
 

 

Camterbury Travels  
This is the travel log of Rich and Pamela Apps. We don’t know if anyone has missed us…but in case you were at 
least wondering why you had not seen us in a few weeks now you know why. 
We set out on June 17, 09 and spent our first night in Pelham, Alabama. Yes, this is where Fr. Neil and Gwen live 
now. However, they were away during our one night there. The next night we stopped north of Nashville and then 
into Indiana. In Indiana we were able to visit with dear friends that live in Prospect, Kentucky. We were just over 
the Ohio River. The park was lush green and it was very hot. Our friends of course accused us of bringing up the 
scorching heat from Florida! 
Our friends introduced us to Thursday Nights in Downtown Louisville. It’s a much larger version of Navarre Park 
on Thursdays. We had a great meal and we were glad we do not live in a big city! The next day we went to Brown 
County, Indiana where my friend Mary toured me through quaint Nashville (not Tennessee). It was very much like 
Fairhope, Alabama with the older homes converted to shops and café dining. On Sunday, we missed church, oops. 
Our friends took us to Huber Farms and Huber Winery. I guess you could say we did have communion…This 
winery had a sugar free wine that I got to taste and enjoy. Being a newly diagnosed Type II diabetic put a bit of a 
damper on the first part of the trip as I was learning what I can and cannot have.  
Much to my sadness I said goodbye to my BFF from high school and we headed onward to Michigan. We spent 
one night in Ohio. The KOA campground was no kidding in the middle of two corn fields! The corn was not knee 
high yet so we did not get any. The next day we arrived in Ypsilanti, Michigan where I (Pamela) was born. We 
stayed in a KOA campground only a mile from my parents. This was a great way to visit them. No further 
comment. Our campsite was so nice there. We were backed up to a small lake and it was a joy to see the ducks 
every morning and the children play on the waterslide in the afternoon. Although these two Navarrans only toe 
dipped. The water was too cold for us! The temps were in the 90’s the first couple of days there then after a big 
mid-western thunderstorm cooled right off into the 70’s for the rest of our week stay there. 

 
We attended service on Sunday at Trinity Episcopal Church in Belleville, Michigan. The lake town where 
Pamela’s family is from. It is about 4 miles from Ypsilanti, Michigan. We said our goodbyes and hit the trail 
again. 
Our next stop was at Indiana Dunes on Lake Michigan. We went there on the recommendation of Chuck Howard. 
Chuck has very fond memories of the area. He wanted us to see the dunes. The dunes were not like ours in 
Navarre, they were dirt dunes. It was also raining and about 60 degrees. Lake Michigan was so rough you could 
have surfed it. However, we were grateful that we saw what the area had to offer. Surely, on a warm summer’s day 
the lake was refreshing and the dunes gave a good ride. You may actually slide down them. Since it was rainy we 
chose not to. 
Next stop the Dells in Wisconsin. The rainy weather kept us in our rig for the night so we were glad for the 
sunshine the next morning. As we drove through Ohio, Indiana, Wisconsin, and Minnesota we began to realize 
just how big the food belt is. The miles and miles of corn, soy bean, cows, and big farms made us aware that we are 
truly blessed that there are people still willing to work the land to keep us in food. Our senses were intensified by 
the deep aroma of the earth sprouting seedlings and the sun’s rays glowing out over acres of crops soon to be 
harvested. That smell reminds me of the rich aroma of a fresh can of coffee. It penetrates your senses and you 
cannot wait to taste the result of the brew. I had forgotten how good the earth smells. I remember my younger days 
of picking berries and cucumbers, tomatoes, and all that grew in my grandparents gardens. The canning would last 
forever it seemed especially when I was on summer vacation and rolling the large crocs of pickles up to the stove 
for the final day and pouring the hot sweet liquid over the pickles in the jars. The hot wax topping was my favorite 
part and we could put our initials in it before it cooled to seal the prize cucumbers that would delight many months 
from then. The memories are precious now but I really wanted to be water skiing and swimming with my friends. I 



 

 

was actually feeling put out some of the time. Yet these rolling fields of farmers sweat and long days brought a tear 
and sweet memory of family now departed. I think I was the only grandchild taught how to “put up” fruits and 
veggies. No, you won’t see any on First Sunday, I haven’t done any canning in decades.  
Well, I wandered off there and now let’s see where should I be now. Oh yeah, Minnesota, Spring Valley. Oh what 
a lovely old small town. Our dear friend Ray and Marie live in a very nice house on an acre plus lot. We were able 
to park our trailer in their backyard! Across the road there were horses! I was so thrilled.  

Ray had build a fire pit and so we all sat around the fire at night and it was truly camping in 
the backyard. The 4th of July celebration was provided by the church at the end of the street. They had a large 
fireworks display and they had many Christian groups playing music in the churches field. They also had like tent 
bazaar too. We had a great time and didn’t even leave the yard! Ray and Marie and their 3 sons hold a special 
place in our hearts. They lived across the street from us in Navarre when our son Aaron was born and died 4 days 
later. We could not have gotten through that time without their endless support. So we could not cross this part of 
the country without a visit. We went to their church on Sunday. They are catholic and so we easily followed the 
mass as it was very contemporary and similar to our. The Priest had a great story. He had been literally a hell-
raiser in his younger years. He had never married but had a daughter and grandchildren. He had owned a biker bar 
for many years! He gave a great sermon and welcomed us warmly. This priest has the responsibility of rotating to 
three small parishes in what they refer to as a triune community. So basically, three small towns have the same 
priest. Spring Valley is just outside of Rochester, Minnesota. Ray is the engineer for all the PET and MRI 
equipment at Mayo Clinic and St. Mary’s Hospital. We did a tour on our last day there and I tell you it is huge! 
Many buildings and city blocks of all health care related business.  
We left Spring Valley tearfully and headed onto Salem, South Dakota. The next day we arrived at Mount 
Rushmore! OMG! We were awestruck at this incredible monument. We spent 5 days there and did not see half of 
what we set out to see. We were again so impressed with the topography of the area. We hiked many trails and 
even our dog Lucy had fun on the rugged rock paths. The weather has been so great here too. In the low 80’s 
daytime and 50’s at night. We must however comment on the thunderstorms at night. Florida doesn’t hold a 
candle to these storms. Most produce golf ball size hail and lightening so bright that it is frightening. We have so 
far escaped hail damage and lightening strikes! Although a couple times I think we were being warned, if you 
know what I mean. After all, I am with Rich Apps! 
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Now we are at the Devil’s Tower in Wyoming. We spent the day taking trails around the base and then we enjoyed 
the campground pool. Tomorrow we head off to Yellowstone Park. We have had some difficulty booking sites so at 
this point we will be at Greybull, WY tomorrow and then have reservations at Wapiti, WY. Wapiti is still about 80 
miles from the park but we may have to make day drives in and enjoy it that way. It is summer and family’s are 
vacationing here. It’s a great joy to see children enjoying the beauty of our national treasures. Devil’s Tower is a 
great example of that. Enjoy the pictures and we will write again as soon as we have more to share.  



 

 

Keep us in your prayers for safe traveling and we are keeping you in our prayers too. We are very aware of the 
great family we have at St. Augustines and we tell everyone where we are from. We miss you all!  
From the rearview mirror, 
Pamela and Richard Apps 
 


