Mareh 12, 1949
Dear Skiff,

I've booked the cabin for next week, It!'ll be you, my friend
Claude Pelletisr, and myself ~ut in the wild. Man versus moose
I dont't know if one could ever find more clarity of thought
then when you see the sun rise over the horizon to cut through
the dark. And just what is it about a szunset &n the woods that
makes whisky as aweet aw a woman's touch?

I've considered your offer. Hell, I still think gbout how ny
life would be if I took vou un on starting those oyster famms
ell those years sagoe But even now, the thought of diving into
the depths of the sea sends a chill down my spine, Besides,

life is good. But vour offer did stir an old "what 1f?" *hat
remained unresolved, Considsr the offer accented, old friend,

Ve can hash out the spscifics over our trip, I had soms trusted
men in the industry here and across the river In Canada r™un

the numbers and they agreed with your plans. We'!ll build an
emnire of Oysters from Quebec Clity alone,

Stells sends her love. She'!s set Lo have a proper fesst waitle
ing for you, Come hungry. Even though she's cooking such s
spread mainly for the weekly potluck over at the churca, she's

gonna sxpect to see you make a dent, Frankly, Pastor Buck

is awimming in cesseroles and stew, let alone what he sees in
the collection nlate from us alone. My griping aside, 1t'll be
nice to see Stella not glusd to a book, The woman 1s relentless,
typing away at that typewriter like it's *‘rying to get sway
from her or something. If I had known just how enraptured with
that darm 1library she'd become, I'd of thought twice before
agreaing to take it, high value of those books be damned,

I'll see you soon Skiff, Beat sharvpen your shucker, welre
recing again, This time I'm comling for the crown. Fastest shmck
in the north will be mine, As always, logser “oss an Ozster
Bomb

Regards,

Vernon Cyr

Yo Cyr



