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Fred Joest is by education and
experience an engineer and program manager, not an author. In the
distant past when he took pencil to paper to prepare a report the
result was a mass of scotch tape and stick on notes as he assembled
and rearranged his scribbling into a meaningful document. It was
not fun! All of this changed with the advent of the computer and
word processor. To celebrate this new technology, he began to
chronicle his journeys which he shared with friends and family. A
common response from those reading his ramblings was – you should
publish these in a book.

The setting for this book takes place
after achieving one of lives major milestones - ending the love
affair with the time clock. Actually there remained a related event
that stood in the way of heading out, the required empty nest which
wasn’t yet empty. When the author’s children left the family home –
for the second time - the home for sale sign quickly went up and
the adventures began.

The author faced a dilemma – as a
lifelong boater, explore the coastal regions from Canada to the
Bahamas by boat, or purchase a motorhome (Tin House on Wheels) and
explore 49 states and the Canadian Provinces by land. Actually Fred
did both. This book is about Fred and His wife Shirley cruising the
highways and byways of North America in their Tin House on Wheels.
After 11 years and 150,000 miles we haven’t seen it all, but what
we have seen has been worth every mile! I hope these five journeys
will encourage you to get out the roadmaps and plan your next
excursion.


 


 


 


 


These RV explorations are dedicated to
both the intrepid RV traveler and the wanabe RV traveler who
subscribe to the following self evident truths -

 


Too old to WORK

Too Young to die

So here we go

Just Shirley and I -
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This book is not a travelogue, but the
record of a series of journeys that might appeal to the RV explorer
looking for inspiration for a future excursion. The new “Boomer”
just escaped from the hum-drum and stress of the long workday and
longer commute might just find these journeys to be a great way to
step into the afterlife – the life after the time clock!

One of the maximums of travels in our
Tin House on wheels is that the destination is not the primary goal
of the trip – It’s the journey!! It follows then that one of the
tenets of successful journey planning is to incorporate time to
pause and smell the roses, and we have found many rose patches
along the highways.

The most rewarding journeys begin with
a plan. Our first step in developing a plan was to obtain tons of
literature from state tourism bureaus and local travel and welcome
stations and searching for the rose patches that had interest to
us. Assemble these mini destinations in a logical sequence,
integrate campgrounds along the route and, viola, you have a plan.
Well, at least first draft of a plan. Allow plenty of blank spaces
between the target mini-destinations for the as yet undiscovered
rose patches; add some target dates and your plan has evolved into
an itinerary. Now fill the fuel tank, load the clothes and
groceries and head out.

The first of these journeys is every
RV-ers secret desire – the trip to Alaska, the last frontier.
Mobile E-mail was in its infancy at the time we headed out to the
Alaska Highway and it was normally delivered over dial-up
landlines. I had cobbled up a technique to use our analog cell
phone as a modem connected to our laptop computer. As you read
these journeys, you will see references to searching out a cell
phone signal to dispatch these words to friends and families.
Searching out a signal often meant climbing to the roof of the
motorhome with laptop and cell phone in hand. Thus this new fangled
thing, e-mail, became the vehicle to keep our friends apprised of
both our progress and where we found rose patches scattered across
the continent. Get comfortable in your favorite recliner or spread
the maps on the kitchen table, and enjoy the journey and dream of
your next holiday.


 


 


 


 


ALASKA OR BUST

 


 


 


The RV trip to Alaska is a major
excursion that requires more than casual planning. First and
foremost I would like to dispel the often repeated myth that you
need to carry 10 spare tires and expect to have your windshields
cracked by road stones. Those tales were the norm some 30 years
ago. Today, the Alaska Highway is paved, the major secondary roads
are sealcoated, and many of the side roads you might wish to
explore are maintained gravel.

A primary document for planning your
Alaska journey is the MILEPOST booklet which provides mile by mile
information.

Be sure to allow ample time to explore
and enjoy the majestic landscape. A well maintained RV with fresh
tires is the principal requirement to enjoy this once in a lifetime
trip. Don’t forget lots and lots of data cards for your camera.
They hadn’t invented digital cameras when we made this trip and we
returned with 32 rolls of film.

When we made this trip in 1999, we only
had about 1 year and 4500 miles total RV experience under our belt.
In spite of being neophyte RV travelers; we had a wonderful journey
that remains fresh in or memories these many years
later.

You can do it! – start planning
now!


 


 


 


 


On Our Way

 


 


13 June

 


 


 


Greetings from the
Wanderers,

We have been on the road for 30 days
now and exploring parts of the USA that we have never visited
before. It has been a great trip so far and the weather has been so
good that we haven’t had to use the windshield wipers for more than
a total of 15 minutes so.

Although we changed from Eastern
Daylight Time to Central Time way back in Indiana a couple of weeks
ago, our internal time clocks seem to be slow in accepting the
change. This is probably due to our moving north, and following the
time zone west at the same time. Last night the sun didn’t set
until almost midnight (eastern daylight time) and rose again about
0500 today. With days this long I’m glad I’m not a farmer working
from dawn to dusk!

The drive across the Canadian Prairies
from Winnipeg, Manitoba to Saskatchewan was interesting. The
prairies are so flat that it made us think that southwest Florida
is actually rolling hills.

We arrived in Moose Jaw, Saskatchewan
today, and are camped at the Buffalo Pound Provincial Park. What a
beautiful spot. I don’t think there are more than a dozen campers
here right now - and they have sites for about 225. The Park is
about 8 miles long and right on a lake. We have been out looking at
their Bison herd in its natural setting - quite
impressive.

One of the more interesting birds that
we see wintering in Florida is the white pelican. Today we saw a
couple of hundred of these large birds in their summer
nesting/breeding area. From Alfa to Omega!

We are now 3300 miles from PGI. Alaska
is getting closer.


 


 


 


 


Crossing Canada

 


 


18 June

 


 


 


I had planned to send the first
progress report dated the 14th of June, but the Canadian cell phone
service in Saskatchewan and I couldn’t get together - it was too
hard.

So all of my e-mail will back up,
probably until we get to Alaska where the GTE service will work
again. Probably means that you will get a couple of messages the
same day - just put them in date order so that they make
sense.

They talk about sticker shock when you
buy a new car - Well, in Canada you can get sticker shock when you
fill up the fuel tank. Fuel is so expensive in Canada that they
sell it by the quart (liter) instead of the gallon. I had filled up
in eastern North Dakota just before crossing into Canada in order
to stretch my (cheap) US fuel as far as possible. By the time we
got to Regina, Saskatchewan I couldn’t avoid the fuel stop much
longer. 53 cents per liter doesn’t sound so bad, but the doggone
meter kept going , and going, and going until it read $127 —- and
that was for just over a half tank. Of course that was Canadian
dollars which converts back to $89 in US dollars. That also
converts to about $1.44 per US gallon, and we had averaged just
about $1/gallon in the States. OUCH! I will probably have to top
off fuel just one more time in Canada, and I’m not looking forward
to it.

I’m writing this from Meadow Lake
Provincial Park in Saskatchewan. At the entrance to this park is a
notice that you are in BEAR country, with survival instructions. If
confronted by a brown bear you are supposed to curl up in a ball
covering your face and play dead;; for a black bear you are
supposed to fight like hell! Don’t they know I’m color blind? What
do I do now coach?

Our next stop is Edmonton, Alberta on
Saturday.


 


 


 


 


Are we there yet?

 


 


 


The Question is: ARE WE THERE
YET?

The Answer is: SORT-OF

Can’t you remember your father saying,
and just what kind of answer is SORT-OF??

In this case SORT-OF means that we have
reached Mile 0 of the Alaska Highway. Makes it sound like we have
arrived in the 49th state. Not quite!! We still have another 1200
miles to go on the famous Alaska Highway before we will cross the
Alaska border. Mile 0 of the Alcan Hwy is 4400 miles from PGI
(home).

It was with tongue-in-cheek that I
mentioned the BEAR WARNING NOTICE in our prior e-mail. Well, let me
tell you about our little adventure. I had set up the grill and it
was preheating. I had gone back into the RV to get the chicken to
put on the grill when Shirley mumbled - B- Be-Bea-Bear — camera —
and was pointing out the window. There was a BLACK BEAR rooting for
grubs or whatever not 5 feet from where we were watching. When we
made some noise, the BEAR just looked up at us. I sure hope the
pictures come out OK. The dilemma - what do we do about the gas
grill that is all heated up and ready to cook up some marinated
chicken? After a bit, the BEAR seemed to wander off into the woods.
Feeling safe, I went out to check the grill one last time, and the
BEAR poked his head out around the back of the RV looking right at
me! Decided to cook the chicken inside of our roaming home! Of
course, it was not a big monster, just about three feet tall at the
shoulders, but a BEAR is a BEAR.

Last week we spent 2 days at the Elk
River National Park near Edmonton, Alberta where the Elk, Moose,
Deer and Bison roam freely throughout the park. By going out late
in the evening we got to see all of the featured critters. We
pulled into one picnic area to find a huge Bison foraging among the
picnic tables. Just down the road we came across a Bison feeding at
the roads edge - from 8 feet distance the 1500 pound monster looked
enormous - and let me tell you that they have one mean looking face
- beady eyes and imposing horns.

Today we drove through the now famous
(infamous) Canadian town of Beaverlodge.

Our love affair with the weatherman
ended today when he provided a full day of light rain for us to
drive through. As we were driving along today, we had the definite
feeling that we were going uphill. Found out that Dawson Creek is
at an elevation of 2100 feet.

Arrival at Mile “0” is something of an
event for travelers about to experience the Alaskan Hwy. We had to
chuckle when we came out of the tourist info center. It looked like
a large RV show. The entire, rather large parking lot was filled
with RV’s of every description - must have been 30 of them. We
chatted with a southbound traveler last evening and he said he had
counted 4 RV’s for every auto in the northbound lane. I believe
it!


 


 


 


 


Alaska Highway

 


 


25 June

 


 


 


Our first day on the famous Alaska
Highway!

What was it like? We drove 295 miles
today - 45 miles forward and 250 miles up and down, and up and
down, etc. Actually we had only planned to go about 217 miles, but
somehow missed the turn to our intended destination, a Provincial
Park at Prophet River. With all of the ups and downs and a fuel
stop it took about 7 hours for the days journey.

Definitely not like an easy drive on
the Interstate, but the road was generally good. There was only one
15 minute delay while they single laned us through a section under
repair. Experienced our first long 6 %, 7% and one 8% grades going
downhill. Since this is a 2 lane road with minimal shoulders, and
often impressive drop-offs, you might also be able to classify
these grades as steep, thrilling, and exciting.

All that goes down must come back up -
in many cases this was a 25 MPH uphill grind. The motor home did
well, but it seems like each up-hill stretch is a hundred miles
long.

Came around a sharp bend on the
approach to Pink Mountain (BC), and there were the Rocky Mountains.
A more precise definition would be the SNOW CRESTED ROCKY
MOUNTAINS. The mountain tops were not fully snow covered as the
bare ground has started to show thru in the spring thaw. Our first
view of the Rocky Mountains with the snow caps, vertical rock walls
and in some cases with a cloud layer lower than the background
peaks was as impressive as the many pictures we have seen - and I
think this is just a introductory sample of what is yet to come. In
a couple of places along the roadside there were still small piles
of unmelted snow.

And the next day —- (travel day, that
is)

We were really into mountain driving
now. I thought that we would only have to go up and over the
mountain range once and down the other side of the range.. That’s
not the way it’s done. Crossing the broad Rocky Mountain range is a
series of valleys between ridges and peaks. In many cases today,
the road was a shelf carved out of the side of a mountain. None too
wide, and generally with no guard rail to prevent you from driving
over the edge and going down the vertical rocky face - in a couple
of places it looked to be about 50 miles straight down. Kept your
attention focused on driving. On the most dramatic section it was a
10% grade uphill and we were on the inside (mountain side) of the
road. There were even a few hairpin turns to make sure that you
paid attention. We were into majestic mountains, vast pinnacles of
snow streaked solid rock peaks, and lower forested sections. As we
came around one bend, there was Indian Head Mountain, a near
vertical rock face that looked just like the classic carved Indian
head.

Our highest elevation today was 4250
feet (above sea level) when we skirted by Summit Mountain. You
notice that I said skirted by- the peaks around us were
substantially higher. There was a 15 minute delay in an area where
they were blasting some cliffs that were shedding chunks of rocks
onto the roadway. We also had to stop to allow about a dozen Stone
Sheep to pass ahead of us on the highway. A mother moose with a
calf were grazing alongside the road. This was our first up close
encounter with one of these comical critters.

Our campsite tonight is at Strawberry
Flats Provincial Park on Muncho Lake, British Columbia. This 1 mile
wide, 8 mile long lake is a an elevation of 2800 feet and we are
completely surrounded by mountains about 7500 feet high. It would
be tough to anchor your boat on the lake since it is up to 700 feet
deep. When we arrived, the mountain peak on the left was obscured
by rain, and the sun was shining on the peak to the right. We are
parked with the front of our motorhome only about 15 feet from
lakes edge. I dipped my finger in the lake and it came out blue -
is it ever cold. One of the unusual features of Muncho Lake is its
deep green color which comes from copper leaching out of the lake
bottom minerals.

We are at mile marker 437.

A couple of Days Later — —

We seem to be through the Rocky
Mountains as the driving was a bit easier. Still lots of ups and
downs, but most of them were not as dramatic as the previous days.
Then around another bend and - OOPS, there were those mountains
again. This time it is the Cassiar Mountain Range. Around every
bend and over each hill (Junior Mountain) the scenery changes. I am
not even going to try and describe the mountain peaks of different
compositions, and the changing sunlight and clouds. Each single
vista is worth the trip - and there are lots of vistas. I am not
even sure that my photos can relate the breathtaking beauty of
these peaks. We have seen more Stone Sheep, Moose, and Bear right
alongside the paved roadway, close enough to appreciate, but not
too close for comfort.

We did come across a
section of the highway that was under reconstruction - It was in
process, and was it ever rough. As slow as you could drive, it
would shake out your eye teeth. I actually stopped and got out to
see if we had several flat tires. It was that bad, and it was about 10 miles long!
UGH! THEN, something happened to the engine:: we slowed down and
black smoke poured out the exhaust pipe - and we were the
proverbial million miles from nowhere. From the instruments, I
could tell that the turbocharger had died. By changing driving
techniques, we were able to proceed slowly, about 25-30 MPH on the
level. We were holding our breath as we crested a couple of hills,
down to only 5 MPH and going slower and slower. When we got to
Dawson Creek, I called the Engine manufacturer since the engine was
under warranty. The technician agreed it was the turbocharger, and
then asked if we had been on a rough road or hit any big bumps -
Why yes, why do you ask? He told me what to check, and 10 minutes
later it was all fixed.

The highway crosses back and forth
across the British Columbia - Yukon border 7 times before it
finally veers to the north firmly into the Yukon. There is one
author who has summed up the twisting, curving sections of the
highway better than any other - and I quote that unknown author
here::

 


The Alaska Highway

Winding In and Winding Out

Leaves a lot of serious
Doubt

If the Lout who built this
Route

Was Going to Hell or Coming
Out

 


Tonight we are camped at MUKLUT ANNIES,
(Teslin, Yukon) who advertises free camping - in fine print, if you
have dinner in her restaurant - The restaurant is widely known for
its baked/grilled salmon cooked over a wood fire. Needless to say,
the camping may be free, but the dinner isn’t cheap!

Tomorrow it’s on to Whitehorse, capital
of the Yukon - and a new chapter —


 


 


 


 


Yukon Territory

 


 


1 July

 


 


 


Another beautiful day in the mountains
of Northern Yukon. But why is the furnace running so much? The
mystery is solved when I check the outdoor thermometer. It reads 5
degrees - 5 degrees centigrade. Would you feel any warmer if I told
you 5 degrees centigrade equals 40 degrees Fahrenheit? Although
this is the coldest morning yet, we have been regularly waking to
temperatures in the mid 40’s.

Another climatical feature to comment
on is the length of the days. We were not far enough north on the
21st of June to experience the longest possible day of the year,
the famous 24 hours of daylight. However, the days are still almost
that long, even here in Whitehorse Yukon. We have gotten up at 0500
and it is full daylight, and gone to bed at midnight and it is
still daylight. I have gotten up at 0200 to do what old people do
at night, and found it still light out, something like dusk. The
average length of the day in this area during late June and early
July is 21 hours - and the rest of the 24 hours is dusk. Some
people are unable to sleep in these near daylight conditions and we
see them taping tin-foil over the windows of their RV bedrooms.
That is not a problem of ours. In Dawson City, almost all of the
street lights are folded down and stored for the summer since there
is no need for street lighting.

Today is Canada Day, our northern
neighbor’s version
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