
June 21, 2003 

Inauspicious starté Took an hour to get out of town. It was 2 by the time the movers had 

everything out of the house, half of it on the sidewalk. Dropped Yong-Mi at Billings 

Bridge. Big hug for Jamie. Mimi cried. Itôll be 9 days before her flight arrives in Victoria 

on the first of July, at 8:40 p.m. ï our deadline to be there.  

 

We hit the highway at 2:15 and got stopped dead by construction. Weôd decided to take 

the van with cruise control rather than the smaller car with A/C. Definition of 

discouraging: 7 days of driving to go and youôre stopped in traffic in 35C before you 

even get out of town. We exited, took Carling to Pinecrest, got back on the highway 

andé got held up in Kanata by an accident. We finally got out of Ottawa at 3 p.m.  Jamie 

drove a couple of hours and, and just past Deep River, got pulled over. The speed limit in 

Deep River is 60, not 90. He got let off pretty lightly - $50 and no points lost. Could have 

been $150 and 4 points. Whew! 

 

A few minutes later we got a call from the moversé our stuff wouldnôt all fit in the 

moving van! Well, yes, it was a big Atlas truck, but it was already half full when theyôd 

shown up at our place that morning. Theyôd have to put the last bit in a second truck, 

which would follow the first to Victoria. He figured it was 10 to 12 thousand pounds, not 

8,000. They needed someone to be at home so they could pick up the rest. 

 

Got Leah on the phone ï sheôll go back from Jjessicaôs house and sleep there on the left-

behind couch or the floor on Sunday night and be there for 8:30. We told them to knock 

loudly on Monday morning, in case she was still sleeping. Lee-lee sounded fine. Sheôd 

wanted to stay with her friends as long as possible rather than move at the beginning of 

summer and have a really boring couple of months. Her 17
th
 birthday will fall on July 

16
th
, in the middle of the Robsi canoe trip at Murphyôs Point. One more week of camp 

after that, then sheôll fly up with Tessa on the 28
th
 of July. Oh well, thatôs the date she 

was supposed to have been born, so I guess we can celebrate thené Tessa will go back a 

couple of weeks later and then Jess may come up.  

 

We mentally said hello to the Lochheads, passing through North Bay. Stopped quickly 

for Chinese food there ï this must be the only un-airconditioned restaurant in Ontario? ï 

and  hit Sudbury at about 9:45 pm. Hmmmé no cheap hotels in Sudbury according to 

the CAA book. Phoned ahead to Blind River and found that the two motels listed there 

were booked solid. Stopped in Espanola at the Alta Vista Motel for $55 plus a few dollars 

for Jamie, so that, plus the two meals weôd eaten out, added up to about $130 ï not bad! 

Turned on the TV: 32C in Sudbury tomorrow. The hottest part of the country. Rare 

weather for Juneé Luckily for us, it was cool at night and the next day we were up at 7 

and out of the heat before it even hit. 

 

So many memories going through Sudbury. Jimôs parents had lived there for around 5 

years and had bought a cottage there, at Lake Penage, thatôs still in the family. Weôd 

visited them on our honeymoon in 1975 and for a good many summers over the years, 

mostly for the July 1
st
 anniversaries of their marriage. Big reunion for the 35

th
 

anniversary in 1977é always marking on the ceiling where the corkscrew had hit, 



always the daily saunas and the boat rides. In later years, there was the boat house for 

guests and the humus toilet ï what a luxury not to have to visit the outhouse with a large 

company of mosquitos.  

 

I remember galloping like a cow down the dirt road in a large pink dress in 1986, eight 

months pregnant with Leah, running from those nasty horseflies or whatever they were ï 

the ones that circle you like up close and personal birds of prey no matter how fast you 

run. I remember Eileen years before, pregnant with Tommy, big as a house, what 

anniversary was that? Then there was the year of the scareé? Jim flipping the canoe at 

the dock, trapped underneath until Eileen jumped off the roof of the cottage and got him 

out. I remember Jim and I, kids in the back, driving the forking, ever narrowing dirt trail 

into the cottage in 1998, with the Lion King cassette playing ñCircle of Lifeò. Deda was 

about to die peacefully there. She was so frail, this very strong, large-boned woman 

whose good humour was legendary. Last year Grandpa also passed away, after a bout of 

a different sort of cancer. The two oldest children had died in the few short years between 

the two, Dick of a heart attack and Elyse in a road accident. Only the 3 youngest are left 

in a family of seven now: Diane, John and Jim.   

 

  
 

So now the not-so-young youngest is heading off to B.C., having just turned 50. Weôll 

celebrate July 1
st
 in our new home in Victoria, I guess. If all goes well. My brother Dave 

will be in Vancouver to greet us. My other 3 brothers are on the opposite side of the 

country, in St. Johnôs. Pretty well all our friends are in the east. Aside from Guadeloupe, 

weôve only ever lived in eastern Canada ï all five provinces. Jim moved to P.E.I. from 

Ontario when he was 13. I left Newfoundland at 20, met Jim & became a Bah§ô² in P.E.I. 

Got married and went to university in Nova Scotia. Our first jobs were in New 

Brunswick. We spent seven years in Quebec City when we returned to Canada after 

seven years in Guadeloupe. And a total of nine years together in Ontario ï four years in 

Toronto before the kids were born and five in Ottawa, when they were teenagers. Weôve 

never driven past Sudbury. In fact, before this year, Iôd only flown out west once. This 

journey is a first. 

 

June 22, 2003 

The motel in Espanola had no shampoo. Fine. I have my own. Among the baggage is also 

a Bah§ô² daybook, which we read from in the morning. ñO Son of Man! If adversity befall 

thee not in My path, how canst thou walk in the ways of them that are content with My 



pleasure? If trials afflict thee not in thy longing to meet Me, how wilt thou attain the light 

in thy love for My beauty?ò Beautiful, although it takes a little meditation. Some of the 

teachings have to be let steep in the subconscious, like good tea, while you putter around. 

There was one that took me about 15 years... It was pretty strong by then. (That was the 

one about seeing only the good qualities of others, no matter how many or how apparent 

the faults. I finally figured out that it was about focus. Duh.) 

 

Approaching Blind River, whose motels had been booked solid, we passed a huge 

caravan of RVs headed in the other directioné Since the computer and I were occupying 

the back seat, I started to write this journal, but about half an hour into it, the battery gave 

out. So I decided that a good use of time would be to say the Tablet of Ahmad 9 times. I 

think Iôve only done once before in my life, just after becoming a Bah§ô² in 1974. We 

stopped in Sault Ste-Marie and picked up a transformer for the computer at the Canadian 

Tire in Cambrian Mall.  

 

I knew where the mall was, having figured it out on the map. Jim asked for directions at 

an intersection anyway, mainly because he likes shouting out of car windows. ñYouôre 

the only man I know who asks for directions when his wife knows exactly where sheôs 

going!ò I shout from the back seat. Jim shouted something back, mainly because he likes 

shouting to people in the back seat. Jamie says, alarmed, ñWhatôs this? After 30 years 

youôre going to start to argue?ò ñWeôre not arguing! Iôm teasing him and heôs not taking 

it very well!ò  

 

 
 

After buying fruit and washing it un-surreptitiously in the mall washroom, we headed off 

towards Thunder Bay, which would put us 17 hours outside Ottawa, with Sault Ste-Marie 

being halfway. Amazing ï it takes 3 days to get out of Ontario. I have The Immune 

System Cure sitting next to me, and am reading it on and off. We stop at Agawa lookout 

and take picture, with Lake Superior in the background, as large as the sea. We all take 

turns in the back seat. 



 
 

We were supposed to stop in Wawa for gas but we blinked and completely missed it. 

Weôd gone 713 km when Jim braked suddenly, having spotted a sign that mysteriously 

said GAS, with no station in sight. There was a big white tank attached to the motel ï we 

put in 66 litres in a 70 litre tank. White Lake was another 30 km. Close!! 

 

We made it past Terrace Bay to a small town called Schreiber with a Pizza Hut and a 

motel with a sign that said ñ$35, hot tub, saunaò. It was only about 7 p.m. but Jamie had 

said heôd love to stay in a place with a hot tub, and it turned out to be a great idea. Barrel 

Inn had way better beds and all 3 of us soaked in the hot tub outdoors ï Jim thought heôd 

died and gone to heaven.  

 

 
 

June 23, 2003 

Yesterdayôs rise time by Jamieôs calculation was to be 7 a.m. ï I woke up exactly on 

time, with no alarm. This morningôs was to be 6:15. I woke up exactly on time againé 

and decided to go back to sleep. Iôd spent an hour awake at 3 a.m., with mental pins and 



needles, regretting that the house had been sold to a buyer whoôll rent it to five students, a 

plan which hadnôt impressed our neighbours. There hadnôt seemed to be much choice, 

with everyone involved pushing for a yes and two previous sales that had fallen through 

at the last minute.  

  

Today is my brother Mikeôs birthday and the evening of the Bah§ô² Feast. If we make it 

to Kenora in time, maybe we can join in. A daybook reading again spoke of focus: ñThe 

essence of charity is for the servant to recount the blessings of His Lord, and to render 

thanks unto Him at all times and under all conditions.ò  

 

Hereôs my vote for the best views of Superior: starting at Rossport, just west of Shreiber, 

for the next 20 or 30 minutes. Layer upon layer of pale blue mountains in the distance 

past the royal blue of the inland sea. Magnificent! Weôve gone 1446 km. Somewhere 

around here is where Terry Foxôs run ended, I guess at Thunder Bay. Breakfast at 

Nipigon, where weôre entertained by the Fact & Fancy placemats in a Greek-owned 

restaurant. Part of mine reads: ñAll the days of a miserable man are bad, but he who is of 

a merry heart has a continual feastò, along with facts on Van Gogh and the Father of 

Traffic Safety. The waitress gives us a set to take with us. 

 

I phoned my brother Mike to wish him a happy birthday, not long after we crossed the 

time zone about half an hour past Thunder Bay¸ so he was just home from work.  

 
 

Just a few minutes earlier weôd bumped into a waitress from Stephenville, NF, at the 

restaurant in Ignace. The place had been open since the sixties. She was about 30 or so. 

Jim said, ñSo youôve worked here since the sixties?ò Jamie pointed out the mathematical 

flaw in this as I hid behind my menu. And then started to giggle, as he tried to backtrack. 

I giggled even harder remembering the last waitress in Nipigon, where weôd had 

breakfast. She had kind of flipped out blond hair, very much in style. ñDoes your 

hairstyle have a name? Is that a style?ò, asked Jim. Jamie and I had to explain that yes, 

itôs a style and sorry, he doesnôt get out muché Mental note: stick a roll in the husbandôs 

mouth as soon as he sees a waitress. 

  

The countryside seemed to change not too long after the time zone, after weôd passed 

through 27 km of construction. More deciduous trees, fields of red flowers, then farmland 



after Dryden. Then it went back to silver rocks and blue lakes, birch and fir, like 

Newfoundland. Small islands of smooth stone in the middle of a lake, just large enough 

to hold one or two small treesé very pretty. Kenora is beautiful; population 10,100.  Lots 

of lakes, cottages, boats. We found Whispering Pines Motel all right, but their 2002 

phone book listing for the Bah§ô² Community gave a number that was out of service. The 

address given was 1515 Erie St. It turns out there are 3 Erie Streets in Kenora, but not one 

of them seems to have a 1515. Out of luck. The Manitoba border is only about a half hour 

west, so we head for Winnipeg. At the border we finally hit a four lane highway again, 

after the sporadic passing lanes of highway 17. Weôre now on Highway 100. Itôs 7:30, 

Central time, 8:30 Eastern, Monday evening. Weôve escaped Endless Ontario! Now for 

the Prairiesé  

 

We discuss what will happen if the moving van arrives late. Got Leah on the phone ï 

sheôd stayed until 1pm ï no van showed up. The first moving van driver had given us a 

spread date of June 27 to July 7, which we had apparently been notified of by email ï 

surprise to me. The verbal estimate had been a maximum 9 days from the 21
st
. Leahôs 

going to go back and open the back door, for them to come whenever they can and pick 

up the last of the stuff. 

 

June 24, 2003 

ñImmerse yourselves in the ocean of my Words, that ye may unravel its secrets and 

discover all the pearls of wisdom that lie hid in its depths.ò Part of wisdom must be 

listening to your intuition, which I didnôt do this time. It was saying, ñDonôt stop at this 

motel. Keep going!ò Two deer had run across the road straight ahead of us, one of them 

just a baby. We didnôt want to chance hitting any bambis in the dark, so we stopped at 

8:20 p.m. and stayed in the Motel from Hell, about 90 km east of Winnipeg. It stank like 

a million air fresheners, had a lovely view of the coke machine and the all-night light 

outside the window, no fridge, discoloured water, and a choice of a noisy air conditioner 

or a reading lamp in the room since there was only one plug. We drifted off to sleep, only 

to be woken by the pipes screaming as a neighbour showered late in the evening. The 

next morning we left as quickly as possible, hounded by hoards of mosquitos. 

 

The temperature has dropped to 20C. Good news. We just passed the longitudinal centre 

of Canada, i.e. 96 degrees. The odometer reads 215,241. Weôre 2, 250 kilometres from 

Ottawa. Less than an hour later we follow the CAA route and take the perimeter road 

around Winnipeg, although I regret not going through the city. We do enter Brandon, 

though, a couple of hours later. The land in between was like a million Holland Marshes, 

supersized. Miles of trains, acres of fields of stacked hay, and thousands of shades of 

green flashed by. We ask the waitress at breakfast, what are the massive fields of yellow? 

Mustard, she says. In Brandon, Jim and Jamie rearrange the van while I walk around 

Eleanor Kidd park, on the Assinaboine River.  

 



 
Eleanor Kidd park, Brandon, Manitoba 

 

Shortly after, weôre in Saskatchewan. Manitoba has just flashed by like a large 

exclamation point, after the long sentence of Ontario. 

 

Saskatchewan also has miles of rolling green fields, not at all as flat as its legend. The 

girls at the gas station are wearing shorts and fleece jackets ï it had been warm here but 

has now cooled down. Weôre able to drive with the windows up again, which is a whole 

lot quieter. The huge sky is white with cloud from horizon to horizon, but no rain comes. 

About a dozen large yellow machines of as many complicated designs are laying new 

track parallel with the road. Entering Saskatchewan, thereôs a long line of miniature 

billboards, close to the ground, then nothing but meditative scenery. 

 
 

The road goes back to four lanes after the bout of two at the frontier of the provinces. 

Speed limit: 110 kph. What we guess is a large silver falcon, black-tipped wings 

extended, swoops down on its prey directly ahead.  

  



 
 

Weôre following a 18-wheeler with a load of train ties that appears to be shifting off to 

the right, perhaps unnoticed by the driver. Jim calls 911; a few minutes later, an 

unmarked car with flashing lights shows up, eyes us, then pulls him over. The Trans-

Canada is nothing if not well-policed. When weôd stopped on the side of the road to use 

the cell phone outside Kenora, an officer had pulled up beside us just to see if we were 

okay. (Oh no! Another ticket! How can we get a ticket? We arenôt moving!)  

 

We stopped in a mall in Regina to pick up some stuff, ate and headed off to someplace 

that looked walkable. Jamie picked a country club, that happened to have a resident flock 

of geese with some very fuzzy young on the greens, and a parked Silver Wraith II that he 

found interesting. I walked for half an hour & took some photos. He and Jim watched 

prairie dogs from the car, slipping up suddenly from tiny holes and looking around 

furtively before disappearing again. 

 

Half an hour outside Regina, just before Moose Jaw, the landscape goté lumpy. 

Something less than hills were all bunched together. Then a large plateau in the distance, 

like a mirage, white with some mineral. We mosied around Moose Jaw in the car because 

I was curious, stopping for a sundae at a MacDonalds complete with silo.  

 

Itôs 9 p.m. now. Weôre heading toward Swift Current. A long train is snaking by to the 

south, somehow visible from engine to caboose against brightly wrinkled dark green hills 

and whatôs become a pale blue sky. The sun is hanging loose, high above the horizon in 

the northwest, but will disappear fast. The landscape has changed to a green moonscape, 

cratered and undulating. As if someone had told the landscapist, ñNo! Itôs too flat! Throw 

some hills in there!ò It looked like a sort of half-hearted effort, enough to gather together 

small blue bits of water, like elongated puddles. One blue bit began to spread, longer and 

longer, along the side of the road. It must have gone on for more than a kilometer, full of 

birds. 



 
 

Around a bend, a strange sight sprang up suddenly ï it looked like huge fields of snow, in 

the middle of summeré Great flat mounds and tracts of it, spread everywhere, acre upon 

acre, bone white. Salt! Weôd barely recovered from that surprise when a herd of bison 

appeared on the south side of the road, heading towards the highway just as we passed. 

There must have been 20 or 30 of them. The beautiful native music of Robbie Robinson, 

on a CD that we can actually hear with the windows up, seems to fit. 

 

We got gas in Swift Current, noticing the exit sign for Rosetown. Hey, Karenôs 

hometown! Itôs 10:30 by my watch and still light out. Along the side of the highway, a 

few oil drills are still visible, bobbing up and down. My watch doesnôt appear to be 

correct, though. We went back one hour around the Manitoba border, putting us on 

Central time. Weôll go back another hour soon, at the Alberta border, when we go on 

Mountain time. But, hereôs the mystery: the Swift Current, Sask., gas station seems to be 

already on Mountain (Alberta) time ï an hour earlier than it should be, 9:11. I can see the 

last vestiges of the sunset now, with my watch reading 10:45 p.m. as we approach the 

Alberta border. Weôve been madly chasing that sun all day ï weôre making good time.  

 

I had phoned Glenn earlier in the evening, telling him we should be in Golden early, 

around suppertime tomorrow, Wednesday, instead of noon on Thursday. Weôve crossed 

both Manitoba and Saskatchewan in one day. 

 

It was completely dark by the time we got to Maple Creek, Sask., near the border. We 

turned into town, looking for a motel. Jim says, ñThis is weird. No lights anywhere!ò 

ñOh, itôs late. Theyôve probably all gone to bed.ò We strain to make out the vague outline 

of a gas station and Jim calls to the guy out front, ñWhatôs up?ò ñPower outage. Should 

be back on by 1 p.m.ò He directs us to a motel. We pull in, shine the lights at the office. 

A lady comes out, waving a flashlight at the sign: No Vacancy. She directs us to the 

Haigh-Lund bed and breakfast, a block away. Jim lights up the entranceway with the 

headlights and I knock on the door. ñDo you have room for 3 people?ò The owner, Lori 

Lund, says, ñWeôre full up, but come use the phone and weôll see what we can find. I 

think the hotels are full.ò She holds a flashlight to her phonebook, but then says, ñIf you 

donôt mind cots, I can put you up.ò Oh, heck no! Cots are great!!  

 

Lights are out all over, from 100 miles north, down to the border and as far as Swift 

Current. I have a cot in the office, Jim and Jamie are on two more in the living room. We 



share flashlights and feel our way around in the dark. The clock on her stove had stopped 

at 9:22, minutes after weôd left the Swift Current gas station. 

 

 
Haigh-Lund Historic B&B 

Maple Creek, Saskatchewan 

lorilund@sk.sympatico.ca (306-662-2756) 

 

June 25, 2003 

Laurieôs normal price is $35 per person, but she charges us $80 total because of the cots, 

including a wonderful breakfast of French toast, sausages, fresh fruit and English tea at 8 

p.m., an hour earlier than her normal time. I have fun walking around at 7 a.m., taking 

pictures of her wildflowers and the streets of Maple Creek.  

 

 
 

mailto:lorilund@sk.sympatico.ca


 
 

Weôre away at 9:15 p.m. ï Calgary 378 km. away, population 878,000 according to 

CAA. Blue sky. Plumes of smoke from vehicles on the roads perpendicular to the 

highway. No trees. Yet Maple Creek had been full of trees, tall and imposing, of various 

sorts. Not maple, as far as I can see. More question marks. Lori had cleared up at least 

one mystery: Saskatchewan doesnôt go on daylight saving time. Thatôs why it appears to 

be in the same time zone as Alberta, although it isnôt.  

 

The daybook reading goes: ñYe are the trees of my garden; ye must give forth goodly and 

wondrous fruits, that ye yourselves and others may profit therefrom.ò  I love those óDonôt 

just sit thereô quotes, although Iôm not feeling like much of a contributor to the world of 

humanity today, just a wayfarer very dependant on the good graces of these people. 

 

Medicine Hat. Whoa! Weôre really out west now. Thereôs a giant white steel teepee on 

the side of the road, valleys and trees. The price of gas just plummeted to 54.9 cents from 

about 66 in Saskatchewan. Turned out to be a bit of false advertising. The price of gas 

went up and the land flattened over the next few hours. 

 

At Strathmere, about half an hour from Calgary, we caught our first glimpse of the 

Rockies in the distance, a pale blue wash under a wide swath of watercolour clouds. The 

highrises grew closer. By now it was going on 1 p.m. so we stopped for lunch at Stavros 

ï Jamie wanted to try Alberta beef. Jim and I split a sandwich, which was quite enough 

for two. I talked the guys into driving downtown to get some photos. They stayed in the 

car while I walked around for a few minutes. I would have loved to have had an hour. By 

now I was getting fed up with being the only human being on this trip. Whereôs Leah 

when I need her? Weôve been in the car far too long. 



 
 

 
 

We left Calgary and drew closer to the mountains, every second bringing a more glorious 

view.  

 
 



 
 

 
 



 
 

Lots of photos taken through the window. Whizzed by Banff without seeing it and 

reached Lake Louise in a couple of hours. Took a few photos and sped off. 

 

  



 
 

 

 
 

We arrived in Golden around 6:30 p.m. after passing along the section of Trans Canada 1 

that is cut into the side of the Rockies. Entire sections of mountain are held back by steel 

mesh curtains hanging down to catch any loose rocks. They say that some, looking back 

from Golden at the small ribbon of road etched halfway up the mountain and seeing the 

steepness of the hill below it, have decided to stay for reasons other than love. 

 


