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editor’s note

AN INDEFINITE LAYOVER

E
arlier this year, our editorial team met to discuss the exciting changes and initiatives 
2020 would bring to Canadian Traveller magazine. 

There were discussions about strategic planning and the types of stories we 
wanted to tell. We also raised the question: what does it mean to be a Canadian 
traveller in 2020? I wasn’t convinced that the cliché this publication had been 
launched with still held water. You probably know the one: Canadian travellers 

are so beloved that foreign travellers adorn their backpacks with a maple leaf flag to 
masquerade as us.

Truth be told, a few years back I started to feel a bit uneasy about my own flag-
emblazoned luggage tag. Increasingly, it felt like virtue signalling. Sure, I wanted to 
identify my bag, but the subtext seemed to shout, “Do not mistake me for an American!”  
I retired that tag. 

I looked instead to our media kit for clarity: “Canadian Traveller offers a Canadian 
perspective of how Canadians travel the world. Our editorials stimulate the travel bug 

within Canadians and force the question, ‘Where Next?’”
Wait… what is the Canadian perspective? Could our 

multicultural identity even reflect a uniform perspective on 
travel? If we attempted to narrowly define it, whose travel 
experiences would we exclude in the process? It’s a question 
that seems especially poignant in light of the Black Lives 
Matter movement. We had work to do. 

These were the questions our team was energized to 
answer. And then the world was upended by COVID-19. 
Borders shut, lives were lost (and continue to be) and our 
personal worlds shrank to the confines of our living rooms. 

There is no way of knowing when we will dust off our 
passports once again. We, as travellers, are on an indefinite 
layover. For now, we are a staycation nation.

This is exactly where we find the footing for the issue 
you hold in your hands: Staycation Nation. Bucket list, 
transformative travel experiences are not just reserved 

for far-off destinations; vast, wonder-filled provinces and territories (sans-tourists and 
charged in Canadian dollars, no less) await your exploration, just take it from our writers.

Our editorial team is still working through what it means to be a Canadian traveller, 
but for now, I must sign off. Staycation Nation marks the final issue before I start my 
own staycation: maternity leave. By the time this hits newsstands and doorsteps, I’ll be 
hunkered down with the arrival of identical twins. It’s not goodbye or bon voyage—rather, 
ciao for now. 

Jenn Hubbert
Editor-in-Chief

What’s the latest and greatest going on in travel? Canadian Traveller looks  
at what’s new, what’s hot and what’s trending, in hopes of inspiring your 
wanderlust. Where next? 

Travel news , event s and t rend s f rom around the world

 SNAPSHOTS

In July, Canada’s collection of UNESCO Global 
Geoparks grew by two: The Cliffs of Fundy in Nova 
Scotia and Discovery on the Bonavista Peninsula, 
located on Newfoundland’s east coast. Geoparks are 
recognized for “their exceptional geological heritage” 
and the prestigious designation better ensures these 
special places are protected and sustainably managed 
for tourism. In total, UNESCO approved 15 new sites, 
bringing the number of worldwide geoparks to 161 in 
44 countries.

At the Cliffs of Fundy UNESCO Global 
Geopark, visitors can explore 40 “geosites” stretched 
across 165 kilometres while viewing Canada’s oldest 
dinosaur fossils and Earth’s highest tides in Minas 
Basin. Inhabited for more than 11,000 years by the 

Mi’kmaq peoples, the Cliffs of Fundy also mark one 
of the earliest known human settlements in eastern 
North America. 

Spanning 280 stunning kilometres, Discovery 
UNESCO Global Geopark’s rugged coastal 
caves, arches and sea stacks are worth a gander 
alone, but it’s the park’s half-a-billion-year-old 
rocks that convey the site’s geological significance. 
Here, visitors observe some of the world’s most 
exceptionally preserved Ediacaran Period fossils—an 
important period in Earth’s history associated with 
the emergence and rise of animal life. 

Cliffs of Fundy and Discovery join Stonehammer 
(NB), Percé (QC) and Tumbler Ridge (BC) Global 
Geoparks. 

AT T R A C T I O N S 

Canada gets two new Geoparks
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Cliffs of Fundy UNESCO Global Geopark
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F O O D  &  D R I N K

Raise a glass to the Cowichan Valley

While winemakers have been growing grapes in Vancouver 
Island’s bountiful Cowichan Valley for generations, the region 
only received its official sub-appellation designation this summer. 
It’s both a win for local vintners—who can now more precisely 
label and promote their wines’ unique island terroir—and for 
tourism in the up-and-coming wine region. Wine enthusiasts 
will love tracing the quiet country roads that connect wineries 
with quaint B&Bs, organic farm stands, cheesemakers and other 
artisanal makers. The Cowichan Valley is a one-hour drive north 
from Victoria and makes for a pleasant, easy day trip. 

C U LT U R E

Escape from Home 
campaign launches

Pre-pandemic, Indigenous tourism was 
enjoying a renaissance—outpacing overall 
Canadian tourism—with strong demand 
driven largely by international travellers. In 
late June, with national borders closed, the 
Indigenous Tourism Association of Canada 
(ITAC) specially rolled out the welcome mat 
for domestic travellers with the launch of 
Destination Indigenous (destinationin-
digenous.ca), a trip-planning tool and inter-
active map that connects visitors with Indig-
enous experiences and tourism businesses 
reopening across the country. More recently, 
ITAC announced a travel campaign called 
Escape from Home, which offers travel 
inspiration and curated itineraries highlight-
ing a range of authentic and transformative 
experiences—bucket list experiences that 
typically attract visitors from around the 
world. “We invite all Canadians to discover 
the rich Indigenous history within their own 
communities, provinces and territories,” 
Keith Henry, ITAC’s president and CEO, 
says of the campaign. The Escape from 
Home campaign will roll out over the sum-
mer through Labour Day, kicking off with a 
focus on Quebec’s wilderness experiences. 
Get inspired at destinationindigenous.ca/blog.

T O O L S  &  R E S O U R C E S

Where can I go? 

In a country as vast as Canada, managing the challenges of COVID-19 demands 
that provinces and territories react with unique and agile pandemic responses. 
It can be confusing for travellers to keep track of self-isolation requirements and 
regional travel bubbles, which is why we’re grateful for Destination Canada’s 
Where Can I Go? interactive map. Navigate to caen-keepexploring.canada.
travel/canada-nice#canadamap, then hover over the map to view the current 
travel restrictions and to whom they apply. 

T R E N D S

What travellers want

When it comes to hotel amenities, 
Wi-Fi and free parking are so 2019—
an inference we’re drawing from 
Expedia.ca’s June 2020 booking 
data. What has proven to be more 
important to the pandemic traveller? 
Flexibility, spontaneity and hygiene. 
In June, a whopping majority—97 per 
cent—of Expedia-booked hotel stays 
were secured with refundable rate 
policies. Another trend: last-minute 
bookings. Almost half of all bookings 

were made just zero to seven days 
before departure. And where are 
Canadian travellers going? To places 
within their own province that are in 
close proximity to nature where they 
can physically distance from crowds. 
Expedia.ca’s most-searched summer 
destinations include Vancouver, 
Whistler, the Okanagan Valley, Banff, 
Jasper, Niagara Falls, Collingwood, 
Georgian Bay, Muskoka and The 
Laurentians. 
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Blue Grouse Winery, Cowichan Valley

Fogo Island Inn, Newfoundland & Labrador

Site Traditionnel Huron, QC
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ADVENTURE

and the last thing I want to do is pick up my paddle. This 
is not the easy downstream float I had imagined.

In the days that pass, I find my paddling muscles, 
but I am still uneasy with the isolation. There is no cell 
phone reception and I am unnerved by our children's 
inability to contact us. They are almost adults, and 
capable, but what if something goes wrong? 

Despite my aches and pains, I find a meditative 
rhythm to paddling. I stretch my arm and dip my 
paddle, then pull and twist. Stretch, dip, pull, twist. 
Stretch, dip, pull, twist. It is mesmerizing. I feel calmer 
by the day, and I worry less about my kids. 

By day three, I think nothing of heading to the 
bushes to pee whenever we land our canoe, or when in 
camp, of reaching for the bear spray and heading to the 
mobile “Biffy,” about a hundred metres away. This is 
in sharp contrast to the first day, when I had asked Eric 
to accompany me and stand guard nearby. I was still in 
city mode then, unnerved by being alone in the woods—
even if alone meant wandering barely out of sight of my 
companions. 

Our week on the river becomes a wildlife safari. I 
stand in awe on day two while a grizzly sow plays with 
her three cubs on the opposing riverbank. One day, a 
moose cow and her calf amble so close to our boat that 
I can almost reach out and touch them. We see a black 
bear every single day, and it is impossible to count the 
Dall sheep that dot the hillsides. Our days are peppered 
with the slap of a beaver tail or the sight of a porcupine 
tracing the shore. Bald eagles and peregrine falcons 
watch us from above.

We encounter the only whitewater on the trip at Five 
Finger Rapids. In the days of the Gold Rush, this is where 
the paddlewheelers sometimes ran into trouble. These 
days, with modern canoes, the danger is more perceived 
than real, but the rapids still demand respect and attention. 
Our guides give us instructions, then position themselves 
to offer assistance should any of us fall in. We shoot the 
rapids, one boat at a time, yelping and screeching with 
glee, then pumping victorious fists in the air as we arrive 
downstream, boats upright and relatively dry. 

One memorable night is spent at Fort Selkirk. Once a 
bustling stop for those making the trip downriver to the 
gold fields of the Klondike, it’s now a designated historic site 
co-managed by the Yukon government and the Selkirk First 
Nation. The site’s tour guide, Freda, enlivens the trading post’s 
historic past, regaling us with stories of the Northern Tutchone 
peoples before and after the arrival of Gold Rush settlers. I am 
relieved to arrive at a camp with real buildings and a few staff. I 
have been struggling with a pounding migraine all afternoon 
and somehow feel less vulnerable in a place that touches 
civilization. Yet insecurity needles at me with a tempting 
thought: if I need to opt out of the trip, this is the place to do 
it. Eric caters to me, encouraging me to rest, and my headache 
slowly fades away. 

On our second-to-last night, we experience a big storm. 
We pitch our tents on a gravel sandbar, then gather around 
a campfire to trade stories and savour some well-earned 
chocolate. When we head to bed, the sun is still up—just 
as it has been every other night. Ah, the midnight sun. 
Hours later, I wake to our tent fly flapping wildly in a gale. 
Thunder rolls and the wind howls. “Eric, I’m scared. It feels 
like we’re going to fly off this gravel bar,” I whisper.

He pulls me close and reminds me that we’ve weathered 
far greater storms in our 25 years of marriage. I’m easily 
reassured and recall that we went to great lengths to peg 
the tent down. I relax and fall back asleep, even as the storm 
rages on outside.

AS WE PADDLE INTO Dawson City, I feel nostalgia already 
seeping in. I don’t want the trip to end, but of course it must. 

That evening, our group gathers at the infamous 
Diamond Tooth Gertie’s for a celebratory beer. We chat 
excitedly, radiating the glow of our accomplishment. My 
face burns from a week of life outdoors. I hold my beer glass 
and let the cold soothe the callouses on my hands. I examine 
them closely, remembering the blisters forming just days 
before. I look up and catch Roger watching me. 

“Well, I made it,” I say with a laugh. My motherhood 
hands had not let me down—it just took a little 
determination and perseverance. “But next time, I’m 
bringing gloves.” •CT

A NO-JOKE FLOAT
Seeking to reclaim a glimmer of her pre-motherhood self on a  
canoe trip through the rugged Canadian wilderness, a somewhat  
overconfident ESMERALDA CABRAL picks up her paddle only  
to find that the hands that give her strength as a parent have  
been made tender from years of mothering. 

I STEP INTO THE bow of the canoe and 
steady myself on my knees while Eric, 
my husband, slips into position at the 
stern. As soon as we push off, I regret it. 

We are afloat on the Yukon River, 
heading north from Carmacks to Dawson 
City, and now there is no turning back. 
For the next eight days, we will paddle 

more than 400 kilometres through Canada’s 
remote northern wilderness. 

What have we done?
The “Land of the Midnight Sun” has long 

held poetic appeal for me, but this trip is about 
reclaiming a glimmer of my old self—my 
pre-motherhood self—and reconnecting with 
the wilderness. It has been a long time since I 
have done anything more adventurous than car 
camping. 

For our Yukon expedition, Eric and I have 
chosen the “Call of the Wild” tour with Up 
North Adventures. Hiring an outfitter was an 
obvious choice, not only for ease of logistics 
but also for the camaraderie of a group and 
the reassurance that help would be available 
should the need arise.

The day before our trip departs, we 
attend an orientation session at Up North’s 
Whitehorse headquarters. I take one look at 
the river and am surprised to see how fast it is 
flowing. I picture myself floating effortlessly 
downstream for the next week. When Roger, 
one of the guides, suggests we bring gloves 
to prevent blisters, I chuckle. “Really?” I’m 
tougher than that.” I am reminded of my 
former paddling days; gloves are for rookies. 
What I fail to consider is that perhaps all my 
years of mothering have turned my hands soft.

SETTING UP CAMP the first night brings 
tremendous relief to my stiff legs and aching 
shoulders. I am so tired I barely eat supper. 
The next morning, I look at my canoe with 
dread. It’s only our second day on the river 

Top to 
bottom: 
Paddling in 
pairs on the 
Yukon River; 
A comfortable 
shore lunch 
provides a 
welcome 
break from 
paddling.

Esmeralda Cabral (2x)
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Wellness

WETSUIT WISDOM
FIONA TAPP’s initial surf experience had her riding waves  
of insecurity. What better place to squeeze back into a wetsuit  
and give surfing another try than at one of the largest all-female 
instructor surf schools in the world? 

M
Y FIRST SURFING LESSON  
was an exercise in teenage 
humiliation. We shuffled around 
anxiously on the cold sand of a 
Welsh beach, pre-dawn, waiting 
for the wetsuit shack to open. Our 
teachers tried their best to cheer up 
the group of 14-year-old students 

on an adventure sports field trip, but there was 
no escaping the horror that was about to unfold. 
Under one another's unforgiving gaze and, of 
course, in sight of the boys, we were about to bare 
all by zipping up in a wetsuit that presented us 
practically naked, sheathed in tight black rubber 
and leaving nothing to the imagination. Every self-
conscious bump and curve would be on display.

The thrill of catching a wave and giggling with 
my friends quickly replaced my embarrassment, but 
I still remember how I felt too big, too developed 
and too curvy to surf. 

The paradox of surfing is that although it can 
be difficult for body-conscious people to brave the 
wetsuit—or, heaven forbid, the bikini required to 
participate—once you are beneath the surface of the 
water, you are truly free. 

Paddling away from shore, all you hear are the 
waves and perhaps an odd seagull. For safety’s sake, 
you can’t get too close to others and the bobbing of 
the board upon the water lulls and soothes. It can be 
a very peaceful sport—and that’s just when you’re 
practising. I still haven’t managed to stand up and 
ride a wave for more than a second or two, but I 
imagine it must feel almost transcendental. 

AFTER FIVE PREGNANCIES AND one birth, my 
body no longer resembles the slender frame that  
I was so ashamed of on that Welsh beach, but once 
again, just before my most recent lesson, it was  
that fear of body judgment that occupied my  
every thought.

Surf Sister is a women-led  
surf school in Tofino, BC.
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During the training and orientation session at the 
beautiful oceanfront Pacific Sands Beach Resort, in Tofino, 
British Columbia, I made self-deprecating jokes as the 
instructor looked for my size wetsuit. I posed for a cheesy 
selfie knowing I would despise the picture. I looked around 
at the other women, categorizing and ranking us by size in 
my mind, hating myself as I did so.

I then made the mistake of checking my reflection in 
the mirror. It’s impossible to look good in a wetsuit, I told 
myself, just as the svelte instructor walked past looking 
every inch the Blue Crush movie star. 

Surf Sister employs more than 30 staff members—all 
women—and though they’ll teach anyone who wants 
to learn, they do offer women, in particular, a unique 

experience. Located at the one of Canada’s most famous 
surfing locations, this group of women oozes confidence, 
and it’s quite contagious.

Batting off my worries and questions with simple 
explanations and tips, it was the most prepared I have ever 
felt before stepping into the ocean waves.

We surfed at Chesterman Beach in February and as such, 
were decked out in possibly an even more embarrassing 
getup than the standard wetsuit. To keep warm, we 
accessorized with little booties, gloves and even a tight-
fitting hood. We looked like sad little turtles.

As our instructor led us through the sand-based tutorial, 
I envied her athleticism. The easy way she sprung up 
from laying on her tummy to balancing on the board was 
inspirational. But I realized it wasn’t just her size that I 
coveted; it was her body confidence. She trusted her body; 
she knew it wouldn’t let her down.

I used to be a teacher and I still appreciate the power of 
encouragement when learning a new skill. A “way to go” or 
“good job” is just as meaningful to a five-year-old learning 
to read as it is to an almost middle-aged woman kneeling 

on a surfboard before a wave knocks her off in a spray 
of salty seawater. Midway through our lesson as I tried, 
again and again, to get up on my feet, this young woman 
who made it all look so effortless continued to genuinely 
compliment and encourage me. 

Slowly I began to believe her. I was getting better and it 
was getting easier, despite the exhaustion creeping in and 
the fact that without my glasses the coastline looked more 
or less like a steamy shower door. There was something 
addictive about the process. Paddle, position, push up, 
kneel, try to stand, fall, splash—and repeat. 

I didn’t want to stop. In fact, as the rain moved in and the 
air cooled, I was the last one still out on the water. My group 
beckoned me to come in and reluctantly I set my sights on 

one last wave. 
On the beach on that day, I began 

to think beyond my size, even in a 
wetsuit. Learning to appreciate my 
body despite continuing to judge it 
harshly and wishing it was smaller 
has always been a work in progress.

But when it has been challenged, 
it’s rarely let me down. This body, the 

only one I’ll ever have, has nurtured and fed a baby, and 
given love and comfort to the people I care about. 

In extreme situations across the world, it has excelled. It 
has pushed on, through the pain during the last minutes of 
a dragon boat race, propelling our boat forward with my 
team to victory. 

It has wiggled and shimmied on the stage delighting 
burlesque audiences. It has been strapped in and thrown 
off a building in New Zealand and has made its way down 
an impossibly high slippery waterfall in Peru. 

It has squeezed through underground caves, swam in 
icy cold cenotes and trekked through rural Japan.

And it just happened to take a misty beach, a surf sister 
and a wetsuit to remind me that it’s a brave, bold, capable 
body. •CT

1
Catching 

the waves at 
Chesterman 

Beach.

2
Tofino is  

known as the  
surf capital  
of Canada.
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Wanderlust

Bison, Bones & Buttes

“T
HE ONLY WAY TO BE SURE OF WHAT  
you’ve found,” said Brenda, our über- 
knowledgeable Parks Canada guide, “is 
to lick your finger and tap. If your finger 
doesn’t stick, it’s a rock. If it does, it’s bone.”

In this case, our fingers stuck—to a 
dinosaur bone. 

Hiking through Saskatchewan’s 
Grasslands National Park, we’d found part of the leg of a 
Triceratops lying in the middle of a well-travelled path. 

Why wasn’t it behind glass in a museum?
Apparently, some Saskatchewan paleontologists take a 

different approach to fossil finds than their counterparts in 
other provinces.

“Our scientists seem to leave a lot of fossils where they’re 
found, thinking more of the same creature might be nearby,” Bren-
da explained, pointing to a very dinosaur-ish looking hill beside 
us. “One day, they’ll excavate and maybe find the rest of this guy.”

LICKING AND STICKING YOUR finger to a random 
Triceratops leg is just one of the many surprises Saskatchewan 
has in store. Thanks to my grade four geography textbook, 
I’d been expecting nothing but wheat. With its cracked and 
much-masking-taped spine, From Sea to Sea had a chapter for 
each province and territory but didn’t give equal treatment. 
Thrilling photos of towering icebergs, salmon leaping up 
sparkling rivers, a schooner heading into crashing waves…
the West, the East and the North got all the love. Poor 
Saskatchewan was prairie—flat and beige.

A summertime girlfriends’ camping trip to Grasslands 
National Park, one of the country’s most beautiful nature 
preserves, changed all those misconceptions. Saskatchewan is 
anything but flat… or beige. In fact, the expansive Grasslands 
park is a collection of contrasting landscapes and adventure 
opportunities so numerous, you’d have to stay for a month 
to explore them all. Though there are driving tours that will 
show you the park, we started with a guided horseback trail 
ride instead. A group of hapless city girls who knew nothing 
about riding, we were relieved to find our well-trained horses 
were in total control of us. They knew just how to navigate 
through the sagebrush, over the dry hummocks and through 
the waving grasses. So with the sun on our shoulders, a breeze 
on our faces and our guide pointing out wildflowers, lichens 
and grasses, we happily relaxed into a rolling, confident 
rhythm that didn’t hint at the stiff muscles that lay ahead. 

After a few hours, we knew why cowboys walk the  
way they do, but there was no rest for the witless. Our 
Grasslands guide had the perfect cure—a hike up a butte. 

Grasslands 
National Park,  
Saskatchewan

2

Barren and beige; that’s  
how LIZ FLEMING remembers 

Saskatchewan being portrayed in 
her elementary school geography 

textbook. With a visit to Grasslands 
National Park, she re-writes what 

those authors failed to see. 
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No trail riding 
experience?  
No worries.  
These well-

trained horses 
are in charge.

If you lick your 
finger and it 
sticks, you’ve 
found a bone 

– maybe a 
Triceratops leg.
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alarm. Like a furry relay squad, the message would race 
from burrow to burrow until suddenly, an army of tiny 
heads would pop down below the surface.

If the tiniest creatures of the Grasslands park were 
entertaining, the largest were positively breathtaking. 
Plains bison, a species once pushed nearly to extinction, 
are repopulating their natural habitat, thanks to 
Grasslands National Park’s efforts. You’ll find them 
wandering in various parts of the park, and each time 
you do, their size and majesty will stun you. We met one 
handsome but glum male, sitting alone at the base of 
a cliff, in the East Block’s badlands: the Valley of 1,000 
Devils. Our guide explained that when bison mate, the 
older, stronger males court females and they shut their 
young counterparts out of the action. Since the hookup 
happens just once a year, a male who doesn’t get lucky is 
left to pout until next season. 

PERHAPS THAT LONE MALE was on our minds later 
that night as we gathered around the campfire, full of 
barbecued steak and berry pie. Quintessential camp 
counsellor Brenda and some of the ever-present Parks 
Canada team gathered all the campers in the area, pulled 
out guitars and sang old country songs; the ones about 
loving and losing, and aching hearts.

Far from big city lights, Grasslands National Park 
is one of Canada’s most stunning nature preserves 
and a designated Dark-Sky Preserve. As the campfire 
singalong ended, I took one last upward look at a jet 
black sky exploding with stars and thought this was not 
only the perfect place for a lovesick bison to wait for 
better luck in next year’s mating dance, but also for an 
Ontario girl to fall in love with a Saskatchewan that is 
anything but flat or beige. •CT

The well-worn path we took wasn’t very difficult—just 
challenging enough to work out all those saddle kinks 
while creating new ones. Along the way we spied 
rattlesnake holes and black widow spider webs, all from 
a respectful distance, and the view across a sweeping 
expanse of prairie, dotted with smaller rock outcroppings, 
was a photographer’s dream. That might have been 
enough excitement for one day, but Saskatchewan’s next 
big surprise was waiting at the bottom of the butte.

“Ever seen quicksand?” our guide asked. 
I’d seen it only in an old TV cartoon featuring a big 

mass of bubbling goop into which Bugs Bunny sank, 
leaving nothing but his ears poking out. This quicksand 
was anything but cartoonish. Not sand at all, but rather 
a dry, thick, black muck. It looked innocuous—until we 
probed it with a big stick. Fascinated, we watched as that 
stick was slowly sucked out of sight, and we all moved a 
few prudent steps back from the edge. 

GRASSLANDS NATIONAL PARK is divided into two 
enormous sections—the East and West Block—with each 
boasting outstanding features. One of my favourites was 
the East Block prairie dog “town.”

There, dozens of small, black-tailed prairie dogs 
had built their burrows in hard-packed dirt, creating a 
complex little community. The best way to watch and 
photograph them, we found, was to stand stock-still and 
let them scurry past, collect small bits of this and that, 
then rush madly back to their burrows. The best moments 
came when we saw the prairie dog alert system swing into 
action. It didn’t take much—an unintended scuff of a boot 
against the dry soil could make enough noise to send the 
whole colony into high alert. The prairie dog closest to the 
offending sound would stand tall and start a chattering 
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Whatever Floats Your Le Boat
JENNIFER BAIN’s Alberta-born husband barely knows how to swim  
and her kids are tethered to Wi-Fi. Will this family of fish-out-of-water  
non-boaters find sea legs on The Rideau Canal?

THIS TORONTONIAN CAN’T EXPLAIN how she 
grew up fishing and sailing around Ontario but has 
never been houseboating or given much thought to the 
Rideau Canal. Let me atone by saying my prairie-grown 
husband and urban kids have now seen loons in real 
life (and not just on golden coins). They can spot great 
blue herons standing statue-like in the shallows. They 
will splash about murky lakes even as aquatic weeds 
tickle their toes and wrap around their calves. They can 
tolerate nips from mosquitos and deer flies. They can 
convey that the canal is a UNESCO World Heritage Site 
because it’s the best-preserved example of a slackwater 
canal in North America, built using European technology 
without needing extensive excavations.

The Rideau Canal is 202 gorgeous kilometres of rivers, 
lakes, canals and locks between Ottawa and Kingston. 
There are 45 locks in 23 lockstations, plus two more 
linking Tay Canal to the Rideau. Built by the British 
as a transportation canal to protect the region from an 
American invasion, the waterway is managed by Parks 
Canada as a National Historic Site and the locks operate 
May to October. 

So how did a boatless family of non-boaters end up 
exploring this historic canal on a four-night, self-drive 
boating vacation? With help from Le Boat, a European 
company that arranges trips for avid and newbie boaters 
out of Smiths Falls—no experience or licence required. 

Le Boat, which turned 50 last year, operates Europe’s 
largest fleet of self-drive boats in nine countries like 
Scotland, Italy and France. In 2018, it arrived on the 
Rideau Canal, the oldest continually operating canal 
system in North America. Its 24 Horizon yachts 
range from two- to five-bedrooms, most with ensuite 
bathrooms.

WE MOOR AT LE BOAT’S home base the first night, 
acclimatizing to the boat and the July heatwave, and 
frolicking in a nearby swimming hole. The next morning, 
boat technician Sterling Brown provides driving lessons. 

B
Y THE TIME WE PASS THROUGH THE  
final few locks on the Rideau Canal, I’ve 
stopped making the boat lurch with jerky, 
panicked turns. I give the steering wheel a 
swift pull to the port or starboard, point the 
bow in the direction I want to go, then ease 
the wheel back until the rudder indicator 
returns to centre. I calmly count out the 

seconds until the 43-foot rental boat obeys. As we glide 
up to the lock station, my family of non-boaters springs 
to action: young son safely by my side, husband at the 
stern and daughter at the bow, ready with the ropes.

Our luxurious floating home stops along a blue line 
painted on concrete and we tie up and cut the engine to 
signal to the lockmasters that we want to pass through. 
The wooden gates are cranked open. We cast off and 
creep into the lock chamber, where we loop the ropes 
around drop cables attached to the top and bottom of 
the lock wall. The lock gates and lower sluices close and 
then the upper sluices open so the chamber can slowly 
fill with water and raise our boat. When the water level 
reaches that of the next portion of the canal, the upper 
gates are cranked open, and we release the ropes and fire 
up the engine.

“These boats are a little bit daunting because they’re 
quite large,” he allows, “but as soon as you get used 
to the boat, it becomes quite small.” Brown issues a 
“certificate of competency” after introducing me to my 
new best friends—bow and stern thrusters that kickstart 
quick manoeuvres. 

Confident boaters head south from Smiths Falls for 
complicated routes and big lakes where they can even 
sleep at mooring buoys. We meander along the easier 
route, cruising north on a narrow, winding portion of 
the canal that’s reminiscent of Europe. “People don’t 
even realize how beautiful the Rideau is,” confides Rick 
Pancham, a yacht broker we chat up along the way. 

We navigate through Old Slys lock before grilling 
steaks on the upper “fundeck” while moored at 
Edmonds lock. We wave to everyone who gathers to 
see boats “locking through” in Kilmarnock. Cruising 
through channels marked by red and green buoys, we 
notice that boaters see our “Le Boat” branded boat, know 
we’re novices and give us a wide berth.

This nervous captain is relieved these boats max out 
at 10 kilometres per hour and are fully wrapped in black 
rubber safety bumpers. The husband who can’t swim 
loves the folding bikes and the two mini fridges that we 
stock with craft beer from Perth and artisan cheese from 
Mrs. McGarrigle’s Fine Food Shop in Merrickville. The 
kids love the retractable swim ladder off the stern, the 
saloon-style kitchen and the sunbathing area. 

We never find time for movie night, Dominos or 
Cribbage, maybe because Hazel, who’s 12, sets the pace 
by saying “I can’t wait to do nothing.” She’s happy in 
Merrickville, population 3,000, with its gelato café, ice 
cream shop, fancy chip truck, butter tarts, artsy shops 
and secluded public beach. 

It’s in this picture-perfect village that I join teenagers 
in the canal after the locks close, and where seven-year-
old Charlie learns to use a flyswatter and jump off the 
dock into deep water. It’s where his distracted parents 
forget to apply sunscreen so he gets a flaming red face 
and woefully asks, “Is there any way to fix this or am I 
going to look like a burnt marshmallow forever?”

The burn is already fading into a summer tan by the 
time we moor back in Smiths Falls for the final night. 
We take a quick drive to Beveridges lockstation for a 
picnic supper with takeout pizza and pasta. In honour of 
Charlie, we throw in a canal-side marshmallow roast. •CT

FAMILY

When You Go
Le Boat (leboat.ca) is based in Smiths Falls, 
Ontario, and offers self-drive boating holidays 
on houseboat-style yachts on the Rideau Canal 
between Ottawa and Kingston. Boats sleep two 
to 12 people, with two to five bedrooms. You 
don’t need experience or a boating licence—
they provide a short training session. During 
COVID-19, nautical distancing, touchless locking 
and cashless locking/mooring fees are in effect.

Left to right: Discover the Rideau Canal with Le Boat; Beveridges Locks 
along Tay River.
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HIDE TIDE:
Hidden wonders at the  
whim of waves and weather
After carefully planning a road trip along New Brunswick’s 
Fundy Coast, COURTNEY EDGAR and her husband quickly 
realize they failed to account for the fickle demands of their 
invisible travel companions: waves and weather. 

On Saturday morning, we planned to see the beaches 
of Cape Enrage. This time, the tides permitted—but 
the weather did not. We woke to find the countryside 
cloaked in fog. As our car approached Cape Enrage, 
visibility was reduced to a metre and the fog veiled a 
moose tracing the road leading to the site’s entrance, 
causing us to take immediate pause. Not willing to risk 
a collision, we abandoned our plans. Besides, a kayaking 
excursion to St. Martins Sea Caves later that afternoon 
would afford us a beach walk. 

Luck was on our side as we passed through Saint 
John. Almost immediately, the sun began to peekaboo 
and shifting grey clouds cleared way for a blue sky. We 
shimmied from our rainy-day gear into beach clothes, 
excited to see what treasures the famous sea caves held.

During orientation, our Red Rock Adventure guides 
walked our group through the basics of paddling, teach-
ing us how to prevent our kayaks from flipping. We 
pushed off the pier, slicing through the water to skirt the 
cliffs that line the coast, stopping occasionally for factual 
tidbits of local history and geology. I strained to paddle 
through turbulent passages of vicious rapids. Twice our 
group was pulled past the caves we were supposed to 
beach at. Given the conditions, the guides deemed it too 
risky to venture any closer, fearing another attempt to 
navigate into the cave nooks might send our group of 
novice paddlers crashing into the rocks. Instead, we made 
for a nearby beach slung below towering red cliffs for a 
well-earned snack before returning to the pier.

At this point, my husband and I could no longer 
deny that a theme was emerging. We had spent weeks 
planning the details of our trip and yet, unpredictability 
pervaded it. The curveballs didn’t ruin the trip, but they 
certainly altered our course.

A
T HIGH TIDE IN THE BAY OF FUNDY,  
you peer down from the cliff and notice what 
appears to be a tiny island crowned with 
conifers. When you return at low tide, now it 
is you who is tiny, standing amid the red sand 
like a speck of sea glass beneath the enormous 
rock arch that once looked inconceivably 
small. You feel like Alice in Wonderland, 

shrunken from sipping a bottle labelled “Drink Me.” 
This isn’t magic or an optical illusion, yet New 

Brunswick’s dramatic coast has that effect. With the 
highest tides in the world, the Bay of Fundy is a fickle 
destination to travel. The ebb and flow of the ocean and 
a capricious coastal climate dictate what your itinerary 
is—or, more often, what it isn’t. I learned this recently 
when my husband and I took a 48-hour road trip 
along New Brunswick’s Fundy Coastal Drive. We were 
newcomers to the East Coast, having just relocated from 

Nunavut, and we hadn’t yet realized just how much each 
attraction, beach, town or village could differ depending 
on the whims of weather and water.

After careful consideration, we planned to bookend 
our trip at Hopewell Rocks to admire the famous 
Flowerpot Rocks during high tide, when the pillars 
appear to float atop the waves, and during low tide, 
when they are laid bare on the ocean floor and navigable 
on foot. A dragging workday and Friday afternoon 
Moncton traffic delayed our departure; it was a late start 
that would serve as a harbinger for the entire trip. 

We raced time to reach the viewpoint overlooking 
Flowerpot Rocks. Once there, we explored, snapped pic-
tures of baby squirrels and watched the sun dazzle the 
water that hugged the rock formations, which were most-
ly concealed. In the village of Alma, we relaxed into some 
craft beer cocktails at the local brewery before sleeping it 
off at a quirky, nautical-themed bed and breakfast. 

The tides have their own itinerary in New Brunswick.
Still wearing the salty spray of Cape Enrage’s waves, 

we drove to St. Andrews by-the-Sea to check into the 
Kennedy Inn. Dating back to 1881, the property was 
Canada’s first summer hotel. Decorated with antique art 
and period furniture, it certainly felt the part.

Keeping with the theme of the trip, Sunday morning 
presented us with one last course correction to negotiate. 
Our original itinerary included a visit to Minister’s 
Island, but due to—you guessed it—the tides and ferry 

schedule, we had to miss 
it to make our final visit to 
Hopewell Rocks at low tide.

ON THE WAY HOME, as the 
highway peeled away from 
the coast, I reflected on our 
Fundy road trip. As visitors, 
we were not the only ones 
at the whim of the tides. It 
had been amazing—and 
humbling—to see how the 
tides sculpted everything 
they touched. These majestic 
souvenirs of nature reminded 
me how small I am, and how 
even when we are at the 
mercy of forces far beyond our 
control, it is these little islands 
and teetering, unusual rocks 
that remind us what beauty 
truly is. Some of the greatest 
wonders in our country are 
born from and found in the 
processes of upheaval. •CT
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When You Go
CAN’T-MISS GEM: Petitcodiac River tidal bore
You’d be hard pressed to find a community of people who 
better understand the shifting nature of New Brunswick’s 
tides than the surfers who regularly ride the crest of 
the Petitcodiac River tidal bore. In 2013, professional 
surfers rode a one-metre-high swell 29 kilometres up 
the Petitcodiac River from Belliveau Village to Moncton, 
breaking a North American record for continuous surfing. 

“Surfing the Chocolate River is extremely dangerous. 
More so than any ocean wave,” says Moncton resident 
and surfing veteran Michelle Richards. “We don’t want 
people trying it for safety reasons.” 

Locals may not be encouraging of travellers surfing 
their swell, but visitors are welcome to spectate. 
According to Jillian Somers, director of events and 
tourism at the City of Moncton, viewers should find a 
seat at Bore Park 10 to 15 minutes before it’s expected 
to start. The bore occurs twice daily; times are listed at 
experiencemoncton.ca/tide-times.

Road Trip

Left to right:  
Fog obscures  
the view at  
Cape Enrage; 
Lover’s Arch,  
Hopewell Rocks.

CANADIAN TRAVELLER SUMMER/FALL 2020  | 1918  | SUMMER/FALL 2020  CANADIAN TRAVELLER



HOW TO

Travel the World 

WITHOUT 
LEAVING 
CANADA
BY ALISON KARLENE HODGINS FOR ARCHITECTURE & CULTURE…

Head to Quebec City, QC
If COVID-19 cancelled your European holiday plans, 
Old Quebec is as close as you can get without leaving 
Canada. Intimate cobblestone streets, aromatic cafés and 
cozy restaurants ooze romance and old-fashioned flair. 
Indulge in flaky butter croissants and wander through the 
castle-like Fairmont Le Château Frontenac, even if you’re 
not staying there. Visit the Plains of Abraham, the epic 
battlefield where Canada’s fate was sealed during the 
Seven Years’ War. Today, the manicured gardens evoke 
a serene escape and double as a popular destination for 
outdoor exercise. Next door is La Citadelle, which offers a 
stunning view over Quebec City from the fortress walls.

FOR SPECTACULAR NATURAL WONDERS…

Venture north to Yellowknife, NWT
While many people travel to Scandinavia to watch the 
northern lights, the night-time phenomenon can be seen 
right here in Canada. Fun fact: Yellowknife is the aurora 
capital of the world. In the chilly autumn and winter months, 
watch Granny Smith apple-green, sunflower yellow and 
watermelon pink ignite the sky in waves of diaphanous 
colour. Mother Nature paints in broad, lively strokes, 
promising you’ll never see the same design twice. The 
dazzling sky is complemented by an eerie quiet, a lively 
community, rugged wilderness and spectacular wildlife. 
Pick up recycled glass artwork made from discarded bottles 
found on the shores on Great Slave Lake at Old Town 
Glassworks, invest in an original local painting from the 
Aurora Emporium Art Gallery or snap your own souvenir 
image of the aurora borealis on a photography night tour.

TO REACH OUT & TOUCH HISTORY…

Tour Annapolis Royal, NS
Hit the road and discover the rich history of Acadia 
along the Atlantic Ocean. Port-Royal was the first 
permanent European settlement in North America 
north of St. Augustine, Florida. In 1605, it became the 
French military and administrative centre until 1749, 
when Halifax was established as the new capital. 
Control swapped between English and French 
forces seven times in 105 years. Visitors can tour 
well-preserved heritage buildings and sleep in 
creaky historic hotels. Don’t miss the Candlelight 
Graveyard Tours at Fort Anne National Historic 
Site—this spine-tingling after-dark thrill recites 
local deaths and decodes gravestones by the 
light of hand-held lanterns. To experience Acadia 
in the daylight, join the Acadian/Mi’kmaq Tours and 
learn the history of colonization, deportation and 
the recipe for a traditional Rappie Pie. Both tours are 
led by Alan Melanson and have been postponed due 
to COVID-19, so check the website for updates.

FOR BIG CITY LIGHTS…

Check into Toronto, ON
New York City is eclectic, crowded, dynamic and not a 
good place to travel to anytime soon. Find big city life, 
skyscrapers and increased safety measures in Toronto. 
Visit Kensington Market for trendy cafes, admire 
colourful street art in Graffiti Alley and sail to the Toronto 
Islands via a 10-minute ferry ride from the Harbourfront. 
When it’s hot and humid, dip into restaurants, shops and 
bars as they crack their doors: a myriad of multicultural 
places to eat and drink will delight curious travellers 
eager to dive into the city’s multifarious options. It is 
impossible not to feel like a tourist at the CN Tower, 
but the view and experience are worth it, anyways.

FOR A WILDLIFE SARAFI…

Trek to Churchill, MB
Although you won’t get the chance to spot lions, 

tigers or elephants, Canada’s north offers abundant 
opportunities to view rare wildlife. The most 
popular tours in Churchill comb the sub-Arctic 
tundra for polar bears. Fall is the best time to 
spot the massive bears, as melting ice forces 
them ashore. No wild animal viewing is ever 

guaranteed, but lynx, moose, fox and seals are 
also often seen by eagle-eyed travellers. In summer, 

thousands of majestic beluga whales fill Hudson 
Bay. Kayakers can paddle alongside the friendly mammals, 
interacting and adventuring together through the fog-coated 
waves. Birdwatching tours offer a glimpse of over 250 species 
including falcons, hawks, tundra swans and snowy owls.

T
HE PANDEMIC HAS shut borders and 
paused international travel—but that 
doesn’t mean you can’t experience the 
world. Don’t give up on your beach 
vacation or wilderness exploration 
just yet. No matter where in this big, 
beautiful country you reside, local 
culture and unique attractions abound. 

Follow all destination and health regulations, 
including requests for out-of-towners not to visit 
yet. From surfing to safaris, here’s how to travel 
the world without stamping your passport.

FOR SURF & SAND…

Visit Tofino, BC
For gnarly waves and laid-back island 
vibes, Canadian travellers should head to 
Vancouver Island’s wild west coast. This 
adventure-lover's hippie hangout features 
some of the best sunsets, storm watching and 
salty waves in the world. Surfers won’t confuse Tofino’s cold water for 
the tropics, but the swells yield incredible surf for both experts and 
beginners. Slip into a hooded wetsuit, gloves and booties and sign up 
for a morning lesson. Not about to dive into the frigid Pacific? Join 
spectators around a campfire on the long, misty, sandy beach. Come 
prepared for slick rain, wellness culture, fresh ocean air, tree-lined 
campgrounds, muddy hiking trails, craft beer imbued with kelp and 
endless tacos from the famous food truck Tacofino.

Blachford Lake Lodge

Quebec City

Harbourfront, Lake Ontario

Fort Anne
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shopshop

1. SUNDAY AFTERNOONS  
INFANT SUNFLIP HAT
Travelling with a babe? Crushable and cute, 
we love this bluesign-certified, stroller- and 
car seat-friendly chapeau. It’s rated at 50 UPF 
and offers a two-inch brim plus foldable neck 
coverage. It’s reversable to match the mood, 
stretchy to stay put and dries in a flash. Three 
colour combos; sizes up to 12 months. Find it 
at sundayafternoons.ca for $26. 

2. CHAWEL SPORT HD PONCHO
We’d never before seen a towel like this—it’s 
a changeroom, it’s a cover-up, it’s a sleeping-
bag liner… oh, and it’s also a quick-dry 
polyester towel. At 147 centimetres long (not 
including hood) and 91 centimetres wide, 
it drapes to the ankles and even has a zip-
pocket. Great for keeping car seats dry after 
a mid-trip dip. Buy at chawel.ca for $50.

3. SAUCONY FREEDOM 3
You need a comfy, lively shoe to transition 
from long drives, to brisk walks to café 
stopovers. For us, the stylish Saucony 
Freedom 3 delivers. A neutral shoe with a 
four-millimetre drop, it’s well-ventilated, 
springy (thanks to the PWRRUN midsole) 
and soft around the foot with its FORMFIT 
mesh. Find it at saucony.com for $200 (men’s 
and women’s).

4. LULULEMON NO-SHOW  
DRY SHAMPOO
Long drives mean fewer showers. No reason 
to look like it though—that’s why we love 
Lululemon’s No-Show Dry Shampoo. A non-
whitening formula works on all hair colours, 
the fresh smell is clean without being over-
powering and it comes in both regular (246 
ml) and travel (72 ml) sizes. Shop at lululemon.
com, starts at $20.

5. XPAND LACES ORIGINAL NO-TIE
We love turning our shoes into slip-ons—pas-
sengers, slide off those hot kicks!—but we 
don’t care for the look of most no-tie laces. 
Until now. Enter XPAND, a no-tie system that 
uses conventional flat laces so your shoes 
don’t look like they’re strung with a bungee. 
Find them at xpandlaces.com for $10.

6. OGGI X AVVENTURA 
OUTDOORS PUFFY  
CAMPING BLANKET
A road-trip essential! This puffy, cozy, nylon/
synthetic-fill blanket does multiple duties. 
Spread it out for a picnic-blanket. Cozy up in 
the backseat for highway snoozes. Wrap it 
around your partner for late-night stargazing. 
Shop for it at avventuraoutdoors.com; $65.

HIT THE  
LOCAL ROAD
Road-tripping is the best way to explore our Staycation Nation 
—stock up with some roadworthy essentials that’ll make your 
trip easy-breezy. We have apparel for our youngest travellers, 
picnic essentials, footwear options, swimming hole must-haves 
and even some self-care. Enjoy! BY DAVID WEBB
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BUFF.COM/CAExplore our biking styles
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DUKORAL® is a drinkable vaccine that 
may help you spend your vacation where 
you want – and not in the bathroom.

VALNEVA Canada Inc.
600-3535, Saint-Charles Blvd.
Kirkland (Montreal), Quebec  
H9H 5B9

© 2020 VALNEVA Canada Inc.
All trademarks used under license.

DUKORAL® is indicated for the prevention of and protection against cholera and diarrhea caused by 
enterotoxigenic Escherichia coli (ETEC)-producing heat-labile enterotoxin (LT) (either LT alone or both LT 
and heat-stable enterotoxin (ST) together). DUKORAL® does not treat diarrhea caused by enterotoxigenic 
E. coli once it develops. DUKORAL® will only protect against cholera and LT-producing enterotoxigenic 
E. coli (ETEC). Not everyone who gets vaccinated will be fully protected. Therefore, precautions to avoid 
contaminated food or water should be taken. Allergic reactions and side effects such as abdominal pain, 
diarrhea, fever, nausea and vomiting may occur. Rehydration measures should be taken in case of diarrhea.

Visit dukoralcanada.com
for more information. 

 �2 WEEKS BEFORE TRAVELLING

ASK YOUR HEALTHCARE 
PROFESSIONAL ABOUT TAKING

STUCK INSIDE, FUN DENIED

IN THE SUN AND HAVIN’ FUN
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