
Sunday May 6 

This morning we left for Sooke, BC and the Pedder Bay RV Resort (where we wintered last year). 

By coffee time, we were approaching  

Ladysmith. I suggested to Jen that we stop at the 

waterfront park there. Well, wouldn't you know it–

we drove the twisty road to the park only to find 

that the Corvette Club of BC was having a "show". 

Faced with a dead-end road, I turned the rig around 

and as we started back up the road to the highway, 

there was a perfect spot for our rig. 

While Jen made us coffee, I wandered across to 

look at some of the Corvettes on display. Back in 

the early '70s, I had a 1965 Sunbeam Tiger. Once a 

year, our club, CATS, used to get together with the 

guys and gals of the Corvette club and try to drink 

each other under the table. It was a weekend affair; 

Sunday was the "autocross" where drivers wound 

their cars around the pylons in the fastest time they 

could. My old Tiger was never up to the task on Sun-

day (nor was I for that matter), but it was great fun 

to watch all manner of Corvettes and Tigers getting 

bent out of shape. 

But I digress. 

We arrived at the RV park and set up camp, site #10. 



Monday May 7 

Today's the day for me to put on my best bib and tucker. I was off to visit 3 colleges in Victoria that purchase 

Jen's Legal Keys textbooks.  

I kinda enjoy the sales game. I didn't many years ago when I tried sales for a living. Actually sales wasn't that 

bad; it was the management of the company that really got under my craw. I had one sales manager who in-

vited himself along on one of my sales calls. After opening his mouth (with that permanent sleazy smile you 

sometimes see), he almost blew my sale. 

Afterwards, I confronted him. And I remember his exact words to this day: "I cannot be responsible for what I 

say." I told him in no uncertain terms he was never coming on a sales call with me again. And he didn't. 

Yes, I did make the sale. It was DHL at Vancouver Airport. 

But, again, I digress. 

My sales calls went well. I left copies of Jen's new book, Just Timings, with each college. Hopefully we will see 

some orders. 

Tuesday May 8 

Today we visited one of my favourite stores: Lee Valley. I needed a full extension drawer guide for a new 

drawer Jen wants in one of our kitchen cabinets. 

Chore done; time for coffee. We enjoyed outside at Poncho's Coffee House in Langford. 

The next stop was just up the road...

another of my favourite stores—

Princess Auto. I didn't buy anything but 

I picked up one of their catalogues. I 

still enjoy perusing their paper version 

rather than their website. 

Before we left on this short trip, we'd 

made arrangements to meet up with 

our young Czech friends for dinner at 

Route 14 in Sooke. The meal was abso-

lutely wonderful; the presentation was 

exquisite. 



Wednesday May 9 
 

Today we head north, up the coast to Port Renfrew. The road from Port Renfrew to Duncan is paved. We are 

looking forward to "doing the loop".  

On the drive, we stopped at French Beach Provincial Park and had a look around. 

We continued north and stopped at Jordan River where we made coffee. There is a campground here, right on 

the rocky beach. 
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If we'd known what was coming, we would have overnighted here. But we didn't; we continued on. 

The next park, Juan de Fuca Provincial Park, turned out to be walk-in camping. 

At Port Renfrew we found the highway, eventually, to Duncan. Our Czech friends had loaned us their Back-

roads map book. They'd pointed out a couple of campgrounds that we could have a look at on the way to  

Duncan. Needless to say, both campgrounds were closed. 

The "paved" road was absolutely atrocious. "Patched" is a more descriptive than "paved". 

We literally bounced along. At Mesachie Lake, we turned right, heading for the hamlet of Lake Cowichan. The 

road was getting better. We went looking for Cowichan Lake Provincial Park. At the end of the paved road to 

the park was a sign saying the park was another 6.5 kms on a gravel road. I don't do gravel so we turned 

around and headed back to the highway. Just at the STOP sign, there was an almighty dip in the road which I 

never saw. The air got a little heated. 

We pulled over and I went back to Ali. I didn't take a picture, but our small front storage closet, which has 

never sprung open, ever, did. A mixture of Downy and Windex covered the lino—what a freaking mess. We 

cleaned it up and I checked on other damage–my chair had obviously tried to fly. Both front casters were bent.  

I won't bore you with any more information. Suffice it to say,  

we got to Duncan, turned south, and headed for Bamberton  

Provincial Park and set up camp. 

My chair was an easy fix—I just had to straighten 

the bent shafts and re-install the two casters. 

But boy, that was some road. I just think of other 

travellers, like us, with larger rigs and mo-

torhomes, who venture along this road. There 

really should be warning signs—a lot of damage 

could be done to an expensive, and fragile RV. 

And besides, there really isn't anything to see 

along the way; it is merely a way to get from point A to point B. We won't be doing this again anytime soon! 

We decided to stay at Bamberton PP for two nights. It is such a lovely provincial park. 

Thursday May 10 
 

The first order of business today is coffee in Mill Bay, 5 kms up the road from the park. We sat outside, under 

cover, while heavens opened wide. Before we finished our coffee, the sun was shining again. We drove to Cob-

ble Hill and had a walk around. 

The Kinsol Trestle 

We had seen signs to the historic Kinsol Trestle around the area. I had no idea what this was all about; it is a 

long way from the E&N railway line that runs (but is no longer used) on the eastern side of Vancouver Island 

from Victoria to Courtenay. We took the Dayliner (Budd car) from Victoria to Courtenay and back many years 

ago. For a train buff it was fun, but it was an 8-hour+ round trip. 

The afternoon was cloudy but I decided to find the trestle. 



Here is the Wikipedia entry: 

 
The Kinsol Trestle, also known as the Koksilah River Trestle, is a wooden railway trestle located on 

Vancouver Island north of Shawnigan Lake in the Canadian Province of British Columbia. It provides a 

spectacular crossing of the Koksilah River. 

Completed in 1920, its dimensions measure 44 m (144 ft) high and 188 m (617 ft) long, making it the 

largest wooden trestle in the Commonwealth of Nations and one of the highest railway trestles in the 

world. 

It was built as part of a plan to connect Victoria to Nootka Sound, passing through Cowichan Lake and 

Port Alberni, when forestry had gained some ground on Vancouver Island and a more efficient way to 

transport the region's huge, old-growth timber was needed. It was not built, as some mistakenly believe, 

to serve any nearby mines. It was named after the nearby Kinsol Station which, in turn, took its name 

from a nearby mining venture grandiosely named “King Solomon Mines”, a very small mining venture 

that produced 18 t (19.8 short tons; 17.7 long tons) or 18,000 kg or 39,683 lb of copper and 6,300 g  

(203 ozt) of silver (from 254 t or 280 short tons or 250 long tons of ore—hardly enough to fill 3 rail 

cars) over the period 1904–1907 . 

The line was started in 1911 by the Canadian Northern Pacific Railway (CNoPR) and while it was de-

signed by engineers, it was built by local farmers and loggers, with investment funds from the Canadian 

Western Lumber Company, which was the largest lumber company in the world at that time. The trestle 

was never completed by the CNoPR, and the line only reached Youbou before construction was termi-

nated. The CNoPR was taken over by Canadian National Railways in 1918, and its line and the trestle 

were completed in 1920 as part of the "Galloping Goose" rail line. The last train to cross the Kinsol was 

in 1979, and the trestle was abandoned 1 year later. 

 

After reading the sign at the parking lot, I walked the trail to the trestle. 



Quite the impressive structure! 

Across the road from the parking lot was this 

old GMC motorhome. Looking pretty good for 

being 40+ years old. 

When I got back to the park, the sun started  

shining. 

Here's Jen and some wild Dogwood flowers. 



Friday May 11 
 

Today we left Bamberton Provincial Park for home. We enjoyed our 2 days there. 

On the way north, we stopped in Chemainus for 

coffee at the Willow St. Café. Across the street is 

this painting of Billy Thomas. It does not matter 

from where on the street you look at him, his 

eyes follow you. Freaky!  

We arrived home by mid-afternoon.  

Total mileage: 370 miles 

Next week we're heading north to the Campbell 

River area and Strathcona Provincial Park. 

See you there. 


