July 16,1971

Dear friemnds, cousins, and‘whoever wants to know about us:

Being back in the States for almost one week, I know that 1Y "

to writg/this report, and write it n o W. Not only do I have to get

it out0m§ system, but also because I want to convey to you who have

over the years always taken an interest in our rather eccentric young

ones what our own feelings are after returning from this eventful

journey. We have not only met our grandson Jonah, born April 29,

for the first time. We have also met our children Steven and Janet

in an entirely different surrounding, in a new country, in a new

profession, in a NEW LIFE. When we partet from each other last year

in June, we leaving for Europe, they leaving for the camp job inmn

Canada, we did not know where we would meet again and under what

circumstances. The year is over, many wonderful experiences have

occurred #® ws last year by being united with all our friends,

cousins and other relatives,and seing the old continent in its

full glory. The letters which reached us regularly from our two

adventurers kept us on our toes practically for the whole year.

‘One never knew what would be next, once it was the dreamy island

off Vancouver Island, called Denman's Island,where they thought

they found their paradise. But due to many factors, and may be

providence, they moved on, Janet being in her 5th month, landed

at the Sunshine Coast of British Columbia, which is 4-5 hrs. ferry

crossing or 3 hour flying time from Vancouver. We received numerous

excited letters, cards, descriptions of virgin forest, reporting the

purchasing of some 40 acres of e® wood-land,with the idea of clearing
fseT of the land and building on it etc. etc. All of these letters sounded

like this part of the world must still be like paradise, unspoilt,

unpolluted, something to grab now,before it is too late. The fact

that the deal with the land purchase was called off,and at the same

time,of course the $2C0.00 retainer fee was lost,made us aware that
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the end was not in sight yet! On the day when they received the letter that
2t last our good Grandma Elise had died in her sleep, Steven called, greatly
moved by the news and the strange coincidence that on this day,when mother
had died they had the opportunity to buy a farm, fully equipped, with farm-
house, mostly furnished, even deep-freezer, barn, chickens,rabbits, etc.
and 36 acres of the most unbelievable piece of land we could imagine.

With a downpayment of % 1500.00 he made the deal and they were moving right
into their house. Timberland, cleared vegetable-area, & brook rumning all
through the property, a mountain with & sun-deck on top where one can jump
into a pond, a cabin which can be rented out all this they described to us
in such glowing terms that we felt they must have been doing something right.
And now returning from there, and having seen a great deal of beautiful
British Columbia, we must admit they did not exaggerate. Since the whole
object with house, electricity,hot water, WC, Telephone, washing machine and
a rather modern kitchen (but a leaking roof) amounted to just $20,000 with
a monthly payment of $150.- we still think they have a good buy. Time will
prove if this is right. So far they do not wake a living yet but live on
savings, part time jobs in the forest service, and barter trade with
neighbors, friends, fishermen etc. This is the truth, and they realize

that they took a great respomnsibility upon themselves - but they always
said,they need challenge! Now they have it.

We spent the first 24 hours after our arrival in Vancouver alone. We needed
a breathing spell and prepared outselves for what was coming the next day.
Since the weather in Vancouver was not too favorable at our arrival, we
spent the first few hours after we found a very good reasonable hotel

for the first night, at the beautiful new Centennial Museum. It is mostly
Indian history and the development of the North West, still one of the
newest parts of the Western Hemisphere. When/we thep following day

at 5‘p.m%€3rrived in Powell River, after a beautiful half hour flight

in one of the small local planes, our family stood there, the farmers,

with son Jonah! Well, fortunately this moment was not as emotin-packed






