Miette Hot Springs Jasper, Alberta October 22, 1950

Dear Family,

An Idle moment presents itself so I thought I would dash off a few lines to you folks.

By this time you have the story of the hunting trip so you know of our success there. A sort of sequel to that is the story of our meals the past two weeks. We have existed solely on the delicious flesh Oreamnos americanus (or mountain goat). We have had it as chops, stew, hamburger, chop suey, goulash; we have had it fried, baked, boiled; we have eaten the whole liver; we have eaten it morning noon and night. In fact we are a little worried that we shall begin sprouting horns if we don't stop soon. But, we never tire of it and there is a whole lot more in the freezer in town. I might digress slightly on the subject of goat liver. It is positively delicious. Better than the finest calves liver: and we had it really fresh. I can remember the first night we had some. We were still in the bush and the weather was cold and blowy. Carol threw a little lard in the pan and popped in a good two pounds of the stuff. The liver was quite fat in itself and soon the whole mess was swimming in hot Tease. In a few minutes it was practically french fried. We snatched it out of the pan and ate it like candy. With bannock and hot tea it made a meal we shall long remember.

Old man winter has definitely put in his appearance in these parts.  The other day we had a snow storm that left us with a good, five inches of snow.  Pete, the caretaker at the pool, says it is likely that this snow will not disappear until spring. The day after the storm was really beautiful.  The air temperature was in the low twenties, but the sun made a light shirt and sweater entirely adequate.  The snow itself was light and fluffy. It crunched under foot as It rarely does in Buffalo and it was so dry that no amount of it could make you wet.  The spruce and pine were heavily laden with the stuff and presented a real Christmas tree appearance.  Pete had his skis out already so we fixed up a rope and towed him behind the jeep.  It was great fun and a promise of what sort of winter activities we shall engage in.  I have managed to borrow a pair of skis for the winter and if we can scrounge a pair for Carol we shall be all set.

Today the weather was relatively mild with the temperature in the high thirties' most of the afternoon.  We took advantage of the warmth and went for a swim (and bath) at the pool.  The' water, as usual, was wonderfully warm.  The hard part is getting

out. But once this 'is done and followed by a brisk rub the effect ii to make you feel warm and refreshed.

Right now I'm in the process of getting our wood in for the winter. We have plenty, but it's all in logs.  I have to saw and split it. The basement is gradually filling up and we have a huge pile outside.  We keep a fire going in our cook stove most of the time, now.  It goes out during the night, of course, so every morning there is considerable debate as to which one of us is going to get up first.

Our place is quite cozy.  We have two rooms.  We live in the larger and sleep in the other.  At one end of the living room under a pair of windows we have a work table and the cook stove. That's our 'kitchen end.' At the other end of the room we have another large table arc* on the wall over it we have a bunch of shelves that hold our books and radio.  All the nooks and crannies are occupied with boxes and lockers of various sorts and our skis and snow shoes are on the rafters overhead. The bedroom is the brightest spot.  Every morning it's flooded with sunlight.  In the interests of convenience the walls of this place are stacked nearly to the roof with cases and boxes of our winter supplies.  We have a little porch outside the door and here we keep our slop can and the gasoline (for lantern). In the basement, as I mentioned before we have our wood and also potatoes but the latter will have to come upstairs when the really cold weather sets in.

Carol tells me the coffee is ready so you will excuse me if we imbibe in a duller tradition, the midnight snack.
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P.S.  The material from Book of the Month is probably more-art miniatures which you can forward next time you get to Canada (or give to Johnnie).  The war in pictures will come from Life Magazine.  I owe some money on this so when it comes you can send it and the bill too.
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