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My most churlish self hopes this summer is the worst ever. 

Cold…foggy…rainy…with buzzing-swarms of deer and horse flies…and 
black flies and mosquitoes. Not to mention marauding bears and raccoons.  

Hopefully, there will also be construction on every highway heading north 
and thunderstorms in abundance.    

That way, the new campers who have booked ALL the campsites in the 
Provincial Parks online will have a horrible time and never try it again. 
Maybe they will run out of toilet paper and their tents will leak too. 

Grumble…grumble…  

Not every canoeist in the parks this summer may be a good paddler but 
you can bet every one of them is very adept at using a computer.  

According to the Ontario Ministry of Natural Resources website, there are 
more than twice as many people trying to book online than ever before.   

We’ve been trying to book sites in Killarney for July since February and 
haven’t had any luck. The booking website (for dates exactly 6 months 
ahead) opens at 7:00 AM and by 7:01 every site in the province’s top 5 
parks is booked. 

It’s frustrating to those of us who have been doing this all our lives…but the 
parks have always operated on a first come, first serve basis. It’s just 
another strange phenomenon that has come over us in this year of Covid.  

I’ve never seen so many people hiking on the local trails and almost all the 
cross country ski gear was sold out in November. And the winter has 
literally been, the best on record.    

We usually get enough crappy weather to discourage all but the hard core 
skiers…but not this year. The newbies have no idea of a normal winter of 
freezing rain and toes. Darn-it. Lol.  



Last summer we went canoeing in Algonquin Park on the Labour Day 
weekend and camped on Opeongo, one of the most popular lakes in the 
province.  

It was an eye opener for me. When we arrived there wasn’t a single parking 
place in the lot. We actually picked up and moved a few boat trailers 
sideways and managed to jam our cars in beside them.  

When we got to the put-in dock we had to wait for three other parties to 
push off before there was any room and there were dozens of canoes on 
the lake waiting to land. There was an air of urgency and aggression 
hovering over all of us.  

So much for the bliss of setting off into the wilderness.  

After paddling less than an hour we came to a vacant site and grabbed it. It 
was the first empty one we had seen and, although we didn’t know it then, 
it turned out to be the best site on the lake. 

One of the great aspects of the site was a front-porch-raised-lookout over 
the paddling route. Over the next three days we sat and watched dozens 
and dozens of canoes coming and going.  

One of the most interesting things was listening to the different languages 
being spoken and the various hues of skin colours. Most of them did not 
look like Bill Mason (google him) or me. 

I remember canoeing in Algonquin as a child and I don’t ever remember 
seeing anyone who wasn’t white. My childhood memory also recalls red or 
green cedar-canvas or very noisy aluminum Grumman canoes.  

Last September, many if not most of the people we saw were not white. I 
saw a huge variety and colours of canoes and even saw one that was 
paisley.   

Some of the paddlers were wearing ball or Tilley hats and some were 
wearing turbans. Many of the paddlers were clearly beginners (switching 
sides every stroke) and we even saw a couple of paddlers who were clearly 
confused. The guy at the front was sitting facing the guy at the back! We 
called them over to see if they wanted some instruction (aka how to paddle 
a canoe) and they were very grateful.  



It was a crazy weekend and no dry or dead wood anywhere…but somehow 
every site had a campfire and we heard lots of laughing and conversations. 
Everyone was having a good time. 

The group we tried to help paddle were evicted by a Park Ranger the next 
morning because they were not camped on a site (there weren’t any!). 
When they passed us on their way out, they were still brutally inefficient 
paddlers, but full of good cheer.  

Isaac shared a hearty “whoop-whoop” with these turban wearing paddlers 
and one of them shouted in a strong accent, “This is my first time EVER 
and I am loving this!!!!”  

That day I changed my mind about who properly belongs in a canoe. The 
joyous shout-out from the evicted paddler, made my entire trip worthwhile.    

When I (Andrea really) sit at the computer trying to book a site online this 
year…I need to remember the joy I have found in spending much of my life 
in the wilder places. Understandably, others are discovering it too. They are 
getting on the booking website, before us, every day!    

Maybe this will ultimately turn out to be a good thing for all of us who love 
being outdoors. Potentially, this pressure on finding room in natural places 
caused by Covid, could result in the creation of more public parks than we 
have ever had before.  

Who’d a thunk that the pandemic might have created a whole new outdoor 
adventuring-era that included everyone?   

 

 


