Miette Hot Springs Jasper National Park Alberta, Canada

[postmarked July 15, 1950]

Dear Folks,

I admit, it has been quite a while since last I wrote but we have been pretty busy and, as promised, I write only when there is time, a commodity of which we have had little to spare lately.  It seems to me that the last letter was from Prince Albert, Saskatchewan. Right?

First, a rapid resume.   After our night at the hotel we struck out for Prince Albert National Park (your map, please).   The park boundary is about 50 miles north of the city, so this was a short run.   The first night we camped at a small lake called Namekus at the eastern edge of the reserve.   It was a quiet little spot that few people visit.   Just what we like best, so we stayed a few days.   Our constant companion there was a young warden who was spending the summer in a tent not far from ours. We became quite friendly and he let us fish without a license.   Besides minnows, the only fish in the lake are Jacks (Northern Pike).   Since acquiring a taste for the delicious pink meat of the lake trout, Jackfish holds little appeal so we caught only two, eating them of course. This last is a minor conceit of ours which I hope you will forgive.   At Namekus our binoculars proved to be a godsend.   The whole area was literally alive with game. With the glasses we were able to watch herds of elk, moose, beaver, wild ducks, geese, loons, pelicans, and porcupines to mention a few.

After three days at the latter place, we pushed on to Waskesiu, a small resortish town in the park (on your map?).   Here we purchased a few supplies and were, incident​ally, besieged by the curious as our pictures had Just recently appeared in the Saskatoon Star-Phoenix; the Jeep and trailer apparently being our mark of recognition. H0h, are you the couple who are going to Alaska by Jeep, etc., etc."   That night we camped at a place called the Narrows.   Next day, we headed up the new stretch of road to Lac la Ronge Provincial Park.   The provincial authorities modestly state the park to be undeveloped. Undeveloped is hardly the word.   At the town of La Ronge we found the nearest thing yet to frontier life.   Until a year or so ago, it was an Indian village with a few traders and a post of the RCMP.   Today there is still little more than that.   The Indians' contact with whites has been limited and they retain a great degree of native color.   They live for the most part in tents, cooking, washing, and doing most of their living out of doors.   For the most part they speak their own language (quite weird to our ears) and in dress they display a considerable retention of native art.   A typical costume would be beaded moccasins worn inside ordinary rubbers, blue denim trousers elaborately decorated with brass rivets, wool shirt under a leather jacket decorated with fringe and beadwork, and a ten gallon hat of black felt and worn Tommy G-rimes style. Camping facilities were bad, so we could stay only the day but some day we would like to return to that place and catch a bit of the life there on film.

After La Ronge, we returned to PANP and spent the night at Paington Beach.   It was a beautiful camp site; on the sand right at the water's edge.

From there we drove west once again, camping outside of North Battleford, Sask. and at Elk Island National Park in eastern Alberta.   At the latter place as well as pre​viously at PANP we saw herds of buffalo.   Because of their nomadic habits, however, they are kept in a paddock. A fence somehow takes the excitement out of seeing game, although at Elk Island NP you may drive right through the enclosure and are apt to have your car held up by a large group of the animals crossing the road.   This did not happen to us, but we did get some fairly good pictures.

Canada's big summer holiday is July 1, so we stayed at EINP until Monday before entering Edmonton.   Unless this letter is to go on forever, I shall not dwell on this busy city.   Suffice it to say that Edmonton is the true 'Gateway to the North' and 'Canada's Oil Capital' and we have pictures and literature which you will see someday.
From Edmonton we came straight to this place which is just inside the park (Jasper) boarder.   It's a beautiful spot at the end of eleven miles of torturous mountain road. The hot sulfur springs are, of course, the principal attraction.   The water comes out of a hole in the rocks at a temperature of 132 degrees F. and at a rate of 170,000 gallons (Canadian) daily.   Other than that, the enclosed brochure   will do a better job of describing than I can of the whole area around here.   In the swimming pool proper, the water is cooled by the addition of cold mountain stream water to a delightful 95 degrees. One swim in that water, and we found it hard to leave. The longer we stayed, the more people we met and the longer we wanted to stay.   Pete Thomas the camp caretaker is a swell guy; ex-skitrooper and as British as they come, Jack Meggs is one of the life guards and through him we met others.   Joe Hutton is an engineer just over from Scotland and is a real mountaineer with experience in the Swiss Alps and some of the high peaks here; Scotty Allan is another Scot, a cat skinner on the road gang but a student of Robert Bums on the side.   Real people all of them. Many is the night that finds us in the cook house used by the pool personnel drinking coffee and talking about mountain climbing, outdoor life, Alaska, or maybe the Scottish clans.   Scotty is quite well versed in Burns and with enough of his native brew in him will give a perfect recitation of Tarn O'Shanter from start to finish. Needless to say, all things put together made a strong temptation to stay.

Our finances were not improving, to say the least, so we decided to stay a while if we could find jobs.   Joe Schuey and Roy Decker who run the bungalow camp here are really swell fellows whom we got to know through our occasional visits to their store.   We heard they were in need of help and approached them on the matter of employment. They were more than happy to add us to the staff. They originally wanted us to stay until September 1, but we chewed them down to August 15.   We were way ahead of our​selves on the trip so the five weeks we work will provide a nice interlude that will round the summer out nicely leaving plenty of time to head up the highway in late August.   Add to that the fact that we get three meals a day on the house and I think you will agree that we have nothing to lose.   Come the middle of August and we shall leave here with almost as much money as we had when we left Buffalo.

And what about our jobs.   Carol is a combination waitress and 'bungalow girl’.   In the former capacity she works in the kitchen, at the lunch counter, and in the dining room.   In the latter, she does in the cabins what a maid would do in a hotel room; tidy up every day and clean up generally after a check out.   Hours vary but it adds up to about eight a day.   I am a combination laundry man and general handy man.   The bulk of my time is spent laundering the linen from the cabins.   On the average day, I do about 30 sheets, 60 towels, and 5 or 6 washersful of miscellaneous items.   We have a regular home type washer with roll wringer and a small Gladiron mangle.   Quite a job with that equipment. When I am not washing I do almost anything; split wood, haul soft drink bottles, keep wood bins full throughout camp, tend the gasoline-electric plant, tend the hot water heater, clean up the grounds, or help the girls (there are two others) with heavy work in the cabins.   All told, we have a full day, especially this week with Carol working the 7 to 12 midnight shift.

Our quarters were a problem because Joe and Roy had never had a man before (the other girls have a room). Our big wall tent finally had its inning.   We pitched it at the edge of the woods back of camp and are living there as comfortably as you could want.   We rustled up some lumber and built a floor high and dry off the ground.   We sleep on our canvas cots and have three tables, a foot locker, and two camp stools for furniture.   I built a rack for our clothes so we could hang them on hangers.   Our gasoline lantern with its 100 watt output adds the final touch.  Could you ask for more.   The days are warm and a temperature above 50 is rare at night.   We work hard, eat heartily, and sleep like logs.

Although the pamphlet states contrarywise, there are plenty of mosquitoes here.   Our DDT spray   (Killzum, .89 at A&P in Bflo), however, works perfectly.   There hasn't been a live mosquito in our tent since we pitched it. Outside it's a different story.   I have 37  bites on my face alone to testify to that.   Carol is suffering, too.   A.11 totaled, our bites must number in the hundreds.   But, that is a minor complaint.

Aunt Clara would like it here.   Three times a day the bears come down to look for food in the garbage dump. The refuse is dumped into a box on a platform that is supposed to be bear proof but they clammer in anyway. Actually, they are quite thorough scavengers; there is practically no accumulation and no smell; they eat it all. The other day, Carol was on the cot napping when she heard a scuffling and scratching on the canvas.   Outside, two bears were having a time of it playing with each other; the tent had gotten in the way.   She rushed for the movie camera, but they scurried before she got a shot.

If I let this get any longer you will never get it. I'll write again.
Our full address is as it appears on the envelope.
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