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Chapter 1.  The border 

 

Day 1 ï July 12 ï Great Falls, Montana 

Day 2 ï July 13 ï Crossing into Canada  

 

Chapter 2.  Alberta 

 

Day 3 ï July 14 ï Hill Spring, Alberta 

Day 4 ï July 15 ï Calgary, Alberta 

Day 5 ï July 16 ï Calgary Stampede, Alberta 

Day 6 ï July 17 Part 1 ï Calgary Stampede, Alberta 

Day 6 ï July 17 Part 2 ï Calgary Stampede, Alberta 

Day 7 ï July 18 ï Calgary, Alberta 

Day 8 ï July 19 ï Banff National Park, Alberta 

Day 9 ï July 20 ï Banff National Park, Alberta 

Day 10 ï July 21 ï Columbia Ice Fields, Alberta 

Day 11 ï July 22 ï Hinton, Alberta 

Day 12 ï July 23 ï Hinton, Alberta 

 

Chapter 3.  British Columbia 

 

Day 13 ï July 24 ï Dawson Creek, British Columbia 

Day 14 ï July 25 ï Dawson Creek, British Columbia 

Day 15 ï July 26 ï Dawson Creek to Fort Nelson, British Columbia 

Day 16 ï July 27 ï Fort Nelson to Liard Hot Springs, British Columbia 

Day 17 ï July 28 ï Liard Hot Springs to Watson Lake, Yukon Territory 

 

Chapter 4.  Yukon Territory 

 

Day 18 ï July 29 ï Watson Lake to Whitehorse, Yukon Territory 

Day 19 ï July 30 ï Whitehorse, Yukon Territory 

Day 20 ï July 31 ï Whitehorse, Yukon Territory 

Day 21 ï August 1 ï Whitehorse to Dawson City, Yukon Territory 

Day 22 ï August 2 ï Dawson City, Yukon Territory 
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Chapter 5.  Alaska 

 

Day 23 ï August 3 ï Top of the World Highway to Chicken, Alaska 

Day 24 ï August 4 ï Taylor Highway to Tok, Alaska 

Day 25 ï August 5 ï Tok to Fairbanks, Alaska 

Day 26 ï August 6 ï Fairbanks, Alaska 

Day 27 ï August 7 ï Fairbanks, Alaska 

Day 28 ï August 8 ï Fairbanks, Alaska 

Day 29 ï August 9 ï Fairbanks, Alaska  

Day 30 ï August 10 ï Fairbanks to Healy, Alaska 

Day 31 ï August 11 ï Denali National Park, Alaska 

Day 32 ï August 12 ï Denali National Park, Alaska  

Day 33 ï August 13 ï Denali National Park, Alaska  

Day 34 ï August 14 ï Anchorage, Alaska 

Day 35 ï August 15 ï Anchorage, Alaska 

Day 36 ï August 16 ï Anchorage, Alaska 

Day 37 ï August 17 ï Homer, Alaska 

Day 38 ï August 18 ï Homer, Alaska 

Day 39 ï August 19 ï Homer, Alaska  

Day 40 ï August 20 ï Homer to Seward, Alaska 

Day 41 ï August 21 ï Seward, Alaska 

Day 42 ï August 22 ï Seward & Resurrection Bay, Alaska  

Day 43 ï August 23 ï Seward, Alaska  

Day 44 ï August 24 ï Seward to Palmer, Alaska 

Day 45 ï August 25 ï Palmer, Alaska  

Day 46 ï August 26 ï Richardson Highway, Alaska  

Day 47 ï August 27 ï Valdez, Alaska  

Day 48 ï August 28 ï Valdez and Prince William Sound, Alaska  

Day 49 ï August 29 ï Tok Cutoff & Tok, Alaska  

Day 50 ï August 30 ï Destruction Bay, Yukon Territory 

Day 51 ï August 31 ï Skagway, Alaska 

Day 52 ï September 1 ï Skagway, Alaska 

Day 53 ï September 2 ï Skagway and White Pass, Alaska 

Day 54 ï September 3 ï Juneau, Alaska 

 

Chapter 6.  Yukon Territory and British Columbia 

 

Day 55 ï September 4 ï Klondike and Alaska Highways, YT and BC 

Day 55-56 ï September 4-5 ï Junction 37, Yukon Territory 

Day 56 ï September 5 ï Cassiar Highway, British Columbia 

Day 57 ï September 6 ï Cassiar Highway, British Columbia 

Day 58 ï September 7 ï Hyder, Alaska and Salmon Glacier, British Columbia 

Day 59 ï September 8 ï Smithers, British Columbia 

Day 60 ï September 9 ï Prince George, British Columbia 
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CHAPTER 1.  THE BORDER 
 

Day 1.  July 12 ï Great Falls, Montana 

 

(Bert)  ñItôs the people,ò Ron comments as he tells me why he likes traveling in caravans.  He 

likes to travel to new places, but it is the people that make it special and enjoyable. 

 

Well, Ron is in for a good one.  This caravan is a moving carnival of clowns.  At our opening 

introductions it sounds like a tongue-in-cheek AA meeting.  The first one says he is happy to 

announce he is coming on the caravan after 30 days of sobriety.  The second one ups the ante by 

saying they went on their first caravan when his wife was released from prison and on their 

second after getting permission from her parole officer.  One caravaner, less-than-proficient 

mechanically, always cozies up to any other caravaner carrying a 20-ton jack and a tool chest.   

 

The small workshop room echoes as a barrel of laughter, supplemented by more laughter when 

each couple finds out their assigned duty on the caravan.  One is responsible for rain, another for 

frost heaves, one for potholes, still another for black flies.  Now that they have gotten the gist of 

it, when a man picks his responsibility card, he reads it and assigns the sole duty to his wife:  

Mosquitoes.  She takes her job seriously and puts in a plug for Skin-so-soft. 

 

In between laughter Shari and I get down to the orientation agenda of how the caravan will be 

conducted and what to expect.  Owen explains personal radio protocol, the road logs, and the 

Milepost.  I say a few words about tomorrowôs border crossing.   

 

 
Orientation meeting in the only room we could find ï a workshop 
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Then Terry has a game for everyone.  In a way, it reminds me of pin-the-tail-on-the-donkey, but 

instead we each have a brown bag with an object inside and we pin the bag somewhere on our 

body.  Then we go around the room and feel each otherôs bag, trying to guess the object.  More 

laughter!  Amazingly, Cathy correctly guesses the contents of 18 bags and wins first prize. 

 

 
The mixer game:  feeling your bag and writing down your guess of its contents 

 

Terry is taking photos that she will collate into a handout for us to start remembering names.  I 

take photos of her taking photos of the caravan clowns.  Dave confiscates her camera and Steve 

hams for his shot.  Cheryl jumps into the frame on another portrait couple. 
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At 6:30 the pizza arrives, Shari brings out the Caesar salad she made with the help of Faye, and 

Terry supplies the brownies she baked.  After weôve had our fill, Terry has a surprise cake for the 

birthdays and anniversaries of the month.  The recipients gather around the cake and collectively 

blow out the candles. 

 

The caravan is off to a good start! 
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Shari inspects eight giant pizzas 

 

 
Happy Birthday, Happy Anniversary 

 

Day 2.  July 13 ï Hill Spring, Alberta 

 

(Bert)  A coyote trots across the stubble of a tightly shorn hay field.  Lying in tall grass, the 

heads and horns of three pronghorns gaze in our direction.  We are heading north through 

Montana toward Alberta. 
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The landscape is flat with western mountains so distant they barely uplift the horizon.  Strangely, 

our road log warns of steep highway ahead.  Then the bottom drops out of the flatness and we 

drop to Marias River.   

 
A photo through the windshield (and its glare), we descend to Marias River 

 

Shari and I have traveled this highway a handful of times and I remember the steep valley, 

though not the name of the river.  But now, after our Lewis and Clark caravan, the river has new 

meaning.  It was named by Meriwether Lewis for his cousin Maria and it was at the riverôs 

junction with the Missouri River that the Corps of Discovery faced a dilemma.  At the fork, 

which river was the real Missouri?   Clark led a small group along the south fork; Lewisôs party 

headed along the north fork.  After they returned to the confluence several days later they 

compared opinions and both leaders agreed the south fork was the true Missouri River.  

However, to a man the Corps members believed it was the north fork.  The leaders decided to 

override that opinion and the Corps of Discovery headed upriver on the south fork.  Lewis wrote 

in his journal, ñthey said very cheerfully that they were ready to follow us any wher we thought 

proper to direct but that they still thought that the other was the river.ò  A few days later, the 

Great Falls of the Missouri proved that Lewis and Clark were right.  Had they taken the Marias 

River they would have found it branches again and heads to modern Glacier National Park.  The 

Corps of Discovery may not have recovered and may never have found the Pacific Ocean. 

 

Uneventfully, we cross the border into Alberta at Coutts.  A panoply of colors paint the 

landscape in a checkerboard pattern.  Lemon yellow canola fields dazzle our eyes, interspersed 

with vibrant green alfalfa fields, and golden grain fields ripe for harvest.  As we edge westward 

the mountains of Waterton National Park loom on the horizon, capped by artful clouds one of 

which looks like an A-bomb mushroom.  In the sky above us Swainsonôs Hawks soar.  Oddly, I 

see a pink bird atop a telephone pole.  As I drive closer it transforms into a plastic pink flamingo, 

and another on the next utility pole.  Thatôs a first! 
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Canola field 

 

 
Canola field with distant foothills 


