THE SINJIN TRAIL

By Gerard J. St. John
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In the Atlantic Provinces of Canada, certain highways are dedicated as “trails” in honor of specific persons, groups and ideals.  For example, you have the Viking Trail, the Cabot Trail, the Discovery Trail, the Heritage Trail and a host of other trails.  On Sunday morning, June 3, 2007, we left Drexel Hill and headed toward Newfoundland (which we would learn is pronounced “Newfen-Land”), trying to retrace the trails followed more than a century ago by my grandparents Charles St. John and Elizabeth O’Keefe.  The odometer indicated 20,579 miles and the compass pointed north.


The first day took us to Rockport, Massachusetts, a picturesque seaport above Boston, the land of the bean and the cod.  Rockport and its larger neighbor, Gloucester, are located on Cape Ann.  This trip had more capes than Superman’s wardrobe.  As we arrived in Rockport, it was starting to rain.  By the following morning, it was a heavy downpour that hampered our efforts to enjoy these two fishing communities.  Gloucester and Rockport differ dramatically in function and style.  Gloucester was once a major fishing port.  As the importance of fishing declined, Gloucester actively sought other businesses, including a company that deals in computer software.  The new businesses built new buildings that often contrast with the prominent Fishermen’s Memorial, a large statue of a fisherman at the wheel of his ship above an inscription that declares, “They that go down to the sea in ships.”  On the other hand, Rockport works hard to preserve its seafaring identity and it has become home to a community of artists and well-to-do Bostoners.  Like Cape May, New Jersey, Rockport has strict rules governing the materials and designs that are permissible for construction within the town.


At the top of a hill on the main street leading to the dock area of Rockport, we saw a large, elegant house with a sign identifying it as the Seven South Street Inn.  The door was unlocked but no one was there.  On the desk were a cordless phone and a note saying that the proprietor, Debbie, was at a nearby store and could be contacted at her cell phone number.  Cathy called the number and Debbie told her where to find the keys to the rooms.  In short order, we had a room for the next two nights.  When Debbie’s husband Nick heard about how we contacted Debbie for the room, he shrugged his shoulders and laughed.


Debbie was not the only one with problems; Cathy’s cell phone did not work.  We drove over to Gloucester and sought advice at the local Verizon store.  That didn’t work either.  We bought a used cell phone and a new recharger.  The salesperson never mentioned that we were entitled to a free replacement phone, nor did he mention that the store was not owned by Verizon but rather was a contract agency.  Oh well, movie-goers who saw Around the World in 80 Days will recall that even Phileas Fogg willingly paid an excessive amount when he needed an elephant in a hurry.  We were in a hurry, and with our newly purchased telephonic elephant, we headed for Campobello Island, the summer home of Franklin D. Roosevelt.


Directions to Campobello were printed from mapquest.com.  Big mistake.com!  As we reached the end of the directions, the names of the streets in front of us did not match those on the printout.  We were in the dock area of an old fishing town that had been largely abandoned.  It was getting dark.  We stopped at a small eating-place with the interesting name Wa Co (pronounced “whacko’s”).  There, we learned that we were in Eastport, Maine, just one-mile from Campobello – straight across the bay (with no ferry available).  Discretion being the better part of valor, we arranged for a room at the Weston House, a large frame building about two blocks uphill from the dock.


To our surprise, Weston House inside was colorful and decorated with a variety of paintings.  Our hosts, Jetta and John, were expatriates of San Jose, California.  We learned that Eastport was once the sardine capital of the world but apparently the industry had declined dramatically.  Either the rest of the world shares my aversion to sardines or someplace else packages them cheaper.  Jetta was hoping to revitalize Eastport as a tourist stop.  Good luck Jetta.


The following morning we made a 25-mile end run to the town of Lubec, Maine, which is connected to Campobello by a bridge.  Although the Roosevelt’s cottage is in Canada, it is maintained by the U.S. National Park Service.  By modern standards, its furnishings are rustic, unpretentious and include many wicker pieces.  Our visit lasted about 45 minutes and then we were on our way to Cape Breton and its Newfoundland ferry.


We entered Canada at Calais (pronounced “Callis”).  At that point, we were in the Atlantic Time zone and our watches were set one-hour ahead of Eastern Standard Time.  New Brunswick, Nova Scotia and Cape Breton are linked by bridges.  Tourist offices are located at the end of each bridge, providing helpful maps and information on accommodations.  The tourist office at Nova Scotia helped get us reservations at the Rose & Thistle B&B in the town of Antigonish.  The B&B was a two-story home built on a hillside sloping away from the road.  Each of the two stories has an entrance at the ground level.  The owners’ living space is on the top level; and the B&B rooms are on the lower level.  The airy design of the building reflected the outlook of the architect who lived on Victoria Island in Vancouver.


Two of the other guests at the B&B confirmed our tentative choice of a first place to stay on Newfoundland.  They had stayed the previous night at the lighthouse B&B in Cape Anguille, about 23 miles from the Port aux Basques, Newfoundland ferry terminal.  Jim Hubley, the owner of the Rose & Thistle made the reservations at the lighthouse for us and also made the reservations for the ferry.  At Jim’s suggestion, we stopped in Baddeck on Cape Breton on our way to the North Sydney ferry terminal.  Baddeck is the home of a museum dedicated to the town’s best-known resident, Alexander Graham Bell.  Baddeck is a pretty town but we did not have enough time to go through the museum.


We reached North Sydney with time to spare.  That gave us time to drive around and pick up a Subway sandwich and some snacks for the 6-hour ferry trip.  The published schedule said that the ferry would leave a 3:30 p.m.  When we made the reservation, we were told that the departure time would be 4:30 p.m.  We were ahead of schedule when we pulled into the terminal parking lot and took our spot at the end of the line of cars waiting for the start of boarding.
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A short, gray haired man who was walking along the line of cars noticed our license plates and asked where we lived in Pennsylvania.  His name was Bill Diener.  He graduated from North Catholic High in 1953.  Bill grew up near Shibe Park.  He was the only one in his family to attend North Catholic; the rest went to Roman.  After graduation, he went into the air force and eventually retired.  He now lives in San Antonio but owns a house on the outskirts of St. John’s where he spends the entire summer.  He said that Newfoundland is “the best kept secret in North America.”  Bill said that, if it were up to him, he would live in Newfoundland year-round.  His wife is a native of Newfoundland and she says the summer is enough.  Hey Nicodemo!


The ferry was a fairly large ship named the MV Leif Ericson.  It is a comfortable vessel.  In some areas there are airline-type reclining seats.  There are also restaurant-type tables and chairs and several lounge areas.  We were watching a movie, Walk the Line, when the ferry pulled into Port aux Basques and we were told to return to our car.  We turned our watches an additional half-hour ahead to comport with Newfoundland’s time zone.  It was about 11:30 p.m.  It was dark; it was cold; it was raining; and it was foggy.  Welcome back Sinjins!


In the darkness and the fog, it was tough to find our way.  We pulled into a gas station just outside the terminal and learned that we almost missed the turn to the Trans Canada Highway (designated in road signs as “TCH”).  Our problems were just beginning.  The fog reduced our progress to walking speed.  The car in front of us pulled over to the side of the road and then stopped.  When we went by, he pulled out and followed us.  Our high beams seemed to magnify the effect of the fog.  Visibility was better with just the parking lights but that made it more difficult for us to be seen by oncoming traffic and by objects that might be standing in the road – large four-legged objects with antlers.  We had been well warned of the dangers of moose on the Newfoundland highways.  Many of the automobile/moose accidents are fatal to the motorists.  However, no obstacle could deter us from pressing onward.  We had reservations at the lighthouse and it was now past midnight.  Moreover, lighthouses are rarely built on well-lighted roads that are easy to find.  It was about 1:00 a.m. when we found an unimproved road that wound through an open field and ended at the pitch-black lighthouse.


In the glare of our headlights we saw two small buildings.  On the door to one of the buildings was a post-it note with two cell phone numbers and the name “Carol.”  We dialed the first number on our recently-acquired Gloucester cell phone and the lighted display showed “roaming” and then “unable to connect.”  We had no choice; we turned around and headed back toward the main highway, some 12 miles distant.  After traveling about a mile, we tried the cell phone again — this time it worked.  Carol told us where to find the room and the key.  The room was clean and modestly furnished but to us it looked like the Ritz Carlton.


We awoke at about 7:30 a.m.  It was partly sunny and cold.  The area was attractive, being situated high on a hill overlooking the ocean.  But not much was there, just the lighthouse and two small, white buildings.  A young man wearing khakis, a fleece jacket and a baseball cap came out of one of the buildings.  His name was Gerry.  He was a guide for a group of four senior citizens from Manitoba on a private 17-day tour of Newfoundland.  When I told him of our plans to see Avondale and Conception Harbour, my grandparents’ roots, Gerry consulted a map and made several suggestions.  After breakfast, he gave me a folder that contained brochures about some of the places he recommended and the telephone numbers of other places.
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The four Canadians in Gerry’s tour party were very friendly.  They were in their mid-to-late seventies.  Apparently, they traveled often but this was their first guided tour.  They had about four days to go and they were enjoying themselves.  They were very enthusiastic in their stories about their experiences in Newfoundland.  As we talked, I listened closely to their pronunciation of the name of the province.  It was “Newfen-Land.”  The emphasis is on the last syllable.


That afternoon, we headed north to Corner Brook, the second largest city in Newfoundland, behind St. John’s.  We had lunch in a small café annexed to a flower shop in a mall.  The café also had Internet access; so I caught up on my e-mail.  Gros Morne National Park was not far north.  However, don’t expect the traffic signs to direct you to Gros Morne.  Traffic signs show route numbers and destinations, such as Route 430 and Daniel’s Harbour and St. Anthony.  If you expect the sign to say “Gros Morne” you are going to miss the turn.  That’s what we did.  We went quite a few miles before we realized the mistake and turned back.


The entrance to Gros Morne is one of those spectacular highways that winds through mountains with steep drops and sharp turns, presenting one picturesque view after another along snow-capped mountains and bright blue bays off the Gulf of St. Lawrence. (Actually, we didn’t know that it was a bay or the Gulf of St. Lawrence, it was just beautiful blue water.)  Following Gerry’s advice, we headed for Cow Head at the northern end of Gros Morne.  Along the way, we saw a number of local animals, including two moose and two bicyclists.  We were especially careful of the bikers.


The Shallow Bay Motel is a one-story sprawl of more than 100 rental units.  Also, it is the home to the local stage theater.  We were tired; we did without the show.  For dinner, Cathy attacked a lobster.  I think that she won the battle, but it was close.  I had fish and chips, which featured cod prepared in the traditional Newfoundland fashion, i.e., with lots of cooking oil.  The french fries were soggy and the breaded cod could have taken care of an oil change on our car.  The next night, I ordered a club sandwich.
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On Saturday morning, we went to the Western Brook Pond (pond=lake), which we were told is a fresh water fjord and an ultra-ogliothropic body of water.  In other words, it was carved out of granite by the receding glaciers and its exceptionally cold water does not support much marine or vegetative life.  The pond gets its water from the melting of ice and snow on the surrounding hills.  It looked very much like the lake that we saw in Waterton National Park several years ago.  However, because it does not have a source of running water, the pond is highly susceptible to pollution.  During the two-hour boat tour, we were accompanied by people from Oregon, California and Perth, Scotland.  Also, there was a couple from Switzerland whom we recognized as having been passengers on the ferry that brought us to Newfoundland.  After the boat tour, we drove north for about 50 miles, viewing the scenery.  During this ride, we passed one very large moose at the edge of the road but we did not stop to see if there were others there with him.


Sunday morning was partly cloudy as we left Gros Morne and headed east.  The Trans Canada Highway is basically a three-lane asphalt road with the direction of traffic in the center lane shifting every four miles or so to give motorists in each direction a chance to pass slower vehicles.  The TCH stretches 562 miles from Port aux Basques to St. John’s.  There were very few cars on the road.  It was like driving in Montana.

  Originally, we had planned to drive straight through to Avondale but Gerry (the guide) suggested that we stop in Trinity on the Bonavista Peninsula.  Enroute, we took a gander at Gander but it seemed mainly to be a collection of military housing.  Farther down the highway, we stopped at a restaurant in Charlottetown, which is surrounded by Terra Nova National Park.  The owner of the restaurant thought that we would probably first see icebergs at King’s Cove on Bonavista.  She was right.


As we entered King’s Cove, we could see an iceberg in the distance.  It was not a titanic-size iceberg.  It was about the size of an average Home Depot.  And then, we saw another iceberg, and another as we drove along.  Also, there were a number of smaller icebergs farther out in the water.  At the tip of the peninsula was the Bonavista Lighthouse, a rectangular building painted red and white, with the light perched on top.  Beyond Bonavista was the community of Elliston, which bills itself as “the root cellar capital of the world.”  Root cellars are caves dug into the sides of small hills where the residents would store their potatoes, carrots, turnips and other home-grown vegetables.  Fish alone did not provide enough nutrition for the early Newfoundlanders.  The growing season was short.  Everyone had a vegetable garden and a root cellar to preserve those items through the rest of the year.  I told the locals that I was in Newfoundland to find my roots, so I thought that I ought to check out the root cellars.  Oh well, I thought that it was funny.


Elliston is also the home to a rocky outgrowth, which is occupied by puffins, those small, penguin-like birds with parrot beaks.  The rocks in this area look much like a continuation of the rocks that are found in the Giants’ Causeway in Ireland.


In Bonavista is a replica of Cabot’s ship, the “Matthew.”  It is an attractive vessel but the day was running late and we did not have enough time to take a tour of that ship.


Trinity is a small town that was more involved with the business of cod fish, rather than with the fishing itself.  Apparently, ships would be sent out from Trinity to collect salted cod from the many small fishing ports and to re-supply those ports with essential foodstuffs and other necessities.


Our home in Trinity was the Eriksen’s Premises, which was run by Christine, a short, dark haired woman with a friendly smile.  Trinity seems to be a town that is exceptionally fond of Mansard roofs, and Eriksen’s is no different.  It being early in the summer season, Christine had not yet opened her restaurant for dinners.  It was available for breakfast and we met a number of other tourists there, including three bikers who were destined for Deer Lake at the entrance to Gros Morne.  For a moment, I was stopped short by the inquiry of a waitress who asked, “Are you being seen to?”  I had to parse out those words before responding.  

For dinner, Christine referred us to another nearby B&B, The Artisan’s Inn, which is located just down the block.  The restaurant was in a small building behind the B&B.  The name on the door was The Twine Room.  The restaurant was run by a woman from Holland.  It served only one meal each night.  Your only choices were the wine and whether you wanted coffee or tea.  The crusted salmon we had the first night was enough to bring us back the next night for the pan-seared cod.  The other patrons of the restaurant were also interesting, including the Toronto lawyer and the cod supplier from the town of Come-By-Chance.  I like that name.

Before we left Trinity, we went south to the town of New Bonaventure where there is a set of dwellings created for the television show of Random Passage, a story of life in Newfoundland in the early 1800s.  The set was located on the site of a fishing village that had been abandoned years ago.  The set contained a number of cabins constructed in accordance with the standards of that early time.  Because there is no clay in the ground, the spaces between the logs were not adequately sealed and the fireplaces were built from loose slate.  It was hard to imagine people surviving under those conditions.

On Tuesday, it was drizzling as we drove to Avondale.  We followed Route 63 to a T-intersection.  That was the center of Avondale.  The Town Hall and the church were on the right.  We turned left at the intersection and, about a mile up the road, we left Avondale and entered Conception Harbour.  A road ran off to the right, alongside Conception Bay and up to Bacon Cove.  St. Anne’s Church was about a quarter-mile up the road; Conception Harbour’s Town Hall was another 300 yards beyond that point.  Farther still was St. Anne’s cemetery.  The area was sparsely populated but most of the houses seemed decent.  As was the case with other Newfoundland towns, there were clothes drying on the line behind many of the houses.  I have not seen that for a long time.

At St. Anne’s Church, Sister Genevieve invited us in.  She asked a parish volunteer, Helen Keating, to show us around.  During our tour, Helen mentioned that a man named Jack St. John used to live down by the main road.  We looked for the house that she described but could not find it.  After inquiring at a local food store, we knocked on the door of David St. John.  David said that his uncle Frank had left Newfoundland but that he often returned for visits.  David also said that his brother Anthony might know more about the family and volunteered to take us up to Tony’s home.  Unfortunately, Tony did not know that much more about the family history.  One of my grandfather’s sisters married an O’Brien and David told us that there were a number of O’Briens in the immediate area.  Also, one of my grandfather’s brothers was in the taxi business.  David said that his father and grandfather had a taxi business.  David smiled when I said that my e-mail alias was “Sinjin.”  Some of our memories were consistent but it was not enough to enable us to determine conclusively if there was a family relationship.  When we dropped David off at his place, he mentioned that his sister Isabella lives in St. John’s and that she might know more.  There being nothing more to see in Avondale, we went on to St. John’s.

In St. John’s, we phoned ahead for a room in the Balmoral Inn on Queen’s Road, just below the Basilica of St. John the Baptist.  It was a large row house with elegantly furnished rooms.  The location is high on the hill overlooking St. John’s harbor.  It was a relatively short walk down to Water Street but the climb back up was like scaling the Manayunk Wall.  From that night on, we drove our car when we went sightseeing.  On this evening, most of the stores were closing when we arrived.  We looked for a place to eat and decided on pub food at Nautical Nellie’s.  Stir-fry and shepherd’s pie filled the bill.  Afterward, we took a short walk, making mental notes of the places that we wanted to see in the next two days.

Over the next two days, we visited and revisited several places in St. John’s.  Uphill from the B&B was a place called The Rooms.  It is a combination natural history museum, art gallery and provincial archives.  It is an interesting place.  In one part of the museum there is a display of Newfoundland artists and one of the featured artists is Isabella St. John.  We also spent some time in the archives looking up the family records of the St. Johns in Avondale.  A second visit was necessary because some of the records were not available the first day.  All of the information that we found was consistent with what we had heard from David and Tony St. John a day or so earlier.  Also, the 1921 Census showed that my grandfather’s sister, Aunt Belle (“Isabella”), was then married to Patrick O’Brien – the identity was confirmed by the fact that the census listed as a resident of their house my father’s cousin John, Mildred’s brother who had been born in Camden, New Jersey.  Further, the family shown in the very next census tract included Johanna St. John (my grandfather’s mother), her son John and his sons Ambrose, Frank and Charles (the same names that were mentioned two days ago by David St. John).
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Armed with these details, we set out to find Isabella’s Blue Moon Pottery shop.  It is located on Outer Battery Road, a very narrow lane that runs along the Narrows at the entrance to St. John’s Harbor.  When she heard our story, Isabella exclaimed, “Old Paddy O’Brien!  I was named after his wife, Isabella.”  Moreover, she said that her father was named Ambrose.  She has seven brothers and three sisters.  She nodded with recognition when I said that my e-mail address is “Sinjin.”  There was no longer any doubt that our two St. John families are related.

High above Outer Battery Road is Signal Hill, the dominant terrain feature at the entrance to St. John’s Harbor.  We visited Signal Hill on three consecutive days before the fog dissipated and permitted the taking of clear photographs.  On a clear day, Signal Hill provides a great observation point for the city, the bay and the Atlantic Ocean.  Also, near the Narrows was a decent size iceberg, glowing white and blue in the bright sunlight.  As I walked down the hill to photograph the iceberg, there was a loud crash, like a car running into a garage door.  Part of the iceberg had broken away and fallen into the water.  Shards of ice floated in the water around the iceberg, giving the base a bubbly halo.  It was a very interesting event – but the fascination was offset by having to climb back up the steep side of Signal Hill after the photos were taken.

As our time in Newfoundland was winding down, we had to give up some of the things that we had planned to do.  One of those “to-do” items was a drive around the 200-mile Irish Loop, below St. Johns.  To get some sense of what it would be like, we drove part of the loop down to Witless Bay.  On the way, we noticed a small frame building with a sign, “Irish Coffee Shop.”  We decided that would be a good place to have lunch, and it was.  While we were eating, another car pulled into the parking area.  It was the couple from Switzerland that we had met on the ferry and in Gros Morne.  We were surprised.  We were even more surprised when they told us that two days ago they were in Trinity and that they stayed at the Artisan’s Inn.  Small world!

Before returning to St. John’s, we made a stop at Cape Spear, the easternmost point in North America.  We walked along the rugged coastline on the boardwalk that had been built for that purpose.  The signs warned of sudden shifts in the water level and noted the drowning of many visitors who strayed from the marked paths.

In St. John’s, we made a brief stop at Quidi Vidi (“Kiddie-Viddie”) Village, a picturesque place on a small lake.  Unfortunately, the Quidi Vidi Brewery was closed.  The Mallard Cottage, an antique and memento shop, was open and we bought a few small items there.  
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On our last day in St. John’s, we made it a point to attend Mass at the Basilica of St. John the Baptist.  Also, we went next door to the convent where a marble sculpture, The Veiled Virgin, is kept.  The sculpture is of the head of a young woman with a veil covering her face.  It looks as though the veil is made of lace but the entire sculpture is marble.  It was purchased in Italy by a bishop who presented it to the convent.  The nun who escorted us through the convent, Sister Theresa, said that one of her relatives recently passed away in Philadelphia.  She lived on the 3500 block of Ryan Avenue (across the street from the old Mayfair Movie Theater). 

We finished our St. John’s visit with lunch at The Cellar, a first-class restaurant on Water Street.  It renewed my faith in Newfoundland’s ability to cook cod properly.

It was about a 90-minute drive to Dunville and the Behind the Maples B&B where we would spend the night before taking the ferry in the morning.  Although it was a clear sunny day, we were told that the weather in that part of the country could change to a pea-soup fog in an instant.  At the suggestion of the B&B owner, Barb Keating, we drove down to the terminal and picked up our ticket so as to avoid the rush in the morning.

On the way back to the B&B, we stopped at Placentia, which is fast becoming a ghost town.  A few years ago, Placentia was the site of a U.S. Navy Base and also the headquarters of a phosphorous mining operation.  First, the base closed, and then the mining operation followed suit.  Soon, most of the local schools closed as people moved away in search of work.  Also, many of the restaurants and shops shut down.  Major roadwork that was being done on the main streets gave the town a deserted appearance.  Outside the town, we went to the top of Castle Hill where there are the remains of an old French fort that overlooks the town.  A misty fog spoiled what otherwise would have been a great view.  After walking through the center of Placentia, we stopped at Belle’s, one of the two remaining restaurants and tried that old Newfoundland mainstay cod tongues.  You know the old saying, “when in Rome ….”

Back at the B&B, Barb Keating was at her bubbly best as she hosted her nightly mug-up.  It reminded me of the “tea and toast” sessions that invariably took place at my grandmother’s house many years ago, except that Barb put out a variety of breads and cakes instead of toast.  Also, she had the only tea mug; the rest of us used good chinaware.  That part was pretty much the same in my grandmother’s day.  It was a full house, and everyone was gathered around the kitchen table.  It was an interesting end to our stay in Newfoundland.

We boarded the MV Joseph and Clara Smallwood at the Argentia Marine Terminal at about 8:00 a.m.  Since this would be a 14-hour trip, we arranged for a private berth (a small room with two sets of bunk beds).  Once we got out to sea, the weather cleared and it was an uneventful passage.  Toward the end of the journey, we ran into our friends from Switzerland who wished they had arranged for a private berth on this long passage.  We arrived in North Sydney at about 10:00 p.m. and checked into the nearby Heritage House B&B.

Sunday morning started out cloudy but then cleared up as we drove west toward the Cabot Trail on Cape Breton.  The Cabot Trail started out with a ferry ride.  Having just completed a 14-hour ferry ride, you can imagine our surprise when this one lasted less than 60 seconds.  The Cabot Trail presented some great views of the Nova Scotia coastline.  We stopped along the way at the Rusty Anchor where they proved that they know how to cook cod for fish and chips.  Afterward, we drove the length of Nova Scotia and, when we crossed into New Brunswick we stopped at a B&B in Sackville.  The B&B was called A Different Drummer.  It was an old building, in the style that is common in those seaport towns.  We ate at a place called The Olive Branch, which was a drab looking place but the food was good.

We re-entered the United States at Houlton, Maine, the starting point for Interstate-95.  After meandering around Bangor for a while, we successfully located the Alternate Route 1 and drove to the seacoast town of Camden, Maine.  Camden, Maine stands in stark contrast to Camden, New Jersey.  It is well maintained and populated by an affluent class of people.  We went to the top of nearby Battie Hill, which had a classic view of Camden and its surroundings.  Dinner was at the Bayview Lobster, which is right on the water.  Lobster is its specialty.  The two men at the next table were from Vineland and Elmer, New Jersey.  They swore by the lobster house.

We spent the night at the Whitehall Inn.  The Whitehall Inn in Camden is one of those large old New England buildings with a large lobby and many rooms.  A number of circulars in the lobby emphasized that the Whitehall was one of the main settings for the 1957 movie Peyton Place.  They are planning a major celebration for the 50th anniversary of the movie.  However, we won’t be there.  We went home.

All told, we spent 17 days and traveled 4,214 miles retracing the trails of Elizabeth O’Keefe and Charles St. John.  We covered oceans, lakes, capes and trails.  And in the process, we found a long lost branch of the St. John family.  In the final analysis, eight days is not enough to see Newfoundland.  With 20/20 hindsight, we would have liked to travel up to the top of the Northern Peninsula to St. Anthony, to the gateway to Labrador and to the breeding grounds for a large number of moose.  Twillingate is another scenic spot that drew rave reviews from the travelers that we met on our trip.  Also, there are the French islands, Miquelon and St. Pierre, just off the Burin Peninsula.  We will have to go back to Newfoundland if we want to follow those trails.

Happy trails to you!
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