LEGGITT UPDATE - DECEMBER 2004
This year we spent a lot of time near my Mama. This was not a very good year for her having
two extended hospital stays. Her problem is her lousy lungs.
We stayed at Verde Valley, AZ twice, first when the desert flowers and
cactus were just coming into bloom and after a trip back to Mama, we
stayed again when they were in full bloom. It was absolutely beautiful.
We did get to San Antonio in April to attend Roy’s OCS reunion. The
wild flowers and blooming cactus were everywhere as we traveled to
and from San Antonio
June was a busy month starting out with Roy’s son, Roy Dean and Sharon tying the knot. It was
a very beautiful wedding.
Mama was well enough for her to be with us kids for four days at
the Thousand Trails Preserve in Acton, CA. Dan & Haydee were
able to drive down from Nevada and Kathleen and Vic from
Arkansas. Jess, Karin & Eric, also Bruce and Teri drove up on
Father’s day to join us. It was a very nice get-together and Mama
really enjoyed herself.

Then it was off to the Osborne Reunion and Daddy’s big 85th birthday
party. We had invited lots of his cousins so it was a pretty large
gathering. Roy and I with the help of lots of people supplying us
picture and stories, put together a family history based on the
descendants of his great grandfather Cornelius. He was so happy
with it every time we talked to him he would thank us again.
We spent July and part of August in Washington State, waiting for our Princess cruise/tour to
begin. We took this opportunity to have the boo boos fixed on Windy III We dropped her off at
the repair shop the day before we left for Alaska.
We arrived in Anchorage, Alaska on August 14. The next morning we took the Midnight Sun
Express train to Denali. We had a glass dome top so could see everything. After having lunch in
the dining car, we arrived in Denali where we stayed two nights at the Princess Denali Lodge.
The next day we boarded school type buses to tour the Denali National Park. The only road in the
park is about fifty-four miles long and the park itself is bigger than the state of New Hampshire,
over six million square acres.. Our six hour tour only covered about 30 miles of the road, taking

us to where we had a great view of Mount McKinley....so
majestic standing 20,320 feet tall. We saw a moose, lots of Dall
sheep, four grizzly bear, three of them less than 100 feet from the
bus, two caribou and lots of ptarmigan, the state bird. They were
brown and white but in the winter they turn all white. It was a
great tour and the bus driver was impressed we saw so many
animals....especially the bears. That night we attended a
dinner/play. It was a fun evening. The actors doubled as our
servers.
The next morning we boarded buses for Fairbanks. After lunch on our own in downtown
Fairbanks, we got back onto the bus and were driven to Chena River where we boarded the
steamboat paddle wheeler, Discovery III..
We watched from the boat , Dixie Alexander filleting a salmon at
a fish camp, while she explained the process of catching ,
preparing and smoking the fish. A fishing wheel stood in the
water in front of her and a smoke house stood behind her. Dixie is
an Athabascab Indian and is a beadwork
artist. The Smithsonian commissioned
her to create a chief jacket for them to
display. Our next stop was the home of
Iditarod Champion, Susan Butcher.
Again from the boat, her husband Dave, demonstrated how the dogs
were trained for the sport of dogmushing. Then his helpers and he
harnessed them up to an ATV with no engine and took them out for a
run. They were quivering with excitement waiting for the command to
go. It was amazing how fast they pulled Dave on his ATV out of the
yard and around the field behind. It was quite a sight to see.
Our tour took us into the Tanana River, the largest glacier-fed stream in the world. It was quite a
sight seeing the clear water from the Chene River flow into the muddy waters of the Tanana
River. Where the rivers met, there was a marbling effect....quite pretty.
Finally, we reached the Chene Indian Village. Here we heard many
native Alaskans, telling of their culture. Most of these young people
attend college during the winter and spend some time back at their
villages working in the fish camps. There were several cabins and
other buildings demonstrating how the people lived in their villages.
Here we saw Dixie again making beautiful works of art and clothing.
Also, we met Susan Butcher and learned from her about her dogs. I
was surprised that all of the dogs don’t look like husky’s. Susan
explained that any dog with the desire to pull a sled can be a sled dog. The village also had a
garden with some of the biggest cabbages I have ever seen. There was also a small heard of
reindeer (domesticated caribou). There were a lot of homes along the Chena River. A very large

percentage of them had small sea planes floating in front of them on the
river. All planes however were grounded due to forest fires. The smoke
was so bad that you could look at the sun through the smoke without
squinting your eyes.
The next day, the rest of the people we had been traveling with went
their separate ways taking different tours while those of us remaining
die hard’s boarded the bus which would take us to the oil fields at
Deadhorse and Prudhoe Bay.
Our first stop out of Fairbanks was Joy, Alaska which consisted of a store
run by a Mom, Dad and the kids. The out houses were called Deluxe!!!!
They looked just like the ones I had used as a little girl. We passed several
forest fires in the distance. Continuing on, we came up to a road sign
indicating that the pavement ended and we had 425 miles on gravel road.
We stopped for lunch at a small establishment that only served
hamburgers and sodas. No tickets, you just
picked up the hamburger at the window and were trusted to pay the
cashier in the gift shop. The next stop was at the Yukon River where
there was a very small visitor center. All along the road we had views of
the pipeline and did stop once to get a closer view. Our last stop before
Coldfoot was
the Arctic
Circle. Several of us (including Roy)
gave the camera to the bus driver so he
could take a picture of our whole group
in front of the Arctic Circle sign. Not
far from here, we saw a beautiful fox
running along the road. Finally we
reached Coldfoot, basically just a truck
stop with our hotel a restaurant and
travel center. Our hotel was
constructed out of many ATCO
buildings,
(similar to boxcars) lined up in two rows side by side with a covered hall
way running down the middle. They did have a bathroom...no TV. Clean
but stark! Before dinner Roy and I walked over to the travel center to take in
a ranger talk. Quite informative. At Coldfoot, there is a sign that reads
“Next Services 240 miles” The weather was real warm, not what we were
expecting. One of the ladies, Irene, and I decided we needed a walk so we
walked down to the river. It was 11:00 pm when we got back to the hotel
and it was still light outside. Weird!!!
While in Coldfoot, we got an email from my brother Dan. My Mama had been taken to the
hospital and had to be put on a respirator. Because she was fighting it so, they sedated her. I was

able to get hold of a nurse in the critical care unit and she said she was resting and of course was
not aware of her surroundings. Roy and I decided to take it a day at a time.
The next morning we continued on our way to Deadhorse. There was a
sign in front of the furthest north spruce. This was very sad. Someone
had ringed it. A good Samaritan seeing the trees plight, wrapped the
wound with duck tape. The saying goes in Alaska...You can fix
anything with duck tape or fix-all. With all the trees behind there was
only tundra, pipe line and pump stations. We did however, see a herd of
muskoxen. When we reached Deadhorse, the temperature was in the
70's. Our hotel, The Caribou Inn was also made out of AT CO
buildings with one improvement.....we had a TV with about two or three channels.
The population of Prudhoe community consists of oil field workers and employees of the
companies located there......all oil related. Most of the employees work two weeks straight, 12
hours a day. I believe they get a week off. The company flies them in and out to Fairbanks or
Anchorage. They are not allowed to have a car up there....also no alcohol or drugs are allowed
anywhere in the Prudhoe Bay community. They are up there to work period.
On Friday morning, we were bused into the oil field for a short tour.
Then the driver took us to the Arctic Ocean where about eight brave souls
donned their bathing suits and waded out into the water which was really
shallow. To be eligible for the Polar Bear Club they had to totally
submerge so they ended up just laying down in the water then running
back to the beach to their waiting towels. Unfortunately for them, the
weather had taken a real turn, foggy and 38 degrees. Needless to say,
Roy and I didn’t join in on this puzzling ritual.
After our flight back to Anchorage, we arrived back at the Captain Cook Hotel We took a walk
and Roy showed me the streets and buildings that had been damaged by the earthquake in 1964.
Saturday it was on another bus which would take us to the Coral Princess. First we stopped at the
Alaska Native Heritage Center. Here we saw a native games demonstration. Those young men
were quite athletic, sometimes jumping higher than their height, and sometimes balancing on one
hand while kicking the ball high above. I was impressed with their strength. We then took a
walk around the small Lake Tiulana to see the different tribe’s homes. We got back to the theater
in time to see a demonstration of native dancing. Back on the bus, we headed towards Whittier,
where our cruise would begin. We had a short stop at an animal rescue center where we saw
many animals that had been brought to the center to be healed from whatever had injured them. It
was neat seeing them up real close. We then drove over to the 7 ½ mile tunnel which would take
us through the mountain and to Whittier. The tunnel is shared by trains as well, and only one way
traffic is allowed through at a time. The bus driver had to get an appointed time that he would be
allowed to take us through. Then, there she was, the beautiful Coral Princess. Only two other
busses came through the tunnel when we did, so there was hardly any wait to board.

Roy and I renewed our wedding vows on August 22. Princess really did it
up nice. We had a wedding planner who took care of all the details, going
over the vows, making sure we knew what to expect and when, even
sending an invitation to Irene and her daughter who had been on the land
tour with us. Captain Binetti performed the ceremony.

The first two days we sailed through
College Fjord and Glacier Bay. We
did a lot of sitting on our balcony
taking in the icebergs, glaciers an
occasional whale, seals, sea birds,
even a grizzly walking down the
beach.
Our first port was Skagway. Here we took a tour of the city, the
Skagway cemetery and saw a play about Soapy Smith, a local con
artist during the Alaskan gold rush. Soapy got his name telling his
customers that there was money in some of the bars of soap he was
selling. Actually there never was. He also had a telegraph office
and would charge the gold miners to send a telegraph to their family
back in the states. Actually the wires led from the telegraph office
into the bay where they ended. He was a real cad. He and a popular
town leader, Frank Reid, got into a gun fight killing each other. Both of their graves were at the
cemetery, Frank’s stone quite handsome, Soapy’s rather plain.
Our next port was the capital of Alaska, Juneau.
The only
way in
or out is
by boat
or plane. We took the tram up the mountain from the
city and could see the Coral Princess below. In the
afternoon we took a bus tour which took us to Glacier
Gardens. The gardens had huge trees which had been
planted upside down with the roots serving as planter
baskets growing many cascading plants in full bloom.
We boarded golf carts which took us up the very steep
road to the rain forest. We took a short walk through
the rain forest to an overlook of the inlet. Yes, we did
get rained upon in the rain forest.

Our third port was Ketchikan also only accessible by air or sea. Here we
needed to be tendered to town from the ship. We spent the late morning
walking the street of town and really getting rained upon. There is a saying
in Ketchikan. If you can see the mountains, it’s going to rain....if you can’t
see the mountains....it’s raining. In the afternoon we took a bus tour which
took us to Dear Mountain Tribal Hatchery where we not only learned
about salmon, but also were entertained by a native Alaskans, who talked
to us about the bald eagles, a hawk and a horned owl...all were quite
beautiful. The next stop was the Totem Heritage Center.

We saw beautiful totem poles outside and inside were very, very old ones,
completely without color but still quite
beautiful in their own right. We also got to
see a totem pole in the making with the
natives using tools that their forefathers
had done many, many years earlier. Then
it was off to Creek Street where we took a
tour of the Dolly House. Dolly was a
madam who ran her business alone. Dolly
was a very good business women making
enough money to buy and furnish her
home, and take many vacations, etc. As we crossed the bridge over the
creek, we looked down into the water. We could see hundreds of salmon
on the way to their spawning grounds. They were just circling out there at
the mouth of the creek. A local man told us that due to the abnormal
warm weather, the water flowing into the bay from the creek was
too warm for them. We left wondering if they would eventually
enter the creek to do their thing. The last stop on the tour was a
visit to Tongass Historical Museum. It was getting close to time
to catch the tender back to our ship. That was quite a ride.....the
tenders had to zig zag back to the ship trying to avoid planes
taking off and landing on the water. Quite exciting.
August 27, our last day at sea, we enjoyed watching the
mountains pass by as the ship made her way south. During
lunch, we had a window table and all of the sudden a school of dolphins were racing us through
the water. It was so amazing to watch them fly through the air, cut back into the sea only to
appear again in beautiful flight. That night we bid ado to our table mates, and all of the wonderful
people we had met including our steward, waiters and waiters in our favorite cocktail lounge, The
Crooner’s.

The next morning in Vancouver, we were off of the ship by 9:00 am and shortly afterwards,
boarded the bus that would take back to the States and SEA-TAC where we were picked up by the
hotel van.
Because we could not pick up WindyIII until Monday, we were able to take a drive into Seattle
where we visited Pike Street Market. We were able to see the fishmongers throw the fish back
and forth before wrapping it up for the customer. We also walked the steep stairs down to the
wharf. It was a beautiful day and Mount Rainier was quite visible in the distance.
August 30 we were at the repair shop to pick up Windy III and our hearts fell when she was still
being worked on. They were, however, able to get her back together and we were on the road by
9:30 am. We got to Acton by noon on Wednesday and I was at Mama’s side by 2:00pm. She
still had the respirator on in and was totally unresponsive. Later that day the respirator was
removed and slowly she began being responsive. She was diagnosed with mold in her lungs. It
took some real heavy duty drugs to get it under control. I’ve been told that she will never totally
get rid of it.
After five weeks with Mama who was now able to walk, feed herself and get herself dressed, I felt
we could begin our family visits. We drove up to Nevada to see my Daddy and Mom T who had
not been well. Daddy was feeling better and Mom T began to feel better before we had to leave.
We also visited my brother Dan and Haydee and my nephew Jeff and his family. We visited
Mama again and were able to celebrate her 85th birthday with her. My oldest son Jess and his
family, Karin, Eric and Jeremy drove up from Poway to be with her as well. We then drove
down to Menifee to visit Roy’s Mom and then down to Escondido where we spent ten days
visiting family and friends. Finally it was back to Menifee for four days and another visit with
Roy’s Mom. I drove to Alhambra twice to see my Mama. Unfortunately with all of the traffic
driving time to and from was quite long.
On November 5, we headed for Quartzsite dry camping for the weekend before heading to
Emerald Cove in Earp for our winter stay. On Sunday it began to rain so very hard that we had
lots of small creeks running around us. Quite a gully washer! Monday, we drove to Emerald
Cove and as we got around the last corner, our mouths fell open in disbelief. Jackass Flats, the
golf course was a huge lake. Many of the sites in the park were flooded. As well. In the eight
years we have stayed here, we have never seen it rain that much. A plus....the desert turned green.

As what has become our custom, we spent the first two weeks at a river site. I enjoy sitting in the
patio, watching the boat people do their thing. After the two weeks on the river were up, we
moved to a site with a beautiful view of the hills....this year very green hills.
We hope you all are having a good year.
Love Darlene & Roy, still happy in our nomad life style

