gap area.  The guide was 
quite knowledgeable and talked the entire time so we didn’t lack for information!  The trolleys they use here are 



originals that have been mechanized.  In the 1890s and early 1900s these trolleys brought people up from Philadelphia 
for their holidays.  By the time the area’s heyday was over there were more than 50 hotels.  Families would come up 
here for the summer and the fathers would go back to the city to work during the week while the wife and children 
stayed here.  The very first hotel was perched on a cliff high above the Delaware River.  Today its location is one of the 
scenic overlooks.  It had a choice location because a natural spring was behind it and they literally brought the water 
into the hotel kitchen via a trough.  It was the first hotel to have running water.  At another point along this road there 
used to be a diner which was located at the entrance of the Cold Air Cave.  Air in the cave is a constant 38 degrees and 
air coming out of the cave flowed through the diner and provided natural air conditioning.  The owner also had no need 
for refrigerators because she kept everything that needed to be cold inside the cave.  Unfortunately she went to Florida 
every winter and one spring she returned to find that her diner had burned down.  In the meantime the Feds also 
exercised their right of eminent domain to take over the property so they could build the Delaware Water Gap National 
Park and the park road on which both the hotel and diner stood.  We also learned about all the celebrities who stayed 
here including Fred Waring, Jackie Gleason, Sam Snead, and Arnold Palmer.  At one point we sat atop the Appalachian 
Hiking Trail that crosses the road in the town of Delaware Water Gap.  Toward the end of the tour, we drove along the 
road above the Delaware River and looked across to New Jersey and down onto I-80 where we saw all kinds of 
emergency vehicles just after the toll booths.  Jerry took a photo and when we looked at it in telephoto discovered that a 
truck had overturned.  The tour guide said the number of emergency vehicles probably meant a fatality but we didn’t 
hear anything about it on local TV tonight even though Channel 13 was there at the viewpoint shooting tape of the 
accident scene.

After the tour we went up the road a short distance and stopped to see the Buttermilk Falls which were nice and cool on 
a very hot day.  Then on to Target to get a few things, lunch, and then grocery shopping before starting back to the 
Parks home.  Laraine had not gone with us and was there when the Dobrins called to say they would not be here this 
afternoon as planned.  Seems Bernie just spent two days in the hospital up in Boston with pneumonia.  They did take 
their caravan to Newfoundland but we didn’t see them up there and we had looked forward to surprising them here so 
the news was disappointing.  We ended our day with a swim in the Parks indoor pool.  So nice to be able to look 
outside at the trees but not contend with the heat!  Chet also designed the pool and pool room.

Friday, August 4, 2006

Have you ever been to a slate quarry and factory?  Neither had we – until today.  Chet needed to go to check on 
something and took us with him.  Such an interesting place!  This area of Pennsylvania is full of slate quarries, mostly 
abandoned as newer materials have overtaken slate in popularity.  The Cappozzolo Brothers Slate Company is the only 
one still operating.  But first you need to know about how slate forms.  About 400 million years ago this part of eastern 
PA was covered by a shallow inland sea which is now known as the Slatebelt Region.  With time, tons of sediment 
settled in layers on the sea’s floor and eventually became thousands of feet thick.  After millions of years the clay-like 
sediment was compressed into beds of hard stone.  In the 1800s these sections of compressed sediment were discovered 
and we call this type of rock “slate.”  With its discovery Welsh, English, and Italian families settled here and named 
their new town Bangor after the famous slate mining town in Wales.  The superior slate found here was used in school 
blackboards, for roofing, and as floor tiles.

The Cappozzolo shop is filled with all kinds of slate items.  The youngest brother took us downstairs to see how they 
form the pieces.  The building itself is quite old with tree timber beams and a foundation of rocks.  He had some small 
rectangular pieces of precut slate in a large barrel of water because it needs to be soaked before cutting.  He picked one 
out of the water and took a small tool that in essence is a handmade chisel.  He place this small block on the table and 
placed the chisel in the center of the narrow end, tapped it with a hammer, bent the chisel ever so slightly, and viola, 
there were two pieces.  It reminded us of diamonds where they cut the facets.  Jerry and I both then got to cut the pieces 
into smaller sections.  It’s amazing how easily it cuts.

This is a family operation so Chet asked if he could take us down to the quarry.  They have enough slate cut to last 
several more months so there was no cutting being done today.  They have a huge overhead cable saw that cuts up 
through the slate to get huge pieces.  This cutting can be likened to a band saw’s action.  Once cut, a big digging 
machine with a scoop on the front brings the chunk of slate up out of the quarry.  From there it’s cut into more 
manageable sheets or chunks.  The brothers’ father started the business originally and it was more of a hobby than a 
business until it took over his life and, apparently, that of the whole family.  All of the tools are handmade because it’s 
such a specialized – and declining - business.  As Chet said, the father was the best backyard mechanic he has ever 



known and exhibited amazing “backwoods ingenuity.”  He would buy pieces of equipment that were ready to be 
scrapped and then devise ways to make them useful for his own purposes.

The slate quarry itself is interesting.  The top layers are a looser sedimentary rock that appears in color as a light golden 
brown.  As you go downward the color changes to darker.  When the father started the quarry he quite literally took it 
out a piece at a time and today it’s a good sized hole with steep smooth sides.  As you go deeper the color changes to 
dark gray, almost black.  For things like blackboards it can’t contain veins of impurities like iron.  Chet showed us a 
section of lesser quality with an iron vein versus one of better quality with a nice even gray color.  Chet said it’s also 
very sharp.  He’s gotten at least one flat tire driving down to the quarry.

As I was writing the above Chet came by and asked if we wanted to go with him while he ran a few errands.  We ended 
up across the Delaware River in Belvidere NJ which is a delightful town.  He showed us a number of really neat 
Victorian homes, some great “painted ladies.”  There were several that had what might be called widow’s walks and 
others that had round turret-like structures at the front of the house.  In  fact, one corner had three out of the four homes 
with these interesting turrets.  We eventually returned back to PA by crossing the same very narrow and old bridge. 
They had serious flooding here a couple of months ago and Chet showed us how high the water came, including up to 
the bridge floor.  We saw huge numbers of uprooted trees and some were quite large.  The river quite literally cleaned 
out the undergrowth along the river bank.

Tomorrow morning we’ll leave here and have decided to go to the Cherry Hill RV Park in College Park MD.  That’s 
near Laurel where my family lived before I was born and where we used to visit friends.  I haven’t been back there 
since childhood.  We’ll have full hookups there and can get caught up with a few things as well as get in some 
sightseeing.  We expect to arrive at Joy’s house on Tuesday and will park in the Lake of the Woods campground.

Saturday, August 5, 2006

This morning we said farewell to Chet and Laraine as we left their home in Bangor PA.  It was an absolutely beautiful 
morning.  The heat dissipated overnight and the humidity declined.  Too bad we had to leave such a pleasant place! 
Getting to College Park MD was time-consuming with small country roads through a couple of interesting historic 
towns with neat Victorian homes.  Finally got onto a wider and better road, but two small towns had traffic backed up 
by traffic lights so getting through them was arduous.  Finally got to the freeway but that was slow too because – as we 
discovered later – a connecting road had construction and it caused major backups.  Finally decided to get off the 
freeway and went across to Reading.  After that we made good progress and arrived at the Cherry Hill Park 
campground in late afternoon.

It’s much warmer here in MD – in the 90s and more humid.  We took some time to clean the freshly acquired bugs off 
the front of the motorhome, vacuum the grass that got tracked in over the last few days, and get a wash started.  After 
dinner we took a short walk over to the park store where Jerry found a fitting he needs and I got a new edition of “Next 
Exit” which we use to find out what restaurants, shopping, gas stations, and the like that are ahead of us on freeways. 
We started to walk back but the park has a tractor pulling a tram so we took that just to see some of the park which is 
quite large.  We think the shuttle driver has a good job.  He waves to everyone and by the time we got off, everyone 
was waving to us.  One of the young girls (about 12) even complimented us on our pretty “camper.”  By the time we 
got back we were surprised that it was beginning to cool off significantly.  Most welcome!

Sunday, August 06, 2006

We decided Sunday would be a good day to go into Washington and set the GPS for the World War II Memorial.  The 
“little lady” got us there pretty efficiently but first we found a place to eat lunch.  Glad we did because we walked all 
afternoon on a hot and humid day!

We spent quite a while at this wonderful World War II Memorial that honors the 16 million Americans who served in 
uniform during the war.  My dad would have been 98 tomorrow and how I wish he could have seen this memorial.  He 
would have been so proud!  The memorial is beautiful and has a very solemn atmosphere.  In the middle is a circular 
pool with fountains at two ends and each end of the memorial is devoted to the two parts of the war - Atlantic and 
Pacific.  As you go down the ramp at each end there are a series of beautifully done bas-reliefs that portray what the 
American people did during the war years.  For example, one shows a family all gathered around the radio in their 



living room, probably listening to the latest war news.  This is something a lot of us who were kids during the war can 
remember.  Particularly moving was one on the Pacific side that shows American GIs liberating American POWs from 
a prisoner of war camp.  At both the Atlantic and Pacific ends it has nouns describing various events in chronological 
order.  For example, the Pacific side starts with Pearl Harbor Day 1941, names the various battles such as Iwo Jima, 
and ends with Japan.  The Atlantic side is the one most personally moving to me – Remagen was the place where 
Daddy crossed the Rhine on his way to Hitler’s stronghold and last defense at Berchtesgaden in Bavaria (he was at 
Berchtesgaden on V-E Day).  The Nazis planted dynamite to blow up the Remagen bridge, but our American Army got 
across before it blew up.  Standing in the middle of the memorial between the Atlantic and Pacific sides is really neat. 
When looking in one direction you see the Washington Monument and in the opposite direction you see the Lincoln 
Memorial at the end of the Mall’s Reflecting Pool.  Across the World War II Memorial pool on the Lincoln side is a 
black wall full of gold stars.  Each star represents 100 Americans who died fighting during World War II and it’s quite 
a wall because more there were more than 400,000 casualties.

We then moved down the Reflecting Pool toward the Lincoln Memorial.  Off to the left is the Korean War Memorial. 
This one is equally moving, but quite different from our other war memorials.  There is a black wall on which they 
have somehow inscribed (perhaps by laser?) a collage of actual photos of people and items from all the military 
services who served in Korea – pilots, soldiers, sailors, airplanes, ships, tanks.  Away from the wall are a number of 
more than life-size statues of GIs carrying their gear under ponchos and slogging through Korean terrain.  They’re very 
life-like because they’re looking around as though on patrol with weapons ready.  On the opposite side is a small low 
wall on which are inscribed the countries that participated with us to free Korea.  We were not surprised to see 
Australia, Canada, New Zealand, and the United Kingdom, but we were surprised to see Ethiopia (remember Emperor 
Haile Selasie?) and Turkey.  At the “top” of the memorial is a small pool and it’s wall provides the grim statistics of 
American casualties during the Korean War.  Next to it on a vertical wall it says “Freedom is not free.”  Certainly a 
sentiment that still stands true today.  Most of the rest of the world understands that all too well.

From there we went to the end of the Reflecting Pool (do people still ice skate on it when there’s ice?) and climbed the 
steps to the Lincoln Memorial.  This is always a moving experience.  I recall seeing it with my family when I was 
young.  On the wall to Lincoln’s right is the Gettysburg Address and on his left is Lincoln’s second inaugural address. 
Every now and then it’s good to reread his Gettysburg Address which we had to memorize in our early school days.  To 
think he couldn’t decide what to say and his immortal words were written on a piece of paper while he was on a train to 
Gettysburg!  I wish some of our modern presidents could express themselves so beautifully and so succinctly!

From there we went to the Vietnam Veterans Memorial.  First we saw the bronze statue of the field nurses helping the 
wounded.  It’s always so moving.  Then we went to the bronze statue of American GIs in the field.  Finally the 
memorial itself.  This long black wall inscribed with thousands of names still moves me after many visits.  The 
volunteers each day place at the proper panel the names of those whose birthdays fall on that day but who forever will 
be 22 or 19 or whatever age they were when killed in Vietnam.  Like many others, we read each one and, as Jerry said, 
the old men start the wars and the young men are killed in them.  The most moving item left there today was a poem 
written by a young man’s sergeant.  In this poem the sergeant described how the young man was wounded, how they 
got him onto a medical evacuation helicopter, and the young man’s last words to his sergeant.  Obviously, the sergeant 
made it home and still remembers the young man all these years later.  Every one of us who stopped to read it was 
moved to tears.  By the way, each night the volunteers gather mementos left that day and place them in a special 
repository so we know that sergeant had been there some time earlier today.

Next was the White House Visitor Center where there are interesting displays of our Presidents and their families, 
architecture, and items within the White House.  One very interesting piece was a gift to one of our Presidents and it is 
a huge silver boat in which Hiawatha sits.  It’s on a mirror surface and the engraving is beautifully done.  The 
silversmith based it on Longfellow’s poem.  We asked about White House tours and, just so you’ll know, there is a six 
month waiting list and you get on it after contacting your Congressional Representative.  So you have to plan your 
White House visits far ahead!  On our way back to the car we stopped at a Jamaican Embassy-sponsored “street fair” 
that was really in a parking lot.  There were all kinds of crafts and food for sale.  It was right next to where we parked 
and when we arrived this morning a couple of the Jamaican ladies invited us to stop by later when they were open so 
we did.

By then we were tired of walking and wanted something cooler to see so we drove to the Washington National 
Cathedral.  What a magnificent building!  This is a Gothic structure of Indiana limestone and it is the sixth largest 



cathedral in the world.  We think the exterior has recently been cleaned because it was sparkling white in the sunshine. 
The details on the front are really beautiful – what I call lacework for lack of a better term.  Inside are soaring arches, 
vaulted ceilings, and flying buttresses.  The stained glass windows are magnificent with stunning colors on a sunny day 
like today.  One reminded us of the rosette window in Paris’s Notre Dame Cathedral.  Every bit as beautiful!  The most 
striking difference in the stained glass windows here is their more modern subjects.  Where European cathedrals that 
were built 1,000 years ago have more Middle Ages-looking people, this one has a whole range of eras represented from 
Egyptian through Renaissance through modern.  For example, President Woodrow Wilson is in a crypt there and the 
stained glass windows above his bay have scenes representing his life and with him wearing a business suit.  In 
addition, General Robert E. Lee is remembered in stained glass from his West Point days, as an American patriot when 
he wore his blue uniform, as a leader of the Confederacy during our Civil War when he wore his gray uniform, and 
through the end of his life.  Nearby is a marble statue of President George Washington as the founder of our nation. 
Downstairs in the Crypt are various chapels and several are quite lovely.  The Resurrection Chapel has a series of 
pictures in beautifully colored mosaic tiles portraying the appearance of Jesus after his resurrection.  The Cathedral’s 
foundation stone is under the altar of the Bethlehem Chapel where the art depicts the birth of Jesus.  Just as we were 
leaving the Cathedral, an organ recital started and the sounds were wonderful.  This is a very beautiful building where 
many of America’s most solemn ceremonies are held and we can be very proud of it.

After cooling off in the Cathedral we found our way down to the Washington Harbour which was quite busy on this 
warm Sunday afternoon.  We found a nice cool place to have dinner and with a window table were able to watch all the 
action.  The police boat was patrolling the Potomac where there were a lot of boats and a lot of people were relaxing at 
the various outdoor restaurants and bars along the boardwalk, as well as on pleasure boats that tied up alongside the 
boardwalk.  We decided this is a place to see and be seen.  We even managed to find a frozen yogurt on the way back 
to the car.  Yummy!   Then the GPS lady led us back to our campground.  We had forgotten how many 
“roundabouts” there are in this town and the GPS did a good job of leading us through them all.  By the way, Sunday is 
a wonderful day to sightsee in Washington.  MUCH easier to find parking places!

Monday, August 7, 2006

We started this hot and humid day in a leisurely fashion and even put a load of wash in before going out and about. 
Went first to Home Depot and the grocery store, came back to put things away, and had lunch.  The campground is in 
College Park where the University of Maryland is located.  I wanted to see the campus because Daddy went there 
before he and Mother were married and then Mother attended when my sister was little and they lived in nearby Laurel. 
We drove around the campus for a while and then found parking near the student union.  The entire campus is huge and 
the student union is much larger than ones in the schools we’ve attended.  Actually, it looks relatively new and is very 
nice.  The campus is full of beautiful big old trees so it’s quite pleasant.  Eventually we also found the Memorial 
Chapel which is quite nice.  We thought it would be one of the older buildings on campus, but it was built in the 1950s 
at the request of the students.  Being Daddy’s birthday, it seemed appropriate to come here and remember my parents.

We lost track of some old family friends whom I had known since childhood and I wanted to see their last known 
address which we found not far from the campground.  Then we drove up to Laurel to see if I could recognize any 
homes there.  The entire length of U.S.1 (Baltimore-Washington Road) in Laurel is now commercial with only one tiny 
house left and even it is a business.  We figured our friend’s home has been long gone and is probably now a mall.  The 
Laurel Race Track is still there, unlike Bay Meadows which for many years was near us in CA.

Driving back to the campground we saw a Safeway and had to stop.  Yeaaa!  Jerry said I was smiling the entire time I 
was in the store.  It is so nice to be in a clean, well-stocked, and well-organized store that has brands I can both read (no 
French!) and recognize.  My list from Canada has been whittled down to one item so we’re restocked.    

Tuesday, August 8, 2006

We left College Park about 10:00 – purposely mid-morning to avoid heavy commute traffic.  We took the eastern 
beltway near Andrews Air Force Base and crossed a huge new bridge.  After that it was stop and go for a while when 
the traffic narrowed down to two lanes as we went through a gigantic bridge construction project with numerous 
overcrossings from all directions.  After that it was smooth freeway driving all the way to Fredericksburg where we 
turned west on VA 3 toward Joy and Skip’s house.  As we neared their area Joy called to tell us they would meet us out 
by the Lake of the Woods gate because the main road in was closed for a construction project and they would guide us 



around the detour.  They did a great job of psyching out what we needed to do and we were soon tucked into the LOW 
campground.

Our grand-nephew Nick (3.7 years) was with them and he was excited to see the motorhome.  Joy had explained that 
we were like a turtle that lives in its shell and he followed both Jerry and I as we set things up.  The site Joy had 
reserved months ago has a trailer in it so they all got to experience first hand how we go about finding a suitable site, 
such as too much slope, too many trees, etc.  We have electricity (great because it’s so hot), water, and even satellite 
TV so all is well.  Joy fixed dinner tonight and niece Penny joined us after she got home from work.  In the meantime 
we got to see all the improvements Joy and Skip have made since they moved into the house at the time of our last 
visit.  Now there are pictures on the walls, furniture has been moved or replaced, and the rear patio looks really nice 
and makes the yard quite livable.  The latter was a lot of hard work because it involved lifting heavy stones, but the 
results make the work worthwhile.

Today was mail day and we had several packages waiting for us.  What a lot to go through after almost two months! 
Did an initial sorting tonight.

Wednesday, August 9, 2006

Took care of paying a couple of more urgent bills this morning.  Spent the day visiting and made a brief stop at Penny 
and Rob’s house to see Rob’s shiny new black Police Special Harley Davidson motorcycle.  We also did computer 
“stuff” with Joy.  Had dinner at Joy and Skip’s house with Nick and later Penny.  Boy, this day really flew by!

Thursday, August 10, 2006

It felt good to sleep in a bit.  Worked on some more mail and eventually made our way to Joy’s house and then we went 
shopping for a few things we all needed at the huge shopping area out by the freeway.  After that we returned to Penny 
and Rob’s place to see their new home.  They’ve done a huge amount of work to make this newly constructed home 
theirs, and work continues as they divide the unfinished basement into four extra rooms that will add considerable 
value long-term.  It’s a really nice house with a good floor plan and we know they’ll be really happy with it when 
everything is fixed to their liking.  It was a really good buy in a good location.  Nick goes to daycare where his aunt 
Meighan teaches so he feels very comfortable there.

The day went quickly and then we went out to dinner.  After getting back, Nick conned me into going for a walk with 
him on his tricycle.  Let me tell you, Nick knows his way around the neighborhood and really took me on a hike.  If 
only I’d had my walking shoes on!  Every time I’d see a familiar street and tell him we should go on it to get home he 
would cleverly tell me “this way is shorter.”  But I could see the barest smile as he said it so I knew the little devil was 
purposely leading me astray.  Oh well, we had fun together and it was good for him to have still another person tell him 
to be careful of cars.  Finally I was “rescued” as Penny and Jerry came in the car to find us because Penny had to go to 
her office to develop an X-ray for a patient so it could be picked up the next morning.  We went along to see the place.

Friday, August 11, 2006

It was cooler today and great for sightseeing.  Skip, Joy, Jerry and I went into Fredericksburg to the Fredericksburg and 
Spotsylvania National Military Park.  This Park memorializes four major Civil War engagements that took place near 
here:  Fredericksburg, Chancellorsville, the Wilderness, and Spotsylvania Court House.  These four locations were 
within a 17 mile radius and there were more than 100,000 American casualties on both sides of these battles. 
Fredericksburg was an important site because it was approximately half way between the North’s capitol in 
Washington and the South’s capitol in Richmond.  This particular site in Fredericksburg was at Marye’s Heights, a hill 
on the west side of town that was named after the family who owned the property.  At the visitor center we first saw a 
very well done video that provided an overview of what happened here.  Next we went with a Ranger who explained in 
much more detail what happened.  His own grandfather was one of the survivors of this battle (on the side of the 
Confederacy) so he explained everything, including quotes from soldiers on both sides of the conflict.  In essence, 
Ambrose Burnside’s Union Army (north) arrived in the area in early November 1862 with orders to attack the 
Confederate Army (south) at Fredericksburg.  Delays in getting pontoon boats so they could cross the flooded 
Rappahannock River provided valuable time for the south to set up a good defensive position on Marye’s Heights. 
With cannons strategically placed on the ridge and sharpshooters dug in behind a stone wall below them, Robert E. 



Lee’s artillery and infantry effectively slaughtered thousands of Union soldiers during several attacks in mid-
December.  This was followed by the battle at Chancellorsville in May 1863, The Wilderness in May 1864, and the 
Spotsylvania Court House, also in May 1864.  Joy and Skip live even closer to Wilderness and Chancellorsville.

After visiting the battle site we saw a little of Fredericksburg while searching for a place to eat lunch.  It’s a cute town 
today and filled with historical sites.  By then it was time to pick up Nick from day care (mom and dad are out of town 
at a weekend seminar).  Jerry and I took Nick for another walk and this time he couldn’t lead us too far astray because 
Jerry had his hiking GPS so Nick was able to see for himself which road was shorter to get home.  Not sure he totally 
understood, but the gadget was more authoritative than me.   After dinner and more play we were getting ready to 
walk out the door when a little bird flew inside just as Jerry opened the front door.  We “think” we flushed him out, but 
that little dude was elusive.  I saw him at least three times and then we believe he made a dash for one of the open 
doors while we were looking elsewhere.  Joy said if we hear a knock on the door tonight it will be her coming to sleep 
on our sofa!  Nick was just getting out of the tub when it happened so he got a reprieve in his bedtime.  Now what are 
the chances of a bird flying in your front door when you open it???  Nothing like a little critter to get everyone excited!

Saturday, August 12, 2006

Well, the bird hasn’t been seen since last night so I guess it got out when we had our backs turned.  Joy had put a 
patriotic themed wreath on the door and we suspect the poor little bird had nested there and when Jerry opened the door 
he was inside immediately and probably frightened to death!  Today was a stick-around-the-house family kind of day. 
I took wash over to Joy’s and Jerry took his imagination on ways to keep Nick busy.  He must have succeeded because 
one tired Nick decided it was time for bed tonight.  In the afternoon Skip’s daughter Meighan brought over her two 
girls, Alexis (8) and Cassidy (5).  The three cousins – and Uncle Jerry - played together all day out in the sandbox 
“beach” and the kids went swimming in the lake.  It’s shallow near the wall so it’s safe for little ones.  Nick, who is 
youngest and wears a life vest, can now swim by himself for about 20 feet.  Before dinner we took a ride around the 
lake in Joy and Skip’s new boat.  It’s bigger and has a more powerful engine than their previous boat.  This was a 
beautiful day with delightful temperatures in the low 80s so the ride was quite pleasant.  A lot of people were on or in 
the lake, water skiing, floating, fishing (trout, bass, carp), and swimming.  We noticed how many new and large homes 
there are on the lake when compared to our first visit before Skip and Joy moved to the lake fulltime.  Before dinner the 
girls had a little recital of songs they’ve just learned in summer Bible school.  They learned six songs in only three 
weeks and did quite well.  This evening we barbequed and ate outside on the new patio.  Just delightful!  After dinner 
all three kids wanted to go for a bike ride so Meighan, Jerry, and I took them out.  Alexis has been riding for a few 
years and is quite good, Cassidy should be getting rid of her training wheels quite soon, and Nick just pedals his little 
heart out on his tricycle.  It’s amazing how far he can pedal once he gets going!  When Jerry and I finally got back to 
the campground it was quite dark and the stars were really shining tonight.

Sunday, August 13, 2006

Did our own thing this morning as the rest of the family took the kids to Sunday School and went to church.  When 
they got back to the house I was sitting on the back porch enjoying the peaceful view of trees and lake.  We  sure can 
see why Joy and Skip decided to retire here to Lake of the Woods and, especially, why they decided to keep their lot 
and build a new home on it, as opposed to finding another lot elsewhere in the community.  It’s a really nice location! 
Joy, Jerry, Alexis, and I drove in to the shopping center to eat lunch and get stuff at Costco.  In the meantime Meighan 
took Cassidy and Nick over to her house to play, giving Skip some welcome peace and quiet.   Still lovely weather so 
dinner on the patio was quite pleasant

Monday, August 14, 2006

This was another family day.  We wanted to go to Costco so did that with Penny and Nick while Joy went to a garden 
club meeting and Skip did cruise business.  We took the MDX to make it easier helping Penny pick up a file cabinet 
she had bought from a friend.  Joy and we arrived at her house about the same time, then Joy, Skip, Jerry, and I left for 
an errand and an early dinner.  In the meantime Meighan and Tony had invited all of us over for dessert and to see their 
house renovations.  Tony is currently working on installing a new bathroom – from the wallboard to the new fixtures. 
He has a good start and it will add good value to their home.  They’ve started adding some tub surround tiles which will 
look quite nice when finished.  They have a wonderful wooded backyard with a new swing set which the girls wanted 
us to see.  We continue to be amazed at how many woods there are in this part of the country.  This in spite of being 



heavily populated.  Lake of the Woods is a really pleasant place to live.  Growth is continuing and now they’re 
beginning to get more shopping.

Eventually we dug into the chocolate cake with chocolate icing (my personal favorite) that Meighan had just made. 
(This family is one huge chocoholic.)  I guess it’s really fresh when it’s still warm!   Anyway we had a nice visit with 
everyone in Jerry’s family and then said our goodbyes because we’ll be leaving in the morning.  Because we left 
Newfoundland a couple of days early we now have some unexpected additional time before my reunion.  This means 
we’ll be able to go down to South Carolina to see my end of the family and the Wolfes expect to see us Wednesday 
afternoon.  Seems like a good time to mail this, assuming I have a decent cell connection. 

Tuesday, August 15, 2006

We were off before 10:00 this morning.  It was overcast but we drove on some pretty back roads through Civil War 
battlefield areas to eventually reach the freeways south.  Joy had mentioned one section in particular that would be 
interesting because it was through horse farm country and the names of the farms were fun to read.  That area is really 
pretty with rolling hills and, of course, long white fences.  It looked like one of the farms raised sulky racehorses. 
Thanks for the tip, Joy.  Except for a brief hard rain this afternoon that cleaned the windshield, the drive was 
uneventful.  Tonight we’re in a nice campground near Lexington NC and should arrive in Simpsonville SC early 
tomorrow afternoon.  It’s been raining some this evening.

Wednesday, August 16, 2006

Apparently we had about two inches of rain last night.  Had more uneventful driving except for one relatively lengthy 
backup on the freeway because of an accident involving a truck and at least one car, and perhaps two or three.  They 
were just starting to tow the truck when we got to the scene.  Made a couple of short stops at visitor centers to get maps 
and a Flying J to get diesel.  Wow!  It’s wonderful to be back at real truck stops that have huge parking areas, 
restaurants, and decent-priced diesel at only $2.859 (my sister says that South Carolina has the least expensive gas). 
We RVers do love our Flying Js because when you get their frequent buyer card you get fuel at 2 cents per gallon less. 
That’s a real savings when you put in anywhere from 50 to 100 gallons!

We’ve noticed the “jungle” appearance of vegetation while driving through the Carolinas.  It’s mostly ivy growing 
wild.  It totally covers trees and even telephone poles.  In North Carolina we noticed that the beds of wildflowers along 
the freeway are mostly Cosmos.  Very pretty.  Arrived in Simpsonville SC early in the afternoon and got ourselves 
organized before going over to my sister’s house and then to Beth and Jon’s.  Eventually everyone but nephew Jon who 
was working found our way to the local pizza place.  After some visiting we came back to the RV park and let the 
Wolfes have some time to prepare for the first day of school which is tomorrow.  They sure start school early down 
here.  When we were kids school usually started right after Labor Day.

Thursday, August 17, 2006

Today we did things like laundry and shopping while everyone was at work and school.  After school Amber had a list 
of supplies to purchase so Jon took her shopping.  In the meantime Beth took Joey to speech lessons.  Joey recently 
auditioned for a new Disney channel and the John Robert Powers agency really liked him so he has to take all kinds of 
special lessons in order to be prepared for various parts, including commercials.  He has the speech lessons here, but 
every Sunday Mom or Dad has to take him up to Charlotte NC for two hours of other lessons.  The children are 
required to keep their grades up if they want to continue with Disney so this is quite a commitment for the entire 
family!  This on top of school, karate, and hip hop classes for Joey; school, karate, and dance lessons for Amber; and 
preschool and dance lessons for Megan.  Oh yes, and demanding jobs for both Mom and Dad.  Needless to say the 
Wolfes have an extremely busy household these days!  Just planning where and when to meet for dinner is a major 
accomplishment.

I was interested in the pile of supplies Amber had to purchase for school.  In addition to the usual paper, pencils, 
ringbinders, and such, one math class requires such things as tissues for runny noses, hand sanitizer to prevent the 
spread of germs, a scientific calculator, a ream of colored paper, compass, and protractor.  When we were kids I think 
our parents bought paper, pencils, notebooks, and erasers, but not much else.  I guess the economics of going to school 
has changed a lot since then.  We know that our college professor friends have to pay for the copying of exams, etc. out 



of their own pockets because department xeroxing budgets are so small.  That’s not to say that the school’s don’t have 
money.  In some cases they just don’t apply it in what I believe are the correct areas, specifically for classroom needs.

Tonight six of our eight made it to a Chinese restaurant for dinner.  After returning to the house Jon had to go to a 
meeting and on his way out he met Beth and Joey who were just getting home.  I wonder how today’s families would 
function if they didn’t have cell phones with which to communicate!

When we got back to the RV park we stopped to chat with our next door neighbors who arrived earlier today.  We 
noticed their FMCA number on the coach and asked if they had been to FMCA which is currently under way at the 
Lowes Motor Speedway in Charlotte NC.  He said yes, they were lucky to get out without being towed.  Seems that 
rain we had the other night in Lexington made some of those heavy coaches sink in the mud.  This was their first 
FMCA rally and they enjoyed it.  He also commented on how well organized everything was.  FMCA is amazing in 
that regard.  Except for paid office staff, every rally is organized and staffed by volunteers.  The parking committee is 
unbelievable in the way they have every site marked and lead you in so each coach is perfectly spaced.  Imagine this. 
When the higher line coaches started getting the new armless electric patio awnings, FMCA had to enlarge the site size 
for each coach to accommodate the larger awnings which are a foot or so wider than the old arm style.  They’ve even 
had to change site sizes as coaches started having slideout rooms, first on one side only, but more recently on both sides 
because some now have three or four slides (two on each side).  These rallies are planned years in advance and the 
number of facilities that can handle anywhere from 6,000 to 8,000 coaches (members plus dealers) is dwindling as 
FMCA grows in membership.  Moreover, the communities have to have enough hotel rooms for all the dealers and 
manufacturers, an airport they can use, not to mention restaurants, shopping, and entertainment for attendees.  It’s a big 
deal for communities to have an FMCA rally because it involves traffic movement, emergency services (there are 
always heart attacks or accidents), and the like.

Friday, August 18, 2006

Being a weekday, the Wolfes had to go to work and school so we had a more lazy day.  Did some laundry, got 
groceries, got the car washed and other exciting things like that.  Amber and Beth went shopping for things they were 
going to do at Amber’s 13th birthday party – manicures and the like.  This evening we went to Joe’s Crab Shack for 
Amber’s family birthday dinner.

Saturday, August 19, 2006

The Wolfe end of the family had quite a day.  The morning was taken up with karate for both Amber and Joey who 
both now have their junior black belts.  Today’s sessions were a lot of sparring and holding their opponents on the 
floor.  They’re both good!  Amber was asked to assist today for the first time and she has a very nice way of helping the 
younger kids (and their moms!) to put on their padded outfits.  She also helped demonstrate karate moves with the 
instructor.  Later Jon, Amber, Jerry, and I went shopping for party foods.  Then we girls went to get a few more things 
in preparation for the birthday party.  Beth and I also worked on dipping strawberries and pretzels in chocolate.  Neither 
of us had ever done it before so it was one experiment after another.  They turned out okay for a couple of amateurs.

Finally the other girls arrived and we all went to dinner at Cheeseburger in Paradise where they have pretty good 
hamburgers.  We had one long table.  The party girls sat at one end while we grownups and Joey sat at the other end. 
When we got back to the house, it was time for a girly style party so the guys were banished from the house.  Megan 
was thrilled that she was invited to join the big girls for Amber’s party.  Jon, Joey, Jerry, and I left Beth to handle the 
party while we went to see the movie Talladega.  Kinda ridiculous, but good for a few laughs.  The bloopers at the end 
were good.  The party was in full swing when we got home.  The girls had a ball doing facials, manicures, and 
pedicures.
 

Sunday, August 20, 2006

This morning we got to admire Megan’s nails.  Her turquoise toe nails matched her little tank top and she had sparkly 
red fingernails.  The girl guests were drifting home by the time we arrived.  We hear they finally fell asleep about 4:00 
a.m., tired but happy.  In the meantime, Joey and Beth went up to Charlotte for his two lessons (the Disney contract) 
and Jon left for Dallas.  Amber had a few things to do at home so we took Megan to Grandma Doris’s house for the 
day.  She and Jerry played game after game while I read with her.  Eventually Grandma and I got dinner ready so Beth 



wouldn’t have to worry about cooking.  After dinner Jerry found some more energy to play with all three kids while 
Grandma, Beth, and I cleaned up the kitchen.

We said all our goodbyes tonight because we’ll be leaving in the morning to start toward PA.  I wish our visits to both 
families could have been longer, but my reunion is this next weekend so we have to get going.

Monday, August 21, 2006

This was for us a long driving day – about 350 miles.  We’ve just reached I-79 and found a new RV park that has big 
rig sites, full hookups including 50 amp power, wi-fi, and the satellite TV works.  We noticed more cosmos growing 
today in both North Carolina and West Virginia.  We had forgotten how pretty West Virginia is with the Blue Ridge 
Mountains.  I even was driving when we got to West Virginia’s New River Bridge which is the longest single-arch 
bridge in the world, spanning the 872-foot-deep New River Gorge.  I was happy to see that they built it with wide 
shoulders so it wasn’t too intimidating.  We saw it a number of years ago and stopped at the viewpoints to see what it 
looked like from the side.  Interestingly, today I had on my tee shirt from Colorado’s Royal Gorge Bridge which is the 
world’s highest bridge and one-quarter of a mile across.

When we left Greenville it was overcast and humid, but no rain.  As we got farther north we realized we had blue skies 
and fluffy white clouds.  Will close for now and hope the wi-fi works for me too!

Tuesday, August 22, 2006

It was MUCH cooler when we awakened this morning in West Virginia.  In fact, Jerry said it was foggy when he 
started his walk.  We saw some fog as we were driving, but it was fast dissipating and eventually we had blue sky with 
the most interesting white clouds that were quite unusual in the way they formed.  We drove about 150 miles today 
through some very pretty country.  In the more mountainous areas the trees are just barely starting to turn color.  At one 
point we realized we were going down to river towns and back up the other side.  Just like the Gaspe, but not such 
precipitous inclines! 

When Jerry checked the RV Forum he learned that our friends in Alaska have encountered some snow and some of the 
inns are closing for the season so I guess it’s going to be an early winter up there.  They have had a most wonderful trip 
and have posted really great photos on the forum.

This afternoon we arrived at the Fox Den Acres Campground in New Stanton, PA where we’ll be for a week so we can 
attend my 50th Greensburg High School reunion.  It’s not far from Greensburg so we’ll stay in the RV rather than at the 
hotel.  The campground is in a wooded setting with full hookups including 50 amp electric, wi-fi, and cable.  And the 
satellite TV works so what more could we want?  We did a few things around the motorhome this afternoon, like 
removing some oil that somehow got splashed outside along the right side.  Maybe from one of the many construction 
zones we’ve gone through.

We went out for dinner tonight and what a drive!  We got on the PA Turnpike to go to Monroeville, but there was a 
fork in the road right after the toll booths.  Yep, we took the wrong one and couldn’t turn around until the next exit in 
15 miles.  Ended up driving about 60 miles total to get to dinner and back.  That little mistake reminded me of one of 
the many reasons I’ve always disliked the Turnpike.  Oh well, we once drove 90 miles for some ice cream so I guess 
we were lucky tonight.  

Wednesday, August 23, 2006

This part of our trip will be a walk down memory lane.  The first thing we wanted to do was drive over to West 
Newton.  This is where my grandparents (Finney side) lived, where Daddy and Mother lived after they were married, 
and where my sister lived as a child.  This was B.A. (Before Ardra).   As we approached town we noticed gigantic 
yellow signs warning drivers of the steep downhill.  “The Hill” has always been a nightmare for truckers because it is 
quite steep with cross streets, train tracks, and a river crossing at the bottom of the hill.  The Hill is unchanged, except 
for those signs which are new since our last visit.  Driving around West Newton is more difficult now because they’ve 
made many of the streets one way and getting “from here to there” isn’t always easy.  Jerry had trouble believing that 
some of what look like alleys are really streets and all one way.  Our main reason for visiting West Newton was to go 



to the W.N. Cemetery to “visit the family” and see Mother’s headstone. They did a really nice job on the headstone and 
we think Mother would have been pleased, especially with the Colonial Dames notation on the back.

From West Newton we went to Greensburg where my reunion will be this weekend.  We wanted to see where Friday 
night’s event will be and found it quite by accident.  So far so good.  Then we drove up Main Street to what used to be 
Greensburg High School.  It was easy to find because of the Catholic cathedral’s spire across the street.  The high 
school has moved and our building is now the Greensburg Middle School.  The old red stone building that used to be 
next to the high school has been demolished.  It was built some time in the 1800s and it’s where I went to second, 
seventh, and eighth grade.  The middle school building has been extended some at that end and the rest is for a 
playground and parking lot.

While I was in junior and senior high school we lived a half block below the school on Maple Ave. which is still lined 
with huge maple trees.  Miss Connell’s red stone house on the corner is still there, although it needs some work.  The 
Glenns house looks much the same but is showing its age.  Our house was next to Glenns at 411 Maple.  The owners 
have extended where the front door was all the way out to the sidewalk side of the porch in order to make a new entry 
hall.  Whereas our steps went directly out to the sidewalk from the front door, they “propped” up the wooden porch 
with cement and put the steps over at the left side of the porch and parallel to the sidewalk.  The house is now a pale 
yellow.  I think what they did with the front porch destroyed the house’s Victorian appearance.  The next house is still 
the same on the exterior and it’s been spruced up for sale.  It’s green with white trim and still looks like a Victorian. 
Asking price is $89,900.  It’s still a relatively nice neighborhood, although the garages in the back alley are falling 
apart.  The Weikert’s home is next and it still looks okay.  It was easy to recognize because they have an extra large lot 
with a lawn between the Weikerts and the green one for sale.  Farther down the street on the other side was Miss 
McCormick’s house.  She was my history teacher and lived in that house with her brother and sister, apparently 
inherited from their parents.  It’s been well maintained.  Behind the high school I found Joanne Redmond’s house.  We 
used to put on plays in their basement play room so I spent a lot of time there.

From Maple Avenue we drove up over the hill and down below the cathedral to Harrison Avenue.  Our great great 
grandparents lived at 337 Harrison and our great Aunt Ella Finney lived there for the last 40 or 50 years of her life. 
This was the home that Daddy and Mother used as their legal residence during our Army years.  During World War II 
while Daddy was in Europe, we lived across the street from Aunt Ella where we rented the second floor of a wonderful 
large three-story Victorian home.  It looks shabby.  I met the owner of Aunt Ella’s house.  She said the house we lived 
in is rented out to college students and every time they wreck it, the owner renovates, and then the cycle repeats.  Too 
bad because it was a great house in its day.  The one stained glass window at the front of the house is still intact.  The 
owner of 337 said people still slide down Academy Street in the winter and have wrecked one of her cars that was 
parked out front.  I asked if Aunt Ella’s house still had the wonderful mahogany walls and ceilings.  She said when they 
bought the house from the realtor who bought it after Aunt Ella left, the mahogany was painted white.  When they 
discovered what was under the white paint, they spent years bringing the mahogany back to life.  With that she invited 
me in to see it.  Although the house is jam packed with “stuff” (I think she has a elder care home in it), the ceilings look 
every bit as good as I remember.  She also commented that the fireplace and mantle in what used to be Aunt Ella’s 
bedroom were painted white and they too have been restored.  She said there were no closets in the first floor and I 
remembered that Aunt Ella had a huge armoire which she said was still in the house when they bought it.  The one 
thing I didn’t care for was they took out the front door and moved it farther out toward the end of the front porch so 
there’s now an entry hall.  It wrecked the Victorian style outside.  And, Doris, would you believe this lady also had 
violets on her dining table next to the window in the kitchen???  The building that was right at the base of Academy 
street I recall as a small neighborhood store and it now is a rather unattractive residence.  On the other side of 337 that 
house looks pretty much the same.  That’s where the couple lived who adopted the little German boy who was a war 
orphan.  Aunt Ella (a retired nurse) discovered one reason they had so many problems with him was because he had 
been deafened by bombs and couldn’t hear.  At the end of Harrison down by the railroad station a whole set of houses 
(maybe 10 or 12) is marked for demolition.

Back downtown and toward the RV park, Troutman’s department store where I had my first (brief) job at 16 is defunct, 
although the building still looks in pretty good shape.  The Troutman’s name is still outside in a couple of places.  The 
Presbyterian Church where I was confirmed still looks nice.  Between the Turnpike and Turnpike North and South 
extensions we’re paying tolls every time we turn around.  At one place there are two sets of toll booths about a half 
mile apart and you can see both of them at one point.  The roads to get from one road to the other are built in such a 
convoluted way that they must spend a fortune just in access roads.  The Turnpike Commission has a beautiful building 



and site not far from the RV park, just off the New Stanton exit.  After seeing it and the cost of all the access roads to 
accommodate the toll booths, we strongly suspect that Pennsylvanians are being rooked.  So what else is new?  The toll 
roads are almost empty and are not being used around here – who wants to spend $2.00 ($1.00 each way) to go grocery 
shopping up in Greensburg?  We think they’d be better off with western-style FREEways that are easier to access and 
use.  But what do we know?  On TV this morning they were talking about how the roads are in disrepair and they can’t 
afford to fix them.  Betcha they could shut down the Turnpike Commission and toll booths and have money left for 
repairs!

This evening we went over to the Schlenke’s home for dinner.  Judy lived near us on Harrison Ave. and she was in my 
graduating class.  We had a delightful visit and she caught me up-to-date about a lot of my classmates.  

Thursday, August 24, 2006

This morning I went for groceries while Jerry caught up on organizing his photographs.  Then we drove over to 
Centerville where Mother grew up.  The last time we were there Grandma’s house had burned down a few months 
previously and there was just a big hole in the ground.  I was curious to see if anyone had built on the property.  Doris, 
there’s a new house on it.  While we were looking at it I saw someone in the yard across the street and asked if she 
knew Lucretia Deems.  Her eyes lit up, and when I told her who I was she remembered us well and gave me a big hug. 
It was June Pepper who is now 85.  We went up on the porch and compared notes.  Her youngest son was living in the 
house when it burned.  He was not home when it happened and by the time the fire department arrived it was pretty 
much gone.  June said it was an awful night, not only because her son lost everything, but because the house had good 
memories for her from the days when it was a Deems home.  She said her son had recently bought the house when it 
burned and he paid off his debt to whoever he bought it from.  The house at the head of the street was owned first by 
the Booths and then the Keagles.  June still hears from Kathy Keagle who lives in Ohio.  The man who lives there now 
happened to come out to the mailbox so we met him.  He remembered Grandma too.  As we were leaving June said she 
wished her kids were around to meet us, turned, and there was Daryl whom I used to play with.  It was nice seeing 
them both again and she was clearly pleased that we stopped for a chat.

The Centerville High School on the hill behind Peppers is gone.  Someone wanted to build low cost housing on that site 
and people were against it.  One night the school mysteriously burned to the ground.  The land eventually was bought 
by someone who has built a large one story house on it – probably the nicest house in town.  After driving around town, 
we went over to the Methodist Church where Granddaddy, Grandma, Mother, and Aunt Gwennie attended.  We also 
went there when we were at Grandma’s.  What a nice surprise we had there!  You may recall us talking about Jerry’s 
dad’s cousin Helen Myers up in Clarion PA.  Well, Helen’s son Edd Myers is an ordained Methodist minister and he is 
now pastor at both the Centerville and Taylor Methodist Churches.  Edd and his wife Susan were both there when we 
went in.  Although we all knew one another by name we had never met in person so we spent a wonderful hour or so 
with them.  He even went back into some of the old record books and the church membership list for October 1925 
through October 1926 lists Ollie, Lucretia, Elizabeth, and Gwendolyn Deems.

Before leaving we went upstairs to the sanctuary.  The entire church is still very well maintained and the stained glass 
windows are wonderful.  I had forgotten their beauty.  Unlike the deep reds, blues, and greens found in many stained 
glasses, these have more pastel colors and they’re blended in a way similar to the blues of a sky.  Very nice indeed. 
Edd said they’re probably worth more than the entire building.  I remembered the sanctuary immediately – except for 
the fact that it was on the second floor.  Apparently that was not unusual because of flooding creeks and rivers in this 
area.  Even the picture of Jesus behind the altar is the same.  Edd faces a dilemma.  Many of the older people cannot 
climb the stairs and the cost of an elevator is prohibitive.  Right now they video the services and have a TV set up 
downstairs in the social room.  It has comfortable chairs so that folks who can’t handle the stairs can still see the 
service going on upstairs.  Also, the empty lot across the street is used for parking but the owner is going to build on it 
so Edd needs to expand the parking behind the church and make a new driveway out on the other side of the church to 
accommodate entry and exit.  Of even more concern to him is the fact that there is only one door to the church and a 
fire could cause serious problems.  He won’t allow candles inside the sanctuary because they’re a fire hazard.  The 
exterior is brick, but the interior is wood.
 
Finally, we decided to find West Pike Run where Mother was born.  It was in our GPS and the little lady took us right 
to it.  Not much there of course, but on the way, there was Deems Park.  The entry monuments about Mark Deems and 
his great grandson are there and look good, but the park is terribly neglected and overgrown with weeds.  Apparently it 



was owned by a man whose name is Hall.  Mr. Hall died last year (according to the local cop who happened to drive 
by) and his son isn’t doing anything with it.  There are no longer any Deems families living in the area so I don’t know 
what will become of Deems Dependence (given to Mark Deems for his service during the Revolutionary War).  Jerry 
said maybe I should buy it and rejuvenate the park.  The house that is right next to it is quite old and is in very bad 
disrepair.  I think it might have been one of the Deems’ homes.

The Fasts have arrived from Phoenix and are staying at the Sheraton where our dinner dance will be held Saturday 
night.  I tried to find her house today but couldn’t recall which street it’s on.  Now I have the address.  The Fink home 
is in pretty good shape.  Judy got a kick out of a 1950s photo I had taken of her sitting on the front wall in front of the 
house next door.

Friday, August 25, 2006

This has been a long but fun day.  First we had not taken photos of the high school so went up to do that.  While there 
we went across the street to the cathedral.  I’ve always loved the exterior of the building and am sure I must have been 
inside with some of my Catholic friends but couldn’t remember it.  The exterior looks as beautiful as ever.  It’s not as 
ornate as some Gothic style cathedrals.  The inside also is lovely with beautiful stained glass ceilings and beautiful 
mahogany beams.  The biggest surprise was that the wall behind the altar is quite plain.  Usually cathedrals have very 
ornate altars.  There are small prayer chapels on either side of the altar and they’re more ornate.

Next was downtown to find Beitlers which is the venue for tonight’s Classmates-only cocktail party.  I recall Beitler’s 
Sweet Shop as being our local hangout with a theater next door.  Well, all that is changed.  The Palace Theater (it’s had 
two previous names) is now on the Register of Historic Places so it will not be demolished.  The Westmoreland 
Historical Preservation Society now owns both it and the old location of Beitlers.  They’re been restoring the theater 
and have made the old Beitlers location into a large room that can be rented for various functions.

We had driven by the Westmoreland County Courthouse a couple of times and I had forgotten what a beautiful 
building it is with a beautiful dome and exterior décor.  I wanted to see the dome from the inside.  What a delightful 
surprise!  It may be the finest dome we’ve ever seen.  It’s absolutely gorgeous!  They have some benches underneath 
the dome so you can sit and put your head back against the balustrade and really look at it.  We were told that it was 
renovated in 1998.  They did a fabulous restoration!  I really wanted to take photos of it, but being a courthouse they 
don’t allow photography and Jerry had to check his camera and penknife as we went through security.  If you’re ever in 
the area, this dome is a “must see.”

Then we went to the First Presbyterian Church where I participated in the Communicant’s class and took my first 
Communion.  It too is still a beautiful Gothic style church with beautiful mahogany beams and stained glass windows. 
I showed Jerry the second row pew where we in the Communicants class had to sit under the watchful eye of Rev. Post. 
Downstairs they still have the big room where we had our Saturday night sock hops.  I spent many hours there with my 
friends.

Next we drove out to find the Sheraton where our dinner dance is to be held and then to the Twin Lakes County Park 
where our Sunday picnic is to be held.  By then we were somewhat north and east of Greensburg so I wanted to go out 
to the Connemaugh Lake where the Rutledge family farm was located.  The lake is there because they built a dam. 
When the reservoir was filled, the old farm went underwater.  This was a long time ago, but it’s where my great-
grandparents Rutledge lived and where Grandmother Olive Rutledge was born.  Mother had given me a vague 
description of where it was located and said “you turn off highway 22 at an old store.”  Well we saw lots of old stores 
and got well beyond the lake before turning around.  We saw no signs for anything at the reservoir, although they claim 
it’s used for boating, etc.  At an old building that looks like a flea market, we finally found the old Livermore Road 
which was the nearest town to the farm and which also was flooded.  We drove down it , but two access roads to the 
lake were blocked with huge iron barricades so I don’t think they really want people to use the lake.

By then it was getting late and we needed to go about 25 miles back to the motorhome to change clothes.  Spouses were 
not allowed to attended tonight’s so Jerry dropped me off at Beitler’s, parked, and waited for the Schlenkes to arrive. 
Judy came in with me and Carl took Jerry back to the house so they could watch the Steelers game.  Sanny arrived 
shortly thereafter, along with Ada Bryant whom I hadn’t seen in 50 years.  Then I saw Don Holloway who was at the 
last reunion and he pointed out Dick Hunt, another person from 50 years ago.  Gradually I started finding people I 



knew.  Luckily I remembered to bring my yearbook because we used it a lot!  Not many people still look the way they 
did in 1956!
 
Part way into the evening they announced that anyone who wished could come into the Palace Theater to see what it 
looks like now.  They are restoring it nicely.  The marble stair case still looks beautiful.  They’ve brought back the 
opera boxes which still need to be painted.  The publicist who showed us around pointed out some beautiful murals on 
each side behind the opera boxes.  She said they had been covered with fabric for so many years that no one realized 
they were there.  They had holes all the way around them where the fabric had been nailed in place.  They got an expert 
restorer who had to fill in the plaster holes before matching all the paint and restoring the murals.  They’re really quite 
pretty now.  Also, the Wurlitzer organ is gone, apparently sold for pieces to repair many other organs.  My friend Dick 
Hunt is a mechanical musical instrument hobbyist and he said there’s actually a web site where you can trace organs by 
their serial number and find out where all the parts are now located.  By the time Carl and Jerry arrived to get Judy and 
me, we had met quite a few old friends so the reunion was off to a good start.

Saturday, August 26, 2006

We went into Greensburg again.  By now I had the address of Sanny’s old house and was able to find it.  They only 
lived about two blocks from us and Sanny and I were best friends in second grade and after we returned to Greensburg 
for seventh grade.  Her aunt Helen taught us in second grade and I’ve learned that a whole group of us who went 
through GHS together were in that same class.  With five years in between I hadn’t remembered everyone from second 
grade.

Then I wanted to see Cabin Hill.  This was a wooded area during the 1950s and Carl said West Penn Power was up 
there.  We used to take a lunch and ride our bikes up there.  Well, I wouldn’t have recognized it!  The only reason we 
even found it was because we saw the name Cabin Hill Street.  Followed it to the end.  Atop the hill is a huge West 
Penn Power facility and we stopped at the guardhouse.  The whole Cabin Hill area is now filled with very nice homes 
and apartments.  They still have woods, but they’re much more sparse today!  Finally we drove up to Seton Hill 
College.  When we lived on Harrison Ave. during World War II we looked out our front windows and across the valley 
to Seton Hill which was perched on the opposite hill.  Beautiful big old trees now line the entrance road up to the 
college.  The original Victorian style buildings have been supplemented with many more.  Back in the 1950s Seton Hill 
was for girls and nearby St. Vincent’s was for boys.  Both are co-ed today.  From Seton Hill I was able to find the 
house on Harrison because it has a high cupola that makes it more visible.

Tonight was our big dinner dance.  Arrived at the Sheraton Five Points at 5:30 p.m. for the photo session.  Each couple 
had their picture taken and later in the evening the classmates all went outside for a group photo.  We had a class of 
475.  Approximately 75 are deceased and approximately 100 cannot be found, leaving about 300.  They said about 185 
attended, so that’s a pretty good turnout.  Several from Arizona, California, Nevada, and others from all over the U.S. 
Probably half still live locally so they plan the reunions.  By the end of the evening, it was clear the Sheraton Five 
Points will never again be a venue for our reunions.  They really blew it because the committee didn’t get much of 
anything that had been promised and it was a constant fight to get what was promised.  The Sheraton liaison person left 
on vacation about Wednesday and they suspect she was asked to leave.  We were supposed to have a huge double room 
but they put a wedding party in the other half and our tables were really crammed in.  The Hunts were put in three 
rooms before they found one that didn’t have problems like water leaking around the toilet in the bathroom.  The Fasts 
said the phone system was not working and they couldn’t get messages or make calls.  Etc. etc. etc.  You get the idea. 
The committee asked people to document their problems and were planning to withhold some of the payment.  The 
dinner itself was okay, although not wonderful.  In spite of all that, it really was fun seeing a lot more people I hadn’t 
seen since senior year.  I got signatures in my yearbook too.  We moved to Michigan in the middle of my senior year 
and the yearbook was mailed to me so I never got to do the “signing” thing.

Sunday, August 27, 2006

We got a late start this morning and went to the Twin Lakes County Park for the picnic at 1:00.  We were early and a 
good crowd was already there.  A few more new faces appeared and I actually recognized two without reading their 
name tags.  They had a caterer bring in food and the “best pizza place in Greensburg” quite unexpectedly donated some 
pizzas.  I can tell you, this crowd won’t go hungry any time soon!  We had mountains of food.  Our school colors were 
brown and white so our big reunion cake was chocolate cake and chocolate icing with white icing trim.  Jerry took lots 



of photos both last night and today, so we’ll have some good memories.  By now we all had gotten reacquainted and 
settled in for serious discussions.  I have some very intelligent and interesting classmates.  My Maple Avenue neighbor 
Joanne Redmond could not make it to the reunion but sent a letter so I learned what’s happened to her.  She’s a lawyer 
and works in the PA governor’s office, has been a widow for seven years, and has a couple of children and 
grandchildren.  Even my buddy John Flannagan was there.  In those days we sat in alphabetical order so Judy Fink, 
Ardra Finney, and John  Flannagan were often together.  John’s wife loved my story about the time John thought I had 
on fake fingernails and tried to pull one off.  I had been a nail biter and broke my habit so for the first time had real 
nails that actually looked nice and he didn’t believe they were mine!

One of the couples from California pulled up in their 23-foot Lazy Daze.  Needless to say I did a double-take when I 
came around a corner and saw it.  They live in Paso Robles and were delighted to find another Lazy Dazer (we’ve 
owned two).  Even though we now own a Monaco, we’ve always said if we ever go back to a gas coach, it probably 
will be another Lazy Daze because they’re well made.  We talked about the Lazy Daze clubs.  They’re more recent 
owners so didn’t recognize the names of anyone we know.

All in all, it was a nice 50th reunion and the committee did a good job.  Except for one or two brief downpours even the 
weather cooperated.  Of course, tonight as I type this we’ve had a couple of really hard rains and even some lightning 
and thunder.

Tomorrow we’ll really start for home.  Jerry will try again in the morning to see if Monaco can move our appointment 
from October to next week.  For now we’ll stay north along the I-70 and I-80 corridor so we can angle up to Oregon if 
necessary.  If there aren’t any cancellations we’ll probably drop down to Denver and cross the Rockies at Denver.  Our 
friend Chris said a week or so ago that when he went in the house to put mail on the counter he saw liquid coming out 
of the pantry.  Seems a can of grapefruit juice exploded.  He was going to enlist the aid of his wife and son to get the 
worst of it cleaned up.  I’m very grateful to have that done, so thanks Theresa and “Little Chris.”  We even had some 
roof tiles come off during a windstorm so Chris has had his hands full while we’ve been gone.  Guess you can’t predict 
weird things like these.  Anyway, if we don’t go to Monaco, we’ll probably be home in about a week, depending on 
what we find along the way.

Monday, August 28, 2006

We were up and at it relatively early this morning.  Decided to take the route through Wheeling WV and stay on I-70 
for a while.  We don’t want to get on to I-80 until after Chicago.  After going through there on the way east we want to 
avoid all the hassle and major construction.  There will probably be others, but that was really awful in May!  In Ohio 
we started to see more trees starting to turn color and a few bushes were already red.  As usual, as soon as I took the 
wheel it started raining.  Tonight we’re at an RV park near Indianapolis.  Sure didn’t expect to be in this area again so 
soon after the Indy!  Monaco is still trying to fit us in so Jerry wants to get relatively far west so we can go to Oregon 
without driving ten-hour days.

Tuesday, August 29, 2006

Off by 9:15 this morning.  Early for us, but later than commuters!  I-70/I-74 was nice driving yesterday and today with 
light traffic and a decent road.  Most of the day was overcast with some showers.  Enough to clean the bugs off the 
windshield.   Eventually we saw some patches of blue sky and fluffy white clouds.  Tonight we’re at a Wal-Mart in 
Coralville which is near Iowa City IA so we’re making fairly good westward progress.  We joined I-80 at Davenport IA 
and will stay on it for a while.

We’ve been talking with the Wolfes.  When Joey went to Charlotte NC last Sunday, 200 children auditioned to go to 
Los Angeles in January to perform at iPOP.  They will be in front of agents from such places as MGM, Nickolodean, 
and the like.  Joey placed in the top five and did not have to audition a second time.  The children are placed in various 
categories and Joey is in the Acting category, while others might be in the Modeling category for example.  By January 
he will have completed the necessary lessons and will have a “portfolio”.  We’ll learn more as time passes.  Who 
knows.  We may end up with an actor in the family!  Keep up the good work, Joey.

When we entered Iowa we changed to the Central Time Zone.



Wednesday, August 30, 2006

Awakened to cool weather but now rain.  Nice sleeping weather.  Later in the day we had sun.  On the TV tonight we 
saw General George Casey on TV.  He’s the chief honcho for our military in Iraq.  We Finneys have a link to him.  My 
dad, William R. Finney, briefly kept a diary when he arrived in Japan in the summer of 1949.  He wrote in it about 
spending time there with one of his friends who was a General Casey, father of today’s General Casey.  Daddy enjoyed 
visiting with the Caseys before we arrived.

Tonight we’re in a KOA campground near Grand Island, Nebraska.

Thursday, August 31, 2006

Can’t believe it’s the last day of August!  Today it’s definitely been cooler and this morning while I was outside 
waiting for the propane tank to be filled, I noticed that leaves are starting to fall.  It feels like fall this morning!  While 
driving today we saw a lot of fields of newly cut and/or rolled hay.  Just about the time we thought the corn was all 
gone we started seeing watering of corn fields so I guess it’s not all been harvested.  Also, today we noticed subtle 
changes in elevation.  At Grand Island we were at about 1900 feet.  Tonight we’re just inside the Wyoming state line 
(like one mile from Nebraska) at Pine Bluffs and the elevation here is above 5,000 feet.  Also, we changed to Mountain 
Time in western Nebraska.

We’re definitely back to “real” campgrounds!  Here we are sandwiched in between the freeway on the south and Union 
Railroad tracks on the north.  It’s a busy route, with trains since we arrived a couple of hours ago averaging about one 
every five minutes.  This is the same route that goes over the Sierras at Donner Pass near Lake Tahoe.  We know a 
couple of RV Forum people who would be sitting outside watching the trains.  Luckily they’re not too noisy!  We’re 
reminded of those lovely quiet evenings in Newfoundland with no railroads, no busy highways, no airports.  Just 
wonderful peaceful quiet.

Still haven’t heard from Monaco.  Sigh!

Friday, September 1, 2006

Goodness, what a day!  It began with sunshine.  That was the good news.  Then the MDX wouldn’t start again and we 
had to jump start it from the Monaco.  This is a new battery.  It seems like every time we go for a couple of days 
without unhooking the toad it runs down.  We turn off everything and have even been disconnecting the electrical 
connection between the motorhome and the toad.  It’s almost like the MDX has a design flaw in its electrical system. 
Oh well.  When we got to Rock Springs Jerry put it on the charger and we drove around this evening before and after 
dinner.

Today we saw some critters.  In addition to the usual cattle and horses we saw a huge herd of goats, a half dozen 
burros, thousands of prairie dog burrows with one prairie dog visible, and a couple herds of white tailed deer.  Best of 
all, however, was a couple of real cowboys rounding up a herd of cattle.  This was in the middle of nowhere, between 
Laramie and Rawlins WY and they were so close to the highway that we could see their faces.  We were at a high 
elevation and figure the cattle are being rounded up to take to lower elevations for the winter.

We also saw a huge pipeline being laid roughly along the entire I-80 corridor here in Wyoming.  Up in Canada we were 
told they’re going to build an oil pipeline from Alberta to Texas and it’s quite possible this was it.  If so, they’re 
probably bringing it south from Alberta, east around the Rockies (the elevation is high here but much more flat than the 
mountains), and then south to Texas.

While we were in Canada you may recall my mention of seeing where the modern windmills are manufactured. 
Western Wyoming is quite windy and we passed a huge windmill farm today.  Bet they were manufactured up in 
Canada.  We had a good head wind and all the windmills were busy generating electricity.

Well, I thought I’d be telling you tonight that we’re on our way home.  Just before leaving for dinner Jerry talked with 
the folks at Monaco and we have an appointment for Wednesday morning so we’ll start for Coburg tomorrow morning 
instead of Salt Lake City.  Part of the difficulty has been that our service writer left on maternity leave last week.  Her 



replacement apparently got the appointment set up, but was off today so we never got the word until Jerry called.  As 
long as it’s set up, that’s what counts.  No trip to Oregon in October which is good.

Saturday, September 2, 2006

We breezed over all our high passes in Wyoming with the highest yesterday at 8,640 feet near Laramie.  Fuel mileage 
wasn’t the greatest yesterday, but today was mostly downhill from around 7,000 feet to around 3,000 feet so we had 
great fuel mileage!  Yesterday when we stopped at the Rock Springs Flying J, I realized we were there exactly 10,515 
miles ago when we stopped for diesel on our way east.  It seems like so long ago!  Western Wyoming was green then 
and today it’s brown from the summer heat and dryness.  Once we dropped down into Utah we saw more crops.  As we 
crossed into Idaho we stopped at the rest area and learned from a sign that it’s an important nesting area for a particular 
kind of hawk.

Tonight we’re at a KOA outside of Twin Falls ID.  This afternoon we went into town.  As we reached the Snake River 
a sign indicated a view point so we stopped.  What a neat gorge the Snake River has carved!  Far below they’ve built a 
golf course so next to the river is a lovely green section.  The sides of the canyon are volcanic basalt and are almost 
black with all kinds of interesting formations.  The I.B. Perrine Bridge that crosses the Snake is 480 feet above the 
water and it’s 1,500 feet long.  Built in 1976, this bridge has a lovely arch span on the underside.  The viewpoints at 
each end are arranged so that visitors can walk under each end of the bridge to view the entire gorge.  As we reached 
the east side we realized people were jumping off the bridge.  Actually it was a large group of BASE jumpers with 
colorful parachutes.  Not something I’d want to do, but they seemed to like it.  With sheer canyon walls and no way for 
vehicles to go pick them up and no trails on which to hike back up, they all went to a boat that was waiting for them. 
This is near the same place that Evil Knievel tried to jump across the Snake on his motorcycle.  There’s really nothing 
to mark that spot which is on private property, but we saw the general area and that man must be completely NUTS!!! 
We couldn’t even begin to imagine someone attempting it.  This is one huge gorge!!!  The place he tried is 500 feet 
above the water and 1,700 feet wide.  Inconceivable!

We eventually made it across the bridge to the Visitor Center where some of the BASE jumpers were packing up their 
gear.  They actually looked like normal sane people, but they can’t be in my estimation.   The plaque on that side 
explains that Perrine, the man for whom the bridge was named, was one of the early settlers and he was instrumental in 
getting irrigation to the area so it could be turned from desert into productive farmland.  By then we were hungry and 
had another good dinner at the Golden Corral.

After dinner we continued driving through town and on the return saw a sign that said Shoshone Falls 3 miles so we 
turned there.  The falls have been characterized as the Niagara of the West.  We had believed they would be too far 
away to see on this visit, but it really was only three miles to the park where the falls can be viewed.  What a treat and 
nice surprise we found there!  First the view at this part of the Snake River is wonderful.  The river is relatively wide at 
this point and there is a dam that spans its width.  The basalt cliffs and rocks below are what make the place so 
interesting.  This part of the gorge was carved out 15,000 years ago during the catastrophic Bonneville Flood that 
ripped through the canyon.  The water falls over the rocks, producing the 212 feet high Shoshone Falls which are 50 
feet higher than Niagara Falls.  Spring is the best time to visit when the snow melts in nearby mountains, but even after 
a dry summer the falls are quite pleasant to view.  There were a number of photographers at the viewpoint because the 
late afternoon sun shows the falls to best advantage.  Next we took a short drive over to Dierkes Lake which is still 
within the park.  In the early 1900s John Dierkes came to Idaho from Germany and worked for Idaho Power.  One day 
he found a blind canyon and homesteaded 160 acres on the site, only to see his orchards flooded by water from a newly 
developed canal irrigation system.  Not one to be deterred by this setback, Dierkes started charging people to come 
enjoy his new lake as a recreational facility.  Eventually it became a part of the Twin Falls park.  Today they have a 
roped off area for swimming, a beach for the little ones in shallow water, picnic facilities, trails, and the like.  It’s all 
part of a delightful park that we hadn’t anticipated seeing, much less enjoying!  Serendipity is such a wonderful thing!

Finally it was time to return to the motorhome.  The KOA has wi-fi so we’ve spent the evening catching up on our 
internet stuff.  Our friends in Alaska have been downloading a daily diary of their trip and we’ve been able to keep up 
with the narrative but not their wonderful photos so it was nice to finally do that.  We all left Moab at the same time, 
they for Alaska and us for Newfoundland.  We’ve all had absolutely wonderful trips!  The Brewers are really glad they 
got a camera like Jerry’s before leaving and it’s really paid off because their photos have been superb!



Sunday, September 3, 2006

Today we had an uneventful drive from Twin Falls to Pendleton ID which is at the western end of the state.  We’re at a 
very nice campground that is situated at the top of a ridge.  This afternoon we drove down the hill to see what the town 
looked like.  This is the home of Pendleton woolens and we saw the factory which was smaller than we expected.  I 
couldn’t help but wonder if a lot of those jobs have gone offshore along with so many others in the textile industry.  We 
weren’t very impressed with the town and went back to the motorhome after driving around for a while.  This is a river 
town and it has grown lengthwise along the river.  I-84 and the RV park are up quite a steep grade – 13 percent 
according to the truck warning sign.  We did see some nice examples of Victorian homes, but most have been 
neglected.

Monday, September 4, 2006

Happy Labor Day!  Another early start from Pendleton.  We saw a lot of lava beds and sagebrush as we drove west. 
Also, we noticed the air was quite hazy not only at Twin Falls, but all through Oregon.  We’re not sure if it’s wildfires 
or something else.  I-84 generally follows the same route of US 30 which goes through Greensburg PA so we’ve been 
on it through quite a bit of the country.  At the Oregon border we changed our watches back to Pacific Time Zone.  I-84 
turns north in Oregon and then goes west again along the Columbia River.  It was spectacular as usual with dams and 
the Multnomah Falls where the parking lot was filled.  Also, the fishing must have been good in three different 
locations where we saw 50 or so boats trolling.  As we went around Portland the holiday traffic picked up but moved 
well.  When we reached “Camp Monaco” (e.g. the service facility) we set up in the write-up area.  We’re not due until 
Wednesday, but maybe we’ll get lucky and they’ll write up the work order tomorrow.

Tuesday, September 5, 2006

Not much happened today.  We used the time to do a couple of maintenance chores and then a mobile RV washer came 
by.  He washed off 12,500 miles of grime and our rolling chariot looks significantly better!   While that was being 
done, I went grocery shopping.  Nothing from Monaco today.

Wednesday, September 6, 2006

The service writer came at 10:30 for a write-up.  Our parts won’t arrive until Friday, but the installations shouldn’t take 
long, so hopefully we’ll be done by Friday afternoon.  We’ve now been assigned to a Camp Monaco site with water 
and electric.  We’ve also been pricing new RV tires and may get two new ones at a tire place on Saturday.

This afternoon we drove up to Salem to see Bob Koza, the husband of Jerry’s cousin once removed.  His wife Mary 
was a FitzGerald and her sister Alice was known as the family’s artist.  Bob had written a few months ago to let us 
know he was ready to part with one of Alice’s paintings.  We had told him a couple of years ago that we really would 
like to keep at least one of them in the FitzGerald family and to please keep us in mind when he felt ready to dispose of 
them.  He’s 86 now and remembered our wish, hence his note.  We hadn’t planned on being in Oregon this year so 
hadn’t expected to get a painting this soon but are delighted to now have one.  Although Alice earned her living as a 
commercial artist, she was a watercolorist and most of her paintings were of landscapes.  The one we got is a farm 
scene and Bob said Alice saw the farm in Glendora CA when they lived down there (about late 1950s or early 1960s).

As we drove to Salem this afternoon we saw smoke off toward the east – apparently another wildfire.  Last night the 
TV showed all the western fires and we now think the haze mentioned above is caused by the fires.

Thursday, September 7, 2006

Today was quite a bit cooler than yesterday and it’s back to jeans.  We spent most of the day in Service while the techs 
worked on various things.  Went to the Hillside for dinner.  We heard the original owner John had bought it back and 
the dinner was pretty good and like it used to be.

Friday, September 8, 2006



This has been a fruitful visit and we’re glad we made the extra effort to come.  The obligatory propane check found a 
tiny leak at a fitting which was changed.  The dash air conditioner was slowly leaking again and that leak was found, 
fixed, and the system recharged.  The front clearance lights were cracked from heat and sun; they could have been 
causing one of our leaks during some heavy rain so they were all replaced with sealant around each one.  If there’s 
another leak, at least we’ll know that’s not the cause.   Two awnings over the two slides were replaced.  The driver 
side electric shade had stopped working (up and down) and was replaced.  We’ve really missed it because the two front 
shades cut light behind the TV when we want to watch TV before dark, especially when facing west.  Finally, after 
everything was done at Monaco we went over to a tire place and had both front tires replaced.  The cantered roads this 
summer really took their toll on our front tires and it definitely could have turned into a safety issue.  Our camping site 
at “Camp Monaco” was assured for another night so we returned there and went to the Outfitters for dinner.  The 
former chef at Hillside (Sam) went there after the original owner John sold out.  The new owners of the Outfitters really 
depend on Sam and he’s happy there, although he and John are still good friends.  We had gone there for a quick 
sandwich at lunch and Sam saw us.  He had gotten in some fresh salmon and made sure he had all the ingredients for 
our favorite salmon dish which is not on the menu.  He’s a really nice guy.  By the way, we had some local corn on the 
cob that was absolutely wonderful.  So sweet it didn’t need butter, salt, or pepper.

By the way, this afternoon there was no wind so the local turf seed growers all burned their fields and the smoke was 
terrible.  We’re still incredulous that they’re allowed to burn their fields, but this county is the “Grass Seed Capital of 
the U.S.” so I guess money talks.

Saturday, September 9, 2006

Got an early start this morning.  It was sunny and thankfully the breezes had blown the smoke away.  We also thought 
it would be warm so put on shorts.  Wrong!  About 50 miles down I-5 it rained some and was overcast and cool most of 
the day.  When we stopped for diesel late this morning I changed to jeans.  Eventually it got sunny down around Mt. 
Shasta.  By the way, Mt. Shasta is showing less snow (actually glaciers) than in previous years.  Tonight we’re in Hat 
Creek which is on U.S. 89 a little south of Burney Falls State Park in California.  This will take us southeasterly to 
Susanville and then to Reno.  We decided to save a couple hundred miles by not taking I-5 all the way south.  We’ve 
always like driving through here because of the pine trees and pretty meadows.  We did encounter some traffic delays 
because they’re widening 89 and there were two long stretches of one way traffic where there was no road except the 
one lane we were on.  It will be a nice improvement once it’s widened.

Hmmm.  I thought I might send this tonight, but no cell service here and no wi-fi.  Will probably send it from Reno 
where we’ll spend a day or so.

Sunday, September 10, 2006

Had another uneventful day of driving to Reno.  The vegetation – especially the Ponderosa Pine trees – along our route 
looked really dry.  We saw a couple of California Division of Forestry Firefighter trucks and their camp was set up at 
one location.  The atmosphere is still hazy from wildfire smoke.  Once we dropped down out of the mountains and into 
Susanville the terrain changed to sagebrush and desert.

We’re at the Sparks Marina RV Park for the night.  Enjoyed  a short visit with the two Rays and will continue south 
tomorrow.  We expect to get home about Tuesday.  It’s been a long trip of over 12,500 miles in 4.5 months so it will be 
good to stop traveling for a while.  This will be the last letter for our trip to Newfoundland.  Hope you enjoyed 
traveling with us.

FINAL ACCOUNTING:

We drove 13,397 miles in 142 days.  This is only for the motorhome mileage.  We did not keep track of miles driven in 
the MDX, but it was significant.  [NOTE:  We cannot accurately calculate the Miles Per Gallon because diesel also is 
used in the motorhome to run the generator and the Aqua Hot heating and hot water system.]

We bought 1,838.03 gallons of diesel fuel.  Our total fuel cost was $6,337 which includes both the RV’s diesel and the 
MDX’s gasoline.  In Canada this year (June and July) our fuel cost about US$1.00 more per US gallon than in the 
United States.  The highest amount converted to US$4.25 per US gallon.


