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Newfoundland And St Pierre-Et-Miquelon

23 July To 12 August 2003
Terre-Neuve Et Saint-Pierre-Et-Miquelon...

We have returned home temporarily from our two year stay in
North America, having left our vehicle in Montreal.

This summer, during our tour, we visited Newfoundland.. We love
this area, the more so as we were able to visit it in sunshine, which
is not always the case. So here’s a short piece on this region.

Since 1987, on May 30 every year, the day of the French-speaking
world, the French flag of Newfoundland and Labrador is hoisted. Its
colours - blue, white, red - represent its French origins. The yellow
of the two sails is the colour of I’Acadie (used by their ancestors to
colour their fleur-de-lys). The sails recall the first arrival of their
ancestors, their swollen and oblique lines suggest action, "always
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ahead", The top sail is decorated with a branch of the Tamarack
emblem of Labrador. The large sail has a flower from the Sarracenie
symbol of the province of Newfoundland.

Newfoundland or Newfouland covers 400,000 sq kms. It's called The
Rock. Its long coast, some 9600 km in length, is shredded, strewn
with bays, coves, little islands. In the west is the end of the
Appalachian mountains; deep cliffs and fjords are found there. The
island slopes towards the east. Here there are dense forests, whilst
elsewhere there are great expanses of rocky moorland, peat, lakes
and watercourses, the remains of ancient glaciers. The roads are
often bordered with splendid gardens of wild flowers and, as in the
Yukon, the épilobe [fireweed or willow-herb] is queen. In the
ecological reserves, there are the largest colonies of puffins, gannet
and a hundred other bird species. It's not a surprise when you meet
caribou and moose. You can take excursions to discover whales and
icebergs. Here, it's the paradise for motorcaravanners. Whether you
want to wild camp or not, everything is possible. Getting food is
easy. The inhabitants of the island are warm and welcoming. The
best access by road is from North Sydney (Nova Scotia) which is
the start of a lovely run. A reservation for the ferry needs to be
made a few days in advance. In the season, it does the return
journey about three or four times per day. You can get off:

1. In the west at Port-aux-Basques after a crossing of 5-6 hours.
Cost (up to 6m) = $Canadian72.75. More than 6 m and up to 9m =
110.25.

2. In the east at Argentia, 14/15 hours crossing. Price is double #1.
Berths available.

To return, make a reservation as before.

The cherry on the cake is a visit the islands of Saint-Pierre-et-
Miquelon.

Saint Pierre (6000 ha) - Miquelon (700 ha) - L'Ile aux Marins -
Langlade

Possible ways to Saint Pierre:

By plane, from Halifax (Nova Scotia) - Moncton (New Brunswick) -
Sysney - Saint John (Newfoundland).

By road and ferry, starting from Newfoundland to the village of

Fortune (on the Graver peninsular). In Fortune, you will have to
leave your vehicle in a lock-up, $6 for the duration of the stay in
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Saint Pierre. There are two departures per day in the week and one
on Sundays. Return cost $78 per person. It isn't necessary to make
a reservation. On the other hand, do reserve the "couette et cafe "
(bed and breakfast in French [and in English!!]!) €43 for two. Allow
three nights to visit these islands.

In Saint Pierre, the small tours organized by the tourist office are
interesting:

3 hours for L'Ile aux Marins, 1.5 hours for the trip round Saint-
Pierre in a bus. Miquelon/Langlade takes 1 day including the boat
crossing. Once there, there are several things to do: visit a colony
of seals in the Grandes Barachois or a guided tour of Miquelon etc.
All this helps you to learn about the past and the present of these
islands which enjoy a maritime climate with milder winters (-13°)
and less hot summers (+22°).

Useful addresses and info: the French-speaking and Acadian
community of Newfoundland and Labrador, 96 chemin Lemarchant,
Saint John. Don’t hesitate to visit them; all the team will be have
pleasure in helping and guiding you) - www.afsj.nf.net. On this site
you can see the flag of French-speaking Newfoundland.

Toll-free number (1 800 341 7981) for the crossing from North
Sydney/Port aux Basques or Argentia to the USA or Canada. This
service is in French [as well as English]. Be ready with your details:
length and number of the vehicle, your bank card humber. There is
a charge of $15 on reservation, the balance being paid when you
embark. For more info see www.marine-atlantic.ca.

For the French islands the site to be consulted is: www.st-pierre-et-
miquelon.com.

Exchange value of the Canadian dollar in July/August 2003: $1 =
€0.64.

Paul and Nadine LECLERC
paul.leclerc4@libertysurf.fr
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France/Burkina-Faso 2003: Ouagadougou And

South-West
France/Burkina Faso 2003...

The ghost, Rene, 1 says...

"Nothing in Bulletin 107, but now we can pick up the thread of the
adventures of Mahaut and Co. We left them in Ouaga on 24th
February, but let’s just go back a bit because I forgot to tell you
about the last Mahauterie (to date!)”.

Near Dori, we park up in the middle of nowhere. Next morning,
Jacques, enjoying his breakfast, casts an eye on his van and...
swallows hard. The tread on one of the tyres is torn right off, but
there isn't a puncture. Nobody realises that his guardian angel has
been puffing hard for 80kms to maintain the pressure! The spare
wheel has to be brought into action. No problem. Since Nouahdibou,
it's been secured by an anti-theft device and the repair can be done
very quickly - but the lock of the device is completely blocked by
sand! They knew this would happen and that they should have
taped all the keyholes. But still, they can always use a hacksaw...
they’ll be late away, and it's not a time for those who love
mechanical niceties...

It is however a day of decision. Lucette gives up the cosy option to
go home by plane and opts to continue the adventure, to the great
relief of the other team-members. The Ouaga road, and
Ouagadougou. It's the middle of the Fespaco, a festival of African
film. It seems that it attracts many modest people,... just like
Cannes? Go to the medical centre. The doctor is surprised to
discover that Lucette wants to continue the journey, in plaster, but
does not stand in her way. For their night stop, he directs them to
a hotel with a car park at the edge of an artificial lake. To get
there, you have to by some market gardens. Flowers are on sale all
along the way. At the hotel, the welcome is less than impressive,
so, taking into account its situation (trees + water= mosquitoes),
they set out again, taking a short cut. 45 minutes of roaming, and
finally, returning from whence they came. The only thing of
interest, a big sheep market. It's a relief when they find the OK Inn
for a peaceful night.

' [Anorak readers of these Bulletins will recall that the alleged author of this
series of articles is René Caillié (born at Mauzé-sur-le-Mignon in 1799, died in
1838. His Diary of a Voyage from Timbuktu to Jenné appeared in 1830). Ed]
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The next morning, Roger and Jacques buy two tyres and go to a
garage (“Beautiful Car”) to get them fitted. It's been recommended
by a person from the embassy. The young Italian who receives
them is very pleasant. The owner examines the vehicle. It seems
that the abnormal wear of the tyres is due to a defect and he tries
an adjustment and installs the new tyres... he takes them off
again.... Are the supports (Silentbloc brand) of the large springs
postpone a bit worn? He maks something from an enormous
tractor tyre. It all takes time. Evening comes. and the work is not
finished. Not a big problem. Our travellers will spend the night on
the garage forecourt after having enjoyed aperitifs and superb
strawberries with all the garage family (the owner, his wife and two
young children). For the first time since their departure from
France, they experience a big downpour. It only lasted a few
minutes but is enough to dislodge an ants’ nest and filthy the vans
that have just been carefully washed...

Right, that’s finally sorted so off we go again. The convoy, after
taking on board some supplies, takes the road to Bobodioulasso.
Lunch under the superb eucalyptuses which border the old track.
(The very good road which runs parallel unfortunately has no
shade). New problem for the VW: the rear wheels are now parallel
but no longer has a brake! It's with butterflies in his stomach that
Jacques makes his entry into Bobodioulasso. After consulting the
Routard guide (their bible!), they take a small turn, have a very
good meal in the Teria Hotel (fried chicken fried and good wine,
60000 Fcfa for 4), and finally it's the Pasha which offers the
hospitality. The car park is not very large, the menu not attractive.
Their evening meal will be taken in the garden and their night spent
in the hotel (4,500, 5 francs more than the car park). A fan offers a
refreshing breeze, and it's streamer keeps the mosquitoes away.

Next morning, it is necessary to find a garage for the brakes. There
is @ mechanic next door and it appears that he’s good? While
Jacques remains on the spot to supervise the work, the others leave
to visit the city. It takes a long time, it’s hot, he’s thirsty. Jacques
crosses the street to find a cold Coke and, as the shop has a
telephone, he calls France. Success, but when he returns to the
garage, horror! The motorhome has disappeared, and there’s
nobody on the forecourt. Panic! It’s obvious that the VW with all
its contents represents for the Burkinans a small fortune!

But always retain your optimism. The proof?, The VW returns after
a test drive! All is well, the bill is reasonable, and our travellers can
take the road towards La Guinguette. But the track is badly
signed, narrow, bendy, with deep ruts (in wet weather, it would be
really difficult). On our return journey, we’ll find that there’s a
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better route. La Guinguette is in fact a kind of park, closed to
vehicles. No chance of going in; we must park for the night in front
of the entrance. The following day, we discover a very pleasant
place indeed. A small river, almost a torrent, runs in an area of
large trees and ferns of all kinds. It's very refreshing. The locals
also appreciate it . It was a place for a nice stroll for Europeans at
the ‘blessed colonial times’. It's Sunday and young women arrive
with large basins filled with foods and fizzy drinks. A little later,
there will be surely be customers.

The Mistakes We Made
Les erreurs...

At the time of the Bourges meeting, the 21 ‘hopefuls’ for the African
expedition had studied the proposed journey carefully; but the road
is long. After Ouaga, where it was envisaged we would re-group,
the rest of the jouney was to be determined....

First error: in spite of a delayed departure (by 48 hours), we
should have all met up at Dakla at the latest so that we could drive
the tricky routes together. We would have saved time, and money,
though the prospect of crossing the banc d’Arquin in convoy would
worry even the best prepared.

Second error: we didn't go to the station at Nouadibou. On what
we were told by the motorcyclists at the campsite (formalities,
interminable wait... even though others, during the same period,
did use the train) we left directly for Nouakchott. So when we
realized that the VW could not get through via Tidjika, we had to
return to Atar and Nouakchott to re-take the road to Mali.

Third error: on the basis of what is says in the Guide Routard, we
chose the Green House in Ouaga as the place for the rendezvous. A
simple telephone call would have perhaps told us that, if this hotel
had been suitable for true routards [travellers], it would have had a
car park suitable for motorcaravanners. It was even difficult to park
nearby. For the benefit of future travellers, it would be better to
use the OK Inn (a little out, a little noisy, many lorries - but
unlimited and free parking), or Les Lauriers (more central, more
quiet, but don’t sleep in your vehicle...a room for 25 francs is not
bad, and you eat well and cheaply).

Fourth error: the director of Sera Mali (the garage which became

well acquainted with the VW) did everything to help us choose the
best road to Kayes. He telephoned a friend and a local builder, and
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on their advice, we took the northern road (Diema, Lakamané,
Sandaré). Was this the right solution? Michel Pierre and Michel
Barbaudy took (a few days later) the road to the west via Kita. The
first bit was hell, but the second was not very difficult. Going that
way would have avoided us doing the return journey, Kayes-Chutes
de Félou.

Fifth error: on maps, it is always pleasant to spot roads which run
along rivers. So, from Kayes, we decide to go on the northern
route to follow the Senegal river. Yet we were unable to pass even
one night on its banks! And it cost us a return journey of 60kms! On
the rest of the journey, we never even saw the Senegal once!

Conclusions: at the preparatory meeting, we knew we would not all
do the same voyage. In fact, Michel Barbaudy, who wanted to also
see Benin, Togo and Ghana, over 4 months or more, was at the end
of his expedition (except Ghana, for administrative reasons), but he
reduced his voyage to three months, Did the Demontes fu;lfil their
objectives? Mahaut which had planned to stop in the Ivory Coast
and a return by plane was knocked on the head by the war, but did
many more kms than envisaged. Other than Armand Brout, the
other travellers did not get beyond Mali.

The convoy (reduced to two vehicles, remember?) pass Banfora
once more, the crossroads city for all the local places of interest.
And, by chance, a Burkinan young person who had already helped
them the day before, is there to guide them towards the bakers.

He swears he’s not a guide! All he'd like to do is go back to his
village, which, it so happens, is on the road to the Karfiguela falls
that our tourists propose to see. Good. On the map, it seems easy,
but, on the ground, this isnt so obvious. So his services are
accepted.

Here we are now at the famous village, his house, his family. He is
especially proud to be seen with white tourists! It is almost midday,
but he insists that his mother prepares a local dish. You know
Roger, Jacques and Co: when they are hungry, they are hungry!
Cooking the food may take a long time so our travellers choose,
while waiting, to set up their table under a beautiful tree and to
attack their own provisions, in the company of the ‘guide’ who does
not refuse sardines in oil, the macedoine of vegetables, and the
Gruyere. Everything’s been eaten when a girl brings the homemade
food, a kind of polenta. The chef is rewarded, but the food is set
aside, for this evening.
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The young person finally takes them to the Falls of Karfiguela. It's
also very pleasant. Water is abundant. Roger, Maggy and Lucette
rest on a bench while Jacques undertakes the ascent to the top of
the cascade. Fortunately, there is, among the large rocks, a route
taken by the local tourists and it doesn’t require you to be an
acrobat. On top, there’s a pretty viewpoint of the surrounding sugar
cane fields.

Return to Banfora, and the travellers take leave of their ‘friend’.
Curious: I could have sworn he was not a guide! He had sworn that
this was the case. So he is given a small souvenir (a few CFA francs
and a postcard of the Eiffel Tower) which he does not seem to
appreciate! After a night in the middle of a herd of cows (less noisy
than the cockerels), on to Lake ?? and its hippopotamus. A lovely
trip. You get close, but not too close, to these impressive beasts,
the ‘gondolier’ even making a crown of lotuses for them. Pleasant
meal at the Kegnigohi campsite and then we take the road towards
the domes of Fabedougou. The site is fabulous and what is
especially magic is the kindness of the young guard who allows us
to spend the night. Believe me, a Ricard drunk here tastes better
than at Maxim’s. But Le Vache qui Rit [cheese] is not so good! It's
the most fabulous night, the most peaceful, of the entire trip.

February 16. Last day, and last night, in Burkina-Faso. After the
last drive to Banfora, the road towards the east is taken. The area
seems well resourced. After cane plantations with automatic
watering come cotton mountains. The villages however remain very
modest. The Peaks of Sindou, another imposing site, accommodate
the travellers in the evening, but it will be necessary to park at the
foot of the rocks. The area is stuffed with taboo places: the next
morning, a guide will confirm this by telling the story of a young
French couple who disappeared, corpse and all, after having dared
to sleep in this sacred place!

Sindou, town on the border, or nearby. The Ivory Coast is within
50kms to the south but the nice Burkina gendarmes try hard to
dissuade us from going. A ceasefire has been signed, but calm is far
from returning. We therefore go east, by a good track snaking
between large trees, very pleasant as the two vehicles move
towards the Mali border. No particular problems at this border: 50
francs tax to leave Burkina, and as far as I remember, nothing to
re-enter Mali. The visas had been obtained very easily at the
consulate of Mali in Ouaga. Pleasant and efficient staff.

Sikasso. The vanners look for a hotel with a car park? The first is
new, outside the city. It seems quiet , but the staff are a bit sharp,
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the beer expensive (it does not have 50cl bottles like everywhere
else) and the owner charges 10000 fcfa per night and per vehicle.
In the town, the same price. The gendarmerie offer a solution:
outside the city, towards the stadium, there a camping run by
some French people... who are on holiday in... Brittany! Its
manager is happy to offer us the car park free. There is shade, a
shower, and laundry can be done for a modest sum. Shade, also,
over a table: Not knowing where they were going to sleep, the
travellers had bought meat. They ask the manager to cook it for
them, and they will pay. It's made, but the best bits have
disappeared!

It would be good to stop at the Sélingué dam and/or the Farako
falls, but there’s a long way to go. So here we are again at Bamako.
After changing the front tyres, Jacques would prefer to change the
rear ones too. So he has telephoned the Sera Mali garage to ask
him to order them. The first visit is thus to this garage. There are
many "Michelins", but they are priceless. We’'ll look again in

We park up at the French club.... The next morning, Jacques takes
a shower and plunges in the swimming pool. The guard tells him
that the club president has said “showers fine, but not the
swimming pool!" Overzealous, or do we smell really bad? Let's
assume the former. Return downtown in the morning to try to find
the tyre shop seen the day before in an incredible maze of streets.
Miracle: we find it, and Roger buys two tyres (one new and one
almost) for 75000 fcfa, fitting included. The salesman (we give him
a map showing where we will park) will come to fit them in at
15.00. At 15.00, where are they? To save time, Jacques took off
the wheels and the VW rested on jacks. 15.30, still nothing but at
16.00, hours a scooter with two blokes on board. The one on the
luggage rack has a tyre in each hand. But they have no tools, so
they set off again with a tyre and a wheel. They return, do one
wheel/tyre, and then repeat the performance.

It takes until 18.00 and then we can pay the 75000 fcfa for the
tyres and 2000 for the transport.

We leave Bamako at the beginning of March with some trepidation.
We know what we're leaving... but what will we find ahead?

To be continued
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