
Newfoundland 1989 
 
 [UPDATE:  June, 2008—As I gradually go back over my old travelogues, I’ll be leaving the original text intact but 
adding additional comments in boldfaced enclosed in brackets to expand on what was originally said.  I’ll also add some 
additional scanned photos to enhance the original travelogues.] 
 

This was not a long, carefully planned-out trip. I had planned to go somewhere this summer, but my intention was somewhere 
closer (and likely less expensive) than Newfoundland. I had read, though, that starting next year Canada was imposing a 9% national 
sales tax. Since Newfoundland already has a 12% tax of its own, that would tend to price things way out of the market. I talked with 
Margaret, and we decided this was the time to actually complete the trip we started two years ago.  Instead of driving, though, this time 
we would fly, though. Newfoundland is more than halfway to Europe, and we’d had enough of that drive the last time.  We were 
pleasantly surprised at how low the airfare actually was.  I’m not certain it’s less, but it’s certainly competitive with driving—and it’s lots 
more convenient.  Janet, my sister-in-law and the family travel agent, had booked our tickets, and now it was time to be on our way.  

 
[Those tickets actually cost over $500 each, which was definitely a fair chunk of change.  It’s weird to look at what 

has happened to travel prices since this was written.  Shortly after this trip, airfares plummeted, enabling me to fly to both 
U.S. coasts for less than half what this trip cost and to Europe for not much more.  In the past couple of years, though, with 
oil prices booming and airline after airline going belly up, prices are skyrocketing.  For fun I priced what airfare to 
Newfoundland would cost today—and at nearly $1,000 per person it’s not something I’d even consider. 

 
Canada’s GST (goods and services tax) was actually instituted at 7% rather than 9%, and in 2008 it was decreased to 

6%.  What has really made Canada more expensive, though, is the soaring Canadian dollar—up roughly 20% since this trip.] 
 
MONDAY, AUGUST 7 
Maquoketa, Iowa to St. John’s, Newfoundland  
 

I had stayed most of the weekend at Margaret’s new home outside Decorah.  [How amusing to think of it as new, since 
today it seems as if she’s always lived there.]  We drove down to John and Janet’s on Sunday to stay overnight in Maquoketa 
before our flights.  Today was to be a long day in the air. 
 

We had coffee cake for breakfast and were on our way to the airport shortly after eight.  The nearest major airport to 
Maquoketa is the Quad City Airport in Moline, Illinois [though calling it “major” is a stretch]. It's about an hour's drive, and John was 
very kind to take us there.  
 

We got to the Midway Airlines desk and began to check our bags.  It was soon obvious that “St. John’s” is not one of those 
destinations that people fly to everyday—at least not from Moline.  The boy who checked our luggage was a trainee, but the woman 
supervising him didn’t seem much more competent.  One problem was that our luggage needed to be transferred twice—once in 
Chicago and once in Toronto.  The form was apparently designed for only one transfer, so they had to improvise.  A second problem 
was that the codes for Canadian airports are almost all alike.  While in America we have codes like “DSM” for Des Moines and “MSP” 
for Minneapolis/St. Paul, in the Canadian airports the codes have nothing to do with their cities.  We were flying to “YYZ” (Toronto) and 
“YYT” (St. John’s)—not exactly the easiest places to keep straight.  Eventually the clerks did get everything straight, and our luggage 
was properly tagged for its destination. 
 

We headed to the gate, and soon after we boarded flight 1961 on “The Midway Connection”—the commuter service of Midway 
Airlines.  In the good old days real airlines flew real planes into small airports.  For better or worse, though, times have changed.  Today 
each airline has a “partner”  that flies into the boondocks.  They have names like “United Express” or “American Eagle” or (in our case 
“Midway Connection”.  Flying these little commuter services is quite an experience—if perhaps an experience best forgotten. 
 

The plane we flew was a lesson in aviation history, a nineteen-seat propeller-driven plane barely larger than a crop-duster. 
The plane had one seat on each side of an extremely narrow aisle and was so small even Margaret couldn't stand up straight. There 
was no toilet on board, nor was there a flight attendant—only a tape-recorded safety message.  To further our confidence, the tape 
ended by saying, "By the way, you may notice mist rising from the floor. This is normal condensation—a part of the air conditioning 
system." —Right.  [What’s strange is that the airport closest to me, MCW in Mason City, is also served by a “partner” service 
but has better planes serving it.  Northwest Airlink flies prop jets made by Saab that seat 30 people in a 1-2 configuration.  
Those planes aren’t luxurious, but they’re way ahead of what the no longer existent Midway Connection used.] 
 

From the seats we could see into the cockpit. [This, of course, is no longer allowed since the 2001 terrorist attacks.]  I 
think Midway Connection must be the training ground for beginning pilots. We had three pilots—two men and a woman.  None was 
older than me, and two seemed very young.  (I should add, though, that this is as good a flight as any to have young pilots.  It’s a 
simple plane and a route that’s not likely to have much danger.  I'd a lot rather have a beginner flying a small plane in Moline than a 
DC-10 coast to coast.)  It was fun to look in the cockpit and see all the dials and gages. Most of the time we seemed to be on auto-pilot, 



but during take-off and landing the pilots actually did have something to do.  I will say that being able to look at the pilots is much more 
interesting than looking out the window just watching Illinois go by. 
 

The plane did not give us a very smooth ride.  I flew from Chicago to Moline once before—that time on a 737 jet—and it was a 
much nicer flight.  Midway offers a rough and extremely noisy ride.  It did, however, get us there. 

 
Midway Airlines flies into Midway Airport, the older, smaller airport in Chicago. I was rather surprised by the area around where 

we landed. On a map Midway looks as if it's right in the middle of the South Side, and I half expected to fly past the housing projects 
and those endless row houses that make up the Chicago slums. It's much more suburban than that, though—old suburbs, but suburbs 
nonetheless.  We flew over old brick houses tucked close together—each one with a swimming pool in the back yard.  It’s a rather 
strange sight.  The houses go right up to the airport on every side. There's a wall at the end of the runway that butts up against 
someone's back yard. I can't say I'd want to live that close to a major airport, but it would appear that these people with their swimming 
pools don't object. 
 

Midway is old and very compact, and the runways are almost frighteningly short. It's definitely a more important airport than 
Moline, but the runways are shorter. This wasn't a problem in our little prop plane, but we saw much larger planes parked at the airport.  
I’m sure they know what they’re doing, but I’d sure hate to hit that wall at the end of the runway. 
  

The terminal at Midway is ancient. It makes even the old part of O'Hare look ultra-modern. It's basically a small-town airport 
that happens to be located in a major city. It's crowded, though—just as crowded as O'Hare can be—and a construction project on their 
roof made things even more congested.  The whole place is dominated by Midway Airlines—which offers hundreds of flights a day, 
flying only out of this airport.  The major airlines have only a token representation—two or three flights a day, mostly to rather obscure 
destinations (Ann Arbor and Louisville, for instance.) 

 
[While I haven’t flown through there again, I know Midway has changed a lot since this trip.  Its namesake airline went 

out of business, and now the place is dominated by discount carrier Southwest Airlines.  They’ve built a completely new 
terminal on the east side of Cicero Avenue, which I’ve seen from the adjacent orange line ‘L’ terminal.  They have skywalks 
crossing Cicero to the boarding concourses.] 

 
I can't say I cared much for Midway. It's not an unpleasant place, but (to me at least) it came across as dumpy and not terribly 

clean—more like a bus station than an airport. Except for a café and a bar there’s not much to kill time. The people we dealt with were 
friendly enough, but on the whole, given a choice, next time I'll transfer at O'Hare.  [Actually, being in Northwest country, the next 
several times I flew, I’d be transferring in Minneapolis.] 
 

We had quite a bit of time to kill at Midway, so we decided to have lunch.  The café was extremely crowded, but we managed 
to get what seemed to be the only available table.  Our lunch was adequate and while quite expensive, not totally out of line for an 
airport ($13 for the two of us).  Our waitress was pleasant, if a bit overworked, and we tipped her appropriately. 
 

The café had an interesting mix of pretensions.  Their décor featured table umbrellas like you’d find in a European sidewalk 
café.  The menu was also upscale—heavy on quiche, croissants, crepes, and omelettes.  In contrast, though, they served the food on 
paper plates with plastic forks.  It was quite a combination. 
 

After lunch we checked in with Canadian Airlines International—among the first to check in for our flight.  We found the gate, 
waited a while, and eventually boarded our plane.  This time we had a 737—the smallest of the jets, but an actual jet.  [Today 737s 
have been much in the news, because almost every airline is parking them.  They’re apparently just about the least fuel 
efficient planes around.]  The flight was about half full, so we had sufficient space to stretch out and enjoy ourselves. [These days, if 
a flight were that empty, they’d likely cancel it.]  It takes a little over an hour to fly from Chicago to Toronto. In that time we were 
served drinks, a "snack" featuring an interesting and tasty sandwich and a salad, and complimentary wine.  It was a nice flight. 
 

We arrived in Toronto slightly ahead of schedule at about 4:15pm Eastern Time.  Toronto’s Lester Pearson International 
Airport is well away from the city proper, but still right in the middle of the urban area. [It is, in fact in Mississauga, a “suburb” of 
700,000 people that is the fastest-growing place in Canada.]  Flying into Toronto you see an almost endless industrial park—lots of 
tar-roofed metal-frame buildings with trucks parked behind them. You also see enormous expressways jammed with cars. Finally 
there's the smog.  The pilot told us it was partly cloudy in Toronto, but it seemed brown and overcast to me.  All in all, our view on 
landing in Canada was nothing terribly beautiful. Chicago looked quite a bit nicer. 
 

After we landed we were led down a maze of tunnels, stairs, more tunnels, and more stairs—winding around and down and 
down and around.  I could almost picture Dante's levels of hell as I descended to the depths of the Toronto airport. The signs were a bit 
confusing, but we followed the crowd, assuming (correctly) that we would sooner or later wind up at customs.  The tunnels we passed 
through were lined with rather institutional modern artwork; it reminded me somewhat of the giant socialist posters in Russia. Everything 
was brightly lit and freshly scrubbed, yet the overall appearance was less than friendly. I later read a magazine article that described the 
Toronto airport as "an overgrown public restroom, just freshly cleaned"; that's not too far off. 
 

After seemingly walking forever we finally arrived at Immigration Canada, which has to be one of the largest such stations on 
the planet.  It is located in an enormous barn-like room far beneath a parking ramp. There were around thirty officers available to 
inspect people, and each had a line that stretched most of the length of the room. The place was full of people from every corner of the 
earth, and I could hear bits and pieces of many languages—none of which I recognized. The room really was one solid mass of 
humanity. Margaret said she got the feeling of being on Ellis Island, and I know exactly what she meant. You don't think of people 



immigrating by plane, but that is, of course, how it is done these days.  Canada still welcomes immigrants, and I think many of the 
people at the airport were genuinely moving to the country, rather than just visiting.  [While Canada has since tightened its laws, it is 
still one of the most immigration-friendly nations on earth—far more so than the U.S.  About a third of the Greater Toronto 
Area today is first generation immigrants—that’s about two million immigrants just in Toronto.  Some cities, like Vancouver, 
have even higher percentages of foreign-born residents.] 
 

The line crept along very slowly. In addition to the paperwork of processing the immigrants, there is apparently some hassle 
for Canadian citizens returning from abroad. In contrast, true tourists (like us and a number of Japanese people ahead of us) were 
processed almost instantly. When we finally made it to the front of the line, the only real question we were asked was how long we were 
planning to stay in Canada. 
 

After going through immigration we entered the baggage claim area—a much smaller and very noisy room.  My bags were on 
the carousel  when we entered, as was one of the two Margaret had checked. We waited and waited, though, but her other bag never 
showed up. Somehow it had missed the transfer at Midway. We asked and eventually found out we were supposed to file a form with 
an airline representative at the end of the baggage room.  We maneuvered through the crowd, and when we eventually got over there, 
we found another long line.  Apparently several other people on our flight had also had their luggage lost. One poor woman was trying 
to deal with a long line of people, most of whom were in a hurry to catch other flights. She was doing her best, but the system was not 
designed for a crowd. On top of things, it didn't help matters that English was not this woman's native language. (She spoke it, but ...)  
 
 I grew more and more impatient as the time for our next flight grew closer.  Margaret and I asked if we could fill out the form 
while the woman helped another customer.  For some reason that was impossible, though.  Only the airline employee could actually fill 
out the form; she asked the questions and wrote the answers on the paper.  Time passed by. 
 

A number of interesting people were in the line.  Perhaps the most fascinating was an extremely tall, dark-skinned man who 
tried to but in line in front of us.  He was in a hurry to catch a flight to Baffin Island.  I’m not sure I actually believed that people really 
flew to the Arctic, particularly from a major city.  This man was going there, though, and he did seem in quite a rush about it.  I found out 
later that Canada’s Liberal Party, the equivalent of our Democrats, were having their convention on Baffin Island.  What would possess 
them to convene so far north, I don’t know, but I think this man may have been part of that group. 
 

After nearly half an hour another airline employee finally showed up at the luggage problems desk. When it was our turn, he 
told us we really didn't need to file the claim here; we could do it in St. John's at the end of our flight. He quickly gave us a form to give 
the customs officers and sent us on our way. 
 
 We hurried through the customs area and then found the luggage re-check room.  The people there also seemed to move in 
slow motion, and I continued to grow irritated.  They grabbed Margaret’s bag fairly quickly, but no one seemed to care that mine was 
there.  To top off my opinion of the place, as I was leaving I accidentally backed into a woman employed by the airline.  With worrying 
about the luggage and the next flight, it took me a moment to even realize what had happened.  Before anything even registered, the 
woman had turned to me and in a loud, rude voice demanded an apology.  She certainly was correct—I should have been polite to her.  
On the other hand, as an airline employee it would seem she ought to refrain from such outbursts.  Her unpleasant attitude certainly did 
nothing to make me want to fly Canadian Airlines again.  When I worked at a restaurant, I’d have been fired if I had spoken to a 
customer that way.  I must say the woman brought out the evil streak in me.  I did apologize—about as coldly as I could—and we soon 
left. 
 
 Even without that woman to shape my opinion, I think I would dislike Lester Pearson International Airport. It's an enormous, 
crowded, confusing place, with signs that are no help at all. I don't want to come across as prejudiced, but I must confess that it doesn't 
help that most of the employees are from Asia and seem to have only limited abilities in English (or French, for that matter). We 
wandered around the airport and eventually (I think largely by luck) we found the place we were supposed to be—Gate M. 
 

It was evening by the time we finally boarded the plane for St. John's. Just as we were sitting down, the man who was sitting 
beside Margaret bellowed out, "MOOSE! -- Hey, Moose, it's been years!" That was the first sign that this was not going to be your 
typical flight. 

 
It turned out that a large part of the passengers on our flight were hockey players and officials that were on their way to a 

celebrity golf tournament in Newfoundland. The man next to us (“D. Newell”, his boarding pass said) was apparently an NHL official, 
and "Moose" was a player. I gather there were a number of famous people on the plane, but I can't say I follow hockey closely enough 
to have heard of any of them. Wayne Grezky was not on board, and that's about as far as my knowledge of the sport goes. 

 
The man was interested that we were from Iowa and asked if we lived anywhere near Waterloo. He had apparently refereed a 

game at McElroy years ago, and he asked if it still got as cold in winter as it was then. (Imagine a Canadian asking about cold winters.) 
It was convenient that I had been to college at UNI, so I could assure him that, yes, winters are still quite severe in Waterloo.  

 
Perhaps the most amusing part of the flight was to watch just how much the hockey players drank. "Moose" and our seatmate 

each had at least three beers, two screwdrivers, two glasses of wine with their meal, and at least one after dinner drink. It's a three-hour 
flight to St. John's, and that amount of booze made them—well—shall we say just a bit lively. It was a very loud flight, but the 
atmosphere was really quite fun. 

 
There were a number of kids on the plane who seemed in awe of the hockey people. Several had them sign autographs. 

There were notebooks, napkins, and air-sickness bags passed all around. One kid even took off his shoes and had the players sign 



them.  As the official next to us was signing them, Margaret commented that she wondered if the kid’s mother realized he’d never 
actually wear those shoes again.  “Yes,” said the man, “and I wonder if she knows they cost seventy bucks.” 
 

Mr. Newell, the hockey official, had a bit of a devious streak in him. There was one man sitting ahead of us who was 
apparently not associated with hockey in any way. When the autographs were passed around, our seatmate passed them to him with a 
wink and had him sign them too. I can only imagine the kids showing the autographs around school and everybody wondering who the 
strange person they've never heard of is.  

 
Moose and other hockey players and officials at Torbay Airport – St. John’s 

We landed in St. 
John's around eleven o'clock 
Newfoundland daylight time. 
Newfoundland is in its own 
peculiar time zone, half an 
hour off from the rest of the 
world, so it was eight-thirty 
back in Iowa when we landed. 
The pilot told us it was chilly 
and foggy, and that we might 
want to put on our coats 
before leaving the plane. His 
definition of chilly must be 
different from mine. The 
temperature itself was not 
warm (20 degrees Celsius, or 
68 Fahrenheit). The humidity, 
though, was literally 99%, and 
it felt like a steam bath as we 
walked onto the tarmac. It 
reminded me a lot of arriving 
in the Yucatan last year.  It 
was warmer there, but the 
weather seemed equally 
oppressive in both places. 
 
 I’ll insert here one 
side note, the pronunciation of 
the place we visited.  When 
referring to the place, the 
locals (and  all Canadians,  for 

that matter, say the word “new-fun-LAND”—saying the whole word slowly, but with a definite accent on the last syllable.  When the 
word is used as an adjective (as in “Newfoundland handicrafts” or “the Newfoundland people”), the stress is slightly different.  It’s 
“NEW-FUN-LAND”, with slow and absolutely equal stress on the three syllables.  Only Americans stress the first syllable, and no one 
pronounces the middle “d”. 
 

There was a committee from the Chamber of Commerce there to meet the plane. They were really there for the hockey 
players, of course, but I felt Margaret and I got appropriately welcomed to St. John's too. The luggage we had checked arrived fairly 
quickly, and before too long we managed to fill out the claim form for Margaret’s lost bag.  They told us they were fairly confident 
Margaret's bag would come before we left St. John's; we should check back tomorrow.  
 

The woman with whom Janet had spoken at our hotel had said there was a free van that would take us from the airport to the 
hotel.  We were supposed to call the hotel, and they would send the van to meet us.  We called the hotel, but they had no idea what we 
were talking about.  Apparently there isn’t and never has been any courtesy van—they suggested we call a cab. 
 

Cabs seemed to be arriving fairly regularly outside the airport, so we waited there instead of phoning one.  Before too long we 
managed to get in one—which we shared with two people who were going all the way  downtown.  It was probably under a mile to our 
hotel, and the fare was not terrible--$3.50.  To simplify matters, I over-tipped the driver (he kept the change from a five), and we soon 
checked into the hotel. 
 

The Airport Inn in St. John's is NOT a place I would recommend that others stay. It's not extremely expensive, but at Can$68 
(US$60) per night, it's not cheap either. It's old, utilitarian, and it's decor is a bit too heavy on the color orange.  Worst of all, it has no air 
conditioning. As I mentioned earlier the heat itself would have been tolerable, but the humidity was just unbearable. We opened the 
outside door to our room, which let in a tiny bit of air and a lot of bugs. At least the room did have two double beds, and mine at least 
was comfortable. I was extremely tired by this time, so I did manage to get a bit of sleep. 

 
 
 
 
  



TUESDAY, AUGUST 8 
St. John’s Area, Newfoundland  
 

As we were getting things together this morning, we listened to news and weather on television. The big event was Hurricane 
Dean, which was headed straight for Newfoundland. It wasn't the largest of hurricanes, but it was a major storm nevertheless, and in a 
place that depends on fishing for a living, weather is very important.  

 
The hurricane was supposed to hit St. John’s around noon, so we figured we should at least see what we could during the 

morning.  We walked to the airport (which was a short, easy walk in daylight) and found the car rental desk. After Margaret filled out a 
few forms, a boy left to fetch our rented car.  We had ordered a basic economy car, the cheapest we could rent.  What the agency 
intended to give us was a Chevy Cavalier, a basic four-door car not unlike the Omni I used to drive.  Before long, though, the boy came 
back and said we might want another car because "the window is cracked and there is a strong odor of fish."  The woman at the desk 
made a few changes on the forms and had the boy drive us in the Cavalier to a distant parking lot where we found our new car.  The 
boy was definitely right in suggesting we change vehicles.  We could have gotten by in the Cavalier, but there was a small nick in the 
window and it truly reeked of fish. I think some fisherman would have had to set his catch right on the back seat to make it smell so 
badly.  
 

The car we ended up with was definitely an upgrade. It was a Beretta, a sports car made by Chevrolet. It had a streamlined 
silver body with door handles at the top instead of the middle [sort of like the Delorean in Back to the Future]. Inside the upholstery 
was maroon velvet, and the whole car had a sleek, sporty appearance. It's not a car I would choose, but it was cute. 
 

We drove from the airport into the city. The weather was dismal as we drove—foggy and misty.  We were right in the middle of 
rush-hour traffic, but we did manage to make it through without too much problem. 
 

St. John's is the capital and the only major city in Newfoundland. It's not terribly large (slightly smaller than Des Moines), but it 
seems like a big important place. It's a clean and pretty city, full of freshly painted row-houses and tidy little gardens. It also gives the 
impression of being extremely old—which it is. No one knows for sure when St. John's was first settled, but it was sometime in the mid-
1500s. That makes it older than any town in "North America"—which Canadians define as the U.S. and Canada, but not Mexico. It was 
a major city before 1600. We even found out to our surprise that the Mayflower stopped here for supplies on their way to 
Massachusetts. (Somehow that puts a whole new light on the Pilgrim story.)  I liked St. John's a lot; it's one of the most pleasant cities 
I've been in. 
 

Our first stop was Signal Hill, a massive little mountain 
that overlooks St. John's Harbour.  This was a major battleground 
between the English and French, and there is a museum here 
tracing that history.  There is also a tower dedicated to John 
Cabot (locally pronounced kuh-BAHT) who claimed Newfoundland 
for England.  We drove through eerie fog to get up to the tower. 
From there we had a lovely view of the city enshrouded in fog. It 
was strange, but really quite pretty. 

 
We drove down from Signall Hill, through the downtown 

area, and through some southern suburbs.  Eventually we made it 
to Cape Spear, the easternmost point on the continent.  The 
weather was still miserable (with fog, wind, and drizzle), so we 
spent only a limited time outdoors.  However, we did manage to 
get some pictures of each other with the grey Atlantic in the 
background. There was a nice gift shop at Cape Spear where 
Margaret and I picked up some souvenirs. Among other things I 
got a stained glass suncatcher in the shape of a fish. Margaret 
picked up a pair of earrings made out of cod skin. Can you guess 
what the major industry is here? 

 
The fish theme continued as we drove back into the city.  

Cape Spear is on a cliff above St. John’s.  As the road curves 
down the hill, a retaining wall holds it in place.  The whole wall is 
painted to look like fish swimming through a blue sea.  It’s cute, 
and it certainly beats graffiti. 

 
Next we stopped at a shopping center, the Village Mall 

on Topsail Drive, where we spent some time looking around and 
also had lunch. By now it had gotten extremely windy, so it was 
good to be inside and out of the storm.  

 
We first went to a bank to change some money.  The 

exchange rate was nothing special.  Unfortunately, while the 
American dollar has declined on world markets, the Canadian  

 
Cabot Tower – Signal Hill, St. John’s 



dollar has been rising.  I can remember getting Can$1.35 for each U.S. dollar, but this summer the exchange was around $1.15.  On 
top of that, many banks now charge commission on exchanges.  At this one I ended up exchanging one hundred U.S. dollars for just 
$112.50 in Canadian funds. 

 
Water Street – downtown St. John’s, Newfoundland 

 
If the exchange rate didn't excite us, the prices in the stores did. Either Canadian inflation has been much lower than ours in 

recent years, or Newfoundland is just a cheap place to shop. Almost everything we looked at in the stores seemed either reasonable or 
inexpensive. Clothing was especially cheap. Not only were the original prices reasonable, but everyone seemed to be having clearance 
sales. I couldn't resist some of the bargains—many things were less than half what they would be even on clearance at home. I bought 
more than I should have, but then I shouldn't need to buy any additional clothes at all this fall. 
 

After doing some shopping, we found the food court and had lunch. We got bits and pieces from different places and brought 
them together at our table. I ended up having chili and a roll from one place, a milkshake from another, and a pastry from yet another 
stall. The meal came to about five dollars—not quite the bargain the clothes were, but not too terrible either.  
 

Before we left we stopped in a Woolco store (remember when they used to have those enormous stores here in the States?)  
They were having a sale on junk food, so we picked up some candy, cookies, and chips.  We made a point of buying things that aren’t 
available at home—things like “Apple Crumblies”, a cross between a cookie and apple crisp.  The snacks were also extremely cheap—
most were well under a dollar.  The 12% tax jacks the cost back up, of course, but it’s still reasonable.  [Woolco has since gone out of 
business in Canada as well as the U.S.  Virtually all the stores that used to be Woolcos are now owned by Wal-Mart.] 
 

When we left the mall we found it had become even windier. It was still not raining, though, so we decided to try our luck 
exploring things downtown. St. John's is built on two levels, the top and the bottom of a cliff. There are two main streets—Water Street 
rounds the harbor at the bottom of the cliff, while Duckworth overlooks things from above. STEEP cross streets (and at some places 
even stairs) connect the two levels. It reminded me of Burlington or Dubuque, with their steep streets climbing up the hills.  It’s like the 
river towns in other ways, too.  The city itself may be ancient, but it burned to the ground at least three times.  The current buildings 
date to the mid 1800s, about the same era people started coming to Iowa. 

 
Central St. John's is in many ways quite European. It reminded me of Malaga, a city on the south coast of Spain that I 

explored at great length. Almost all the buildings, whether houses or businesses, are two or three floors high and connected. Some are 
brick, some are wood, and a few are stone. All are brightly painted in white and the bright (almost fluorescent) accent colors that seem 
obligatory in Canada. Everything is nicely kept up, and the overall effect is very pleasant. 

 
 
 



Most of downtown St. John's is considered a national historic reserve. It's one of two cities in Canada with that distinction, the 
other being the French city of Quebec. Having visited Quebec twice, I can definitely say I like St. John's a lot better. It’s hard to give an 
exact reason for it, but basically St. John’s comes across as more real.  Both cities are old places that were destroyed and rebuilt, but 
St. John's seems much more genuine. Real people actually live, work, and shop in St. John's, while Quebec comes across as little 
more than a tourist trap. 

 
Mostly we just walked around the streets of St. John’s.  We visited the Anglican Cathedral (considered one of the finest gothic 

structures outside Europe) and the back of the Catholic Cathedral (my energy gave out and kept me from walking all the way up the hill 
to the main entrance).  We saw a number of government buildings and several pleasant homes and businesses. 

 
By chance we happened into a place called the Murray Premises.  This was originally the residence of an early mover and 

shaker of the city.  Eventually it’s supposed to house a major museum depicting early life in Newfoundland, but the museum appears to 
still be under construction.  What is done is a “yuppie mall”—one of those places with all the snootiest boutiques housed in a rustic 
setting. 

 
At the mall, Margaret and I happened into a liquor store. Booze is a significant part of Newfoundland life. (One book said, "the 

Newfoundlanders celebrate life in rather an Irish way.") THE drink in Newfoundland is rum, and one particular type has a special place 
in the island's history. A product called "screech" was originally refined from the dregs left after the rum barrels were drained of the 
good product. It was originally the cheapest way for the fishermen to get blasted, and its name is said to be derived from the sound 
people made after drinking it. With that tradition, it follows that today the province sells screech as a souvenir.  I don’t drink much, but 
rum is the drink I’ll choose if anything, so I picked up a bottle. Today's screech is slightly different from the old-time variety. The modern 
stuff is imported from Jamaica, where it is refined from sugar cane like any other rum. It's a very flavorful dark rum, and rather oddly is 
less alcoholic than many rums sold in America. At $10 a pint it's not something I'd buy everyday, but it made an interesting souvenir. 
 

While downtown we also visited the main post office.  We were horrified, but not really surprised to learn that it now costs forty-
four cents to send a postcard from Canada to the U.S.A.  (That’s US$.38)  Postage has always been horribly expensive in Canada, with 
slow and unreliable mail service for that money.  We may complain about our postal service, but Canada Post makes it look wonderful. 
 

It was extremely windy the whole time we were downtown. It never did rain in St. John's, but we certainly got those hurricane 
winds. The wind blew sand through the streets, and we had to squint to keep from getting it in our eyes. At least we didn't have to brave 
a REAL hurricane, though. 
  

We got to see a number of people in St. John's, and I was really quite impressed with what I saw. It's a really down-to-earth 
place, and while the culture is almost entirely different, the people seemed to act a lot like Iowans. Newfoundland is the poorest of 
Canada's provinces, but I got the feeling that no one is seriously poor. Instead the people came across as very hard-working and very 
middle-class. 
 

The service people (store clerks and the like) were especially interesting. Newfoundlanders do NOT paste false smiles on their 
faces when they wait on you. To the contrary, most of them scowl their way through the day. Even with that expression, though, they 
are extremely friendly and helpful.  Even more interesting is an archaic British phrase with which everyone greets the customers. 
Instead of "What'll it be?" or "I'm Kristi, and I'll be your server" or just "Yeah?"—like we get here so often, in Newfoundland you'll hear a 
robust "How might I help you, MY LOVE?" ("Love", by the way, rhymes with "move" in Newfoundland, justifying the rhyme in all those 
old hymns.) I must say I did a double take the first several times a clerk or waitress addressed me as "my love", but it seems to be used 
just like "sir" or "ma'am". 

 
After exploring downtown we decided to take the Marine Drive, a highway that follows the coast north of St. John's. The travel 

literature describes the road as passing through several quaint little fishing villages. In reality those quaint towns long ago turned into 
rather generic suburbs of St. John's, but it's a pleasant drive nonetheless.  

 
I had no idea what to expect Newfoundland's scenery to look like, and it turned out there was a little bit of everything over the 

course of the whole province. This area was typical of a lot of the island—scrubby forest, rocky landscape, and endless little coves 
along the coast. It's really very stark—not really pretty, but striking in its own way. It reminded both me and Margaret of the Canadian 
north. Even though it's not nearly so remote, you get a feeling of being detached from everything and almost at the end of the earth. 

 
On the Marine Drive we saw for the first time a sight we would see almost everywhere we drove—pedestrians.  

Newfoundlanders seem to walk almost as much as Mexicans, and pedestrians appear to have the right of way without exception.  At 
almost every hour of the day we saw women pushing baby carriages, children in swimsuits walking to the local swimming hole, and 
people who just seemed to be out on a family stroll.  It was not unlike the “paseo” I saw the people take in Spain—people seem to 
parade around town as a social occasion.  The problem with it is that without exception they walk right on the highway.  Even though 
there’s a perfectly good shoulder, the people seem compelled to keep their feet right on the road.  We got used to it, but I think 
Margaret (who did virtually all the driving) got rather annoyed with all the people. 
 

We followed the Marine Drive north to the towns of Torbay and Pouch Cove and then turned around and re-traced our tracks 
into the city.  It was getting quite late when we drove back into St. John’s.  We stopped at a K-Mart to pick up a few supplies and then 
had a late supper at McDonalds.  In contrast to the prices we had seen elsewhere, McDonalds seemed overpriced.  I don’t think the 
prices were actually any higher than they had been other times when I was in Canada, but  the poor exchange rate made them seem 
very expensive.  Almost every sandwich was over two dollars (some were nearly three); even hamburgers were ninety-nine cents 
(US$.86).  It cost about six dollars (US$5.25) each for supper.  The same food here in Algona would be under four dollars. 



 
David Burrow by a typical Newfoundland pond on the Avalon Peninsula near St. John’s 

By the way, fast food in 
Newfoundland appears to mean 
McDonalds—almost exclusively.  
We saw ads for Burger King, but 
we never did see one.  I think they 
must have only one location in the 
entire city (and none anywhere 
else in the province).  In contrast, 
we saw several different 
McDonalds.  There is also a chain 
called “Mary Brown’s Fried 
Chicken” and a variety of pizza 
places, but beyond that it’s real 
restaurants or nothing.  [Today 
Newfoundland has joined the 
rest of Canada, with Tim 
Hortons as its largest 
restaurant chain.] 

 
We stopped by the 

airport on our way back to the 
hotel. There was no one at the 
Canadian desk when we arrived, 
and it took a while to get anyone's  

attention. Eventually we did get some help, though, and we were pleased to find that Margaret's bag had  arrived—none  the worse for 
wear. We thanked the clerk and headed back to the Airport Inn. We needed to leave early the next day, so we tried to get to sleep 
early.  Again the weather made for miserable sleeping, but we did the best we could. 
 
WEDNESDAY, AUGUST 9 
St. John’s To St. Pierre 
 

We were up before six this morning. We got things together and packed the car, paid our hotel bill (or, more correctly, 
arranged for the hotel to bill my American Express card), and were on our way. Our first stop was at that same McDonalds for a bite of 
breakfast.  Again the food was overpriced. I had an Egg McMuffin ($1.79), a danish ($.95), coffee ($.75), and grapefruit juice ($.89), for 
a total with tax of $4.91 ($4.27 in U.S. money).  [How much food has gone up is evident in the fact that on those rare occasions 
when I go to McDonalds for breakfast these days I just get an Egg McMuffin and coffee.  That alone costs about the same as 
this four-part meal did in Newfoundland.] 
 

St. John’s actually does get going at a reasonable hour in the morning.  When we tried to drive here two years ago we got 
stuck in Amherst, Nova Scotia.  There even McDonalds didn’t open until eight in the morning, and no store opened its doors before ten.  
McDonalds in St. John’s opens at 6:30, and downtown seems to function 9 to 5.  All over Newfoundland the people seemed very hard 
working—quite the opposite of what we found in Nova Scotia. 
 

The breakfast got us in shape for a long [!!!] morning drive. Our first task was to find the way out of town. St. John's is at the 
eastern end of the Trans-Canada Highway, and we were planning to head west on that road. Unfortunately the signs in the city are 
minimal at best, and we made more than a few wrong turns before we finally got on the correct road. We first drove past Memorial 
University, the one and only school of higher learning in Newfoundland.  The college stretches for over a mile along the road, with 
enormous buildings dedicated to every conceivable field of knowledge.  Eventually we got past Memorial U. and on to an endless 
suburban strip (malls, motels, and more McDonalds), which we followed until we finally got out of town. 
 

As we left the city it began to rain—hard. The hurricane (now a tropical storm) had officially passed, but we were still getting 
the backside of the storm. Every highway in Newfoundland is black-top (referred to locally with the adjective "asphaltic"), and most of 
them have grooves worn where countless wheels have driven. Hard rain floods these grooves and makes for miserable driving. Three 
other things made it even worse. Even with the rain it was still very foggy, making for almost no visibility. There was also periodic 
construction, part of a plan to eventually four-lane the road. Moreover the traffic (mostly trucks at this hour) wasn't about to slow down 
for anything. The speed limit was 90 km/h (roughly 55 mph), and the trucks zipped by at 105. The rental car was in Margaret's name, 
and I must say I was only too happy to let her drive through this mess. 

 
We drove across the Avalon Peninsula, an H-shaped expanse of land that sticks out of the rest of Newfoundland.  The 

scenery here is very mountainous and really quite rugged. In good weather I think it would have been beautiful. In bad weather we 
concentrated mostly on keeping the car on the road. 

 
Eventually we reached the isthmus that connects the peninsula to the "mainland". To the south and west of the isthmus the 

Gulf Stream brings warm water up the coast from Florida. To the north and east, the Labrador Current brings chilly water down from the 
Arctic. one of the travel guides said, "where warm and cold meet, you can bet there will be fog." How right they were! We thought it had 
been foggy earlier this morning, but we literally drove in the middle of the clouds as we reached the isthmus. There is, I understand, a 



place along the isthmus where the ocean is within a few feet of both sides of the road. I'll have to take someone else's word on that—
we saw only white and grey. 

 
Adding to the fog is the Come-By-Chance Refinery.  Oil was recently discovered in and around Newfoundland (as well as 

almost everywhere else in Canada), and this refinery processes the province’s entire output.  The refinery turned the former fishing 
village of Come-By-Chance into a minor city with all the modern facilities.  We didn’t stop there, but I did manage to catch a faint 
glimpse of the refinery through the mist. 

 
After driving about two hours we arrived at the town of Goobies, a crossroads on the mainland just north of the isthmus. We 

decided to buy gas there, so we pulled into an Irving station. Irving is THE brand of gas in Atlantic Canada, with a station in absolutely 
every little hamlet. Owned by the richest man in Canada [since deceased, but still a private corporation owned by his family], the 
company apparently figures prominently in the politics of the region. They literally own over half of new Brunswick and much of the rest 
of the region. They got that big by good business practices, though. We found on our trip two years ago that Irving stations were always 
clean and the employees were always friendly. We liked them then, so—since there is no difference in gas prices from place to place—
we made a point of stopping at Irving on this trip.  [Irving has since earned the distinction of being the only non-governmental 
energy company in the world to support the Kyoto Protocol against global warming.] 
 

It's full service only in small-town Canada, and the attendant at this Irving station was extremely friendly, and almost too 
helpful.  He offered to do all those checks that are supposed to come with full service and seemed a bit disappointed when I declined.  
(With the rain, we didn’t even need our windshield washed.)  He tried to get me to apply for an Irving credit card and, when he found out 
I was a visitor, was eager to hear how I liked the province. I said that we were having a lovely time, but we could do without the fog. 
"Aaahh, faaaaaaaaaahg," he said. "Ayeah, I think that refinery turns out more 'fahg'  den  'ile'." We chatted a bit more as I paid, and 
then we were on our way again. 

 
Gas is on the pricey side in Newfoundland. The last gas I bought in Iowa was in Mason City, where stiff competition had 

lowered the price to 91.9 cents per gallon. Prices in Goobies were pretty typical for the province. We paid 59.4 Canadian cents per liter, 
which works out to US$1.96 per gallon. It's the most I've ever paid for gas, but it's still a lot less than most of the world pays.  The good 
news is that at least the 12% sales tax doesn’t apply to gas.  [With gas just under $4 a gallon as I write this revision, I look back 
longingly on this “high” price.  A quick internet search tells me that gas in Newfoundland these days is around $1.35 a liter, or 
just under $5 a gallon—in either U.S. or Canadian money.]   

 
We were pleasantly surprised at the fuel economy the car got.  (I wanted to say “mileage”, but it hardly seems appropriate 

when measuring things in kilometers and liters.  [Canadian commercials refer to “economy”, but actual people do seem to use 
“mileage” that they measure in kilometers per liter.])  It got between ten and fifteen kilometers to the liter, or an average of over 
thirty miles to the gallon—not too bad for a sports car. 
 

We turned off the Trans-Canada at Goobies and headed down Highway 210 into the Burin Peninsula. Almost all the people in 
Newfoundland live on one of nine major peninsulas; very few people live on the mainland. The Burin (pronounced most like the English 
word "barren", but with that strange vowel sound you get in German words like "Goethe") is at the south end of the island, sticking out 
westward from the mainland. It is home to endless traditional little fishing villages as well as the largest oil rig in the province. 
 

The rain decreased to drizzle as we drove, the fog lifted, and we were able to get a better view of the scenery. It was 
fascinating and totally different from anything I'd ever seen before. There isn't any real soil here. Instead there are a couple of inches of 
boggy ground (roots, decayed leaves, etc.) on top of bedrock. There is no grass, but a creeping vetch covers the entire ground. Bushes 
and small trees also pop up throughout the landscape. The frequent rains keep things a shade of green that is so bright it is almost 
surreal.  After leaving drought-plagued Iowa, it was strange indeed to see things that were “too” green. 
 

... And then there are the wildflowers—intense purple, yellow, and white blossoms amid that bright, bright green. They are 
simply everywhere, and they are beautiful.  The ditches are full of them, and sometimes we’d see whole fields of wildflowers at the side 
of the road.  Probably more than anything else on this trip, I'll remember those lovely flowers. 
 
 [I didn’t get any good pictures of the Newfoundland landscape, but it is one of the places I remember most distinctly 
to this day.  Newfoundland is completely different from anywhere else I’ve been, and it was truly beautiful in a strange, stark 
way.] 
 

The other thing we saw was graffiti.  Canadians are even worse graffiti artists than Americans, and Newfoundlanders are no 
exception.  The road is blasted through rock all along the peninsula, leaving sheer cliffs at the side.  Almost every one is plastered with 
the various romantic interests of Burin Peninsula youth.  What made the graffiti entertaining rather than annoying was the names that 
people had.  Names that were archaic generations ago in America were spray-painted on cliffs in Newfoundland.  Somehow messages 
like “Leo loves Irene”  [and this was before the wave of Leos named after the star of Titanic] or “Mavis and Fred” bring to my mind 
pictures of people in their eighties, yet it has to be teenagers who spray-painted the stuff.  (We found out later that his was true.  When 
we returned to St. John’s I paid attention to the nametags the girls who worked in the malls were wearing.  It’s not uncommon to have a 
“totally modern” teenage girl with a name like “Bertha”.) 
 

After another couple of hours we got to the town of Marystown, a former fishing village that has become the oil center of 
Newfoundland. We stopped at the Peninsular Mall to change some more money, and had an interesting time at the bank. The women 
we dealt with were obviously not familiar with changing money. They were willing to do it, but it was clear this was not something they 
did every day. That's unusual in Canada; most banks deal with American exchanges very routinely.  On the other hand, Marystown is 



about as far from America as you can get in the populated part of Canada. It's not a place a lot of American tourists go, and it’s certainly 
not a place everyone just pops into the mall to change their dollars. 

 
The next real town we came to was Grand Bank, named after the Grand Banks, the famous fishing grounds south of 

Newfoundland. From the highway Grand Bank looks enormous. In fact it is one of dozens of towns in Newfoundland with about 3,000 
people—almost all of whom have settled there in the last thirty years. The province calls these "development centers", and their story is 
rather interesting. Newfoundland didn't become a Canadian province until 1949. It had been independent before then and had gone 
bankrupt trying to support itself. In the 1950s life was still extremely primitive in the "outports" (the little fishing villages) that dotted every 
little coast along the coast. There were no roads, no hospitals, no schools—almost no other services of any kind. Newfoundland's 
premier (the equivalent of our governors) devised a plan to re-settle hundreds of thousands of people from the outports into 
"development centers" like Marystown and Grand Bank. No one was forced to move, but there were major incentives for doing so. 
There are still hundreds of outports today, but there are less than half what there used to be. 

 
The resettlement program is still very controversial. Many people think a way of life was lost when the small towns died—not 

unlike the arguments people make when the state tries to close small schools in Iowa.  Most Canadians would say all of Newfoundland 
(even St. John's) has a very traditional way of life, but only time will tell how many of the old traditions survive the change of 
generations. Today the resettlement centers all look pretty much alike. They are more crowded than most towns, with houses packed 
relatively close together. A lot of the homes are pre-fab (compared to elsewhere, where they are individually built by their owners), and 
enormous duplexes (with three or four bedrooms on each side) dominate the scene. There are brand new metal buildings serving as 
schools, clinics, town halls, libraries, and shopping centers. Big towns like this invariably have a fish processing plant, and most have at 
least one other industry. Employment is still very seasonal, though, and money is still tight. [Newfoundland remains Canada’s 
poorest province, and it has very much a “poor stepsister” reputation around the country—sort of the Arkansas or West 
Virginia of the True North.]  The towns look artificial and temporary. They are still very rough around the edges and "too new". 
 

One building in Grand Bank stands out from the rest.  An enormous metal and fabric building in the shape of a sail serves as 
the local community museum.  The building was originally the Yugoslavian Pavilion at the Montreal World’s Fair (as in the Montreal 
Expos) back in 1967.  Because of the nautical theme of the building, the town of Grand Bank bought the building and had it shipped to 
Newfoundland.  Today it dominates a hillside in the middle of town. 

 
We were in a bit of a hurry, so we didn't stop in Grand Bank. Instead we continued a few kilometers south of there to the town 

of Fortune, a smaller, older, and more crowded town (full of double-parked cars) that has been a major seaport for generations. From 
here ferries leave for St. Pierre, the last remaining outpost of France's North American colonies. We had tickets on one of the ferries, so 
we found the office and checked in. 

 
After registering, we had about an hour before we had to be at the docks.  We decided to drive back toward Grand Bank to 

find somewhere to eat. We settled on a place called "Granny's Restaurant", located just off the highway south of Grand Bank. Granny's 
is pretty typical of small restaurants in Newfoundland. It's a dining room (rather than the cafe set-up you often see in small-town Iowa) 
that seats about twenty-five people. Most restaurants attempt to have some decor (Granny's featured wood and mirrors), but all feature 
twenty-year-old furniture and odd color schemes. While we were there, the lunch crowd included two tables of one, a family of four, and 
us. "Granny" was a middle-aged homemaker who seemed to operate the restaurant out of her own kitchen. Unless she led a wild life as 
a teenager, there's no way she could be a grandmother.  [I say that, but then I could tell the story of a classmate of mine who 
came to our ten-year high school reunion with her granddaughter.]  The food was basic and hearty, about the same as you'd find 
in a small-town diner in the Midwest. Everything came with fries and "a vegetable" (which invariably meant mixed peas and carrots).  
Even more interesting, everything on the menu cost about five dollars—be it burgers, chicken, pork chops, or the local fresh fish. 
 

The nice way to describe the service at Granny's is to say it was casual. The nasty way is to say snails move faster.  To their 
credit, we found out later they were preparing food for two wedding receptions as well as for their lunch customers—all on home 
appliances.  Lunch took the full hour we had available—with just a few minutes actually spent eating.  It didn’t help that coffee is 
traditionally served after the meal here.  The waitress did have a very pleasant personality, and if we hadn't been in a rush to catch the 
ferry, it would have been more enjoyable. 
 

We drove back through the mess of traffic in Fortune (a small town that has overgrown its streets).  You can’t take a car to St. 
Pierre without great difficulties [and greater expense], so you must park the car in Fortune and take a passenger ferry.  The parking 
lots are quite a ways from the dock, so they offer a shuttle service (Loveless Taxi) to transport people back and forth.  Margaret left me 
and one small bag for each of us at the docks while she went to park the car.  Unfortunately she lost track of the van she was supposed 
to follow in the middle of the mob downtown.  She asked a man who happened to pass by how to get o the parking lot.  He thought for a 
while and finally said it was too hard to explain; he would have to show her.  So he jumped in his pick-up and led Margaret straight to 
the parking area.  How’s that for service? 

 
Eventually the taxi (actually a mini-van) brought Margaret back, and before long it was time to board the ship. It was still 

drizzling, so we chose to sit on the lower deck, which was slightly crowded but not full when we entered. An Indian/British family sat 
down at our table, and we struck up a bit of a conversation. Their names were rather interesting. The father was named Raj, a rather 
traditional name in India. His daughters were named Tara and Alicia—names that I gather are somewhat more common in London than 
in Calcutta. 
 

We thought the Brits would be our only travel companions, and we started to relax and get ready for the trip. Unfortunately 
then we saw----------the tour group!  A bus that was entirely full of elderly people with bags from "Four Winds Tours" pulled up to the 
dock and started unloading people. Somehow they too managed to squeeze into the cramped benches on the lower deck. We ended 



up with two more couples (one from South Carolina, one from Florida) at our table—plus the Asian people from London, plus us. It was 
a tight fit.  (We found out later that his was unusually crowded.  The ferries were unable to sail the day before due to the hurricane, so 
we actually had two days’ passengers all crowded into one ship.  Many people, including the tour group, had been stranded in Fortune 
overnight—part of the reason the town had seemed so terribly crowded.) 

 
The hurricane may have been officially over, but it was far from calm. St. Pierre is southwest of Newfoundland, and the 

currents in the area come from the southwest—meaning to get there you sail AGAINST the current.  I do think things were rougher than 
usual, too.  Every minute or two we would hit "swell" (high waves on the open sea) that would make the ship literally jump up and then 
land down on the water again.  It didn’t help that so many people were crowded down on that lower deck.  There was no fresh air, and 
things grew closer and closer inside. Margaret and I were penned in by those tour-group people who had joined us, and we tried hard to 
fight off sea sickness. Eventually, though, I had to excuse myself.  I went to the toilet and spent a long time trying to be sick, hoping that 
would get things over with.  I never actually was sick, but resting in the bathroom (which had its own fresh air vent away from the crowd) 
made me feel some better.  When I came out again I chose to sit on the outside deck, even though it was still raining. I figured 
dampness was better than that closeness inside—and I was definitely right. I still didn't feel very good, but it was better than before. 

 
It took slightly over two hours to make it to 

St. Pierre. I was truly grateful to see the docks and be 
able to get off that horrible boat. Things still seemed 
to be moving, even when I was on dry land, but at 
least I knew it would eventually stop. 

 
St. Pierre is a part of France, so to visit you 

must clear French customs. Fortunately the rules are 
not nearly so strict as they are in Paris.  To visit the 
“real” France, these days Americans need advance 
visas as well as passports.  [Conveniently those 
regulations would relax once the European Union 
established uniform customs guidelines, which 
happened before I headed to Paris myself.]  
Almost any proper identification will work for St. 
Pierre—the same as for visiting Canada.  I used my 
passport (largely so I could get a unique stamp in it), 
but Margaret just used her birth certificate.  A number 
of the Newfoundlanders on the boat used driver’s 
licenses or voter’s registrations.  Anyway—after 
clearing customs in St. Pierre, I can now say I've 
been to France—the same way Japanese tourists 
who go to Hawaii  (or perhaps even Guam [a better 
comparison, since St. Pierre & Miquelon is 
considered a territory rather than a full 
department]) say they've been to America. 
 

The port building in St. Pierre is rather 
interesting.  It’s an enormous brick building, about 
three floors high, that is painted in yellow and orange.  
The same building serves not only for customs, but 
also as the post office and the telephone company.  
The one thing those things have in common is that in 
France the same government agency 
(communications—which in the old sense includes 
transportation) runs all three. 

 
Just past customs a representative from our 

hotel  met us  and almost  everyone  else on the ship.  

 
Place Charles de Gaulle – St. Pierre 

(The port building is in the background.) 
After everyone had been admitted to the colony, we walked across a dumpy little square (Place du Charles DeGaulle) and over a 
couple of blocks to the hotel. The Hotel Robert (row-BARE—this is France) is nothing much to look at from the outside, but then neither 
is much of anything in St. Pierre. (One travel book describes it as "a slightly seedy French provincial town".)  [I’d see many of those 
when I actually went to France a decade and a half later, and there’s A LOT of truth in the statement.]  The room was also 
underwhelming ("basic” would be stretching it), but at least we had a sizeable discount over the standard price (which was roughly $100 
a night). 
 

We got settled in the room, and Margaret decided to nap a bit to see if she could shake off some of the sea-sickness.  I’ve 
never been able to sleep well during the day, so I decided to do a bit of exploring around the town. 

 
The official name of this French possession is “The Archipelago of St. Pierre and Miquelon”.  The colony includes two major 

islands (St. Pierre and Miquelon), together with eight tiny islets.  It exists as a result of a treaty that gave the British virtually all of 
French Canada (i.e.:  Quebec) and left the French with this tiny fishing outpost.  There are two towns in the colony.  The town of St. 



Pierre, the capital, has about five thousand people.  The town of Miquelon, on the other hand, has about five hundred.  Fishing is far 
and away the number one industry, with tourism in second place. There is no real industry and virtually no agriculture in St. Pierre. 
 

 
The harbor at St. Pierre 

St. Pierre is an official part of France.  Until a few years ago St. Pierre was considered a full "department", as much a part of 
France as Hawaii is a part of America. It was down-graded in the early '80s to territorial status—now it's more like Guam or Puerto Rico 
than Hawaii. Still the people are French citizens, they have full voting rights and are represented (by one person) in the French National 
Assembly. In many ways the colony tries to be more French than the mother country. They go out of their way to keep the old traditions 
alive—though I got a feeling this was partly for the sake of the tourists.  The place is full of French food, French fashions, and the 
French language. 
 

You can tell St. Pierre is part of France in another respect too—its prices. Like all Common Market countries, France has a 
high value added tax that is part of the price of every item. On top of that tax, everything on the islands must either be shipped in from 
France (with high transportation expenses) or imported from Canada (with import duties). This makes St. Pierre a VERY expensive 
place—both to live and to visit. [It’s probably the single most expensive place I’ve ever been, and I can’t imagine what things 
must cost there in the 21st Century.]  Clothes may have been cheap in Newfoundland, but most things were double the cost in St. 
Pierre that they would be at home.  You couldn’t touch a restaurant meal for under twenty dollars, and everything else was equally 
expensive.  Needless to say, we didn't buy much here. 
 

Surpassing all the prices, though, was gasoline. As everywhere else except America, gas is sold in liters in St. Pierre. (It was, 
after all, France that invented the Metric system.) It is also priced in francs, of which there are 6.6 to the U.S. dollar. I did a double take 
at the first pump I saw, assuming my conversions must surely be wrong. Then I looked at some others, and the price was universal. 
There was a slight price difference between different grades, but regular leaded gas (the cheapest) cost 32.5 francs per liter—making 
an ungodly US$18.64 per gallon. That certainly made two bucks a gallon in Newfoundland seem dirt cheap—thank goodness we 
couldn't have brought the car over, even if we had wanted to.  […And that’s one gas price that I’m not nostalgic about.] 
 

The amazing thing is that the people in St. Pierre afford these prices. Real people live here, and they own cars, eat out, and (if 
they're young) buy fashionable French clothes. I have no idea what wages are, but they must be exceptional to keep up with prices like 
those.  
 

There is one (and only one) thing that is cheap in St. Pierre—booze. You can tell you're in France when you see vast 
selections of French wine in the store windows for just a few dollars a bottle. That's the big motivation for Canadians to visit St. Pierre.  



Canada has extremely high tax on liquor, so lots of Newfoundlanders make the trip to St. Pierre, stay over two nights to meet customs 
regulations, and then bring back all the duty-free booze they can.  (We were told many others—notably Burin Peninsula fishermen—
simply sail over in their own boats, buy the booze they want, and sail back to Newfoundland without Customs being the wiser.)  
Margaret and I weren’t staying long enough to be duty-free, and I’ve never been a big wine fan anyhow, so we unfortunately couldn’t 
take advantage of this lone bargain.  [It actually surprises me that Margaret didn’t.  She IS a wine fan, and one or two bottles 
almost certainly would have been waved through customs without any questions.] 
 

My first stop was the tourist information center. There I got an idea of what kind of tourists St. Pierre gets. In addition to a lot of 
Canadians (and a handful of Americans), St. Pierre gets sailors from all over Europe. Spain, Portugal, and Norway in particular send a 
lot of fishing fleets to the Grand Banks, and most of them dock in St. Pierre. The most prominent piece of literature in the place (much 
more prominent than the booklets that described the scenic attractions) was a multi-lingual flier telling how to prevent AIDS. It would 
appear those sailors are fulfilling their age-old reputation.   [AIDS was a comparatively new disease at the time, and one that was 
mostly limited to gays and prostitutes.] 

 
Typical street in St. Pierre 

 
Afterwards I walked around the downtown area of St. Pierre. The streets are narrow here, and cars go zipping along them with 

very French drivers who couldn't care less about pedestrians. The buildings are mostly two-floors high. Most have some kind of 
business on the lower floor with apartments upstairs, not unlike the rural towns I saw in Spain. They are painted in garish colors, as in 
Canada—but unlike Newfoundland, many places aren't kept up too well. There is nothing much of touristic interest in St. Pierre, and 
there would be no reason whatsoever to visit the place—except that it is part of France. 
 

The stores here are rather odd. There are a lot of them—as many as you'd find in any other town of 5,000 people. What's 
strange, though, is that most are not specialized. Instead there are dozens of old-fashioned general stores. You'll see clothes, 
groceries, books, appliances, and sporting goods all in the same shop. It really takes you back to another era. 
 

The official currency in St. Pierre is, of course, the French franc.  [Presumably it’s now the euro.]  We would have used 
francs for our purchases.  Unfortunately we arrived after the banks closed, and our ship was scheduled to leave before they opened—
but this posed no problem for us.  Virtually every business accepts Canadian dollars as well as francs.  The exchange rate is horrible 
compared to a bank, but the businesses are only too happy to take your money.  Many have two completely separate cash registers—
one for francs and the other for Canadian dollars.  Credit cards are common, too, or at least Visa is common.  The island would make a 
perfect setting for one of those Visa commercials. EVERYONE seems to take Visa credit cards, while only a handful of establishments 
take Mastercard and only one place (the Hotel Robert) takes American Express. The hotel manager later told us that Amex considered 
St. Pierre too remote to service. He got around it by renting a post office box in St. John's.  With a Newfoundland address, Amex has no 
problem with his account.  [I’d bet that’s changed in the era of instantaneous computer processing.] 
 

There are some other interesting sights downtown—the local parish church, for example. Notre Dame de la Mer (Our Lady of 
the Sea) is a simple cement block building with a brick false front. It's really a very ugly building with nothing notable except one thing—
its doors. The doors are intricately carved in a Mediterranean design with enormous green fish-shaped door handles.  It’s an interesting 



sight.  Also interesting is the "Mariner's Home", a block-long stucco building that provides a home away from home for visiting sailors. 
There are welcome signs in seven languages greeting the visiting seamen. 

 
There's another sign of those foreign sailors too. The main drugstore in town is NOT a French establishment. Instead next to 

the local hospital is a pharmacy run by the SPANISH ministry of health.  Apparently a lot of Spanish fishermen stop in here for 
treatment. 

 
Boys playing Zazpiak-Bat in St. Pierre 

One final point of interest was the local ball court. Instead of a baseball diamond or a football field or tennis courts, St. Pierre 
has facilities for two sports that betray its ethnic background. The first is "boules"—a lawn bowling game French men have played for 
centuries. In St. Pierre today you can see grizzled old men in berets playing boules at the town ball court. For the younger set the sport 
is "zapek-bat" [actually that’s wrong—it’s spelled correctly in the caption above and is pronounced roughly like ZAZZ-peek], 
which comes from the Basque country on the Spanish/French border. It's related to jai-alai and racquetball and consists of hitting a ball 
against a wall with a large flat bat that looks like an overgrown version of those wooden spoons that come with individual ice creams.  I 
can’t quite see the kids I teach playing this sport, but in St. Pierre the teenaged boys really seem to get into it. 
 

The walk helped get rid of some of the seasickness, and I was somewhat more with it when I got back to the hotel.  Our pre-
paid room included a "welcome session" which we felt it was only right to attend. So we washed up and headed downstairs to a very 
crowded little room (again with twice the people that were supposed to be there) to have a complimentary glass of French wine and be 
welcomed.  The hotel manager did an excellent job with the welcome.  More than anything else, he did a good job of politely brushing 
aside any possible criticism anyone could have. For example, "You'll notice," he said, "that the water in your rooms has a yellowish tint 
to it. (We had, and I did wonder.) "It comes from the hills above the town, and the yellow is a sign of natural softness. It's perfectly 
healthy—after all this is France, not Mexico. I've drunk it all my life, and look how healthy I am!  [I can’t say he was the hardiest 
specimen I’ve ever seen, but neither was he feeble.]  You might think of it as a chance to have a bath in white wine—where else 
could you live out such a fantasy?" I don't know if what he said was true or not, but it was certainly amusing; it left his customers in 
good spirits, rather than grumpy.  He handled other possible complaints the same way. 
 

Most of the welcome session was a brief history of St. Pierre and Miquelon. It's notable that the highlight of the islands' history 
was the American Prohibition era. Being a part of France, banning booze never caught on in St. Pierre. Instead the St. Pierrais (as the 
people are called) became a major force in smuggling activities. Rum-running became far more profitable than fishing in the 1920s, and 
the economy has never been so strong since. The smuggling trade brought St. Pierre in contact with a number of unsavory characters, 



and in fact the very wing in which we stayed at the Hotel Robert was once used by Al Capone and his entourage. (We were not told 
which room Capone himself used, but Room 10—where we stayed—was very tiny, and I assume Capone would have demanded 
something somewhat more spacious.) 
 

Smuggling seemed to come quite naturally to the St. Pierrais. Over the years there have been a lot of shipwrecks off the coast 
of the islands. Each time these have occurred the local citizens have been very careful to save the sailors from drowning--but even 
more careful to rescue the goods on board the ships. In recent years the islanders have acquired such goodies as riding lawnmowers 
(which, in a place with no natural grass, the kids use like ATVs) and jukeboxes. 
 

The manager also told us about the telephone system in St. Pierre.  Being fully a part of France, St. Pierre is part of the 
French national phone service.  This means that if someone wanted to make a call to Canada or the States, the call first travels by 
satellite to Paris, then travels by satellite back to Montreal, and then over land to its destination.  This can make for problems, since 
there is a delay between when you actually say the words and when someone hears you.  [I’d later hear similar stories about calling 
from Alaska.]  The locals avoid the problem by calling collect—which is done through the Canadian phone company in a much more 
simple manner.  
  

After the welcome session it was time for dinner. Having scouted the prices at the local restaurants, it was clear the best deal 
was at the hotel. They offered a buffet of typical French dishes for $20 (imagine thinking $20 is a bargain in a small town).  I’m not sure 
it was worth the price, but the food was interesting and reasonably good.  The main dining room was full of those people from Four 
Winds Tours, so it was hard to find a place to sit. Margaret and I happened to spot a sign by a side door saying "No Smoking Room" (in 
English only), so we decided to try our luck in there. When we went in there was no one else in the room, but we figured dinner alone 
was better than in the crowded main room. While we were up getting one of the courses from the buffet an old man sat down at the 
table where we were sitting. When we returned we found out he was from Newfoundland and has a rather forced conversation as we 
stumbled through that course. Eventually the man's wife joined us, and after that point the four of us had a long, fascinating 
conversation. 
 

It turned out that the man was the captain of the Arethusa, the ferry we had sailed on earlier that afternoon. He was really 
retired now, having earlier worked on the big ferry that takes cars from Nova Scotia over to Newfoundland. Now he just fills in for a 
friend who works on the St. Pierre ferry. Captain and Mrs. Lodge live in Catalina (pronounced cat-uh-LINE-uh), a town on the Bonavista 
Peninsula on the east coast of Newfoundland. Apparently both are previously widowed, and they have an interesting assortment of 
children in places ranging from Newfoundland to Brooklyn. 
 

One of our topics of conversation was the comparative cost of living in Newfoundland and Iowa. I knew that Canada had 
extremely high taxes, and the Lodges obviously thought their taxes were excessive. (However, for those taxes Canadians get such 
things as free public health care that we don't have in America.) We compared prices on a variety of items and found some things quite 
comparable, but others that had extreme differences. Milk, for example, costs over $2.00 a half-gallon in Catalina—even more on 
weekends when the supply runs short. (Realize that there is next to no agriculture of any sort in Newfoundland, so milk is shipped in 
from somewhere else in Canada.) On the other hand, local products like fish are extremely cheap. 
 

When the Lodges discovered we were teachers, we had an interesting discussion about teachers’ salaries.  We were 
astonished to learn that in Newfoundland typical teachers can earn fifty thousand Canadian dollars (well over US$40,000). The captain 
and his wife were equally astonished to learn how little Margaret and I earned.  I certainly think teachers should be paid more than they 
are, but I must confess that I think forty or fifty thousand dollars is more than a bit excessive.  [Even today I don’t earn that much, 
and that’s with a master’s degree and twenty-five years of experience.] 

 
We also talked about the weather in our two homes. Apparently Newfoundland winters don't get terribly cold. It almost never 

gets below zero (Fahrenheit). It is however wet, snowy, and windy—"the kind of weather that really cuts right through a man," according 
to the captain.  
 

We talked and sipped coffee well into the evening. It was a lovely conversation, and it was good to get to know some actual 
people in more depth than is usual on a vacation.   I really liked the Lodges, and I think they enjoyed meeting us. 

 
It was getting rather late by the time we finished dinner, so we just went back up to our room.  There was only one bed in the 

room tonight, so I opted to sleep on the floor.  It wasn’t the most comfortable set-up, but it wasn’t too bad either.  Before too long I got to 
sleep. 
  
THURSDAY, AUGUST 10 
St. Pierre To Terra Nova Park 

 
We got up around seven this morning.  Being in "Europe", continental breakfast was included in the hotel cost. [Never mind 

that the vast majority of American hotels include breakfast these days—and did so even when this trip was made.]  We went 
down to the dining room and enjoyed an interesting variety of breads (including some interesting chocolate-filled croissants) with 
unsalted butter ("that famous Normandy butter," we were told) and marmalade. Rather oddly they served weak American coffee with 
that [very French] breakfast. 



 
Margaret Sullivan in St. Pierre 

Margaret hadn’t seen any of St. Pierre 
yesterday [which in retrospect means she was 
probably feeling at least as bad as I was], so I 
joined her for a walk around the place today.  We saw 
most of the same things I saw before, plus a few 
more.  Most interesting was the dock area, with about 
eighty individually numbered docks, each with its own 
little fishing boat. There are also two much larger 
docks—one for the ferries and one for large supply 
ships. We also saw the St. Pierre airport, which is a bit 
of a joke. It's about the same size as Algona's airport 
(with what has to be the world's shortest runway), but 
then Algona doesn't claim to have passenger service.  
Two different airlines fly to St. Pierre from assorted 
places in eastern Canada.  After flying on that funny 
little plane from Moline to Chicago, I can only imagine 
the kind of planes they must fly into St. Pierre. 

 
 We saw two rather interesting residential 
areas. The first, down by the docks, looked as if it 
must be some kind of public housing. It consisted of 
identical boxy little homes—not unlike those 
resettlement duplexes across the strait. The second 
was a ritzy area overlooking the shore at the opposite 
end of town. Most of St. Pierre looks terribly dumpy, 
so it was nice to see an attractive area.  
 
 We also saw the St. Pierre television 
studios—the one and only TV station in the islands. 
(The ritzy homes have satellite dishes, though.) It's 
notable that in the same year we in America are 
seeing specials about TV turning fifty, in St. Pierre 
they were celebrating the twentieth anniversary of 
their television station. 
 

 We did a little bit of shopping this 
morning—not a lot, given the prices, but enough to 
say we'd been here.  I bought a shirt (which was, of 
course,  made  in  southeast  Asia),  a  “demitasse”  or 

espresso cup, a mug that commemorates St. Pierre’s place in Prohibition, and a book on local history.  Margaret’s main purchase was 
a European measuring cup that not only measures in English and Metric measures, but also lets you measure weights of things (like 
half a pound of flour) without a scale. 

 
Check-out time at the hotel was 10am.  We hurried back and managed to be out of our room almost on time.  We had over an 

hour before the ferry left, and we spent most of the time lounging on the benches in Place du Charles DeGaulle, the run-down little 
square in front of the docks.  Eventually the time came for us to get on board.  
 

The trip back was MUCH nicer than the trip over. 
Not only did we have the waves with us this time, but the 
sea was much calmer and the sky was blue—with only a 
touch of fog. I thoroughly enjoyed the ride, and I didn't 
have even a touch of seasickness this time. The only real 
problem was that since we chose to sit outside on the top 
deck this time, I got a bit of a sunburn.  [This would be 
both before I was a baseball nut and before I started 
walking everywhere in summer, so being out in the 
sun for an extended time was unusual for me then.] 
 

It was interesting to watch the mates on the ship. 
The captain was probably in his sixties, but the mates 
were all my age or younger (in the case of one, MUCH 
younger). They seemed to spend most of their time 
smoking, occasionally stopping to perform very routine 
duties--the most important one being selling drinks to the 
passengers. One of the three mates spoke good English, 
but  the others  wee  obviously  not from  Newfoundland.  I 

 
View of St. Pierre from the water 



don’t think they were from St. Pierre either.  Someone made a remark that implied they were Spanish, and that would certainly fit their 
looks (and their smoking habits). I must confess that frankly the mates didn't strike me as terribly intelligent—or even halfway intelligent 
for that matter. You don't think of people going off to sea when you grow up in Iowa, and I do wonder what possessed these boys to do 
it. 
 

The most interesting thing the mates did was change the flags. Two flags fly at all times on the Arethusa. The first (and most 
important) is the flag of Bermuda,  of all places.  (I had to look it up in the encyclopedia to be sure of where it was from.)  Apparently the  

 

 
Crew of the Arethusa taking down the flag of France (left)  

and raising the flag of Canada (right) 
ship is registered in Bermuda and pays its taxes there—where, presumably 
they are cheaper than in either Canada or France. The second flag is that of 
the waters they are sailing in. For the first few minutes out of St. Pierre they 
flew the French tri-color. Then they hauled it down, and up went the 
Canadian maple leaf. They made quite a little production of changing the 
flags, but I was surprised that they didn't treat either flag with any particular 
care. (Then again, if you don't happen to be from either of those countries, 
why would you show any special care for the flag?) 

 
As we sailed out of St. Pierre harbor, we saw an interesting little island just off the main island.  The island is home to a ghost 

town that used to be a fishing village.  Apparently France, like Newfoundland, re-located a number of people a couple decades ago.  
Today there is only a village of unpainted frame houses and one lonely church standing out like silhouettes in the fog.  It’s an eerie, but 
really quite captivating sight.  [There have to be dozens if not hundreds of similar ghost towns among the Newfoundland 
outports, and it would be fascinating to go around the island and see them.  Then again, I’d probably have to do that by boat, 
and given my reactions on the boat trip to St. Pierre, I’m probably wise not repeating that experience.] 
 

There’s not much else to see on the ferry ride.  For the first part of the ride we could see the island of St. Pierre, and in the 
middle we saw the island of Miquelon, and finally we sailed next to Newfoundland itself.  The coasts of all three of them have massive 
cliffs covered by green stuff that isn’t grass and isn’t trees. 
 

One last note on St. Pierre. Like Newfoundland, the place has its own time zone. What's particularly strange is that, even 
though St. Pierre is west of Newfoundland, the time zone is ahead of Newfoundland. In fact, St. Pierre uses the same time zone that 
they do in Greenland. When it's 9:00 in St. John's, it's 9:30 in St. Pierre and 8:30 in Halifax, which is the time zone that geography 
would dictate all three should be in.  [Actually geography probably does dictate the half hour later for Newfoundland, but we 
don’t normally follow the sun quite so closely.  St. Pierre’s zone is probably sent to keep it from being too far away from 
Europe.]  At the same time, it's 6:30 back in Iowa. 
 

It was around noon when we arrived back in Fortune. While Margaret went back to get the car, I entertained myself watching 
people on the docks and looking at the workers at the fish processing plant eating their lunch on another dock across the harbor.  [I 
remember that distinctly to this day.  It really was fascinating, probably because the nautical environment was so very 
different from anything I’m used to.]  Eventually Margaret brought the car back, and we were on our way again. 
 

For our afternoon drive we drove around the south coast of the Burin Peninsula, which was much more interesting than the 
inland route we had taken earlier. The road hugs the coast, and the views of the water are breathtaking. Much of the land here is utterly 
barren—just rocks covered with the scarcest covering of plant life. The area has no real trees and virtually no grass. It's so unlike 
anything I'm used to that it's hard to even contemplate. It's starkly beautiful in its own way, though. 

 



Every few miles the road skirts the edge of a little fishing village. The towns here are also very different from the ones at home. 
With no trees, the houses seem to just spring up from the landscape, as if they had been planted there. They remind me of the 
settlements on Indian reservations; they seem artificial and not at home in their environment. Unlike on the reservations, though, the 
homes in Newfoundland are invariably kept up nicely. There's obviously a lot of pride in ownership among the people here. The towns 
sprawl a lot, too. Each is centered on some little core, but they can sprawl on for nearly a mile along the road. There's a lot of elbow 
room between the houses—not real yards, but private space. The houses are all pretty much alike. They're big—extremely large by 
Canadian standards, with three bedrooms or so a piece.  Almost all are of roughly the same design.  The locals call them "box houses", 
and that's essentially the shape they have. They're flat, square, two-story places with no special architectural features.  White is the 
main color on almost every house, with loud accent colors used liberally. 

 
Apparently most of the homes in these "outport" villages are quite old. Almost all of them were built by their owners, or by the 

ancestors of the owners. Originally they were built up on "stilt" foundations, without true basements. The stilts have long since been 
covered over, so today the homes have the same solid fronts you'd find on homes anywhere.  [That is, they LOOK like the houses 
you’d see anywhere.  What I’m not sure I realized at the time was that the bottom “floor” was fake, which makes the houses 
quite a bit smaller than they appear at first glance.   The stilts were there to prevent flooding (we had just been through a 
hurricane, after all), so the space they covered over would be used at most for storage.  My bet is that in a few years the 
“raised” homes they’ve built along the Gulf Coast since Katrina will probably have their stilts covered over with similar 
decorative walls.]  The siding on the houses is also notable. In old pictures of Newfoundland you see clapboards with little or no paint; 
but that, too, has changed. Whoever owns the aluminum siding franchises in these small towns in Newfoundland must have made his 
fortune. EVERYBODY seems to have brand new metal siding. 
 

There are only a few things other than houses in these little towns. Each has its dock, with the requisite boats that make their 
daily fishing rounds. Each has a full-service gas station—usually an Irving, but sometimes an Ultramar or on rare occasions an Esso.  
Finally every little town has "the convenience" (not a "convenience store", but merely a "convenience"  [actually THE convenience—
we must use the correct article]). This is usually separate from the gas station and is really a cross between a Casey's and an old-
fashioned general store. It exists for one reason [with a limited collection of clothing and other dry goods]. Newfoundland law 
forbids all "real" stores from opening on Sunday. "Conveniences", however, are exempt from the law. So in all these little towns the only 
store in town is invariably exempt from the blue laws. 
 

Since I mentioned religion, I can't leave out the churches. Every little town has at least one, and usually two. Catholic and 
Anglican (called Episcopal in America) are roughly tied for first place in Newfoundland. In this part of the province, third place is held by 
the United Church—which consists of people who used to be Methodist, Presbyterian, Congregational, and even Baptist.  [Decades 
later I’d go to a large and very liberal United Church of Canada in Vancouver.  I’d be fascinated to see how these little 
churches in Newfoundland compare to that one.]  There seem to be absolutely no Lutherans in Newfoundland, but there are quite a 
few fundamentalists. 
 

All in all I was quite favorably impressed with the little towns we saw in Newfoundland. They look funny, but they're very tidy 
and impressive. That's different from a lot of rural Canada. Elsewhere in the country the small towns look very poor and neglected. 
Here, despite the challenge of the rugged environment, people seem to treat their homes the same way we would back in Iowa. 
 

There were other interesting sights along the road. The telephone poles, for instance, are fascinating. With no real soil, they 
can't anchor poles in the ground like we do here. To get around the problem, they have set big boxes (about a yard on a side) on the 
ground everywhere there is a telephone pole. The poles stick out from these boxes, and they anchor them by filling the rest of the 
space with big rocks. All those rocks are available free in Newfoundland, and they seem to do a good job of holding the poles in place.   
The ones we saw had just stood up to the hurricane. 

 
We also got a taste of the local life just by looking at the side of the road. All along the road, almost the whole distance we 

drove, fishermen had set out their nets along the shoulders to dry in the afternoon sun. The nets are about as long as a big car, and 
they come in bright colors like turquoise and pink. It was fascinating to see all the nets just sitting out like that. 

 
We only stopped once along the South Shore drive—at French Islands Provincial Park.  Here we had a pleasant view of St. 

Pierre and Miquelon.  They really look huge across the strait—surprisingly so, since they really are small islands.  [They are really 
quite close to the Newfoundland shore.  If they ran a full-size ferry, rather than a glorified fishing boat between the two, it 
would take next to no time to make the trip.] 
 

After driving all along the coast, we stopped in the town of Burin, just south of Marystown and part of the same resettlement 
complex.  We changed some money at a bank there and then picked up a few snacks (including some tasty bananas) at a Foodland 
supermarket next door.  I was surprised at how reasonable most of the prices in the supermarket seemed.  Every other time I’ve been 
to Canada, groceries seemed extremely high.  Here, in the most remote of the provinces, the prices were not much higher than what 
we pay at home.  There are exceptions, of course (the pricey milk for one), but most things were quite affordable.  Even more 
important, most food is exempt from that horrible 12% tax.  [It is, however, subject to the federal GST these days.] 
 

One thing that entertained us as we drove was reading a brochure we had picked up at a bank. We were both horrified by the 
awful prices the bank charged its customers for virtually everything they do.  I may complain at the fees charged in Iowa, but they are a 
pittance compared to what Canadian banks collect.  At "Scotiabank" (the Bank of Nova Scotia), a checking account is theoretically free. 
In reality, though, all but the richest customers would end up paying 42 cents a check ($.37 American) for each and every check they 
write. They even charge you to make deposits in your account. Anything out of the ordinary is even more expensive. For instance, if 
SOMEONE ELSE bounces a check they wrote to you, the bank will charge YOU fifteen percent of the amount of the check, PLUS an 



additional $10 (US$8.70) fee. (Needless to say, there are a lot of stores that refuse to take checks.)  The bank seems to like that fifteen 
percent—there were nearly a dozen other situations where they pocketed a 15% cut of whatever money was changing hands.  [The 
big nationwide U.S. banks apparently have similar fees, which makes me wonder why anyone would do business with them.] 

 
There are a few advantages that the Canadian banks have.  The biggest is that the banks are truly national.  There are only 

five major banks in all of Canada (the Banks of Toronto, Montreal, and Nova Scotia; the Royal Bank, and the Bank of Commerce), and 
all of them have offices in every place of any size everywhere in the country.  Because of that Canadians can go to a town thousands of 
miles from their home and get money into or out of their accounts, just as if they were local customers.  It also simplifies things a lot 
when people move. 
 

Interest rates are also much better in Canada.  They pay six percent on their regular savings deposits, with long-term 
certificates going well into double digits.  Of course, there are fees for savings transactions, too, so that interest may soon be eaten up. 
 

In addition to the fees brochure, we were intrigued by another bank booklet on mortgages.  They are sort of like an adjustable 
rate mortgage here, but even more flexible.  Apparently in Canada it’s impossible to get one mortgage that lasts for thirty years.  
Instead the mortgage is valid for only three to five years.  You don’t have to pay it off in that time (The payments are based on some 
complicated formula, and they end up being similar to what they would be here), but the contract has to be re-negotiated.  You can 
either renew it at the same bank (with a new interest rate) or you can transfer to another bank.  Whether you switch banks or stay at the 
same one, there are complicated procedures to go through and special fees to pay every five years—just to keep the mortgage going.  
Scotiabank was having a sweepstakes with the prize being a “free” $100,000 mortgage—but even that didn’t include the processing 
fees. 
 

Fortunately for us, the banks seem to be much more annoying to their regular customers than they are to visitors. It's not at all 
complicated to change money in Canada, and while some of the banks charge a commission, it's a lot less than fifteen percent. 

 
Eventually we made it all the way back up the Burin Peninsula.  It really is a boring drive—about the dullest of the trip.  (At 

times we took to calling it the “boring” peninsula.)  I will say, though, at least it was better driving in sunny weather than it was in the 
rain. 
 

We stopped again in Goobies, at that Irving station at the Trans-Canada crossroads.  As we stopped for gas, beside us was a 
van run by Loveless Taxi of Fortune.  Loveless is the company that runs the St. Pierre ferry, and they also run a shuttle service carrying 
people from St. John's to Fortune. It was interesting (and somewhat reassuring) to find that we were making roughly the same time they 
were. 
 

We turned north on the Trans-Canada (the official direction was west, but any map will show you we were heading straight 
north). There was a lot of construction in this area.  Apparently there is a plan to eventually “twin” the Trans-Canada, to make it four 
lanes all across the province.  They seem to be working westward from St. John’s, and this is about as far as they’ve gotten.  [They 
haven’t gotten much further twenty years later, either—though Canada could definitely use a true coast-to-coast expressway 
system similar to our interstates.]   It’s very rough construction.  There are a lot of gravel breaks where they’ve literally torn apart the 
old road instead of just paving over it.  Unlike in the Midwest, there are no side roads where traffic can be detoured.  You just stop a lot 
and muddle your way through amid the equipment. 
 

Before too long we made it to the town of Clarenville. It was getting fairly late by now, and I was more than ready for supper. 
We looked around a bit, but Clarenville didn't seem to have a whole lot to offer in the way of food. Eventually, for lack of anything more, 
we settled on eating at the cafeteria in a Woolco store. The food was surprisingly good, and the prices were not outrageous.  Margaret 
had fish and chips, and I had soup and a grilled cheese sandwich. The soup was especially good. It was very obviously homemade 
(basically leftovers in broth) and extremely tasty. The broth had a sweet flavor that was uncommon, but good, and there was an 
interesting choice of vegetables in the mix. I'm not entirely sure the meal was worth five dollars (including coffee and juice)—but then 
EVERY meal in Newfoundland seems to cost five dollars, and this was certainly as good as any. 

 
After dinner we drove into Terra Nova National Park. Terra Nova is a nice little park, but it suffers a bit of an identity crisis. 

There is no great natural feature or historic event that gives it a reason to exist. In fact it didn't exist until 1962—and even then the only 
reason Newfoundland gave this little patch of scrub forest and seacoast to the national government was as a means of getting twenty-
five miles of free paved highway (the Trans-Canada runs through the center of the park). Today, as far as we could tell, it serves as 
little more than a recreation area for people from St. John's. There's nothing wrong with that, but it hardly seems as if you'd need a 
national park to do that. 
 

About the most interesting thing in Terra Nova is a collection of warning sighs. Apparently moose roam through the forest in 
the park, and they can cause dangers for travelers. To warn visitors of the danger they don't just rely on the yellow signs like we have. 
In addition, at intervals along the road there are life-size signs showing the silhouette of a moose. We were amused by them, and even 
stopped to take a picture of one (making sure to pull well off the road, unlike the people who caused the accident on our trip two years 
ago).  We were interested to learn that moose aren't native to Newfoundland. For some reason someone decided to import them from 
mainland Canada. They seem to have taken over—today there are more moose than people on the island. 

 
We decided to camp in Terra Nova. Margaret had packed a tent (which was compact to store but—I thought—difficult to 

assemble), and we each had brought along sleeping bags. We stopped at Newman Sound Campground and set up camp in a fairly 
pleasant wooded space. Unfortunately the campground was quite noisy, and neither of us got the sleep we wanted to. 

  



FRIDAY, AUGUST 11 
Terra Nova Park To Corner Brook 
  

It was relatively early when we left the campground this morning.  We drove through the rest of Terra Nova Park and were 
again most underwhelmed by its splendor.  The best thing about it was that in the early morning the Trans-Canada was nearly 
deserted, which made for a very pleasant drive. 
 

Before long we made it to Gander, which with 10,000 people is the third largest "city" in Newfoundland. Gander was and is 
most famous for its airport. It is slightly inland, which makes it fog-free almost every day—a rarity in Newfoundland. In the days before 
the jet age, trans-Atlantic flights stopped in Gander for re-fueling. Even today it is a major air center.  I remember that the Aeroflot flight 
Paul and I flew to Russia on had flown from Havana to Gander and then on to Ireland, where we got on. 

 
We had read that there was a museum of aviation at the Gander airport, and we decided it was worth a visit. It turned out that 

the museum was not much (a few displays scattered around the lobby), but it was an interesting diversion—and the airport was 
interesting, too. We walked around a bit, browsed the souvenir shops, and then were on our way again. 
 
 [Gander Airport gained more fame at the time of the 2001 terrorist attacks.  When American airspace was closed, 
hundreds of flights from overseas were diverted to Canada, and literally dozens of them ended up in Gander—the 
easternmost point with runways capable of handling large trans-Atlantic planes.  I recall seeing a documentary after 9/11 that 
showed the tarmac at Gander jam-packed with 747s all parked nose to tail.  The community welcomed more than its 
population in stranded flyers, most of whom were put up in people’s homes.  Some stayed as long as a week before they 
could continue to their destinations.]  
 

After seeing the airport we had breakfast at McDonalds in Gander. The service was horribly slow, but the food was hot and 
tasty. It was also good to sip hot coffee after a less than restful night.  
 

After Gander this was basically a day of driving.  We followed the Trans-Canada westward all across the province.  Several 
travel books describe this as "the least exciting road in Newfoundland".  It’s nothing fantastic, but I thought it was quite a bit more 
interesting than the Burin Peninsula highway.  What the travel editors don't like is that it goes nowhere near the coast. It cuts slightly 
inland and goes near (but not really through) every place of size in the province. What it lacks in ocean scenery, though, it makes up for 
by running next to pleasant lakes and streams. The land is quite hilly, and the forest scenery is less scrubby than in other places. 

 
One thing did spoil the scenery on the Trans-Canada—litter. It was almost as bad as all the trash I saw in Europe. The towns 

are tidy, but all along the highway the ditches are full of bottles and cans. It seemed as if we were never out of sight of them. NO bottles 
are returnable in Newfoundland, and it seems like almost none of them ever make it into trash cans either. I don't know if people throw 
them from their car windows or what, but the rural areas just seem full of litter. People can complain all they want about Iowa's deposit 
law, but it does help our state say clean.  [It would be interesting to return and see if “green fever” has caught on in 
Newfoundland as it has elsewhere.  Spain surprised me with how little litter it had on my second trip there; perhaps 
Newfoundland too has cleaned up its act.] 
 

We saw one interesting sight repeatedly along the Trans-Canada.  Every now and then (about ten or twenty miles apart) there 
were pull-offs with signs that designated them as water sources.  Near each of these was either a little waterfall or a pipe coming from 
some hidden stream within the rocks.  People would drive up to these places in pick-ups and fill large plastic containers with water.  It 
made me wonder if they have drinking water in the little towns.  They certainly have water of some sort (there aren’t any outhouses or 
anything like that), but I suppose it may not be fit to drink for one reason or another.  It’s probably not strictly poisonous (like all the Iowa 
towns with pesticides in their water), but it might be salty or something.  I never got a chance to ask about it, and it still makes me 
wonder. 
 

An hour or so west of Gander we reached the twin towns of Grand Falls and Windsor.  Each of these towns has about 8,000 
people, but they really don’t seem like terribly important places.  Basically the whole area is one big company town.  There’s a big paper 
mill here, and there’s just enough business to support the mill workers.  [I’d love to know just how many company towns there are 
in Canada.  It’s got to be hundreds.  Between the paper mills and the mines, I’ve seen them all over the country.  Most are 
precisely like Grand Falls.  They’re not unpleasant places, but they have the bare minimum of services and nothing more.] 
 

Hundreds of years ago Grand Falls/Windsor was home to the Beothuck Indians.  (“Beothuck” means “red”, which seems a bit 
redundant to me.)  Although the Indians are long gone, they still celebrate that heritage.  Even the businesses get into the act.  We saw 
such places as “Beothuck Ford” trying to lure customers with the weird name. 

 
[Newfoundland is just about the whitest place in Canada.  Compared to the rest of the country, there are very few 

immigrants, and there are almost no “First Nations” (i.e. Indian) people.  The vast majority of “Newfies” are from families that 
have lived here for generations.] 
 

Most of Newfoundland’s population lives in the east, and things get sparser and sparser as you head westward.  Grand 
Falls/Windsor pretty well marks the dividing line between east and west.  East of there you’ll find towns every few miles along the roads, 
while to the west it seems like a long way from here to there.  It takes all the longer since the roads in Newfoundland don’t go straight.  
(We were still trying to head westward, but again the Trans-Canada veered north.)  Even the traffic thins out a bit—but only a bit.  This 
is, after all, the Trans-Canada Highway. 



 
We drove through a lot of nothingness—pretty, but nondescript hills—until finally we came to the town of Deer Lake. Like 

Gander, Deer Lake was founded to be an airport. It too is inland and away from the fog. Today it's at a major highway intersection, and 
it is in the process of changing into a major tourist service center. The place is full of enormous truck stops and fast-food complexes--all 
either brand new or under construction. We stopped for gas at a shiny new Irving "Big-Stop" in Deer Lake. It's an enormous place, and 
it seems like everyone on earth must stop in there. (I seriously think that everyone who ever visits Newfoundland does.)  They had self-
service gas there at a minimally cheaper price than elsewhere (57.5 Canadian cents a liter, or US$1.89 per gallon). 
 

While we were there we picked up Irving travel mugs.  We had gotten mugs like these on our trip east two years ago, but both 
of us left them at home.  Like Casey's in Iowa, Irving offers cheap refills if you use their mugs. The nineteen cents they charged was a 
lot more reasonable than the eighty or ninety cents coffee sold for elsewhere. Even with the $1.79 (US$1.56) they charged for the mug 
to begin with, it didn't take long to save money. 
 

Also at Irving I bought a bottle of Crush, one of several I ended up drinking on the trip—most of which I didn’t buy.  Both Pepsi 
and Crush had contests going on while we were in Newfoundland.  You peeled off the lining of your bottle cap to see if you won 
anything.  The Pepsi bottles made everyone a “winner” by offering them $3 off at a chain of record stores.  Crush, on the other hand, 
had bottle caps that said “WIN!/GAGNEZ!”  (“gagnez” or “gahn-YEAH” is French for “win”) in huge letters and had real prizes 
underneath—in particular free bottles of pop.  The first bottle of Crush I bought had a cap that entitled me to get another Crush free.  I 
took advantage of that, took off the cap, and promptly won a third bottle.  Over the course of the trip I drank six or seven bottles of 
Crush, and I know I paid for less than half of them.  It gives you an idea of what pop actually costs when you see them give away that 
much of it. 
 

Crush comes in a wide variety of flavors in Newfoundland.  There’s orange, of course, but they also have flavors like grape, 
lime (which tastes like the green syrup they put in snow cones), raspberry, pineapple, and “birch beer” (which seemed an awful lot like 
root beer to me  [but was a lighter color, similar to ginger ale]).  I kept sampling different flavors with my winnings. 
 

I also had a couple of Pepsis on the trip, and I managed to add yet another treasure to my worldwide collection of Pepsi 
bottles. The label on the bottle says "Pepsi Country: Newfoundland and Labrador," and they don't lie. Pepsi is THE soft drink in 
Newfoundland—indeed it's often difficult to find Coke. Among the litter in the ditches you see Pepsi bottles far more often than anything 
else.  I don’t know that I’d rank my Newfoundland Pepsi bottle up there with the one from Russia, but it’s interesting.  [Over the years it 
actually has probably generated more comments than almost any other bottle.  It’s unusually shaped, and pretty much 
nobody else from Iowa has ever been to Newfoundland.] 
 

I don’t mean to dwell so on soft drinks.  I normally don’t drink that much pop, but when they give the stuff away free I certainly 
wasn’t going to refuse.  Anyway, the contests made for an interesting diversion. 
 

Well, let’s get back to the trip.  The scenery changed rather dramatically at Deer Lake. Suddenly we were in low, but very 
rugged mountains, and the view was simply breathtaking. [It looks remarkably like the scenery almost five thousand miles away 
on Canada’s Pacific coast.]  The road followed the Humber River, a little rushing stream that cuts a path through a narrow little valley. 
There are lovely full-size trees here, and they combine with the rocks, the water, and the sky to make a beautiful landscape.  
 

We drove southwest from Deer Lake through the town of Pasadena and on to Corner Brook. With 30,000 people, Corner 
Brook (pronounced like one word COR-ner-brook) is Newfoundland's second largest city and THE place of significance in the western 
part of the province. It seems much larger than it is [and its sphere of influence has well over 100,000]—a big and bustling, but very 
pleasant city.  It’s also simply beautiful. Set in a little valley at the end of a long inlet where the Humber meets the sea, there is 
spectacular scenery on every side of town. Of all the places we went, Corner Brook was just about my favorite.  It's a nice, down-to-
earth town in a heavenly location. 
 

It was still early afternoon, but Corner Brook was the one and only practical place to stop for the night, so we did. We checked 
into the Journey's End Motel, part of a delightful chain that I have stayed at elsewhere in Canada.  They have prices that are less than 
the competition (we paid $6 less here than at the Airport Inn), and the rooms are really nice.  They are spacious and comfortable, with 
features like soft velour carpeting that are a bit more than I expect in a motel.  Our hotel was on a hill east of the city, and our room 
looked out over the whole area—a gorgeous view.  Best of all, this motel-like all Journey’s Ends—had air conditioning.  [The Journey’s 
End chain was acquired by Choice Hotels a few years back, and all its properties are now Comfort Inns.] 
 

We rested for much of the afternoon. I spent a bit of time browsing through a mall down the road from our motel. Like most in 
Newfoundland, this mall was heavy on discount stores. There were three in this mall alone.  Newfoundlanders are not wealthy people (I 
had read before that the income level here is the lowest in Canada), and they’re also quite conservative.  They don’t waste their money 
being trendy.  In everything from clothes to appliances I saw things that were quite attractive, but basic.  Almost everything also seemed 
very well made; they don’t buy things that are going to fall apart tomorrow.  I shopped at a place called "Bargain Harold's" in the mall, 
where I picked up a nice (but again, rather basic) shirt for $5.99 (US$5.21). It bears the rare distinction of being made in the USA—and 
I went to Canada to buy it.  

 
In the early evening we drove into the city and then westward on the Bay of Islands Drive. This is a lot like the Marine Drive in 

St. John's, but prettier. It hugs the bottom of the mountains and follows the seashore westward through suburbs and fishing villages. 
The views are marvelous, and the towns are, if not the "reminders of yesteryear" that the travel books describe, still quite tidy and 
picturesque. Our drive took us to Blow Me Down Provincial Park, about an hour west of Corner Brook, and right on the sea. The odd 
name is quite appropriate—the wind here is fierce.  It didn’t quite blow me down, but it came mighty close. 



 
David Burrow in front of the Bay of Islands, just outside Blow Me Down Provincial Park – Corner Brook 

 
It was nearly dark as we drove back into Corner Brook. We stopped in a mall to look for a place to eat. While we were 

wandering the hallways we stopped in a Metropolitan store—yet another discount chain. I have badly needed brown dress shoes for 
nearly a year, and I happened to see exactly what I wanted in this store for just $19.99 (US$17.38). I've seen the same shoes at Target 
in Mason City for around thirty dollars.  I had spent too much on this trip already, but at that price there was no question but what I 
would snap up those shoes.  (It’s the second week of school now, and I’ve already worn them to work three times; I think they’ll turn out 
o be a good buy.)  [I still have those shoes twenty years later, and they’ve held up remarkably well—definitely one of the best 
buys I ever made.] 
 

We decided to eat at Pizza Delight, a member of the same restaurant chain we ate at every day when we were stuck in 
Amherst two years ago after the accident.  This was a very pleasant Pizza Delight, with quite an elegant décor.  I had a bacon (as in 
Canadian bacon) pizza, which was good. Again the bill came to about five dollars. 

 
Back at the motel we relaxed and watched a bit of television. There were a variety of choices on the cable, but we ended up 

watching the same show—for hours. Each night the CBC runs a show called "This Country" which traces the Canadian news from 
coast to coast in almost painful depth. We kept watching and watching, wondering when the show would end. Finally we gave up in 
disbelief and turned it off. We found out later the complete program is six hours long. 
  
SATURDAY, AUGUST 12 
Corner Brook To River of Ponds  
 
 We left Corner Brook relatively early, stopping only briefly to grab a danish at McDonalds.  We drove back northeastward to 
Deer Lake, stopping again to fill those coffee cups at the Irving station. 
 
 At Deer Lake there is a major interchange—a maze of concrete spaghetti in the middle of nowhere.  We wove our way through 
a series of ramps and ended up on Highway 430, the Viking Trail.  We started driving northward and entered Newfoundland’s Great 
Northern Peninsula. 
 
 Newfoundland is made up of a number of peninsulas connected to a relatively small main island.  The Great Northern 
Peninsula is the largest of these, and it juts northward about 300 miles at the western end of the island.  We had chosen to take this 
drive for three reasons:  first, because it was of historic interest; second, because we had read it was beautiful; and third, because it 
was there. 
  



Just a short drive north of Deer Lake we came to the village of Wiltondale, the entrance to Gros Morne National Park. The 
travel books put Gros Morne (pronounced in slaughtered French "gross morn") on the "must see" list, and they are definitely right. The 
scenery is magnificent. I've never been to Scandinavia, but Gros Morne looks like what I would think Scandinavia must be like—fjords 
nestled between high cliffs.  It’s really lovely.  In fact, the United Nations has included it in a list of the most important natural sites in the 
world. 
 

We drove eastward from Wiltondale and 
stopped for a while at Lomond River, which is 
apparently a salmon fishing area.  Neither Margaret 
nor I fishes, but we hiked for miles on the trails there. 
The forest is really interesting. The trees are 
extremely dense, but very short, and there's heavy 
undergrowth everywhere. It's as lush as the rain 
forests out by Seattle, but the trees only grow to about 
six feet high.  [It’s almost like what you see at 
commercial Christmas tree farms.] 
 

After our hike we continued driving westward 
along the south side of Bonne Bay (which I later found 
out is not pronounced like the French, but rather as if 
it were full of rabbits—“Bunny Bay”).  It’s another 
beautiful coastal drive, through touristy, but still 
pleasant villages. 
 

We had read that in the town of Woody Point 
there was a ferry across Bonne Bay that would take 
us to the north side of the park.  Unfortunately there 
were no signs, and try as we would, we could not find 
any dock that looked as if it had a ferry.  Eventually 
we simply gave up, turned around, and headed back 
to the main road.  Fortunately we hadn’t gone too far 
out of our way—and the pretty scenery made it 
worthwhile. 

 
Before too long we came to the park visitors’ 

center.  We found out there that the ferry was no 
longer operating.  Even though our guide had been 
published this year, it was quite out of date.  
Apparently the ferry quit running three years ago.  
That tells you how often the travel editors make it 
back to the places they write about.  [That’s a 
problem I’ve found with travel guides to places 
the world over—and why I take almost everything 
I read in travel guides with a grain of salt.] 
 
 There was a rather interesting film at the 
visitors’ center that told about the geology behind the 
beautiful scenery at Gros Morne.  Most of the film told Lomond River – Gros Morne National Park 
of the movements of the continents.  Apparently the eastern and western parts of Newfoundland were originally in two different places.  
Most of the island was originally part of Europe, but the western end is part of North America’s Appalachian Mountain chain.  When the 
two land masses collided, they produced much of Gros Morne.  Glaciers did the rest, carving out the fjords and scouring the sheer cliffs.  
Today the ocean continues to erode the coastline—slowly changing the shape and appearance of the area.  The film condensed 
billions of years of history into just a few minutes, and it really gave a good overview of the area. 

 
After watching the film and walking through a rather dull little museum at the visitors’ center, it was time for lunch.  We drove 

into nearby Rocky Harbour where we found a combination cafe and convenience store. The dining room reminded me of a restaurant 
set from an old movie. The furniture was basic and twenty-five years out of date. There were chrome tables with green formica tops, 
black plastic chairs with fake brass legs, and classic glass dispensers for salt, pepper, and sugar. There was beige paneling on the 
bottom half of each wall, and the top was covered with fading green wallpaper. There was one window in the place, with lace curtains 
hanging from the top and sides. It was quite a pleasant little place, yet somehow I got the feeling of having stepped back in time all the 
while I was there. 
 

This time my five dollars bought me a ham and cheese sandwich (with the inevitable fries, peas, and carrots) together with 
coffee and egg nog. Margaret likes seafood quite a bit more than me, and she simply ordered "fresh fish". Neither of us was ever 
adventurous enough to try the traditional Newfoundland dishes, such as fried cod tongues or salted seal flippers. (Somehow I think less 
descriptive names would help those dishes.) We both enjoyed most of our meals, though—and the portions were always more than 
generous. 
 



After lunch we drove through more of the park. We stopped for an afternoon hike at Berryhead Pond—a little lake with a mile-
long trail around it. The trail leads through "tuckamore", another type of local forest. Like the place we had hiked this morning, this too is 
extremely dense and has tiny little trees (most no taller than me).  The difference is that the trees here were scraggly rather than lush, 
and the underbrush was less developed.  While we were on the trial, we saw two unique Newfoundland plants. The first is "bakeapple" 
(also known as cloudberry—its Newfie name comes from the French “baie qu’appelle”, which means “What do you call that thing?”), a 
little shrub that produces wrinkled yellow berries that are considered a local delicacy. The second was the "pincher plant", a carnivorous 
plant that has the distinction of being the provincial flower. The pincher plant is really quite ugly, but apparently it eats a lot of insects. 
We were surprised at how little the mosquitoes and other insects bothered us.  

 
A side note about that word “pond”:  almost every body of fresh water in Newfoundland seems to be called a pond—regardless 

of its size.  The word “lake” doesn’t seem to exist in Newfoundland; there are just big ponds and small ponds.  Flowing water does have 
distinctions.  Only the biggest and most important streams are called “rivers”.  Everything else is a brook (or if an extremely small 
trickle, a “tickle”). 
 

We left Gros Morne and continued northward along the Viking Trail. The road hugs the coastline almost all the way north. The 
mountains thinned out quickly and left just bogs and rocks for landscape—no longer spectacular, but far from ugly.  The one main point 
of interest is The Arches Provincial Park, a little pull-off where the sea has eroded a group of rocks into natural arches.  It made an 
interesting little stop. 

 
The Viking Trail along the Great Northern Peninsula in western Newboundland 

 
We decided to camp this evening, so we stopped at River of Ponds Provincial Park, almost exactly halfway up the Great 

Northern Peninsula. We got a space in a big, but nice campground, and we managed to get the tent set up quite quickly.  After getting 
things together we drove north to some nearby towns.  The closest place of any size was Hawke's Bay, which is the size of Whittemore 
(700) but seems enormous in this isolated region. Its businesses included such things as a furniture store. North of there was Port aux 
Choix (pronounced "port-oh-shawah", it probably means "port of decisions" rather than "port of choice"). 

 
Port-aux-Choix is home to a national historic site that we figured we might as well see.  It turned out that we needn’t have 

bothered.  Apparently the Maritime Archaic Indians lived here thousands of years ago.  The historic site protects one of their burial 
sites.  All there is to see, though, is a tiny museum that gives a very sketchy history of those Indians.  We got there ten minutes before 
closing time, but that was all the time we needed to see what there was to see.  (We even managed to check out the gift shop in that 
time.)  If I must see Indian burial sites, Effigy Mounds in Iowa is much more interesting. 

 



We decided to have dinner in Port-aux-Choix. There wasn't a lot of choice in this little town (about 1,000 people), but the place 
we decided on was most interesting. Wu's Chinese Take-Out ("good pizza, too") was right across from the historic site—adjacent to the 
local fish processing plant. As the name implied, it was exclusively take-out, consisting of one small counter that appeared to be in the 
front of the Wu's home.  What made it interesting was that Mrs. Wu was very obviously Chinese.  Her English was not bad, but she 
obviously spoke Chinese natively.  She even read a newspaper that was written in Chinese.  What a Chinese family was doing in this 
little town in the middle of nowhere I don't know. Most Newfoundlanders are British through and through, and they seemed most out of 
place. Even in St. John's we didn't see much of anyone from Asia, and here we found the Wu's out in the back of beyond.  [To this day 
Wu’s Chinese Take-Out is probably the most unique restaurant I’ve ever patronized—not the best, but definitely the most 
memorable.] 
 

We drove to a little park overlooking the coast to eat our supper.  I ordered a combination dinner, and Margaret had a curry 
and almond dish.  We shared bites of everything and thoroughly enjoyed our dinner.  By the way—dinner at Wu’s was also around five 
dollars. 
 

We drove back through Hawke’s Bay to the provincial park.  It was pleasantly cool this evening, and I at least got a good 
night's sleep.  
 
SUNDAY, AUGUST 13 
Great Northern Peninsula  
 

We were up fairly late this morning, but there was still very little traffic on the road. We stopped at a "convenience" for 
something to drink, but otherwise we drove straight through this morning. We had considered going to church, but we didn't really hit 
any towns at an appropriate hour, so we just continued on. 

 
Since I mentioned church, it’s interesting that he mixture of religions is quite different in the west than in eastern 

Newfoundland. They're much more into fundamentalism out here. The Catholics are probably still in first place, but the church that 
publicizes itself the most is Pentecostal.  They’re not Assemblies of God here—it’s just the Pentecostal Church.  Every town seems to 
have one, and they seem to be quite well attended. In addition to the churches, the Pentecostal people have scrawled a lot of graffiti on 
the rocks all along the Northern Peninsula.  That really bothered me. I would think people who worship God should also take care of His 
land and keep it clean. 

 
The Salvation Army is also very strong in Newfoundland. I think of the Salvation Army as a charity rather than a church, and 

that's really what it is in the Midwest. It's a real religion in Newfoundland, though, and they seem to have a lot of members. I was 
interested to see a Salvation Army newspaper and find that the local posts are part of the "Salvation Army of Canada and the 
Bahamas"—how's that for a combination? 

 
It was a beautiful drive this morning. The wildflowers bloom in their full glory all along this highway. I suppose there was a time 

when Iowa was lush with wildflowers—back before we cleared the forests and prairies for farms. There is no agriculture to speak of in 
Newfoundland, so everything is pretty much as it has always been. Everywhere you look there are brilliant blossoms in yellow, purple, 
pink, and white.  The individual flowers are nothing much, but when you see whole fields of them, it's really something special.  [One of 
the nicest changes I’ve noticed in the last decade or so is the return of wildflowers in the Midwest.  That’s mostly a fringe 
benefit of the states not having enough money to constantly mow the ditches, but it makes driving much more pleasant.] 
 

There is one "crop" (of sorts) that they grow in Newfoundland—potatoes. Every now and then along the road there are little 
fenced-in areas of bog (no larger than a garden by a city house) that are planted with potatoes. The potatoes all had white blossoms as 
we drove, so they just blended in with the wildflowers.  If it weren’t for the fences, we wouldn’t have noticed them at all. 

 
The little towns here are VERY little. This is remote country, and you can tell it. All the income comes from the sea. Every 

home faces the coast, and you'll see nets and lobster traps set out beside the houses. Each house also has one or two piles of wood 
outside, stacked in a "tee-pee" shape. Almost everybody heats with wood here. They just go out into the forest and cut what they need 
for winter. It's interesting that they were already stacking their fuel in August. I don't know when winter comes around here, but it must 
be early. 

 
At many points along the road we had lovely views of the coast. It was a beautifully clear day, and often we could see all the 

way across the strait to Labrador (fifteen miles or so). Labrador is on the Canadian mainland next to Quebec. It's officially part of the 
province (which is technically called Newfoundland and Labrador), but in many ways it's totally separate. Most of the land is entirely 
uninhabited and the towns that do exist get their income from mines rather than fishery. 

 
By late morning we made it to the far north end of the island. L'Anse aux Meadows, at the northern tip of Newfoundland, is one 

of the most important places in the history of North America. For all the credit we give Columbus and his adventures in the Caribbean, it 
may well have been Newfoundland where America was first "discovered". Nearly a thousand years ago the Vikings landed at L'Anse 
aux Meadows. They set up a settlement here that lasted a few years. In fact it was very likely here that the first white child in North 
America was born. Many people believe this was the entrance to the country of "Vinland" described in Norse sagas. In the 1960s a 
couple searched for Vinland everywhere from Greenland to Massachusetts and finally found the ruins of this settlement in 
Newfoundland. For its historic value L'Anse aux Meadows has also been designated a U.N. heritage site. 
 
 



 
Margaret Sullivan by a reconstructed Viking sod building at L’Anse aux Meadows 

 
Today L'Anse aux Meadows is a fascinating historic park. There is an interesting visitors' center with a nice little museum and 

an interesting (if rather lengthy) film.  Not far away there is a reconstruction of the main buildings of the Viking village. They built with 
sod and logs, and it's interesting to walk through the reconstruction. Even more fascinating was the original site where they found the 
Viking village. They carefully excavated everything and then returned things to the way they found them. There are just mounds and 
ruins there, but I felt even more of a sense of history than in the re-constructed village. 

 
St. Anthony, Newfoundland 

 
From L'Anse aux Meadows it was a short 

drive back south to St. Anthony, which is literally 
the end of the road. Located at the very tip of the 
peninsula, St. Anthony is by far the largest place 
for hundreds of miles around. Its 4,000 people 
wouldn't make it anything special in Iowa, but in 
Newfoundland it's a real city. 

 
We had lunch in St. Anthony at another 

Pizza Delight.  The place looked ugly on the 
outside (a generic pre-fab metal building), but 
inside it was bright, airy, and elegant.  We chose to 
have pasta rather than pizza, and the enormous 
portions tasted exquisite.  We also had an 
appetizer called “garlic fingers” which was made of 
a fluffy pizza dough, topped with cheese and garlic 
salt.  [It’s fascinating to find that noteworthy, 
since today every pizza place serves an 
equivalent of it.]  With drinks, this meal came to 
slightly more than five dollars—but not much. 

 
St. Anthony isn’t a place of international 

importance like L’Anse aux Meadows, but it is 
important  in  local  history.    The  history   revolves 



around a man named Sir Wilfred Grenfell, a doctor who set up a mission hospital in St. Anthony in 1892. He worked very closely with 
the villagers along the north coast of Newfoundland and in Labrador—curing diseases, fighting poverty, and helping the people 
modernize their lives. They seem to view him as a saint up here, and from what I heard and read I think there's some justification to 
that.  

 
We visited Grenfell's home, which is full of relics from the turn of the century. That era has always fascinated me, so I really 

enjoyed the place. We also walked into the Grenfell Hospital, now part of the Canadian government health care system [like every 
hospital in Canada]. It's an enormous place, the size you'd expect in a city of 40,000 rather than 4,000—and it serves people as far as 
1,000 miles to the north.  Its lobby features lovely mosaics depicting Grenfell's life and the changes he brought to the North. The 
artwork was beautiful, but unfortunately the lobby was so dimly lit that it was hard to see things properly. 
 

The final Grenfell site we visited was a handicraft shop.  Grenfell started a handicrafts cooperative as a means for local women 
to supplement their family income.  They specialize in parkas, which are apparently world famous (they have a photo of Pope John Paul 
II wearing one).  Those were priced a bit out of my league (they cost anywhere from a hundred to a thousand dollars), but I did pick up 
a needlework wall hanging with a polar bear design [which I still put out every Christmas]. 
 

From St. Anthony we had no choice but to drive 
back down the Viking Trail. We made it as far as Hawke's 
Bay (about the halfway point) by evening, and since the 
weather looked uncertain we decided on a motel for the 
night. We stayed at Maynard's Motor Inn, a rather pricey 
overgrown ma-and-pa lodge. Our room was rather strange. 
It had one double bed and one single bed. I've never seem 
a room with that set-up before.   We were still full from the 
lasagna we had for lunch, so we skipped dinner.  It wasn’t 
long before we were asleep. 
 
MONDAY, AUGUST 14 
Hawke’s Bay To Gander 
 

It was foggy when we left this morning. As we 
drove southward the fog turned to mist and then to rain. By 
the time we got to Gros More, the weather was abysmal. 

 
Margaret had wanted to see one more thing at 

Gros Morne, a rock formation called the Tablelands at the 
south end of the park by Bonne Bay.  We drove back there, 
but because of the pouring rain we just ran up to read a sign 
about it, snapped a couple of pictures, and ran back to the 
car.  I’m glad my ear is better than it was.  Before the 
surgery, I would never have been able to go out in that kind 
of rain. 
 

We stopped at an Irving station in Wiltondale, 
hoping to refill our coffee cups.   The attendant told us he 
had no coffee, but that there was “a nice fresh pot” at the 
restaurant next door.  The restaurant wasn’t associated with 
Irving, so it cost us a dollar for a cup of coffee, but we had a 
pleasant conversation with the waitress for that charge. 

 
It was around one when we got back to Deer Lake. 

We decided to have lunch at the Irving truck stop. The place 
was packed with people who, like us, were trying to get out 
of the rain for a few minutes. We looked around a bit, and 
somehow we did manage to get what seemed to be the lone 
free  table  (it hadn't even  been cleared when we sat down). 

 
David Burrow on a rocky shore in northern Newfoundland 

Unfortunately this new storm had delayed the ferries that bring supplies from the mainland. With the weekend just over, the restaurant 
seemed to be out of everything. After carefully overhearing the waitresses telling other customers what they couldn't order, I ended up 
having roast pork and Margaret had fish again. With peas and carrots, fries, and coffee, you can probably guess the cost.  
 

There was some strange graffiti in the men's room at Irving. Scrawled on the wall of the stall was a phone number with the 
message "Buy a friend". Perhaps I have a dirty mind, but I can imagine only one thing that could mean to truck drivers—and somehow 
"rent" would seem a more appropriate word than "buy".  Somehow the message seemed out of place in Deer Lake. 
 

We drove all across Newfoundland this afternoon.  Margaret cursed the rain—mentally, if not verbally.  The Trans-Canada is 
all black-top, and it’s not pleasant driving in a downpour.  We went back through that barren stretch, past Windsor and Grand Falls, and 
eventually on to Gander. 



There was no question but what we would get a motel tonight. The entire world was thoroughly soaked, and there was no way 
we were going to put up a tent in the middle of it. I checked the provincial accommodations directory and found out Gander's cheapest 
offering was a place called the Skipper's Inn, whose only address was “Trans-Canada Highway, Gander.”  The place wasn't difficult to 
find, but we weren't entirely sure we were there once we found it. There was a big sign along the highway, but when we turned off the 
place we turned into seemed to be basically a Petro-Canada gas station. It turned out the gas station WAS the Skipper's Inn. The motel 
was in the basement of the gas station building.  It was a bit strange, but our room was nice (and again we had a double and a single 
bed).  It was especially good that our room faced away from the highway, so we didn't have to listen to trucks all night. 
 

Having our motel at a gas station caused me to find out one interesting fact.  Starting next year, Canada is totally banning 
leaded gasoline.  All the fuel sold from now on will be unleaded only.  To avoid problems with older cars they are developing special 
new blends that have all the properties the old “ethyl” gas had, but without the lead.  (We’ll probably find out in a few years it has 
something even worse, but we’ll have to wait and see.)  [Re-reading this paragraph makes me wonder just when we did away with 
leaded gas in the States.  Certainly through my adult life “regular” has meant “unleaded”, but I’m not sure when lead was 
officially banned.] 
 

After checking in we drove back out to the airport.  Margaret wanted a tape of Newfoundland folk music, and we remembered 
that one of the airport shops had them.  While we were there I ended up with a sweatshirt advertising that “Screech” rum.  I may not 
have any Spuds Mackenzie clothes [a concept that seems horribly dated these days], but I’ve got Screech. 
 

We drove all around Gander looking for a place to eat. That turned out to be harder than we thought it would be. Even though 
it's big, Gander isn't much of a town. Its own chamber of commerce describes it by saying "Gander is a suburb in search of a city that 
doesn't exist." There is absolutely no downtown, and not even many real main streets. The whole town is made up of look-alike houses 
from the fifties, interspersed with little mall-ettes here and there. There are restaurants in each of those shopping centers, but there was 
a problem.  For some strange reason in Gander the malls close at six. It was six-thirty when we went restaurant hunting, so all of them 
were closed. Eventually we gave up and had supper at McDonalds. 
 

We chose to sit in the non-smoking room at McD's. The entire room consisted of three tables. Its main purpose was for 
mothers to oversee their children as they played in McDonaldland. That it doubled as the non-smoking area tells you something about 
the smoking habits of Canadians. 
 

Back at the motel we sat back and watched TV. There was a program of Newfoundland folk music on the local-access cable 
channel. I found it amusing, but it was so unprofessional that it was almost embarrassing to watch.  (The only thing worse was a locally 
produced movie review show that came on just before it.)  The music itself sounds like a cross between Irish folk songs and those old 
whaling ballads I learned in elementary school music classes. They accompany it with guitar and accordion. The program was called 
"I's the B'y" ("I am the boy"), which is also the name of one of Newfoundland's most famous folk dances: 
 

I’se the b’y that builds the boat, 
I’se the b’y that sails ‘er, 

I’se the b’y that catches them fish, 
And brings ‘em ‘ome to Lizer! 

 
Sods and rinds to cover yer flake, 

Cake ‘n’ tea fer supper, 
Codfish in the spring o’ the year 

Fried in maggoty butter. 
 

I don’t want yer maggoty fish, 
That’s no good for winter; 

I could buy as good as that 
Down in Bonavista. 

 
I took Lizer to a dance, 

‘N’ faith!  but did she travel! 
‘N’ every step that she did take 
Was up to ‘er knees in gravel. 

 
Susan White, she’s out o’ sight, 

‘Er petticoat wants a border; 
Old Sam Oliver, in the dark, 
‘E kissed ‘er in the corner. 

 
CHORUS: 

Hip yer partner, Sally Tibbo! 
Hip yer partner, Sally Brown! 

Fogo, Twillingate, Morton’s Harbour, 
All around the circle! 

 



It goes on and on, but you get the idea.  Fogo, Twillingate, and Morton’s Harbour are little outport towns in Newfoundland.  There’s also 
some significance to the people’s names, though I don’t know quite what.  Anyhow, the show was an interesting slice of life. 

 
There wasn’t much topping that, but we did watch a couple more shows.  The TV schedule is weird in Newfoundland, though.  

Television is geared to the Eastern time zone, and with Newfoundland's bizarre time, it gets very late before most shows are on.  Prime 
time in Iowa starts at 7pm; in Newfoundland it doesn't get going until 9:30.  We watched The Wonder Years and DeGrassi Junior 
High—a Canadian show that’s considered educational and shown on public TV in America.  [I’ve always very much liked DeGrassi, 
which came out right at the time I started teaching.  The series recently came out on DVD, and I was pleased to patronize 
Amazon and get the set.]  It’s considered a regular entertainment program in Canada, complete with commercials.  There was no way 
we could have considered watching a whole evening of television. The local news wouldn't have ended until 1am. After a while we 
turned off the tube and went to sleep. 
  
TUESDAY, AUGUST 15 
Gander, Bonavista, & Dildo  

 
Margaret Sullivan on a muddy Newfoundland beach 

We had breakfast at McDonalds again this 
morning, the third time we had stopped into that same 
McDonalds in Gander. Each time the service was horribly 
slow but it's just about the only place in town that seems to 
be open longer than banker's hours.  

 
We drove back down the Trans-Canada, through 

Terra Nova Park and on into Clarenville, re-tracing the same 
route we had taken coming up here a few days ago.  The 
weather was as gloomy as when we started, but about 
Clarenville things started to brighten up considerably. 
 

At Clarenville we left the Trans-Canada and took a 
side road that led to yet another peninsula. The Cabot 
Highway (remember the man's name is "kuh-BOT" here; it 
rhymes with "hot") rounds the coast of the Bonavista 
Peninsula, the place where the ferry captain and his wife 
lived. We assumed the captain was still sailing, so we didn't 
plan to stop at their home, but we were interested in seeing 
what their town was like.  It was a bit out of the way, but it 
ended up being a nice little excursion. 
 

Clarenville seemed to stretch on forever, but when 
we finally left it we had a nice drive through forest and 
coastal scenery.  We stopped for a few minutes in Trinity, 
one of the oldest towns on the continent.  It’s full of stately 
old homes and commanding churches, hugging the 
mountainside next to a little harbor.  It’s one of those places 
you could describe with words like “quaint”, “picturesque”, or 
“charming”—as the travel books seem to do with 
everywhere.  Trinity, though, really is a pleasant little town. 

 
From Trinity we drove on for an hour or so until we 

got to the twin towns of Port Union and Catalina, home of 
Captain and Mrs. Lodge. The two towns together are quite 
large by Newfoundland standards—about the size of 
Algona.  Also, unlike Gander, they've obviously been big for 
years. The towns along the Bonavista Peninsula all looked 
much older than the ones we had seen elsewhere. They 
were still nicely kept up (everyone here had just put up their 
aluminum siding, too), but things just seemed older. 

 
We drove around the town, stopped in a couple of stores, bought gas, and changed money for the last time. Catalina seemed 

like a pleasant town. It's big enough to have the kind of modern services I would expect in a town, yet it has a slow-paced lifestyle that 
seemed quite pleasant.  It’s really not a terribly pretty town (actually it was one of the ugliest we saw); it's a very livable place, though, 
and I enjoyed it.  

 
One thing we made sure to do while in Catalina was to get the appropriate postal code for the place.  We wanted to drop a line 

to the Lodges after we got home, and it was best to have as much of the address as possible.  It was interesting to find that there are 
no street addresses in Catalina.  Even as big as it is, everybody there has a post office box.  We didn’t have a box number, of course, 
but I hope the local postmaster will get our letters to the right place.  [I don’t recall ever actually writing them, though I suppose we 
did.  Certainly we never got a reply, though.  That’s too bad, as they really were nice people.] 
 



 
Town of Trinity on the Bonavista Peninsula 

 
By the way, Canada’s postal codes are a peculiar mix of letters 

and numbers.  They are six pieces long and keep alternating letter, 
number, letter.  The first letter indicates the province (Newfoundland’s 
all begin with “A”), but other than that it’s anyone’s guess what things 
mean.  To confuse things further, a lot of places have more than one 
postal code—and the code for one part of town can be completely 
different than for another (unlike ours, where it’s just the last two 
numbers that change).  I suppose someone at Canada Post must know 
what it all means, but I must say I was grateful that Catalina had just 
one postal code.  [I actually read Wikipedia’s entry on Canadian 
postal codes, and I must confess I’m still clueless as to how they 
work.] 

 
We drove another hour or so to Cape Bonavista, at the very tip 

of the peninsula. This is where Cabot first spotted land and claimed it for 
England. (As a sideline, I was intrigued to find that Cabot was actually 
from Italy; he sailed for England only because everyone else in Europe 
rejected him.) There's an old lighthouse here that is restored into a 
fascinating little museum. We toured the place and saw the cramped 
quarters where the lightkeepers and their families lived, as well as the 
light itself and the mechanism that ran it. The mechanism is a wonder of 
enormous gears and screws each of which drives something else. It 
reminded me of the wonderful machines my dad and I saw when we 
visited Thomas Edison's factory in New Jersey. It takes you back to the 
days of the clockwork universe, and it's really fascinating to watch. The 
gorgeous view of Cape Bonavista was almost a sideline compared to 
the lighthouse.  

 
The Bonavista area was the only place in Newfoundland where 

we actually saw any agriculture—in the form of cattle and a few sheep 
grazing the boggy hillsides. I don't expect every place to look like Iowa, 
but it is strange not to see farms anywhere. 

 
We stopped for lunch at the “Little Dairy King”, which was just 

off  the  road about  a mile  from the lighthouse.   I had a hotdog  (I can’t  
 

David Burrow imitating John Cabot 



remember ever ordering a hotdog before) and a “hurricane” (the local version of a “blizzard” or a “cyclone”—ice cream mixed with little 
crunchy things).  It was a pleasant meal, and with coffee it came to the requisite five dollars. 
 

We stopped for a moment in the town of Bonavista, another very old, rather large place.  The houses here all have ladders on 
their roofs.  I’m not really sure what they’re for, but they look unique.  We drove back on the opposite side of the peninsula, which had 
even more pleasant coastal scenery.  I was really glad we had made this side-trip. 

 
We got back to Clarenville and slowed to almost a dead stop behind a driver’s education car with a petrified driver.  Canadian 

cars are marked in kilometers per hour, and our speedometer didn’t get much above ten (which would be 6 mph) while following this 
car.  Eventually the student driver turned off, and we finally got on our way again. 

 
We stopped for gas again at Goobies—that same Irving truck stop where we had gotten our first fill in the province.  I also 

picked up a souvenir Irving road atlas (which, I found out later, shows only those places where Irving does business—the Maritime 
Provinces and Maine).  We then went back across the foggy isthmus (a little bit better weather this time, but still foggy) and back onto 
the Avalon Peninsula. 

 
After looking through the travel guides, we found two other things that seemed interesting to see before we returned to St. 

John’s.  We weren’t sure when things would close, so we rushed a bit to make some time this afternoon.  We turned off the Trans-
Canada and went up a little side road that seemed to be all towns and no countryside.  The Avalon Peninsula is the most heavily 
populated part of Newfoundland (two-thirds of the province lives here), and there seems to be another little town every couple of miles 
along the road.  First we went through Blaketown, then the town of Dildo (it's hard even to type that with a straight face), then New 
Harbour, Hopeall, Tilton, and Riverhead. Eventually we got to Harbour Grace, an enormous urban scar on the landscape that seemed 
to take forever to get through (even though we actually went around it, rather than into it). Just beyond was Carbonear, where we saw 
the only Black people we had seen anywhere in Newfoundland. Finally we got to Victoria, our final destination.  (I just checked the map, 
and all these towns came in just 51 kilometers—just over 30 miles.) 
 

Victoria is home to Canada's oldest surviving "hydro station" (electric generating plant). That may not sound horribly exciting, 
but it was interesting to see. They have a museum inside the plant that traces the history of electricity and displays many vintage 
electric appliances. It was nothing I'd go hundreds of miles out of my way to see, but as long as we were in Newfoundland, it was fun.  
 

We were the last visitors of the day at the hydro station.  They closed at 4:45, and they were obviously waiting for us to leave 
so they could close things down.  We left fairly quickly and then drove 18km (11 miles) further to the town of Heart's Content, where the 
old trans-Atlantic telegraph cable came to North America. Today telegrams travel by satellite, of course, but it's not that long ago that 
the cable was a lifeline in communications between Europe and America. The cable station is a historic site; unfortunately it was closed 
when we got there (and would not re-open until 10:30 tomorrow morning). However, on the coast beside the building they have 
exposed the remnants of the first trans-Atlantic cable. It was interesting to take a look at that. 

  
The telegraph office and the remnants of the first trans-Atlantic telegraph cables – Heart’s Content, Newfoundland 

 

 
Newfoundland flag 

At Heart’s Content I saw several homes flying the British flag and one that flew the 
Newfoundland flag above the Canadian maple leaf—interesting political statement here.  We 
saw the “Newfie” flag everywhere we went in the province.  It’s really not terribly attractive.  
Designed in 1980, it looks very modern—a collection of triangles in blue, red, white, and gold.  
Everything is supposed to be highly symbolic, but somehow the symbolism escaped me.  
Obviously the people are proud of it, though. 
 

Heart's Content is the start of a string of "heart-y" towns. Next comes Heart's Desire 
and then Heart's Delight. You can't say the Newfies aren't creative with their place names. 

 
The weather did not seem too threatening, so to save some money we decided to camp again.  We paid our money and pulled 

into Backside Pond Provincial Park.  Unfortunately the place was hardly designed for tents. All the spaces were graveled, without even 



any clearings in the trees where we could put a tent. We did put up the tent on the gravel, but I decided it would be just as comfortable 
to sleep in the car.  

 
We drove back southward toward Dildo looking for a place to eat.  Not much was open, but eventually we found a little 

restaurant called the Captain's Inn. We were the only customers there, but the waitress was a very pleasant and gave us the right 
amount of attention—neither too much nor too little. It was a pleasant restaurant decorated in red with lanterns on all the tables. I had 
turkey, and Margaret had roast beef. We also had pie for dessert. We found out that the waitress (a middle-aged woman named 
Bertha) was originally from Newfoundland and had moved to Toronto (pronounced more like "Trah-nah"). She grew dissatisfied with the 
city and was now back in Newfoundland, apparently running the restaurant with her husband. She keeps a guest book that she has all 
her out-of-town guests sign, and we faithfully put our names in there too. 

 
Like almost everyone we met in Newfoundland, Bertha was very anxious about how we liked the province. It's interesting that 

in really touristy places no one cares what you think of the place; in places where tourists are rarer, it matters more.  Newfoundland 
doesn’t get a lot of tourists, and they don’t go out of their way to make themselves a tourist spot.  They do, however, seem terribly 
concerned that people like them.  Fortunately we always had genuinely good things to say. 

 
We went back to the park and settled in for the night. I was definitely wise in picking the car. Late that night it started to rain. 

  
WEDNESDAY, AUGUST 16 
Dildo To St. John’s  
 

This was our last real day in 
Newfoundland, and we were quite 
leisurely about things. We shook the water 
off things and left the campground. We 
stopped for breakfast at another Irving 
truck stop along the Trans-Canada (in the 
town of Holyrood). I had ham and eggs; 
Margaret had enormous pancakes. I can't 
say the meal was terribly good (in fact it 
was tasteless and greasy), but it was 
filling.  Margaret was still looking for folk 
music tapes, and they had one for sale at 
the check-out counter.  It didn’t have the 
songs she wanted, but the waitress (who 
just bubbled when she found out Margaret 
was interested in Newfoundland music) 
told her where it could be found in St. 
John’s. 

 
Irving gas bar and restaurant – Holyrood, Newfoundland 

 
It was only a short drive on into the city. We stopped at the Avalon Mall (Newfoundland's largest) to look for Margaret’s tape.  

After searching almost every single tape in the music section of a department store, we eventually found the one she wanted.  I also 
made an impulse buy in the store—a lovely sweater that had originally cost $35.00, now being clearanced at $5.00 (US$4.35).  We 
wandered through some other stores at the mall, including a supermarket. I picked up some coffee (Canadian coffee is ground 
differently than ours and is better to my taste). You can't buy coffee in cans in Newfoundland [nor anywhere else in Canada, for that 
matter]. Instead it's sold in vacuum sealed foil bags, wrapped in paper.  The price is just slightly higher than at home. 
 

The check-outs at the supermarket were extremely crowded. Everyone in St. John's seemed to be shopping this morning. It 
didn't help that the woman ahead of me had bought out the store. The store sent groceries out to the parking lot in big plastic tubs.  Her 
order filled four tubs and came to over a hundred dollars. It amazed me that she just took out two hundred dollar bills to pay for things, 
and the clerk didn't even blink. (My coffee was $3.50; it had to be one of the cheapest purchases of the day.) 
 

Next we stopped at the airport to check on things and re-confirm our departure. We found out that there would be no problem 
returning the rental car tonight instead of before our early flight tomorrow morning. We were also told it MIGHT be possible (if a bit 
irregular) to check our luggage tonight and thus avoid having to take a taxi to the airport. I figured where there's a will, there's a way, 
and determined to do just that. 
 

I didn’t mention before, so I bring up now that there was major road construction on the way to the airport.  Torbay Airport (and 
our hotel) are located on Portugal Cove Road, just north of the city proper.  Portugal Cove is a busy commuter artery, and they are 
(rightly enough) making it four lanes.  In fact the construction project seems to be basically completed; unfortunately, they won’t let you 
drive on any of it.  Instead they detour all the traffic around a maze of badly-signed streets that do eventually make it out to the airport—
not quite what you’d want to take if you were in a hurry, though. 
 

It was just past noon by now, and we figured it was sufficiently late to check into our hotel—again the Airport Inn.  We got a 
room with no problem, and this one seemed a bit nicer than the one we had been in earlier.  The room itself was much nicer, but it had 
a bathroom that was claustrophobic at best.  The best thing was that it was slightly less humid this time, so things didn’t feel quite so 
miserable. 



One interesting thing was that this was fire inspection day at our hotel.  Because of that they were testing the fire alarm system 
all afternoon—one alarm at a time.  All day we were “treated” to the beeps, buzzes, and bells of their emergency system.  Every few 
minutes another alarm would go off.  I hate to think what would have happened if there had been a real fire. 

 
We hung the tent over a fence just outside our room to dry.  We spent the afternoon trying to re-pack all our luggage, getting 

too many things to fit in too small a space. It wasn't easy, but we did eventually get everything to fit. 
 
We chose to have a rather classy dinner (closer to $10 instead of $5)--partly because we hadn't done so before and partly 

because Margaret had quite a bit of Canadian cash left to spend. We went to the Mandarin Inn, an elegant Chinese restaurant that had 
a surprising location in the K-Mart Plaza. Unlike the take-out place in Port-aux-Choix, it seemed that no one here was Chinese. The 
food was excellent, though, and it made a pleasant way to pass the evening. 

 
We went back to the hotel and put our luggage in the Beretta. We then headed back to the airport. We decided we would be 

more likely to get our bags checked if we actually carried them in with us, rather than just going in and asking if we could. The 
employees there didn't want to check them (the airport is closed for four hours each night, and we were told that it was at our own risk if 
anything happened during those hours).  St. John’s did not seem like a crime-ridden city, and we were trusting people—so we did go 
ahead and check them. 
 

We then parked the car in the rental lot and went to the Budget desk to fill out the check-in paperwork. I won't even mention 
the cost of the car (it was a small fortune), but Margaret's credit card handled it without a problem. [The biggest problem was that the 
car rental came with only 100 “free” kilometers per day.  All the distance driven in excess of that was at an additional cost.  It 
was just shortly after this trip when virtually every car rental firm changed their policies to include unlimited distance in the 
advertised price.]  It amazed me that the rental company doesn't even take a look at the car when you return it. I would think that 
would matter more to them.  [Having since rented cars several times myself, I can verify that this is standard procedure.  
Presumably if there is an actual problem, it will catch up with you later.] 
 

After taking care of business at the airport we walked back to the hotel. Our flight was extremely early tomorrow morning, so 
we went to bed fairly early. Unfortunately, between the steamy weather (which seemed to get worse by nightfall) and the excitement, 
neither of us slept very much at all.  

 
THURSDAY, AUGUST 17 
St. John’s To Maquoketa  
 

This was an even longer day of travel than we had coming out to Newfoundland. Everything went smoothly ... sort of. 
 
Our flight was scheduled to leave at 6:30 in the morning. We had to be there well before that. Having been awake most of the 

night, it was not terribly difficult to be out of bed shortly after five. We left our room at 5:30, paid our hotel bill, and walked over to the 
airport. There was no problem at all checking in, although the attendant didn't like the fact that we had checked our bags previously. 
When she saw the claim checks, though, she was considerably happier, and we got our boarding passes without incident. She also 
gave us passes for boarding the flight from Toronto to Chicago, so we assumed we could just walk to the appropriate gate and be done 
with things. 
 

The flight left right on time. It was almost totally packed. The first leg of our journey would take us from St. John's to Halifax, 
and we were to have breakfast during the flight. The stewardess announced that there was a choice of hot or cold breakfast. The hot 
breakfast we saw the people ahead of us eating looked delicious—bacon, ham, eggs, and a roll—not the most nutritious sort of food, 
but very tasty. Sadly, we were in Row 18, and halfway through Row 17 she announced that she was out of hot breakfasts. "This always 
happens on the flights to Newfoundland," she said. "They always give us fifteen cold breakfasts and the rest hot. Everywhere else in 
the country that works fine, but in Newfoundland EVERYONE wants hot breakfast." She apologized again and again, and proceeded to 
give us cold breakfast.  It consisted of melon, yogurt, and a bran muffin. That's certainly much more healthful than the hot one, but 
when my mouth was set for ham and eggs, it was less than satisfying. 
 

About the time we were scheduled to land in Halifax, the pilot announced there was a problem. Halifax airport was fogged in, 
and our plane did not have the equipment to land in fog (you'd think that would be standard in this part of the world, but ...). He said we 
had sufficient fuel to circle Halifax for forty-five minutes waiting for the fog to lift. If he didn't, he would have to choose an "alternate 
landing site" at Moncton (pronounced MONK-ton, as if religious brothers lived there), New Brunswick, about 150 miles to the west (near 
Amherst, where we stayed after the accident on the other trip).  Actually, landing in Moncton wouldn’t have mattered much from our 
point of view.  We were just staying on the plane and going on to Toronto anyhow.  Most of the people on board wanted to go to 
Halifax, though, and that would have been a horrible mix-up for them. 

 
The fog finally did lift a bit, and we landed in Halifax—almost an hour after our scheduled time. It was still very foggy on the 

ground, but apparently the visibility was just enough that it was safe. We were on the ground about half an hour. In that time they 
cleaned out the plane, re-fueled it, brought in a new supply of meals, and we got an entirely new flight crew.  Halifax appears to be a 
major hub airport, and I think they shuffle a lot of flight crews through here. 

 
 
 



We got an almost entirely new set of passengers in Halifax, too. Only a few of us went the whole way from St. John's to 
Toronto. We took off again, and then it was time for another in-flight breakfast. Once again there was a choice of hot and cold. This time 
(as the stewardess had predicted) there were sufficient hot trays to make it to the back of the plane. It'll sound like sour grapes, but I 
think the hot breakfast on the other flight was better than the one we had. We ended up with quiche, rather than real eggs—more 
elegant, but not as tasty from my point of view. 

 
Our flight to Toronto featured “audio/visual service”, which included headphones for listening to canned music and a preview of 

up-coming in-flight movies (not an actual movie, just the previews).  I listened for a few minutes, but I was really too tired to care much 
about it. 

 
We were quite late arriving in Toronto, but there was still plenty of time before we had to catch our next flight. Our bags were 

checked through to Moline, so we assumed we wouldn't have to deal with them until we got to U.S. customs in Chicago. We avoided 
the baggage claim and found an airport restaurant where we could relax. 

 
I said I disliked Lester Pearson Airport at the beginning of this travelogue, and I got even more reasons to hate it on this 

occasion.  Among other things, its food prices make those at other airports seem positively cheap.  It was still breakfast time (for the 
third time today) when we arrived at the restaurant, so I had a roll, coffee, and juice.  Most reasonably priced was the roll—at 95 cents 
(US$.83).  The coffee was $1.50 (US$1.30), and a tiny bottle of grapefruit juice cost $1.80 (US$1.57).  With tax (7% in Ontario), the tab 
came to $4.55 (US$3.96)—more than a bit pricey for that chintzy of a breakfast.  We paid not much more than that for lunch in 
Chicago. 
 

While we were eating we saw a couple with a small child come through the line. They had gotten sandwiches, and their bill 
came to around twenty dollars. The woman, apparently some kind of airline employee, presented the cashier with some sort of card 
that I suppose entitled her to free food. The cashier had obviously never seen the card before in her life. She called her supervisor, an 
Asian man who did not speak English well. He tried to get the people to pay with money and then took the card off somewhere to find 
someone even more important. The man never returned, and the people ate quickly and left before we did. I do wonder what the 
situation amounted to.  

 
Our boarding pass said we were supposed to leave for Chicago from Gate B. After we had eaten, we walked around the 

circumference of this bizarre round airport looking for that gate. There were signs everywhere pointing to Gate B, but when we finally 
got to where it should be, there was a closed glass door with a "no people" sign (a pedestrian with a slash through it). There was an old 
man guarding the door, and we asked him how we were supposed to get to our gate. "Ah, headed to the States, are you?" he asked. 
"Have you been through customs yet?" We said no, since we had come on a domestic flight. "Well then," he said, "you'll have to go all 
the way back around"—seemingly indicating that we would have to make the entire circle again.  

 
We tried to do that. Unfortunately we ran into another glass door before we got all the way around. The only exits had 

uniformed guards next to them, so we had no idea what we were supposed to do. Finally we asked another guard. He instantly opened 
a door that let us into the main part of the airport. Just past that door we happened to catch a glimpse of our luggage in a place called 
the "luggage transfer room". We assumed they were sorting it for our next flight, so we walked on trying to find our gate. 

 
There are three sections to the main part of the airport—one for domestic, one for "trans-border flights", and a third for 

international. "Trans-border" means flights to the United States. It seemed odd that there should be a special section just for U.S. 
flights, but we assumed there must be enough "trans-border" traffic to warrant it. Our gate number was, of course, listed under the 
"trans-border flights" sign; there was no other sign saying it was anything other than a gate area. 

 
There was quite a line at the door to the trans-border area, which we assumed must be for security. Canadian airport security 

is very strict; they examine most passengers with hand-held metal detectors, in addition to having you walk through the electric 
doorway. I was baffled when the hand-held detector kept beeping when we went through Toronto flying to Newfoundland. It turned out 
that I had the wrapper to a stick of gum in my pocket. That much metal was enough to set it off. The strict security is annoying, but I 
must say it does make you feel a bit safer on the plane. 

 
Once we were through the door to the trans-border area, there was no way we could turn around and go back to the main part 

of the airport. There were guards at the door to keep the traffic moving toward the gates, rather than away from them. Unfortunately it 
was just past the door that we realized what the trans-border area actually was.  It turns out that U.S. Customs (not Canada Customs, 
but U.S.) has a branch in Toronto. They inspect passengers BEFORE they board their flights, instead of after landing in the States. 
There is some vague sense to that; it allows planes to fly directly from Toronto to places like Des Moines (as one flight we saw on the 
schedule did), where there are no customs facilities. [Actually Midway is also an “international” airport with no customs facility.]  
The bad thing is that they don't tell anyone about it until you get there. We found out later we should have claimed our luggage and 
taken it through customs with us. We were then supposed to re-check it, and it would be placed on the plane. NO ONE told us that—not 
in St. John's, not on the plane to Toronto, not in the main part of the airport, and not even at customs itself. In fact, the customs officers 
couldn't have cared less what we might have had with us. Margaret tried to open her carry-on bag to show the officer some wine she 
had bought, but the man made it clear he did not want to look at it. We were just stamped through routinely, and we had theoretically 
entered the U.S.—even though we were still 250 miles inside Canada. 
 

It may be easy for Americans to go through U.S. Customs, but it's not so simple for people from overseas. Even people from 
developed countries like Japan have to go through a lot of paperwork and delays getting through customs. It seemed to be nearly as 
complicated for them to visit America as it was for me to visit the Soviet Union. It seems to me that if other countries let us enter without 
difficulty, we ought to return the favor. 



We still had nearly an hour to wait before our flight.  We entertained ourselves watching a woman selling candy and 
magazines in the lobby.  I liked the woman; she had a feisty way of dealing with some very rude customers.  One woman insisted on 
paying for an expensive purchase with change.  The clerk patiently counted everything out, and at one point the customer stopped her 
and said, “you know that’s an American dime.”  “Yes it is,” said the clerk, very blankly.  Canadian and American coins are quite 
interchangeable anywhere there is a sizeable number of tourists from the other country.  I think the customer wanted to get her a 5% 
bonus on the dime—it just doesn’t work that way.  If she didn’t want to spend it, she should have kept it.  
 

Another customer bought a box of raisinettes, opened them, then put them back and said she wanted another kind of candy.  
The woman was polite, but it was extremely clear that the customer was never going to return an opened box. 

 
Our flight to Chicago was nearly empty. I think that flight may be full at commuter hours, but at one in the afternoon almost no 

one was on board. It's a relatively short flight, and the stewardesses were busy the entire time. They passed out newspapers and 
magazines, pillows and blankets, and then a full lunch with wine.  There were a few minutes of turbulence as we flew, and it seemed as 
if the flight attendants didn’t have a moment to spare.  I hate to think how things would have been if there had been more people on 
board.  [Ah, the days of service on airplanes.  These days you’d be lucky to have a single flight attendant, and she’d likely 
spend the entire run reading a magazine.] 
 

Since we had already gone through customs, we just got off the plane at Midway and walked straight into the airport. a woman 
from Midway Airlines was at the gate to take inquires about transfers. We explained the problem we had, not knowing about customs in 
Toronto and asked if there would be a problem with our luggage. She didn't seem to know, but her voice implied there likely might be. 
She took all the appropriate information and said if there was a problem she would try to "expedite them down from Toronto". 
 

We had the entire afternoon to kill at Midway Airport. Janet had booked more than sufficient time for us to clear customs in 
Chicago. Since that took literally no time at all, we had lots of time on our hands. We were too tired to really do much of anything, so we 
found our departure gate and just sat there for three hours. 
 

The commuter gates at Midway are interesting.  Ours had flights to ten different small cities—not just Moline, but also places 
like Green Bay, Traverse City, and Fort Wayne.  Every passenger is given a color-coded plastic boarding pass (Moline’s were beige), 
so when all the passes for a city are used up the employees know the flight is full.  Most of the time the gate is very slow, but about 
once every hour flights take off for all those cities—all within about five minutes of each other. 
 
 An entertaining family sat beside us for a while.  They had a toddler who was as curious as any child could be.  For a long time 
his parents boxed him in with their legs, and when they let their legs down he ran over and suddenly saw Margaret and me.  He didn’t 
cry or anything, but he was certainly confused to see strange faces all of a sudden. 
 
 Finally it was time for our flight.  I must say the only real memory I have of flying back to Moline is of how terribly noisy it was.  I 
do not like the little planes they use on “The Midway Connection”, and with any luck I’ll avoid them in the future.  I was too tired to really 
care about the flight, but it was so horribly loud that there was no way I could have slept. 
 

We arrived in Moline slightly early, and as we had expected, our bags were not on the plane. We filed loss forms with the 
airline service representative, who also had never known there was a U.S. Customs office in Toronto. She was very helpful, and she 
seemed confident we would get the bags back soon. 

 
[Apparently every Canadian airport with trans-border traffic has a U.S. Customs facility—as do some of the largest 

Canadian rail stations.  The U.S. also has customs facilities in the Bahamas and some south Pacific locations, all designed to 
relieve congestion at facilities on U.S. soil.  For those who understand the system, it makes good sense.  At the time though, 
I’m sure we weren’t the only tourists who were surprised by it.  There’s probably less of a problem these days, since in the 
post 9/11 world people expect increased security everywhere and certainly the documents and luggage would have been 
checked at their origin.  We missed that, though, and it caused a major problem.] 
 
 John and Janet met us at the airport and took us out to dinner at a nice Italian restaurant (the Olive Garden) in Davenport.  
The service was pathetic, but the atmosphere was pleasant, and the food was delicious—and more than we could eat. 
 
 We talked about our adventures on the way home and some more after we got back to Maquoketa.  About nine that night a 
woman from the airport called.  She asked if our bags were locked.  Both of Margaret’s were, as was one of mine.  She said customs 
needed permission to break the locks, in case they had to inspect our bags.  Since we didn’t want our luggage to stay in Toronto 
forever, of course we gave permission.  (Thinking back on it, I suppose pretending not to know about that customs set-up would be a 
convenient way to try to smuggle things.)  [There’s another post-9/11 change.  These days you’re not supposed to lock luggage 
at all.  If you do, Homeland Security reserves the right to break any locks on your bags.] 
 
 We talked some more and eventually went to bed.  I was dead tired, and I did manage to get some badly needed sleep. 
  
FRIDAY, AUGUST 18 
Maquoketa To Algona  
 

We dawdled around John's house this morning. Around ten the airport called. Our luggage had indeed come. The locks were 
intact, so apparently our allowing them to be opened was enough to satisfy the customs officers. They told us that they would be 



sending the bags up to Maquoketa by cab; they would be there in the early afternoon. The cab was at the airline's expense, but it hardly 
seems fair, considering that it was really the fault of the airport and the customs people in Toronto.  [Lost luggage is invariably 
transported by cab, which has to be one of the reasons all the airlines are going under.  There has to be a more efficient way 
to get it from one place to another.] 

 
The luggage came, and we re-packed things to make them a bit less cramped than they had been [which seems silly, given 

that we would be immediately leaving again].  After sorting through things we packed everything into my car and were on our way 
again.  We stopped for lunch at the new McDonalds in Maquoketa and then for gas at a Casey’s in Wyoming, Iowa (at the astonishingly 
low price of 99.9 cents/gallon).  It took most of the afternoon to get up to Margaret’s house, and I rested only a moment there before 
setting off again for home. 
 

I had precisely two dollars with me as I drove, and fifty cents of that was in the form of Canadian coins.  I was able to eat quite 
heartily, though, by using the coupons from a recent McDonalds come-on.  I had coupons for a 69 cent Big Mac, a 25 cent order of 
fries, and a 25 cent cheeseburger.  On the way back to Algona I stopped at three different McDonalds—in Decorah, Charles City, and 
Mason City—buying something different each time.  I also stopped for gas in Mason City (this time only 91.9 cents/gallon), and I also 
picked up coffee and two big bottles of juice there.  The juice was twice the size I had gotten at the Toronto airport, and it cost just 79 
cents.  That makes it about one-fourth the price I paid there. 

 
It was going on 11pm when I finally got home. I didn't even bother unpacking my suitcase. I just tidied a few things up and 

went to bed. It was good to be back home. 
  

GENERAL OBSERVATIONS 
  

I enjoyed this trip. It was nice to have a vacation where nothing seriously bad happened—one where we could just relax and 
enjoy things. Newfoundland is not a heavily-touristed place, and I liked that too. The people basically let you see them for what they 
are, like it or not. On the whole I liked what I saw, and it certainly made for an interesting vacation. 

 
Both Margaret and I can now officially say we've been to every province and territory in Canada [well, that’s no longer true 

since they split up the Northwest Territories and invented Nunavut]—something I can't even say about my own country (but then 
there are only 12 divisions in Canada, compared to our 50 states). Newfoundland is about the most remote part of Canada—It's nearly 
as detached as the territories [in some ways more so]. It's beautiful and full of friendly people, though, and it made for a fascinating 
trip. 

 
[This remains one of my favorite and most memorable trips ever.  Newfoundland isn’t a place of great touristic 

interest, but it is fascinating and full of both stark beauty and surprising history.  With oil prices skyrocketing, it’s unlikely I’ll 
be heading back any time soon, but if I could afford it Newfoundland would become a frequent and favorite getaway spot.] 

 


