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Where Have All the 

Pretty Colored Houses Gone?

Introduction.  I retired from the US Air Force in January of 2003. At the time I had over forty years in natural resources such as pest management, grounds maintenance, bird strike prevention, and urban forestry.  Checking frequent flyer miles I had accumulated I found I had about 10 trips on five airlines that had to be used by 2006.  

I had been stationed at Argentia, Newfoundland, so for one trip maybe I could revisit Newfoundland?  My wife said, “Go”, so I did.   I always take notes and write a “trip report”.  The report on Nova Scotia and Newfoundland follows.

In the beginning.  I was in the barracks on Pensacola Naval Air Station in Pensacola, Florida, during March of 1960 when one of the guys said I had orders for Argentina.  Wow!  I didn’t know the Navy had anything in South America so I hurried over to the personnel office.

My orders were actually to Naval Air Station Argentia, Newfoundland.  I asked where Argentia was and somebody thought it was off the Atlantic coast of Canada.  I also had orders for a six-week school in Willie Victor systems at Patuxant River Naval Air Station in Maryland on the way to Argentia.


I was an aviation electronics technician and had been in the Navy a little over a year.  I had only been out of Texas twice.  I had no idea what a Willie Victor was or where Maryland was much less Argentia.  An evening in the base library helped a lot.  The encyclopedia showed me where Maryland and Newfoundland were but not much detail.  There was nothing about either specific place.  I learned that the Willie Victor was an early warning radar version of the three-tailed commercial airliner called the Constellation.  The Navy called it the WV2 Warning Star.

The first trip.  A shipmate and I drove my car home to San Antonio, Texas, for two weeks leave.  Then we drove across Louisiana, Mississippi, Alabama and Georgia to Naval Air Station at Brunswick, Georgia, where I dropped him off.  I got on US highway 1 and drove north through Savannah, across the Carolinas and Virginia to Patuxant River southeast of Washington, D.C..

The school was a cram course in operation and repair of the APS-20 search radar, the APS-45 height finder radar, ECM equipment, radar consoles, and the other electronic and electrical equipment on the plane.  I still learned almost nothing about what I would be doing at Argentia.  The American Automobile Association provided a map of how to get to Argentia by road and ferry.

In mid-May I was back on US 1 for a ten-day drive to Argentia - Baltimore, Philadelphia, Newark, New York City, Boston, up through Maine to Calais.  I crossed into New Brunswick and drove along the coast to Saint John and the reversing falls, then inland to Moncton.  I crossed into Nova Scotia near Amherst and drove onward to Truro, New Glasgow, Antigonish, and Mulgrave to North Sydney and the ferry to Port-aux-Basque.  I remember passing the tidal bore near Truro and the Reversing Falls near Saint John.  The provinces were called the Maritime Provinces.

The ferry left in the evening and arrived at Port-aux-Basques as the sun was rising.  I was really impressed with the colored houses along the green flat top coast – red, yellow, green and blue.  

I drove off the ferry and headed for Argentia along the Trans-Canada Highway.  After a couple miles I was surprised when the highway changed into a dirt road.  Someone forgot to mention that only a few miles of black top were available in all of Newfoundland.  Dirt road changed to single lane in places and forded creeks instead of crossing bridges.  I was told later that the road was not really open for traffic yet from the spring thaw.  This was late May.

It was supposed to take about 18 hours to drive from Port-aux-Basque to St Johns.  After 14 hours of driving I was a little over half way there.  I dozed off near Glenwood and ran off the road.  A logging truck driver helped me back on the road.  I continued on a few miles and stopped for the rest of the night under red wool blankets at the Canadian Air Force Base at Gander.  Next morning I got directions and arrived at Argentia in mid-afternoon.

I remember dirt road, lots of rocks, almost no traffic, stunted forest, numerous small villages, several fantastic seascapes, and a lot of good people but all this was over 40 years ago.

Argentia 1960.  As an impressionable 22 year-old E-4 for my first 90 days on base I was assigned to the base police.  This was very educational and beat the Dickens out of being assigned to the mess hall or barracks Master-at-Arms force.  I got to know the base and a number of Bosons Mates and Gunners Mates, the tugboat crews and many Marines that I would probably not have met otherwise.  We worked 24 hours then had 48 hours off.   One of the guys had a girl friend so  we would trade shifts and work 48 hours on to get fives days off.  I spent much of this time off at a cabin at Placentia Junction on the railroad seven miles from the closest road.  Details I remember about staying at the cabin include fresh trout for breakfast cooked on a wood stove and the English soap opera called Crabtree Corners. 

After the base police I was assigned to the electronics shop and to an aircrew.  We worked five days on and changed the shift every week.  My crew had training classes and flew a 12-14 hour flight about twice a week.  We stopped over night Lajas Air Base in the Azores about once a month for standby incase of bad weather at Argentia.  When the BMEWS radar came on-line we began flying deployments to Keflavik Air Base, Iceland, just before I left in the fall of 1961.

The pavement ended at the base’s main gate.  On weekends we drove about two hours of rough road into St Johns.  We sometimes went to a dance hall at Collinet or Whitborne, or the bar over the water in Placentia.  There was an abandoned silver mine on base that we found by accident.  We fished in the water supply reservoir in the summer and fall and skated there in the winter.  We caught Capelins (Mallotus villosus) along the beach in June in “Capelin weather” that marks the beginning of summer.  We picked bakeapples (Rubus chamaemorus) and strawberries (Fragaria sp.) in the summer and blueberries (Vaccinium angustifolium) and cranberries (Vaccinium vitis-idaea) in the fall.  

I rented a 21-foot fishing boat with an old Atlantic 2-cycle engine for three months and jigged cod and dogfish sharks or looked at Minke whales.

I met Mike Nolan who was the gamekeeper on the Salmonier line and went fishing and hunting with him.  The sealing fleet was still operating.  Cod was plentiful to be jigged and dried.  

Squid were jigged for bait and food.  A new freezer plant had just been built in Holyrood that froze squid, tuna and blueberries.  

But, again, this was over 40 years ago.

The Return Trip.  Continental was only airline with which I had frequent flyer miles that came anywhere close to Newfoundland. I booked a flight to Halifax and reserved a rental car for 11 September.  I had not been to Nova Scotia or Newfoundland since 1961 except for refueling stops at Gander or Goose Bay.  Maps showed new roads and parks and there were a lot of places I had never visited.  I planned a three-week tour with a return from Halifax on 5 October.  Computer searches found a lot of information.  I even booked rooms for the trip and received my e-ticket on the computer.
References included Some Newfoundland Vernacular Plant Names and A Checklist of the Vascular Plants of the Province of Newfoundland by Ernest Rouleau published in 1956, The Plants of Prince Edward Island by David Erskine, Wild Flowers of Newfoundland by Bill and June Titford, Traveling with Wildflowers by Phyllis Hammond, Richard Preston’s North American Trees, Plants of the Western Boreal Forest and Aspen Parkland by Kershaw and Pojar, Peterson’s Field Guide to the Birds, Birds of Newfoundland by Burleigh and Peters, bird checklists of Terra Nova National Park and the Codroy Valley, The Butterflies of North America by James Scott, Marine Life of Terra Nova National Park, Michael Collins’ Life on the Newfoundland Seashore, and the Compendium of Seashells and Compendium of Land Snails by Abbott and Dance.   

Day 1, 11 Sep 2003.  September 11 finally arrived.  Two years previously the terrorist had hit New York and Washington, and some people were afraid to fly on this date.  My wife dropped me at the airport at 0700 for my 0855 flight.  There were no passengers at the Continental counter so check-in was quick.  I removed my film and took the bags to the x-ray machines.  They checked the bags and replaced the film.  There was a single line into the metal detectors but there were three detectors so this went fast.  I removed my shoes and ran them through the machine before going through the detector.  They found my metal hip so I got a pat down.  I was at the gate by 0720.  

The sun tried to come up but was beaten down by the low clouds.  This was Gulf moisture overrun by a front.  The MD80 was off the ground five minutes early.  We were out of the wet stuff shortly and could see high stratus clouds with a few thunderheads beginning to build.  After a few bumps we arrived in Houston five minutes early.

The gate for the leg was a half-mile walk then I read until boarding time.  Then we sat on the taxiway for almost an hour waiting in a long line for the 777-200 to takeoff for this 2200 km leg to Newark.  The air controllers had increased takeoff intervals to one minute instead of 30 seconds.

Some cumulus thunderheads were building.  We passed the stratus layer at 18,000 feet heading SE to Ellington.  We turned east along the Gulf then inland to Baton Rouge and north of Mobile passing over the cirrus layer at 33,000 feet. The pilot angled a little to the north to Montgomery, LaGrange, Winston Salem, east of Washington DC, over Annapolis, Wilmington and into Newark.  There was a couple minutes of clear air turbulence over Washington.  All the hot air from the new session of Congress, I guess.

We landed smoothly.  At 1700 we began boarding the 727 for the 600 mile ride to Halifax and were off the ground on time.  Take off was to the south with a turn to the north.  There was a large port complex and several bridges.  A blue-green Statue of Liberty stood out in the bay.  Up the river was New York City with Central Park and lots of buildings.  

Thirty years previously when I had flown into Philadelphia, you could not see the city through the brown cloud but could smell the pollution as soon as the plane depressurized.  That was the week the city changed from high sulfur soft coal to a low sulfur hard coal and there was an immediate change in air quality.  This time it was hazy but you could see New York City.  I have wasted a lot of film shooting bad pictures of hazy cities.  

We quickly climbed above the cloud layer, the remains of Hurricane Henri.  The sun set with the eastern horizon a pink glow.  This was the night after the Harvest moon and Mars was up and shining two hours ahead of the moon.  After an hour the clouds disappeared.  Dark masses of islands in the Bay of Fundy appeared breaking up gray water reflecting the full moon.  Soon there were scattered lights followed by the lights of Halifax/Dartmouth. 

The new airport was about 25 km NW of town.  Last time I was in Halifax the airport was literally downtown.  Immigration and customs were nothing.  I got my bags, picked up my rental car, a gray Chrysler Sebring, and headed for Halifax.  There was a lot of black between the airport and town.

I found the general area of Dartmouth where the Block House Bed and Breakfast was located but it took a couple turns around the area to find the address.  Almost everything was closed so no money exchange or supper.

The B&B had two rental rooms each with hardwood floors and maple colonial furnishings.  A shared bath was down the hall.  There was also a sitting room with TV and phone.  The hosts provided tea and muffins.  I wrote up my notes before crawling under the feather comforter.  

So ends day one.

Day 2, 12 Sep 2003.   I woke up several times from the three-hour time change and finally got up at 0600.  Temp was 15C or about 62F.  My bags needed to be reorganized to find things more easily.  When this was finished I went down for breakfast about 0730.  After breakfast I called every publisher in the yellow pages and found no one who did poetry or regional histories.  They considered poetry as fiction and said they could not publish me anyway since I was not Canadian. 

I left about 0930 to find a bank.  The exchange rate was $1.433 Canadian for a US dollar.  I wandered on down the hill to ferry landing to cross to Halifax.  The senior fare was $1.25 each way.  The ferry ran every half hour and took 20 minutes for the trip.  Quiet water on a clear day.  Navy ships.  Freighters.  Cruise ship.  Large suspension bridge.  Nice scenic ride.

Shops in several malls along the waterfront had all the tourist stuff.  One shop of particular interest sold flower pictures with the real flowers, which they laminated in UV resistant plastic and mounted on a glass cover.

I went inland up Prince Street to Barrington Street and turned roughly south.  Old buildings dating to the late 1800s were mixed with new high-rise office buildings.  Young maples were just beginning to change color.  Several antique shops and half a dozen bookstores were located along this street.  

The sidewalks contained a path of bricks about two feet wide stretching between the streetlights for easy utility access.  The streets were clean.  No signs of homeless people although there were street artists, tarot readers and musicians.  

Many of the power poles and lampposts were plastered with theatre bills advertising current club acts and other activities.  Looked like an active arts community.

The tourist information center provided a map of the province and brochures on what to see along the coast.

Turning up Spring Garden Road I passed St. Paul’s cemetery, the courthouse, DAL Technical school, and the public library.  I reached Spring Garden Place mall but was disappointed by the lack of variety in the businesses.

Back along Barrington I found the art museum.  They have a shop that sells and rents art works as well as a museum store.  One exhibit was of Maud Lewis primitive art.  There was also a collection of Inuit and native art, Halifax area art and works by Nova Scotian painters.  I had lunch at the museum about 1400 – a salmon crepe, tea and a piece of chocolate mousse torte that was almost good enough to eat.

Back at the waterfront I sat in the afternoon sun and watched the activity in the harbor and the gulls in the bay.  Ring-bill and Herring Gulls rested on the water while pigeons and starlings patrolled the sidewalks.

Local vegetation included Linden trees (Tilia vulgaris) and Plane trees (Platanus occidentalis), maples mostly red (Acer rubrum), plantain (Plantago major), Prostrate Knotweed (Ploygonum aviculare), red clover (Trifolium pratense), white clover (Trifolium repens), Oxalis (Oxalis sp), Yarrow (Achillea millefolium), Goldenrod (Solidago puberula), Black Knapweed (Centaurea nigra) and Joe-Pye Weed (Eupatorium maculatum).  There were several giant white hydrangea tall as a house that were tinged with pink from recent frosts.  Casual observations indicated the urban forest was pretty much mature trees in the same age class.  Streets, curbs and sidewalks had been installed requiring the tree roots being pruned and constraining the root ball.  I also noticed the pruning for electrical line clearance was behind schedule.

I took the ferry back to Dartmouth at 1630, returned to my room and dozed in front of the TV.

Day 3, 13 Sep 2003.  I was up about 0600 and packed up.  Everything had been mixed to get two bags weighing no more than 50 lbs each.

I went down for breakfast at 0730.  French toast and tea.  We discussed President Bush’s war budget and my poetry.  I paid the bill, loaded the bags, visited the yard sale next door (thankfully I was not terribly tempted) and left headed for highway 4 down the coast. A roadkill porcupine was on the road shoulder.

The road went through the woods with occasional ponds many of which were coves off the Atlantic Ocean.    There were lots of yard sales along the highway but mostly kids clothing.  All of the Ostrich Fern (Matteuccia struthiopteris) along the road was frost-burned.  

First stop was at Clam Harbor Park.  From the parking lot the trail led through scrub hazel, maple and spruce mixed with purple aster, yellow daisy and goldenrod to the beach backed with Spartina.   The mud beach was strewn with Bladder Wrack (Fucus vesiculosus) and other seaweed from rocky bottoms.  There were shells of Rock Crabs (Cancer irroratus) and broken Soft Shelled Clam shells (Mya arenaria).  A flock of Semipalmated Plovers (Charadrius semipalmatus)  were feeding for the long migration flight.

I stopped at an antique store only to find it had wholesaled the inventory and gone out of business.

There were white butterflies, the Sharp-Veined White (Pieris napi), about an inch long with a black border over the spartina and other roadside vegetation. 

As I crossed one of the bridges I saw a Bald Eagle (Haliaeetus

 leucocephalus) sitting on a sand bar.  Three hen ring-necked pheasants (Phasianus colchicus) crossed the road and one flew into my car.

Other stops along the road to look at vegetation found Lupine (Lupinus polyphylus) leaves, Evening Primrose (Oenothera parviflora), a small clover, lots of raspberry plants (Rubus Idaeus) and Northeastern Rose (Rosa nitida).

Near Harrigan Cove I stopped to look at a rocky beach.  Besides lots of Bladder Wrack (Fucus fascicule’s) and Spiral Wrack (Fucus spiralis), there were dead shells of Blue Mussels (Mytilus edulis), soft clams (Mya arenaria) and Dogwhelk (Thais lapillus).  I turned over a big piece of plywood and found a lot of black earwigs that quickly disappeared into the sand.  Above high tide were dead plants that looked like pokeweed and very healthy Red Raspberry and Goldenrod (Solidago sp.)  A Belted Kingfisher (Megaceryle alcyon) flew over.

Another roadkill, a poor old porcupine.

I stopped at Sherbrook for a break and directions.  I decided to continue up highway 4 to Antigonish instead of going around to Ft. Louisbourg.  The road ran inland across the peninsula through the woods much like the roads to Ft McMurray and around Lake Winnipeg except the roadway was only 30 meters wide instead of over the hundred meters to provide a fire break in Alberta.  

About 20km out of Antigonis the soil changed and farming replaced the woods.  Truck crops. Hay. Dairy.  I stopped and bought some tomatoes, plums and apples.

I hooked up with the TCH in Antigonis and was in at my motel in Port Hastings on Cape Bretton Island about 1800.  The TCH crossed the Canso Causeway on a riprap dike except for the bridge across the Canso Canal.  The canal appeared to be a man-made cut to link the Gulf of St. Lawrence to the head of the Strait of Canso and cutting Cape Bretton off from the mainland.

The backyard of the motel looked over the Strait.  Turf was a Bluegrass mixed with all the east coast spring weeds such as three kinds of clover, purple New York Aster (Aster novae-belgii), Selfheal (Prunella vulgaris), Yarrow, Crown Vetch (Coronilla varia).

Day 4, 14 Sep 03.  I walked around the backyard of the motel and found some raspberries and wild apple and crabapple trees.  The raspberries were good but the apple and crabapple were small, mealy and tasteless.  Several White-Throated Sparrows (Zonotrichia albicollis) and a Black-poll Warbler (Dendroica striata) played around in the fruit trees.

The day’s road was Highway 19 north along St. Georges Bay then NNE along the Gulf of St. Lawrence.  A stop at a day park found Bunchberry (Cornus canidensis) and a squirrel.  Roadside ditches were filled with cattails (Typha latifolia). 

I took the Shore Road and stopped along the beach road near Maryville.  Soft clams, razor clams (Ensis directus), Blue Mussels and Smooth Periwinkles (Littorina obtusata) were found.  The water was clear and the rocks were covered with small Northern Rock Barnacles (Semibalanus balanoides) and Common Periwinkles (Littorina littorea).  Introduced alfalfa (Medicago sativa), butter-and-eggs (Linaria vulgaris), Queen Anne’s Lace (Daucas carota), and Cow Vetch (Vicia cracca) grew along the roadside.  There was a harvest anthill at roadside.  

Gas at Mabou was $0.84/liter.  That’s over $3.00 a gallon US.

A pair of young raccoons who had been hit lay in the highway.

A stop at Inverness Harbor found lots of crab and lobster pots and a beach of tan sand and mixed small stones of shale, granite, sandstone and conglomerate.  There were few shells.

I stopped at a craft shop.  The shop had nothing of particular interest but the Bluegrass turf had east coast spring weeds such as red clover, Common Chickweed (Stellaria media), Fall Dandelion (Leontodon autmnalis), plantain (Plantago sp.) and Pearly Everlasting (Anaphalis margaritacea).

I decided to go across to Baddeck then down the TCH to North Sydney instead of going around Cape Breton Highlands National Park.  Individual red maples were bright red.  A few oaks were scarlet.  Aspen were bright yellow.

Baddeck was the retirement home of Alexander Graham Bell and became a tourist attraction.


In North Sydney I stopped at a gas station for directions and finally found the motel.  I thought it was because on no business but Nova Scotia has closed almost everything on Sunday.  Only the gas station and two restaurants were open.

Day 5, 15 Sep 2003.  I left the motel at 0300 for the ferry.  It only took about 15 minutes to drive to the ferry gate.  The fare was $182.75 Canadian with senior discount.  I got in line with trucks, campers, and a bus to wait for loading.  About 0430 the ferry docked and the vehicles off-loaded.  At 0515 we began to drive on board.  I parked and went to the lounge on deck 5.  Since the trip was mostly in daylight I did not get a cabin or sleeper dorm.  I used the 14-hour trip to socialize and see the sea.

We left at 0600 on the dot. The trip began with a safety briefing.

There was no sunrise.  A fog bank on the eastern horizon turned pink and the sun appeared full grown about a hour up.  There was a light breeze and a long, low swell and a light chop sculpted the sea.   The sea was a dark gray-green with clumps of seaweed.  The smoke plume of a tanker in the distance bent horizontal showing a low inversion layer.  

There were few birds on the trip.  A few gulls.  A Sooty Shearwater (Puffinus griseus).  Small groups of Leach’s Petrel (Oceanodroma leucorhoa) that swam or flew weakly.  Gannets (Morus bassanus) began to appear as we approached St. Pierre.  

Sea Pigeons

Tiptoeing on the surface

On the trough between the waves

Scaring up fish

***

I saw two Humpback Whales.  One was sounding with a wave of the tail and one broached near the ship.  The distinctive spray pattern of five Finned Whales appeared.  Several Minke or Pothead Whales broached in the distance.  We also passed a small pod of White Beaked Porpoise that broached individually and then all seven jumped at once.

A tanker and several trawlers passed in the distance.  We passed floats of crab traps on the banks.  Smaller coastal fishing boats appeared as we approached St Pierre.  We were in French territorial water, and we passed close to St Pierre about 1500.  

About 1600 hills of the Avalon Peninsula appeared.  We docked about 2030.  A chop appeared about an hour before docking as we neared the harbor.  Locals call this the Argentia tide.

Somehow I missed the tourist information office on the way to Placentia.  It took several stops with roughly the same instructions to find the Harold Hotel.  It was “down the road a piece on the Main road”.  If this looks like it lacks a frame of reference you are correct.  I checked in and got a Bluestar beer and crashed.

Day 6, 16 Sep 2003.  I worked on the computer and finally left at 0900.   I found the Visitor Information office.  It had displays of the history of the military at Argentia.  The attendant was moderately helpful by providing a map of the new Argentia Backland Park but there were no maps of the old base.  

I drove around the old base property and found most of the buildings gone and the sites being remediated.  Even the Miami hangar and the barracks were gone and the runways abandoned.  Lots of digging and rock hauling.  There was a sign commemorating the Marine barracks.  The ferry dock and a separate commercial dock facility in operation and a copper smelting facility was being built to refine copper ore from Labrador.

My first Backland walk was to Argentia Pond that once provided water for the base.  I had camped out there one night in October and it was cold enough to freeze my canteen solid.  The road was through Spruce trees and lined with many of the introduced weeds.  The trail intersected another trail to a couple overlooks.  Moss (Selaginella Selaginoides) covered the ground.  Bunchberries or Crackerberry, creeping snowberry (Gaultheria hispidula), Chrysanthemum (Chrysanthemum leucanthemum), Mouse-Ear Chickweed (Cerastium vulgatum), a few Shrubby Cinquefoil (Potentilla fruticosa), strawberry (Fragaria virginiana) and Small Flowered Evening Primrose (Oenothera parviflora) and Common Anemones (Ranunculus acris), goldenrod grew along the trail.  The gray-green lichen, Powdery Beard (Usnea sp.), hung from the branches like Spanish moss.  Gray crustose lichens grew on the tree trunks.  Bog vegetation included spikerushes (Eleocharis sp.), sedges (Carex sp.), both species of iris [Blue Flag (Iris versicolor) and Hooker’s Iris (I. Hookeri)] and Canadian Bottlebrush (Sanguisorba Canadensis).  A one inch tan butterfly with a dark pattern across the front of all wings hovered in the trails and sat with wings flat. This was the Hemlock Looper (Lambdina fiscellaria).  A 1.5-inch caterpillar of the Hemlock looper hung by a thread, tan with a black diamond pattern.  Mushrooms included a thin red one; a large flat topped one, a white vase-shape Clavellia and an orange 3” dome with white/yellow spots Fly Agarica (Aminita muscaria).  Snail or slug tracks were on rocks across the trail.   .

I drove to Silver Mine Road.  The road was the old road to the munitions area with all the bunkers.  I did not find the silver mine this time but drove past the site of a nickel smelter.  I wonder if anyone looked for uranium in the mine area.  The mine produced more lead and nickel than silver.  Lead/silver is often associated with uranium, and uranium is often associated with radon, which may be present in basements and houses.   

At the top of the road was a blueberry barren with blueberries, what we used to call Reindeer Moss now called Caribou lichen (Cladina stellaris), heather (Calluna vulgaris), and Black Crowberry (Empetrum nigrum).

I left the old base and drove to Fox Harbor.  The road was paved but it still had really steep hills.  I stopped and talked to some fishermen who had just got in and were tending their nets.  They gave me half an Iceland Cockle (Clinocardium cillatrum) and starfish and found some large Deep Sea Scallop shells (Placopecten magellanicus). 

The road used to stop at Fox Harbor but now continued to Ship Harbor and on to the site of the signing of the North Atlantic Charter by Roosevelt and Churchill in 1942.  The Treaty park site was about 5km on east of Ship Harbor.  The beach was a steep gravel/cobble slope about twenty feet high.  There were broken mussel shells and some periwinkles and green urchins (Stronglycentrotus droebachiensis) with a bite out of the side.  This indicated feeding by seals.

I returned to the hotel and went out to find cod tongues for super.


The temperatures have been unusually high in the upper 20s (80s F).  Everyone was waiting for cooler weather.  Lows have been in the teens.  Yesterday several schools closed when the temperatures hit 30°C (86°F) and kids were complaining and getting sick.  Gander had a record high of 27°C (80°F).

Day 6, 16 Sep 2003.  I worked on the computer and finally left at 0900.  

The visitor bureau was moderately helpful providing a map of the Argentia Backland Park but there were no maps of the old base.  I drove around the base and found most of the buildings gone and the sites being remediated.  Lots of digging and rock hauling.  There was a sign commemorating the Marine barracks.

The first Backland walk was to Argentia Pond that once provided water for the base.  I had camped out there one night in October and it was cold enough to freeze my canteen solid.  The road was through Spruce with many of the introduced weeds.  The trail led to another trail to an overlook.  Mosses (Selaginella Selaginoides) covered the ground with Bunchberries or Crackerberry, creeping snowberry (Gaultheria hispidula), Chrysanthemum (Chrysanthemum leucanthemum), Mouse-Ear Chickweed (Cerastium vulgatum), a few Shrubby Cinquefoil (Potentilla fruticosa), strawberry (Fragaria virginiana) and Small Flowered Evening Primrose (Oenothera parviflora) and Common Anemones (Ranunculus acris), goldenrod.  Gray green lichens, Powdery Beard (Usnea sp.), hung from the branches like Spanish moss.  Gray crustose lichens grew on the tree trunks.  Bog vegetation included spikerushes (Eleocharis sp.), sedges (Carex Sp.), both species of iris [Blue Flag (Iris versicolor) and Hooker’s Iris (I. Hookeri)] and Canadian Bottlebrush (Sanguisorba Canadensis).  A one inch tan butterfly with a dark pattern across the front of all wings hovered in the trails and sat with wings flat. This was the Hemlock Looper (Lambdina fiscellaria).  Mushrooms included a thin red one; a large flat topped one, a white vase-shape, and an orange 3” dome with white/yellow spots, Fly Agarica (Aminita muscaria).  Snail or slug tracks were on rocks across the trail.   A 1.5-inch caterpillar of the Hemlock looper hung by a thread, tan with a black diamond pattern.

I drove to Silver Mine Road.  The road was the old road to the munitions area with all the bunkers.  I did not find the silver mine this time.  I wonder if anyone looked for uranium in the mine area.  The mine apparently produced more lead and nickel than silver.  Lead/silver is often associated with uranium, and uranium is often associated with radon, which may be present in basements and houses.   

At the top of the road was a blueberry barren with blueberries, northern reindeer moss or Caribou lichen (Cladina stellaris), and heather (Calluna vulgaris), Black Crowberry (Empetrum nigrum).

I left the old base and drove to Fox Harbor.  The road was paved but it still had really steep hills.  I talked to some fishermen tending nets and got some large Deep Sea Scallop shells (Placopecten magellanicus) and half an Iceland Cockle (Clinocardium cillatrum ).

The road used to stop here but now continued to Ship Harbor and the site of the signing of the North Atlantic Charter by Roosevelt and Churchill in 1942.  The Treaty park site was about 5km east of Ship Harbor.  The beach was a steep gravel/cobble slope about twenty feet high.  There were broken mussel shells and some periwinkles and green urchins (Stronglycentrotus droebachiensis) with a bite out of the side.  This indicated feeding by seals.

Back at Placentia I visited Castle Hill, a 17th century fort built by the French.  It has been restored as a National Historic Site complete with canons and a nice museum.  When I climbed the hill in 1960 there was nothing but a steep hill with some fallen rockwork walls and several canons rusting in the grass.  There was an attempt to “Borrow” some of the guns for the Officers Club but some of the Placentia citizens objected.

I returned to the hotel and got cod tongues for super.

The high temperatures have been unusually high in the upper 20s (80s F).  Everyone is waiting for cooler weather.  Lows have been in the teens.  Yesterday several schools closed when the temperatures hit 30C (86F) and kids were complaining and getting sick.  Gander had a record high of 27C (80F).

Day 7, 17 Sep 2003.  The morning was foggy at 11C.  I headed roughly south along Hwy 100 to Cape St. Mary’s.  I stopped along the beach to look for shells and plants. Small horsetails (Equisetum arvense) and a creeping plant, Spearwort (Ranuncuus flammula), grew at the water’s edge.  

The roadside was lined with Japanese Knotweed (Polygonum cuspidatum) and a white wooden fence for cattle and sheep.  Fences were required in the mid 1980’s to keep livestock off the roads.  Forty years ago there were a few sheep and cows but plenty of horses.  The horses seem to have vanished.

A few older houses were painted in bright colors.  Most of the new ones look like beached icebergs covered in white vinyl siding with colored trim.  The siding contains insulation and has an advertised advantage of needing no painting for 20 years. The color is counterproductive since it reflects heat and negates solar heating.  The vinyl also changes color and cracks over time.  The change from colored houses has changed the basic looks of the communities and the ambiance of the island.

The same goes for the boats.  One of the winter occupations for a fisherman was building a new boat of wood and installing the 50-year-old Atlantic 2-cycle engine.  Forty years ago I suggested to a village priest that the wooden boats could be covered with fiberglass but he thought this would destroy the culture and the poor fisherman would just stay drunk.  So now there are fiberglass boats many of which are made off island and new outboards that don’t last for fifty years.  And today’s fishermen drink less than their fathers.

I stopped in Ship Cove looking for Norm Tobin but could find no one.  He was strong into environmental work.

I stopped at St Brides for a snack and information.  The old folks from Angels Cove were long gone.  Their kids were around but I had never met them.

 A pair of White-throated Sparrows was in a native rose bush.

 Outside of St Brides began blueberry barrens.  The road to the Cape St Mary’s Ecological Reserve ran 13 km through the barrens.  Along the roadside were Pearly Everlasting, goldenrod and yarrow and bloomed out Fireweed (Epilobium angustifolium).  The barrens were covered with the caribou lichen, true mosses, cotton grass, blueberries flags and several species of little wildflowers.  Ancient ridges or glacial berms supported hazel (Corylus cornuta), birch (Betula papyifera), and small conifers.

The Reserve visitor center was outstanding.  The dioramas and other displays were well done.  The personnel were knowledgeable and helpful.

It was about noon, and the fog was not lifting so I went to see the birds anyway.  A half-mile walk led to Bird Rock with hundreds of Gannets and their young.  You could hear the gabbling Gannets and smell the chicken house odor before you arrived.  Remarkable.  You can sit just a few feet away and watch them closely.  I found a Lady Tresses (Habenaria lacera) orchid on the way back to the Center.

On the way back to the highway a Merlin (Falco columbarius) with its white rump was coasting over the barrens looking for lunch.

Out by Cape St Mary’s

Out on the barren

Soaring over

Blueberries and Blue Flags

Partridgeberries and crowberries

Caribou lichens and mosses

A Merlin with a white rump

Stops and hovers

Folds its wings

And drops on lunch.

***

I left about 1400 heading up Rte 92 to North Harbor and Colinet.  It was roughly 75 km down a wooded ridge overlooking miles of barrens.  While the dominant roadside weed group along Rte 100 was hazel, goldenrod and purple aster the dominant species along Rte 92 was Pearly Everlasting (Anaphalis margaritacea). A squirrel dashed across the road and a Robin burst out of the alders.

I passed through Colinet and stopped at Salmonier.  I found that Mike Nolan died last year and his wife several years before.  Mike was largely responsible for me getting into wildlife and ecology.  We hunted Ptarmigan (Lagopus lagopus), fished and watched after his caribou and fish weirs.  I traded cigarettes to his wife for fresh bread.  

Highways 90 and 10 took me to St. Mary’s, across the levees to Trepassey, past the archeological site near Ferryland, and up the coast to Witless Bay and Bay Bulls.  Highway Rte 3 took me around Petty Harbor and Cape Spear into Mount Pearl and St John’s.  

Once in downtown St John’s it took several trips around the block to find the B&B on Duckworth Street.  I checked in and went out for supper.  Fish and chips.

A cruise ship was in and there were more people on the streets than I had seen in St John’s the 18 months I was here.  There were a few new buildings but many of the old structures were still standing.  The businesses have changed.

Day 8, 18 Sep 2003.  During breakfast I found some fellow guests were playing in a Canada-wide golf tournament or running a marathon.  I was not into golf and not remembered any golf courses but the course at St John’s was over 100 years old.  Newfoundland was in the international sports circuit.

After breakfast I went walking down Water Street to find the Downhomer magazine office.  I stopped in several shops along the way looking at local art and souvenirs.  One of the biggest changes in the past ten years was the absence of fish flakes for drying cod from the village scenes, along with the presence of fiberglass boats with outboards, and the presence of white houses.  Not old Newfoundland.

One of the editors of the Downhomer indicated they might be publishing in the next 18 months but for now they were a magazine only.  Another editor said he would be happy to consider the information I developed on Newfoundland.

I wandered around some more and found where Marty’s deli had been was located.  This was a favorite hangout in 1960.  It was now a furniture store.  The boarding houses were long gone under the freeway and a couple hotels.  Gone were the families that had lived dockside off of Water Street.  No one would have gone to the areas where the cruise ships now dock.  That was where the French and Portuguese long liners docked.

 St. John’s Houses

The houses along Gower Street

Red, yellow, green and brown

Show the historic character 

Of this 500-year-old town

***

I returned to my room about 1100 to make some phone calls.  The health department said Newfoundland had been named as the most overweight of the provinces with 59% of the adults and 36% of the kids overweight.  Type 2 diabetes was getting to be a problem, particularly the juvenile kind, with 6% of the population being diabetic.  Recent research had shown that the earlier children get off breast-feeding and on to cereal-based foods the higher the potential for Type 1 diabetes.  Social changes may result in physiological responses. 

I talked to Mines and Energy about the silver mine at Argentia and power generation for the island.  The Argentia mine was mostly lead but this raises a question since there is a sign on the Back Country trail at Argentia that names a nickel smelter and a potential for radon.  Most of the power was hydroelectric for Newfoundland and Labrador with one small oil-fired plant.

The Department of Agriculture had recently moved to Cornerbrook leaving a skeleton crew in St John’s.  I asked about tree farms and was told the paper companies were doing some planting.  There was no Master Gardener program in Newfoundland.  I asked about Christmas tree farming and bee keeping.  There was a growing Christmas tree industry.  I asked about the renting of Christmas trees that was done in St John’s in the early 1960s but no one had heard of this recently.  The Parks Department raised and rented potted Christmas trees for a couple weeks over Christmas.  Bee keeping formerly consisted of replacement of the colonies every year.  Two major bee diseases resulted in a prohibition on importing bees, so some effort to feed the bees over the winter had become necessary.  Dairy farming had grown to 42 producers.   They provided 95% of the milk used on Island valued at almost $30 million.    Beef production was only about 2% of the demand.  Sheep production provided about 15% of the domestic lamb and mutton market.  There were 11 registered egg producers with about 350,000 laying hens.  Chicken producers raised over 9 million chickens a year.  Greenhouse vegetables amounted to about $9 million.  Field-raised vegetable production was about 1800 acres worth about $4 million.

Fisheries and forestry people had moved to Cornerbrook and were not available. 

I walked out to Churchill Square near Memorial University to visit the Barrington bookstore.  No poetry is planned for the next few weeks.  Most of the students visible in Churchill Square area were co-eds in groups of two to six.  None of these appeared to cruise Water Street like 40 years before looking for a GI like the 40,000 girls who did marry servicemen since 1940.

There was a Laundromat a few blocks from the B&B.  I got a sack with a week’s clothes in by noon and they were ready by 1500.  Twelve dollars.

The Hubleys owned a plumbing shop up the street.  I asked about Clary Hubley whom I had known.  His nephew told me that Clary had died two years before of Parkinson’s and cancer.

The host at the B&B recommended supper at Chuckys.  It was about three blocks mostly downhill.  I had chowder and a seal flipper pie.  The pie was much better than my last go around with flippers.  It still had a strong taste similar to kidney pie with a few flat bones.  Moose and caribou were on the menu along with cod and halibut.  

Fish and Brewis and Flippers, too

I first tried the national dish of Newfoundland,

fish and brewis, at the start of the day

in the fishing village of Fox Harbor

on frigid Argentia Bay.

The eastern light was just breaking

when the smell of a kerosene lamp

and hot lard filled the cabin

and waken the rest of the camp.

The fish - Bacalao or Morue

(other names for salted cod) -

had been soaked, rinsed, sliced

and was frying in hot lard.

Brewis was sea biscuits or hard tack

out of the tin dry and hard.

It was soaked and sliced,

and boiled or fried in the hot fish flavored lard.

This was the solstice morning.

Breakfast special was flippers of seal

that had soaked in milk over night

to make it a palatable meal.

The flippers were smothered in onions

and placed in the wood stove's oven

It baked for an hour and began to smell

like something from a witches coven.

Fish and brewis is some good

but flippers with flat bones like those in your hand?

Imagine the taste beef liver boiled in fish oil.

It didn't quite fit into my plan.

Out of the warm, smoky cabin

the crisp morning air feels so nice

on a beach of cobbles the size of soft balls

and crystal clear water cold as ice.

***

Day 9, 19 Sep 2003.  I checked out, moved my stuff out to the car and walked two blocks to a bank.  There I bought enough Technicolor dollars for the weekend.  I turned in the room key and my temporary parking permit and headed out Duckworth Street to Signal Hill.

Signal Hill was a fortification overlooking the entrance to St. John’s harbor.  The canons that protected the harbor had been restored.  The most prominent structure, Cabot Tower, was built in 1897 for the Diamond Jubilee of Queen Victoria and the 400th anniversary of discovery.  The tower was used by Marconi as a site for receiving the first trans-Atlantic wireless signal on 12 Dec 1901.

When I was there in 1960 the archeology had just begun and the area where the cannons are located was a favorite parking spot.  A couple of local lasses and a bottle of Screech and we were set for the evening.  There was a tale of the wandering ghost of a fisherman with an axe.  He was said to have caught his daughter and some guy up on Signal Hill and had murdered then in a fit of rage.  This made the spot even more of an adventure to see the ghost.  We saw someone crossing over the hill one night and made sure the doors were locked.  We left in a cloud of dust as soon as the figure disappeared.

Pepperell Air Base was closed in 1960 but was still clearly visible from Signal Hill with the housing area shaped like a cowboy hat.  The old Officers Club and bowling alley were still in operation.  

About noon I left for north or Atlantic side to Pouch Cove then down the east side of Conception Bay through Portugal Cove, Paradise, and Topsail Beach to Holyrood.  Belle Island with its iron mines sat off the coast in the middle of the Bay.

Holyrood was much larger than I remembered.  The train memorials were new but back then the train was in operation.  The freezer plan was still in operation but the chief products were no longer squid and blueberries.  Other fish products and red berries were now the major products.

  I took Hwy 60 to Brigus to Hwy 70 to Bay Roberts.  Brigus had always been one of my favorite towns.  I was getting sleepy and cut over on Hwy 73 to New Harbor and the B&B at Dildo.

The B&B recommended a restaurant for supper.  My first Fish and Brewis in 40 years.  Desert was a berry cobbler with fresh whipped cream.  Very good.

The low road along the bay at Dildo ran along the shore for several kilometers.  The beach is a typical cobble beach.  Abandoned and old fish stages inhabit the shore.  Whales could be seen in the bay but not while I was there. 

B&Bs are different.  Some people seem to enjoy running one while others are in it for the money.  Some are decorated nicely, some cutesy, others are strictly utilitarian.

Day 10, 20 Sep 2003.  I got up about 0700 and went for a walk along the beach.  The whelks and a few broken mussel shells were on the beach and live Littorina were living on exposed rocks.  There were remains of abandoned fish stages and rusted equipment since fishing had been cut back.  Many years ago when the salt cod market crashed schooners were abandoned on the beach.

 I left Dildo about 0930 to meet the Trans Canada Highway.  Once past Blakestown the goldenrod and bottlebrush returned to the roadside.  Mist alternated with light rain.  

A bunch of classic vehicles passed.  A 2000K-road rally was underway ending in St John’s.

I came to Clarenville about noon and got on Hwy 230 for Bonavista.  I stopped at a farmers market near Lethbridge.  Mr. Robertson was a Yank with a local wife.  His parents lived in Palestine, Texas.  He farmed about 70 acres and produced cold-adapted varieties of beets, turnips, carrots, potatoes, cabbage, broccoli, zucchini, pumpkin, raspberries and blueberries and bicolor corn.

There were some birch trees cut for firewood.  A lot of little Eyebright (Euphrasia sp.) was present in the turf.

I arrived at Bonavista about 1400 and found the B&B.  After check-in I went out to the lighthouse on Cape Bonavista.   The lighthouse was being repaired after a fire destroyed a recent repair job.  A moss, Awned Hair-cap (Polytrichum piliferum) and Common or Prostrate Juniper (Juniperus communis) were growing in the rocks along with several tiny wildflowers.

I stopped to see the statue of Cabot and went looking for sea caves called the Dungeon the returned back to town.  Next stop was to see the Mathew, a locally built replica of Cabot’s caravel.  It was after 1700 so stopped for supper.  Fresh salmon. 

Day 11, 21 Sep 03.   The morning was overcast and still for a change at 9C. I walked the beach and found a few shells and a Sea-Rocket (Cakile edentula) partially covered with Wrack.  For some reason it was a pink color.  I also found pieces of Irish Moss (Chondrus crispus). 

I took Hwy 235 to Hwy 230 at Southern Bay and on down to Clarenville.  The TCH took me back south to Hwy 210 to Marystown.  

A ground squirrel darted out into the road and stopped in front of the car.  Squirrel burger.  Sure hate that but it’s the fate of the dumb or slow.

I stopped at Leathbridge for gas.  It was 90 cents/liter and cost $41.00.

When I took this road in 1960 it was one lane gravel and foggy with a visibility of half mile or less.  Today was clear blue and sharp.  Temperature was about 18 (61F).

About 20 miles along the vegetation changed from woods to barrens.  The barrens still tickle me.  Trudge up hill and there is a pond.  I know this is a result of glacial sculpting but it still feels strange.  There were several feet of peat but little soil.  There were hammocks or ridges where enough soil exists to support trees.  The peat supported blueberries, caribou lichen and other similar bog plants.  The saturated mulch holds water.   Bog iron nodules were common.

The water was cold and clear and supports a limited variety of plants and animals like diatoms.  Years ago two of us went camping in the middle of the Avalon.  We got hot after walking a couple hours with packs and decided to take a swim and cool down.  We stripped down and climbed in.  The water was cold and felt good for a few minutes.  Getting out of the pond was difficult with the slimy diatoms on the rocks.  We were covered with a reddish muck.

At least there were no mosquitoes or deer flies this trip.

Mosquitoes in My Motel Room

When I opened the door and turned on the light

mosquitoes were lurking just waiting to bite.

I swatted and squashed for a minute or two

and they disappeared right into the blue.

I turned on the sink and flushed out a couple

and one from the overflow compounded my trouble.

When I turned on the tub three more were washed out

and two more flew out of the drain with a pout.

They hid in the drapes and under the chairs

and hummed about blood that soon would be theirs.

Stop! I can't take any more.

I threw on some clothes and ran out the door

to find a bug bomb

to kill these blood sucking ladies and even their mom.

I sprayed half a can.  There. That should be enough

that is, if these swamp ladies were not super tough.

I backed out the door to wait 'til they died

but out in the courtyard was one I could ride

so I ran for the car and left the same night

straight back to West Texas where tall tales don't bite.

***

Much of the rock is Precambrian basalt with quartz and iron inclusions.

An intrusion into the landscape was local electrical distribution lines and high voltage towers.  They were seldom out of sight for the whole ride.

Pickups and cars were parked along the roads as people were picking berries, cutting wood and hunting moose.  I met several groups of motorcycles also.  This was a big change since the 60s when many people had no vehicle, and many had never been outside the village.

A stretch about a mile long supported a stand of birch trees.  Birch appears to be one of the primary fire wood species.

Even along this relatively deserted road people appear to be power walking for exercise, mostly women.  Some were walking the dog.  Most of the walking men appeared to be going somewhere specific.

I stopped to look at a pond.  A small shrub called Meadowsweet (Spirea latifolia) was in bloom.  The Fragrant Water Lily (Nymphacea ordorata) plants were not in bloom.  

Fellow guests at the Bonavista B&B from Toronto remarked how primitive Newfoundland was with wood frame buildings and relative simple roads.  They also remarked on the lack of birds and animals.  I saw it from a different perspective.  They did not notice the white color of the buildings, or the presence of roads and power poles.  Or the number of vehicles.  Or running water and flush toilets.  Or telephones and TVs.  Or that the picturesque dock out into the bay did not have an outhouse on the end.  Or the near complete lack of the old fashion dories.   Or looked behind the walls of an old house to find lath from lobster pots and layers of fifty-year-old newspapers to keep out the wind.

A small river had a solar powered flow monitoring station with a microwave link.

I arrived at Marystown and found the hotel about 1400.  Marystown had a major shipyard and fish processing plant.  

After checking in I drove to Grand Banks, Fortune, and Burin.  The trip took about three hours.  Grand Banks had a long history and an active waterfront.  It was the site of the Fisherman’s Museum.  

On the way to Fortune a large trawler passed on a flat sea.  Outstanding.  The trip around the end of the world was uneventful.  I could see the French islands of St. Pierre and Miquelon in the distance and their local radio station played French songs.  About 15 km of road was under construction and rough and dusty. 

People of the Village of Lawn were important actors in a US Navy disaster during WWII.  Three US ships ran aground in a storm with few survivors. The people of Lawn rescued and cared for many of the ships crewmembers.  One of the survivors was one of the first African Americans to be seen in the area.

Just past St Lawrence was a dam and hydroelectric generator.  Further on was a lake called Salt Pond surrounded by cabins and campers.  I bypassed Fortune but it looked like an interesting town for future visits.

Day 12, 22 Sept 2003.  The morning was 13°C and foggy with visibility of about a half mile.  I drove along listening to CBC radio.  A new UN study on sustainable forestry sounded interesting.  Seems like corruption and politics were the major problems.  Allowing scientific guidance to be superceded by political decisions is dumb but might interfere with getting reelected.

By 1000 I was back on the TCH headed for Terra Nova National Park.  Not much traffic and a 100-kph speed limit.  I stopped at several visitor information sites and found them closed.  One that was open this morning explained that those marked with large black question marks were open seven days and the little question marks were open weekdays only. So?  This was Monday and they were not open.

The TCH through the park was like the rest of the highway but there were subtle differences in the woods and hills.  The Terra Nova interpretative center was manned by two helpful ladies but without scientific guidance.  I took the self-guided tour and sat through an excellent movie then bought some books on birds and plants and headed for Gander.  According to the Park maps there were several interesting trails but the time was not available.  The hills and the rest of Newfoundland were part of the Appalachian Mountain system.  The rounded hills were the result of repeated glaciations.

CBC was discussing making voting compulsory either by fines or by tax credits.  This seemed to work in several countries.  They were also discussing giving volunteers like firemen and emergency medics an income tax credit for a minimum of 200 hours a year.  This might encourage volunteerism.

I stopped at the Joey Smallwood overlook over the Gambo Valley.  This was an important lumber and fishing region and, beginning about 1900, a tourist destination.

I was near Gander by 1330 and stopped at the forestry interpretive center, which turned out to be unmanned.  Common trees are Black Spruce (Picea mariana), White Spruce (Picea glauca), Larch (Larix laricina), Balsam Fir (Abies balsamea), white pine (Pinus strobus), White Birch (Betula pendula), and Aspen (Populus tremuloides).  

I went into Gander and out to the airport to talk about bird strikes.  The airport had been a Canadian Air Force base and had been the site of many historic flights.  It had been important during WWII.  I had spent the night on the base in 1960 on my way to Argentia.

Common plants along the 40 km Hwy 330 towards Gander Bay were Everlasting, birch, alder, rumex, goldenrod, and bloomed out Fireweed.  Several roadside ditches contained cattails.  

A road sign warned of moose.  Canada in general has a shortage of road signs and street signs.  It’s probably a money problem.  Highway markers are miles apart.  Many villages are not marked but then they have few houses.  Most of the cross roads are marked but the main roads or streets are not.  The roads are pretty good shape considering the snow and temperature changes.     

  I went out Hwy 331 to 340 and turned towards Boyd’s Cove to the Beothuk archeological center.  An interesting diorama and displays and a good video preceded a 1.5km walk through the wood to the site.  Representative plants were marked and the trail was well maintained.  The primary site contained 14 depressions representing pits for lodges or other structures.  Four had been excavated and over 12,000 artifacts had been recorded.  No further excavation was projected.  The area had been mapped in detail.  

A bridge across the stream near the site crossed a deep pothole.  This depression looked possibly artificial and had probably been used to hold water and maybe to trap spawning runs of fish.  A couple of high peaks in the area would have made good outlooks.  Archaic Indian and Inuit sites had been found as well as the Beothuk site proving that great minds think alike.  

I would recommend looking in the pothole and doing some prescribed burns to remove liter and downed timber and to allow better access to the surface.  Probably won’t happen.  I was familiar with the complications dealing with state and national historic preservation organizations and native groups.  

There was a Robin hopped across the trail and a Black-capped Chickadee flew into the shrubs along the trail.

Back to Hwy 340.  It would have been interesting to go right and take the ferry to the Change Islands and Fogo but that is for another trip.  

I was at the Brittany Inn in Lewisporte by 1830.   I had a shrimp dinner in the dining room.

Lewisporte was a former important link to Labrador and to St. Anthony.  It was still a shipping center and big into private boating but not like when it connected the railroad to the Labrador and the eastern shore.  The area is also a center for fishing and hunting.

Day 13, 23 Sep 2003.  Today is the first day of fall.  Lewisporte was overcast in with no wind and 11°C.  I left about 0900 for a short run to the TCH.  I went on up to Grand Banks then north to Hwy 350 to Roberts Arm.  The area around Grand Banks had been cut and looked like some had been reforested since some of the trees were nice enough to grow in straight lines.  Roadside trees were unorganized.

Road signs again.  One sign will say Grand Banks with an arrow.  A bit down the road will be a second sign will say Grand Banks with the mileage.  Why not just one sign?  

There were weighing stations for trucks.  I assume this was to prevent overloaded trucks from destroying the roads.  Or could it be for tax purposes.

Along the road were some large leafed succulent plant, Coltsfoot (Tussilago farfara), a small Canada Thistle (Cirsium arvense), and Curled Dock (Rumex crispus).

I finally arrived at Roberts Arm and drove down to the dock area.  Three coastal trawlers were ready to go.  The harbor bottom around the dock was littered with scallop and mussel shells.  I talked a minute to an old man who answered in monosyllables.  Sounds like home.

I went back to the high road and east to the end of the road.  Next village was Pilley’s Island with a causeway.  Numerous floats of a large Blue Mussel farm occupied much of the surface.  Then on to Triton/Jim’s Cove/Card’s Harbor and Brighton on Notre Dame Bay.  Many new homes indicated a growing economy.  

I stopped at Fudges Restaurant in Triton for lunch.  Three big fresh stuffed squid.  Delicious.  

Next stop was at the general store.  It had groceries like Fritos, canned goods and one bunch of bananas, plastic chairs and some clothing.  Another similar store in Roberts Arm had about the same items plus hardware, paint and floor coverings.

I checked into the only local motel.  The room was at ambient and the baseboard electric heaters took several hours to bring the temperature to my livable 25°C.  This was an efficiency room with stove, and dishes.

Day 14, 24 Sep 2003. Overcast again.  I was off at 0830.  Roberts Arm had three stores, a motel, a snack bar, a gas station and garage.

I was on the TCH a little after 0900.  It was about 150 km to Deer Lake and another 30 km to Wiltondale.  Should be there right after lunch.  

I stopped at the tourist information office and asked about the Baie Verte (Green Bay).  The attendant said she had never been there but that there was an Inuit pipe stone quarry at Fluer de Lys and an open-pit asbestos mine.  These sounded interesting so I went up Hwy 410.

A black weasel came out of the bushes, stopped, looked and turned back.

CBC announced: the temperature was 13; there was a large iceberg off Twillingate and St Anthony; the International Forestry Management conference was being held in Montreal and the Newfoundland/Inuit forest management plan for Labrador had been announced.

  This route was called the Dorset Trail for the Dorset Eskimos.  I stopped 

at the visitor center at Baie Verte and picked up some minerals from the their sample pile.  Small blue Bluets (Hedyotis (Houstonia) caerulea) were in bloom around the building.  The gift shop had a T-shirt for Screech but not in my size.  Screech was a Jamaican rum long favored as the national bootleggers choice.


I stopped at the asbestos overlook.  Big hole.  Lots of loose asbestos ore.


The Dorset site and museum were well executed.  Nice little museum.  The site had been excavated and artifacts of archaic settlers 8000 years back were found along with Paleo-Inuit artifacts over 2000 years old.  The Inuit had carved around the proposed soapstone vessel, then under cut the object and broke it off.  It was then hollowed out to make a bowl of sorts.


A Blue Jay was screeching as it flew between the trees.  Several other birds flew in the distance or flitted across the road.  One was finch size.  The others were possibly Robins.


Harebell (Campanula rotundifolia) and Creeping Buttercup (Ranunculus repens) grew at the site with Goldenrod and Fall Dandelion.


One of the local fishermen mentioned that a group of American Elderhostellers had been in town.  He also said humpback whales came into the harbor around the beginning of October and stayed until Christmas; pods of Killer Whales came into the bay in the winter for a few days and moved on; his brother had worked in Houston for over twenty years coming home a couple times a year.


I drove back to the TCH and headed west.  Both Birchy and Sandy Lakes were down about 6-8 feet.  This was partly due to a drought that had many ponds down a foot or so but mostly from drawdown for hydroelectric generation.  

The turn off from TCH to Hwy 430/Viking Trail at Deer Lake was under construction and directions were not clear.  I was on the Viking Trail by 1430 and checked in my motel at Wiltondale by 1500.

It was still early so I took the Gros Morne park road towards Trout River.  A slow rain was falling.   The park road and scenery was much like the rest of the roads so far.  The park actually had a lot of houses, several small towns, churches, cemeteries, etc.  I stopped at the visitor center for park maps and information then drove on to Trout River.  The table or flat top mountains were to the left and a green valley to the right and the rain was all over.  There was supposed to be some farming in the valley.

The large-leafed plant called Coltsfoot grew along the road.  It had yellow flower stalks in the spring that moose eat.  Later in the year the moose eat the large leaves.

It was raining harder at Trout River.  I drove around town and stopped for a supper of Wolf Fish.  I took a short walked along the beach in the drizzle and found nothing.  Not even seaweed.

On the return drive three cow moose were in the road in the rain.  With cars approaching from both directions they ambled off the road.  


The room had a TV but no signal.  I decided one night there was enough.  In the morning I would drive through Gros Morne National Park.  I might take the fiord boat ride up Western Brook Pond if it cleared up and then go on north for the night.

Day 15, 25 Sep 2003.   About 0400 the sky was clear and the stars bright.  Polaris was nearly overhead.  It was foggy by sun up.


I left about 0800 and drove to Rocky Harbor.  This village had a lighthouse and a dock and lots of white houses, a chain motel and a couple of restaurants.  A combination gift shop and liquor store had some miniature bottles of Screech but no Screech T-shirt.  They wanted $39 for a liter of Screech. 

I booked a ride on the boat on Western Brook Pond.  It left at 1300 but there was a 4 km walk to it.  It was only 0930 so no hurry.

A short walk along the beach yielded nothing new but there were a number of green and yellow land snails (Capaea hortensis) feeding on Coltsfoot. 

One of the hills had a sign for trucks to test their brakes.  A road sign warned trucks to use a low gear.  Newfoundland always had steep hills but most were not marked.  Regular hills were low gear hills.  It used to be a joke that on the ones marked steep you drove down in reverse.

I stopped at a lighthouse built in 1897.  Before this each family on the cove donated a pint of oil a week to keep one lamp lit.

Tuckamore.  These are mostly Black Spruce trees whose new growth gets frozen back resulting in stunted trees.  They grow thick and many of the lower limbs are gone.  Vegetation under the tuckamore included mosses, Snowberry, Buttercup and other shade tolerant plants.  Groves of these trees occurred along the coast and across the open bogs exposed to the north wind.

Another stop was at an old fishing camp on Broom Point.  Inuits had used it for several hundred years followed by the Basque and others.  One family used it for almost a hundred years until 1975 when the point became part of the park.  The camp had a barn and two houses and a fish stage. There were fish flakes and traps for crabs and lobsters for display.  A guided tour was available but no one was home.

I drove back to the parking area for the boat ride and started the hike about 1100.  The trail went over three treed limestone ridges and around a couple ponds and extensive bogs.   Wetlands included carnivorous plants like sundew and bladderwort.  

I took the extra kilometer loop through the woods.  There were moose tracks and a pile of moose droppings that were summer brown instead of winter straw color.  There were also two piles of red-brown mush mixed with berries.  Moose puke?

Along the trail were a lot of Coltsfoot and berries and several stands of Cow Parsnip (Heracleum maximum).  Gnarled birch trees were a good 18” in diameter.  Creeping Anemone, Joe-Pye Weed, Everlasting and Goldenrod grew where it was dry.  Daucus and the Purple Aster were invasives.  Bogs had Sweetgale (Myrica gale), Labrador Tea (Ledum groenlandicum), Sheep Laurel (Kalmia angustifoliua), Bottlebrush, Blue Flags, Cotton Grass (Eriophorum sp,) and Bluejoint Grass/Marsh Reed Grass (Calamagrostis Canadensis).  There was some bloomed out Cow Parsnip.  There was a big bracket fungus, Birch Maze-gill (Lenzites betulina), on a down birch tree.  Canadian Thistle was stunted and had lots of sharp points.  Some Witches Broom grew in the Spruce. 

I finally heard the boat then saw the building.  They had moved one boat in on a sled.  A second larger boat was flown in in pieces.  The pond is a relic fiord about 16 miles long with walls up to 2200 ft and is 575 ft deep.  Conductivity was very low and pH 7.

The little tan butterfly, the Hemlock Looper, appeared in the Spruce.  At the landing an aggressive Gray Jay dive-bombed food from people’s hands. 

The trip was from 1300 to 1530.  Interesting but pretty chilly.  We went out across the lake and up the fiord looking at coves and waterfalls and rockslides to the upper end.  At the far end we picked up a hiker who had completed the cross-country hike from Gros Morne.

I drove up to Port au Choix for the night.  I found a room at a Jennies B&B next to a cemetery.  Quiet neighbors.

So far I have had an iron bed, a sleigh bed, a brass bed, and several inconsequential beds.

Day 16, 26 Sep 2003.  The night was clear with Mars shining brightly.  No northern lights.  A cloudbank on the horizon turned pink as sunrise approached.

The claim to fame for Port au Choix was really old gravesites.  The host said her father had found several skeletons when he built the house and more were found when the beauty shop was built next door.  Port au Choix was named because of the choice of three anchorages but the area was an island until the land rebound after the last glacial period.  Apparently the natives liked to bury their dead in islands or hilltops.  Hundreds of burial sites had been identified from Maritime Archaic about 5000 years ago, the Groswater Paleo-Eskimos 2800-1900 years BC, 3000 years back the Dorset Inuit, then paleo-Indians and Europeans about 1000 AD.

There was an interpretive center for the gravesites.  The lighthouse was a working lighthouse.  Shale shingle on the beach contained fossil ammonites and trilobites.

 A Harebell and a Chinese Mustard (Brassica juncea), each about 3 inches tall, were struggling out of the shale.  It was cold and windy and they are in bloom.

I bought some Bakeapple preserves at the visitor center.  First I had seen.  I was told the harvest had been scant and most of the jelly and preserves had been sold out.

Down around the lighthouse I found several partial fossils.  They called this the French Shore since the area had been in dispute several times.  

Flowers included Yarrow, a Prostrate Juniper, clover, grasses, etc.  There were some glacial leftovers – granite cobbles abraded almost round as and about the size of basketballs.  Seaweed including Wrack and Bladder Wrack was washed up on shore.  There was some plastic pieces including rope and netting.  Wind was from the south at 18k.

Back in town I stopped at a bank to buy more local colored currency.  Rate was 1.32 down from 1.44.

 Along the highway the trees grew to full size. Everlasting, Cow Parsnip, and Fall Dandelion lined the road.

I stopped to look at some sleds for hauling logs probably drawn by Skidoo.  Forty years before horses would have pulled the sleds.

There were gardens along the edge of the road surrounded by a fence and hung with all sorts of stuff that was supposed to chase the birds.  These gardens were in barrens with muck soil and the bog water supply.  They raised potatoes, onions, zucchini, carrots, beets, turnips, cabbage and such.

I turned on to Hwy 432 across the peninsula to Main Brook and on to the St Anthony airport.  The Birches were bright yellow near the center of the peninsula where it was higher and the temperature fluctuated more than along the coast.

Back on Hwy 430 I drove into St. Anthony.  No information center.  Museum and craft center closed.  Hospital and Salvation Army.  It was Friday afternoon and nobody home.

I backtracked to Hwy 437 and charged on to L’anse aux Meadows.  Barrens were really rocky and barren.  Firewood was piled along the road.  I stopped at a jelly stand where a young man had started selling his mothers jelly several years before.  He was now a fisherman gone for a month at a time to Greenland fishing for turbot.

I checked in at Marilyn’s B&B.  She recommended I go to Norsted first since it was the last day of their season.  

Norsted was a reproduction of a Norse trading village.  Replicas of different kinds of buildings had been built in the Norse style of timber covered with sod.  This was an interpretive center with actors dressed in Norse dress, playing character roles, and demonstrating crafts.  The boathouse held a Viking ship that had been built for some celebration.  The ship had been given to Canada who had no immediate use for it.  It was given to the Norsted center for safekeeping.  A couple of guides were very informative.

The beach was sprinkled with mussel shells and broken whelks, periwinkles and green sea urchin shells.  Gulls pick the shells up and drop them on the rocks.

I had scallops for supper with iceberg ice in the water.  The ice was clear but full of gas.  Little bubbles of 10,000-year-old air came out as the ice melted.  I saw iceberg ice for sale at $5/kilo.

Around the restaurant were Spikewort, Everlasting, Yarrow, a couple of grasses, Rumex, and Bottlebrush.  In one of the gardens grew a large white daisy and a Gaillardia still in bloom.

Back at the B&B we watched TV and talked of many things.  Land prices and new housing cost was ridiculous.  Lots ran $10K to $50K or more.  Houses like 3000 sq ft plus a basement were $150-300 thousand.  Sale value depended on location.  Locally a 3000 sq ft house could be had for $30K.  The difference was in philosophy.  The U.S. looked at a house as an investment to be eventually sold while Newfoundlanders looked at a house as possession with no intent of ever getting rid of it.

We also discussed birthdays.  Almost every Newfoundlander I had known had been born in the July or August.  This backdates to October/November when the fishing season ended and before the first snow began when they could begin cutting and hauling timber.  This did not apply as strictly as in the past and families with ten or more children that lived were no longer common.

Day 17, 27 Sep 2003.  I looked out the window about 0200.  It was clear and the stars were out.  It was overcast by dawn.

I checked out after breakfast and went to the archeological site of the first known European settlement on North America.  The displays were very good.  Artifacts from the site included nails and slag from smelting bog iron and a bronze pin that pretty much proved it was Viking.  A relief map of the site gave a different perspective to the relationships of the land 1000 years ago compared to today’s view out the windows.  The land had rebounded over the past thousand years once the weight of ice age glaciers had been removed. There were many interpretive displays and a diorama representing a scene in front of the long house.  The personnel were very helpful.  There was a good overview of the site from the center’s windows.  

At the actual excavation site there were 14 sites and four had been excavated.  Replicas of several buildings had been built and interpretive tours were conducted.  I went out to the site for a look just as it started raining.  No tour was available.


I left and drove along Hwy 430 in the rain.  Much of the trip across the top of the peninsula was through barrens that were literally just rock.  No tuckamore.  No Blueberries.  Lots of Bakeapples.  Almost 50km with no structures.  A warning sign had a Caribou instead of the Moose.  Most of the signs I had seen had a Moose or a Moose nose-to-nose with a smashed car.

I stopped for a look at St. Barbe where the Labrador ferry docked.  It had one motel and ticket office, a gas station and a few houses.  The fog cut visibility to a half mile or less.

About 200km along was The Arches Provincial Park.  This was a weather carved limestone ridge 450M years old and the arches were the remains of sea caves.


I stopped at a B&B at Shallow Bay/Cowhead for the night.  .  Nice room with an ocean view.


The beach was not accessible.  I walked down the road past the hotel to a church that had a wildflower garden with some of the local flora identified.  Large black bees were working on the flowers.  A flock of English Sparrows was congregating in a shrub.  On the way back I stopped at the motel dining room for scallops. 

The B&B was owned by the motel on down the street.  The motel had acquired the land and decided to rent it out as a B&B instead of expanding the motel complex.

I noticed when I went to change the temperature in the room that the highest temperature was 24C (65F).  That’s one way to conserve electricity.

Day 18, 28 Sep 2003.    I woke at 0200 and 0430 to look at the stars. The sky was clear and black with sparkling stars.  The Big Dipper was up north pointing south to Polaris almost overhead.  Scorpio was to the south.  Mars was reflected off a mirror-flat tidal pool.  The sun came up clear, but there were mares-tails indicating a weather change coming.   The radio said Hurricane Juan was headed for Halifax.


I was driving out of town when I saw a house painted green that turned out to be a museum that was not open.

 
Back on Hwy 430 a couple of Robins and a Striped Chipmunk with it tail held high crossed the road.  

It looks like they used a hydroaxe to clear the roadside shrubbery.  They were rotomilling and resurfacing several miles of the road through the park.

I noticed at least some local construction used planking over the studs instead of particleboard or plywood.  Guess you use what you have available.

Next stop was almost to TCH at the Insectorium.  This was one of only two in all of Canada.  It was founded and run by a couple forestry people in a renovated dairy barn.  They had acquired a good collection of mounted specimens and constructed some wonderful interpretive displays.  They close for the winter and take the show on the road to schools and malls.  They identified my two butterflies.  The yellow butterfly from the windshield was an Alfalfa Sulphur. The tan one was the Hemlock looper, a forest pest

They also had a nature walk.  Swamp Thistle (Cirsium muticum).  Orange Hawkweed (Heiracium aurantiacum).  Smaller Forget-me-not (Myosotis laxa).  Eyebright.  Woundwort (Stachys palustris).  Strawberries in bloom.  Blue Joint Grass.

I drove on past Deer Lake and Cornerbrook and found my B&B along the Humber Arm.  We discussed Newfoundland, wildlife, hunting, ATVs and antiques.  We sat outside in the evening cool and watched the clouds and talked more while a Blue Jay kibitzed

I mentioned the lack of antiques and antique stores in Newfoundland.  Apparently the antiques left by the truckload when the roads came in the late 60s then by the boatload as the source was recognized.  I remember shopping for antiques in London in the late 60s and found the affordable antiques were reproductions or were imported from Canada.  Dealers had come and bought out whole village collections for next to nothing.  Furniture.  Fishing gear. Whatever.


Supper was a Jigs dinner with the family.  Boiled beef and chicken with potatoes, carrots, cabbage and mashed turnips.

Day 19, 29 Sep 2003.  The morning was cool, moist and windy.  I left and turned left intending to go to Lark Harbor at the end of the world.  The road was peppered with houses making the entire road one big subdivision.  At Frenchman’s Cove I turned around, gassed up and headed for Burgeo.  There were some pretty large homes with spectacular views of the Humber Arm.


Popping over one hill there was a break in the clouds and Corner Brook was lit by the sun.  Neat view.  Corner Brook has a long history as a shipping center for lumber and paper but I could not see it as a tourist destination.


The local forest was speckled with bright red Maple trees and yellow Aspen and Birch.  Further south the Maples disappeared.


Hundreds of gulls were grounded on the beaches at low tide.  The wind was blowing 50-70 knots with a temperature of 15C.  Guess the weather was unsuitable for flying or there were no fishing boats to harass.


I turned off the TCH to go to the Stephenville airport.  The turnoff was about 20 km off the TCH.  The airport still looks like a US Air Force Base.  The BOQ, some hangars, base housing, the gym, the theatre, and the hospital had all been converted to local use.  The buildings were pastel colors and some of the large spaces on the building were covered with murals.  This looked like a success story.


The operations manager told me about their bird strike program.  He said they had only one strike this year.  Most of the past hits had been gulls.  Management mowed and had burned the infield to eliminate the rodents and other pests that attracted both hawks and gulls.  They did not own a propane canon and did not see the need for one.  I concur.  They had a moose that stepped over the fence but St John’s had had several moose.  He mentioned that they kept track of a big nesting area near Stephenville Crossing.


I asked the Budget car rental people if they were interested in inspecting the car since I had put about 4000km on it.  They could care less since the car belonged to Halifax and the Newfoundland franchise belonged to someone else.

There was some tall yellow Evening Primrose about a meter tall.  This was Sundrops (Oenothera perennis).

The wind was blowing fiercely looking like 50kph.  The radio said 50-70kph with gusts to 110kph and rain.  Darn.  

I bypassed Stephenville Crossing.  There was an old iron railroad bridge parallel to the road across the St George River. 


The sign for the road to Burgeo said 148km.  One car passed me, and I met about a dozen others during the trip.  Fog reduced visibility to one kilometer or less and, at times, the rain was like swimming up a fire hose.  First time I ever saw rain cells walking across the road.  A flock of ducks hit a pond at the edge of the fog.  There were a couple of hunting camp settlements and even one restaurant but that was all until Burgeo.  


I found the B&B and looked around town.  It was relatively small and several people were walking along the road in the mist.  There was a choice of three eateries, a bank, a grocery store and a museum that was closed.  I went down to look at the ferry dock.  Functional.  The ferry serviced all the villages along the west coast between Port-au-Basque to Grand Banks.


There were two fellow guests from the University of Victoria doing sociological research.  I had dinner and a beer with them.  

Day 20, 30 Sep 2003.  The wind was still blowing and some rain falling.  Rain in sheets beat on the window sporadically during the night.  This storm was tied to Hurricane Juan.  

I left about 0830.  Visibility was about 2-4 km in rain.  T’was not a fun drive but better than yesterday.  Streams were full and rushing, tumbling brown and foaming.  By the time I reached the TCH it had stopped blowing and raining. 


The CBC was talking about a cap on credit card interest like 5% over prime that would still allow a big profit.  The risk in Canada was less than in the US.  They also announced Prince Edwards Island had an 83% voter turnout.  Last election in San Antonio it was barely 15%.


Several birds dashed across the road about knee high a couple hundred meters ahead.  Possibly Yellow-bellied Flycatchers or Robins.  Red Maples had penetrated maybe 30 KM off the TCH into the interior.  


Down TCH there was little flowering vegetation.  Occasional Everlasting and Fireweed.

 A station was playing French songs.  In 1960 I believe there was a Basque station or at least some Basque programming.  It was certainly not French or Spanish.  We could sometimes hear it at Argentia.

The intersection to the Codroy Valley finally arrived.  I stopped at the corner convenience store to look and ask directions to the B&B.  Right road and just down the road a piece.  Actually I followed the road signs right to the front door.

On the way I stopped at the Codroy Valley Wetland Interpretive Center that had been started by a local schoolteacher.  Nicely done.

I checked in and called the Ferry in Port-au-Basque.  Departure time had changed, so I changed my reservation to the midnight run on 1 Oct.  I also called the airline.  They got me a flight out of Newark to Memphis at 1045 and Memphis to SA at 1245 on the 5th.  It arrived in San Antonio 8 hours earlier than the previous flight.

It was early so I drove through the local villages on the north side and out to the lighthouse at Cape Anguille, the most western tip of Newfoundland.

I looked around the backyard.  It was about a hundred yards of backyard to the water.  Maple, horse chestnut (Aesculus sp.), and apple trees.  Buttercup and clover.  Eyebright.  Spikewort.  Mouse ears.  Goldenrod.

Supper was pork chops with the family.  During and after supper we discussed Newfoundland.  There was no longer anything unique to the Island.  Art, poetry, computer software were being produced.  All the world’s products were available, maybe not in the local convenience store but certainly on the Internet.  Cost of living appears about the same as on the rest of Canada.

In the 1950s and 1960s there were technology gaps.  There were communities accessible by boat or foot trail and isolated in the winter but they could get on the radio and talk to any one in the world or call in a helicopter for emergencies.

Property values were $2-6K per acre.  The problem was that there were only parcels of 5-15 acres with no small lots available.

The host said two of his sons were in Ft McMurray and one had just bought a house.  He was renting half to his brother.


We discussed the white houses.  Vinyl siding had several problems.  It fades.  If it is not properly installed moisture and dry rot could damage the frame  
Day 21, 1 Oct  2003.  The morning valley was a hazy pastel of greens and tans.  I drove down the southern shore past farms and fields of hay and pasture with the Grand Codroy River and the northern shore in the background. Hwy 407 went through Searston, St Andrews and Tompkins before reaching the TCH.  Pastel farm scenes and wetlands and a flock of ducks blended into the haze.  Out on the horizon the flat blue of the Gulf of St Lawrence met the blue of the sky.

Along this stretch of TCH were wind-warning signs.  Gusts had been recorded near 200kph.  That would be a really bad wind.  I remember 70k gusts at Argentia that could blow you off the sidewalk not to mention a wind chill of 40 below.

I just passed a bicyclist pedaling away.  I’m afraid that with the hills and wind I would be pushing the bike a lot.

As I drove past Port-au-Basque I checked the access to the ferry and took the road to Margaree, Fox Roost, Isle aux Morts, Burnt Islands, Diamond Cove, and Rose Blanche-Harbour la Cou.  After three weeks on the road I finally found some of the pretty houses.

The first detour was to Margaree and Fox Roost.  The colored houses were there with satellite dishes tacked to the wall and telephone and electrical connections and poles.  Margaree had a wharf and a fish plant.  Fox Roost had cars, kids and a few fishing boats.  An old man was splitting wood by hitting the back of an axe sunk into the log with a sledge.

I passed by Burnt Islands on the way down the coast.  The sea was beautiful.  Ponds were scattered across the hills.  Some of the ponds cascaded into other ponds with rapids and waterfalls.  Lots of gulls were on ponds and a flock of ducks too far away to identify crashed into a pond.  

A large white bluff appeared in the distance.  This was Diamond Cove.  I drove down through the winding road to the end and finally found a place to turn around.  A scenic cove with colored houses and boats - I wished for more time than a cursory look.

It is definitely exciting to drive up a hill seeing nothing but blue sky over the hood and find someone put a right-angle turn just over the top.

I passed the road to the coastal ferry that served coastal villages to Burgeo and villages and islands further south.  The road to Harbour la Cou descended to sea level to a pretty village along a one-lane road.  Remember the old folk song about Harbor la Cou?  How about the Fellow from Fortune?  

Finally getting turned around and extricating myself, I proceeded on to Rose Blanche and the granite Rose Blanche Lighthouse.  Signs to the lighthouse led to the end of the paved road then pointed about another kilometer beyond the blacktop to the parking area with a B&B, shop and ticket office.

The walk to the lighthouse was along a hillside overlooking a rugged coast of coves, rocks and waves.  No wonder they needed a lighthouse.  This lighthouse was built in 1871 of native granite.  It was decommissioned in the 1940s prior to confederation.    The structure was restored beginning in 1996 using about 70% of the original material.  The interior was redecorated as it might have been when the lighthouse keeper’s family lived there.  An operational light had recently been activated as a geographical landmark rather than a navigational site. 

Vegetation included Royal Fern, Blackberries, Bunchberries, Heath, Prostrate Juniper, Blue Flags, Yarrow, Buttercup, Cow Parsnips, Hazel shrubs and brown grasses.  A small flock of tiny birds disappeared into the Hazel.

There was a large rocky island off shore that the waves broke around and met on the shore side with a mean standing wave.  

Rose Blanche was strung along the north shore of the cove with pretty houses and fishing boats.  Returning from the lighthouse I drove through Rose Blanche and stopped for lunch.  The road was a one-lane loop but at least it was marked as one-way.  

After the scenic cruise of Rose Blanche I headed back towards Port-au-Basque.  Burnt Islands and Isle aux Morts were seaward from the road and had a shipyard in addition to fishing.  

I took the loop around the residential areas of Port-au-Basque and stopped at the mall.  The museums were closed.  At sunset I checked in at the ferry.

About 2300 we began to load the ferry.  Busses and trucks drove on board first followed by cars.  I paid for a dormitory bunk and took the blanket and pillow to my assigned space.  As soon as we cleared the channel markers I crashed.  

Day 22, 2 Oct 2003.  I awoke about 0500 and went out on deck.  Sydney, Nova Scotia, was visible on the horizon.  We were in port and off loading by 0630.  I followed the flow to the TCH 104.

The TCH followed the water but bypassed most of the little towns.  About 0900 I crossed the causeway off of Cape Bretton.  I stopped at a couple visitor information offices and found that they had closed for the season on 30 Sep.

A flight of a dozen Sandhill Cranes lifted off heading southwest

This piece of the TCH was two lanes with occasional passing lanes and paved shoulders.  This looks like this was in anticipation of expansion someday.  I passed Antigonish and New Glasgow and decided not to get in the way of hurricane recovery by not going to Prince Edwards Island.

I turned off on Hwy 102 towards Truro and the tidal bore and on to Halifax.  The damage by Hurricane Juan had been mostly windburn and loss of leaves on the trees for the last 30km of TCH but at Truro there were some broken branches and trees that had been uprooted with the root ball.  The motel near the tidal bore was still without electricity and the parking lot was full of branches.  A lot of homes and building were still without electricity.

I looked at the bore on the Salmon River.  It was 5 hours until the next event.  A flock of Starlings fed in the grass and a bold Ringed-Bill Gull patrolled the picnic tables.

I went down stream to Clifton and Black Rock through some beautiful farm and dairy country.  One barn was missing some of its roof.  There were small areas where trees were broken or uprooted.  This looked like microburst damage or some of the small satellite tornadoes.  Fallen trees had damaged power lines, and repair vehicles blocked some of the roads.  Most of the roads were passable with downed trees having been cut and pulled aside.

I took the back road, Provincial 2, to the Halifax airport.  The road was one lane with repair crews in several places.  Several locations on the Stubenacadie River were visible with the bore sculpting.

The information office in the airport said the airport hotel was closed.  They found me housing in Truro for two nights and one night at a B&B in Enfield near the airport.

I spoke with the airport operations officer and wildlife manager.  The airport had recovered.  They were expecting some bird problems from earthworms and crickets brought up by the rain.  I was really happy to see they were anticipating and planning instead of reacting.

Day 23, 3 Oct 2003.  Kinda cool.  It was about 8.

I called several numbers in Halifax to see if they needed volunteers for the clean up.  I finally got through to a real person and was told to call the Salvation Army or the St Vincent DePaul Society.  I called them and got answering machines.  

I finally called the Red Cross in Truro and got hold of a real person.  She said to come down about five and help deliver dinners.  I arrived just before a group of touring political leaders including Premier Hamm of Nova Scotia, the Nova Scotia Member of Parliament, the local representative to the Nova Scotia parliament, the mayor and the chief of the Emergency Management Office.   Their visit lasted about 15 minutes.  After they left I joined another Red Cross volunteer to deliver several dinners to people without electricity.

The weather forecast showed possible frost overnight.  Definitely time to head SOUTH.  The weather also showed that Ft. McMurray and Yellowknife in Alberta were in the upper 20s   

Day 24, 4 Oct 2003. TV said temperature was -1C with 100% humidity.  The car was coated with frost but this sublimed by 0900.


The other location recommended to view the tidal bore was Maitland near the mouth of the Shabenacadie R.  I drove down the 30km and found several tours to ride the bore that were closed for the season or due to damage.  The overlook at Maitland might be spectacular during tidal change but was a wide mud flat at low tide.  A large flock of Starlings occupied the trees and ground. 

I stopped at a couple of antique/craft shops that were mostly craft.  No antiques of interest.


Tree damage was spotty.  Most of the trees seemed to have been toppled by a SE wind.  Many of the Spruce were broken as opposed to the oaks and maples that lay over complete with roots.  This may be a function of being in full leaf.  Along Rte 2 there were trees that had been across the road and on houses and a couple barns that had been damaged.


I found the B&B in Enfield just north of the airport and unloaded my bags.  About 1300 I went to the airport to turn the car in.  Almost 5800km.


About 1700 I rode along with the host to look at tree damage in Halifax and the area around Enfield.  Not a lot of structural damage other than utilities but lots of big trees blown over.  Many broken branches.  The city park almost wiped out.  


Premier Hamm announced that stores would be open Sunday for a one time only for hurricane relief.


This hurricane presented an excellent opportunity for the area to get an urban tree survey to identify hazard trees to be removed and good tree management plan to program tree replacement and urban forestry design.    Many of the trees beneath power lines should be removed.  Many of the street trees were mature and should have been scheduled for replacement.  Infrastructure changes like putting the utilities underground should be programmed.  Code changes should be made to include a list of preferred trees.  Utility pruning should be routinely scheduled since some of the trees appeared not to have been pruned recently

Day 25, 5 Oct 2003.  I was up at 0330 to get to the airport by 0430 to catch my plane at 0645.  It had been overcast but began raining as the plane was loading.  There were heavy clouds all the way to Newark.  Temperature at Newark was 28 F.  The flights to Memphis and San Antonio were uneventful.  I was back home by 1530.
Observations and Recommendations.  

There were several reasons for going to Nova Scotia and Newfoundland.  

1.
I had written several books on travel and history of Canada.  I was looking for a Canadian publisher since there is not much market for these subjects in Texas.  During the trip I talked to several publishers in Halifax and St John’s and found they would not publish non-Canadian authors.  Catch 22.  

2.
I have written a number of travelogues punctuated with poetry.  This trip would provide notes for another one on Newfoundland.  I spent three weeks and drove almost 6000km in Nova Scotia and Newfoundland with lots of notes and over 400 pictures.

3.
I was stationed at Argentia in 1960-61 and was curious to see how

 Newfoundland had changed over the past forty years.  Observations of changes and my opinions are as follows:

1.
The visual impact seeing villages of colored buildings scattered along the shore is gone.  The old colors seemed organic and blended into the environment.  The new houses look more like beached icebergs and out of place.  The character of the island has changed.  The historic districts of St John’s and the villages near Port-au-Basque are the only ones that have the old look. 

2.
The painting of buildings was eliminated by installation of vinyl siding.  I suggest that the energy people look at the difference in the solar energy absorption of white vinyl and the darker wood.  There is a maintenance requirement for the vinyl that is largely ignored.  There is fading and splitting of vinyl and a useful life of about 20 years.  If a proper vapor barrier was not installed the house frame could deteriorate. 

3.
 I’m happy to say basic sanitation has really improved with regional water and sewage treatment and the elimination of outhouse, the chamber pot and the water bucket.

4.
Electrical and telephone and cable or satellite TV service are available almost universally.  The drawback to this is the universal presence of transmission lines and power poles.  Driving from St John’s to Burin there is at least one transmission line in sight at all times.

5.
There are roads.  When I arrived in 1960 TCH was mostly a gravel road.  Most of the streams had low water crossing instead of bridges.  The roads were almost seasonal since the spring thaw turned them to knee-deep mud.  Many villages were accessible only by boat or footpath.  

6.
There are vehicles.  This has changed work and leisure patterns and improved education with busses and centralized schools.  The evening promenade has largely disappeared with TV and the family car.  Obesity has increased along with diabetes.  I did see a number of women walking for exercise but few men.

7.
Fishing has changed.  Not only has the Cod and lobster yield decreased but the tackle and equipment had changed.  Plastic jigs and lines and netting.  Fiberglass boats with outboard motors replaced wooden dories, wooden boats and fifty-year-old two-cycle engines.  I suggested applying fiberglass to the wooden hulls in 1961 but a priest in Grand Banks said if the fishermen did not have to build a new boat every winter they would just stay drunk.

8.
In Mexico satellite TV is used to literally replace rural schools.  There is classroom space and local supervision but large school complexes and teachers are not used like in the US and much of Canada.  This might be the answer for smaller villages and the Southern Shore communities and reduce bussing instead of consolidating and centralizing the schools

Hurricane Juan has presented Halifax and Nova Scotia an excellent opportunity for urban planning and disaster preparedness.  I had the opportunity to see Halifax on September 12-13 and Halifax, Truro and central Nova Scotia on 2-4 October after the hurricane.  The city and Province should: A. Conduct an urban tree survey to map the tree, identify tree condition, identify hazard trees and prioritize removal for public safety and to reduce public liability; B. Prepare a good tree management plan to program tree to include urban forestry design a tree replacement plan; C. Many of the trees beneath power lines should be removed; D. Many of the street trees were mature and should have been scheduled for replacement; E.  Most of the trees had been root pruned to install streets, curbs and sidewalks weakening the root ball; F. Infrastructure changes should be programmed such as putting the electrical, phone and TV cables underground; G.  Municipal code changes should be made enforce the urban forestry plan to include a list of preferred trees; H. Utility pruning should be routinely scheduled since some of the trees appeared not to have been pruned recently

Invertebrates of Nova Scotia and Newfoundland

 (11 Sep – 4 Oct 03)
Insects

Colias eurytheme                              Orange Sulfur (Alfalfa Butterfly)

Pieris napi                                         Sharp-Veined White

Lambdina fiscellaria                          Hemlock Looper

Land Snails

?                                                        Slug

Capaea hortensis                              Garden Snail
Barnacles

Semibalanus balanoides                   Common Barnacle

Crabs

Cancer irroratus                        
    Common Rock Crab

Hyas araneus
  

    Toad Crab/Large Spider Crab

Mollusc

Littorina littorea                         
    Common Periwinkle

Littorina saxatilus

               Rough Periwinkle

Littorina obtusata

               Smooth Periwinkle

Lunatia heros

               Northern Moon Snail

Thais lapillus

          

    Dog Whelk (Dog Winkle)

Buccinum undatum
           
    Waved Whelk (Wrinkles)

Mytilus edulis

               Blue Mussel

Placopecten magellanicus           
    Deep Sea Scallop

Ensis directus

      
    Common Razor Clam

Mya arenaria

                          Soft Shelled Clam

Clinocardium cillatrum 

    Iceland Cockle  (Fox Harbor)

Starfish

Asterias vulgaris

Northern Starfish/Purple Star/Boreal Sea Star

Echinoderms

Stronglyocentrotus droebachiensis  
Green Sea Urchin

Birds and Mammals of Nova Scotia 

and Newfoundland (11 Sep – 4 Oct 03)

Birds

Procellariidae-Shearwaters and Fulmars

Puffinus griseus

Sooty Shearwater

Open Atlantic Ocean

Hydrobatidae – Storm-Petrels

Oceanodroma leucohoa
Leach’s Storm Petrel
Open Atlantic Ocean

Sulidae- Gannets

Moris bassana

Gannet


Coastal Atlantic









Cape St Marys

Falconinae – Birds of Prey

Falco columbarius

Merlin



Cape St Marys NF

Buteoninae – Eagles

Haliaetus leucocephalus
Bald Eagle


NS

Phasianidae – Pheasants
Phasianus colchius

Ring-Necked Pheasant
NS

Gruidae - Cranes

Grus Canadensis

Sandhill Crane

NS

Charadriidae – Plovers

Charadrius semipalmatus
Semipalmated Sandpiper
NS

Laridae – Gulls and Terns

Larus delawarensis

Ring-Billed Gull

Coastal NS and NF

Larus argentatus

Herring Gull


Coastal NS and NF

Alcedinidae – Kingfishers

Megaceryle alcyon

Belted Kingfisher

NS

Tyrannidae – Flycatcher

Empidonax flaviventris
Yellow-Bellied Flycatcher
NF

Corvidae – Jays and Crows

Cyanocitta cristata 

Blue Jay
Humber and Codroy Valleys NF

Perisoreus Canadensis
Gray Jay


Gros Morne Park NF

Corvus brachyrhynchos

American Crow

NS and NF

Paridae – Titmice

Parus atricapillus

Black-Capped Chickadee

Terra Nova Park NF

Turdidae – Old World Warblers and Thrushes

Turdus migratorius

American Robin

Northern Peninsula NF

Sturnidae - Starlings

Sternus vulgarus

Starling 


Northern Peninsula NF

Parulidae – Warblers

Dendroica striata

Black-Poll Warbler

Terra Nova National Park 

Fringillidae – Sparrows

Zonotrichia albicollis
White-throat Sparrow  

NS and NF


Ploceidae – Weaver Finches

Passer domesticus

House or English Sparrow

Cowhead NF

Mammals

Raccoon

Porcupine


Roadkill



NS

Mink








Green Valley NF

Moose







Gros Morne

Eastern Chipmunk






Green Valley NF

Red Squirrel







NF, NS

Whales

Megaptera novaelangliae


Humpback Whale

Balaenoptera physalus


Finn Whale

Balaenoptera acutorastrata

Minke/Pothead Whale

Lagenorhynchus albirostris 

White Beak Dolphin

Fish

Mallotus villosus 



Capelins 

Vegetation of Nova Scotia and Newfoundland 

(11 Sep – 4 Oct 03)

This is a listing of outstanding fall flowers and common plants but probably not all.  Many of the plants are introduced and prefer disturbed grounds such as highway right-of-ways.  The species seen are listed below.

Seaweeds

Chondrus crispus 


Irish Moss 


NS, NF
Fucus vesiculosus 


Bladder Wrack 

NS, NF

Fucus spiralis 


Spiral Wrack


NS, NF

Lichens

Usnea sp.



Powdery Beard 

NS, NF

?




Crustose lichens

NF


Cladina stellaris


Northern Reindeer Lichen
NF

Fungi

Aminita muscaria 


Fly Agarica 


NF
Lenzites betulina 


Birch Maze-gill 

NF

Selaginellaceae

Polytrichum piliferum

Awned Hair-cap

NF

Selaginella sp






NF

11 Ferns

Matteuccia struthiopteris 

Ostrich Fern 


NS, NF

13 Pinaceae (Pine Family)

Abies balsamea 


Balsam Fir 


NF
Larix laricina 



Larch



NF
Picea glauca 


White Spruce

NF

Picea mariana 


Black Spruce


NF, NS

Pinus strobus 


White pine


NF, NS 

15 Cupressaceae

Juniperus communis 
Common or Prostrate Juniper 
NF

17 Typhace

Typha latifolia


Common Cattail

NS, NF

18 Ginkoaceae

Ginko biloba



Ginko



NS

27 Gramineae (Grasses)

Calamagrostis Canadensis 
Bluejoint Grass/Marsh Reed Grass 
NF 

Eriophorum sp.


Cotton Grass 

NF

28 Cyperaceae

Carex sp



Sedges


NF

Eleocharis sp


Spikerushes


NF

42 Iridaceae

Iris versicolor 


Blue Flag 


NF

Iris Hookeri 



Hooker’s Iris


NF
48 Salicaceae

Populus tremuloides 

Aspen 


NS, NF
49 Myricaceae

Myrica gale 



Sweetgale 


NF
52 Betulaceae

Betula papyifera


birch



NS, NF

Betula pendula 


White Birch 


NS, NF

Corylus cornuta 


hazel



NS, NF

62 Polygonaceae (Dock Family)

Rumex crispus 


Curled Dock 


NS, NF
72 Caryophyllaceae

Cerastium vulgatum 

Mouse-Ear Chickweed 
NS, NF

Stellaria media 


Common Chickweed 
NS, NF

73 Nymphaceae

Nymphacea ordorata 

Fragrant water lily

NF
75 Ranunculaceae

Ranunculus acris 


Common Anemones 
NS, NF

Ranuncuus flammula 

Spearwort


NF
Ranunculus repens 


Creeping Buttercup 

NF

84 Brassicaceae/Cruciferae (Mustard Family)

Brassica juncea 


Chinese Mustard 

NF 

Cakile edentula 


Sea-Rockets


NS, NF

94 Rosaceae (Rose Family)

Fragaria virginiana


strawberries 


NS,NF
Fragaria sp. 



strawberries 


NS,NF

Potentilla fruticosa 


Shrubby Cinquefoil

NF

Rubus chamaemorus
 
bakeapples


NS, NF

Rubus Idaeus 

           Red Raspberry 

NS, NF

Rosa nitida



Northeastern Rose

NS, NF

Sanguisorba Canadensis 

Canadian Bottlebrush
NS, NF

Spirea latifolia 


Meadowsweet 

NF

96 Fabiaceae/Leguminose (Bean Family)

Coronilla varia 


Crown Vetch


NS
Lupinus polyphylus 


Lupine


NS
Medicago sativa 


alfalfa



NS, NF

Trifolium pratense


Red Clover


NS, NF

T. repen



White Clover


NS, NF

Vicia cracca 



Cow Vetch


NS

99 Oxalidaceae

Oxalis sp.
 


Oxalis



NS, NF

113 Aceraceae (Maple Family)

Acer rubrum



Red Maple


NS

119 Tilliaceae

Tilia vulgaris



 Linden trees


NS

131 Labiate (Mint Family)

Prunella vulgaris 


Selfheal 


NS, NF

138 Onagraceae

Epilobium angustifolium 

Fireweed


NF

Oenothera parviflora 

Small Flowered Evening Primrose
NF

Oenothera perennis 

Sundrops 


NF

141 Apiaceae (Umbelliferae)

Daucas carota 


Queen Anne’s Lace
  
NS, NF


Heracleum maximum 

Cow Parsnip 


NF

142 Cornaceae

Cornus canidensis 

Bunchberry/Crackerberry

NS,NF

144 Ericaceae
Calluna vulgaris 


heather


NF 

Empetrum nigrum 


Black Crowberry

NF

Gaultheria hispidula 

creeping snowberry 
NF
Kalmia angustifoliua 

Sheep Laurel 

NF

Ledum groenlandicum 

Labrador Tea 

NF 

Vaccinium angustifolium 

blueberries


NF

Vaccinium vitis-idaea 

cranberries


NF

165 Scrophulariaceae (Figwort Family)

Euphrasia sp.

    
Eyebright 


NS, NF
Linaria vulgari 

  
Butter-and-eggs 

NS, NF 

172 Plantaginaceae

Plantago major


Dooryard Plantain
      
NS, NF





173 Rubiaceae

Hedyotis caerulea 

     
Bluets 


NF
178 Campanulaceae

Campanula rotundifolia 

Harebell 


NF
180 Compositae (Daisy Family)

Achillea millefolium


Yarrow
   

NS, NF

Anaphalis margaritacea 

Pearly Everlasting 

NS, NF

Aster novae-belgii 


New York Aster 

NS, NF

Centaurea nigra 


Black Knapweed

NS

Chrysanthemum leucanthemum 
Chrysanthemum 

NF
Cirsium arvense 


Canada Thistle 

NF

Cirsium muticum 


Swamp Thistle 

NF
Eupatorium maculatum 

Joe-Pye Weed

NS, NF

Leontodon autmnalis 

Fall Dandelion 

NS, NF 

Solidago sp.



Goldenrod

    
 NS, NF

Tussilago farfara 


Colts Foot 


NF

 Painting-

Dream of Newfoundland

