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Chapter 1:Foreword
 As an enthusiastic outdoorsman, I’ve always loved being out in the open air.
 Even as a teenager, I enjoyed camping—preferably wild and free, somewhere in a meadow or deep in the forest. The fact that this isn’t allowed everywhere in Germany never really diminished my enjoyment.
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Later, I got involved with Western clubs and took up horseback riding. That was until a friend finally talked me into trying canoeing. Well, up to that point, I didn’t have much to do with water—let alone the idea of paddling around in it. But so what? I told myself, “You’ve got to try everything at least once.”

And so, my very first canoe trip began on a small river in northern Hesse. And what do you know—it worked! It was actually a lot of fun. Over the following years, my friend and I took more and more of these water tours. The trips got longer, and more than one vacation saw us out on lakes and rivers.

The Mecklenburg Lake District became as familiar to us as the Spreewald and many other beautiful regions. Being outdoors was always important to me. In between, we also went on long hikes.

Until the day fate brought us to Canada. There, for the first time, we experienced real wilderness. Since we had mutual friends who had emigrated to British Columbia, we had a great starting point for our adventures.

Not long after that first extended trip, more journeys followed—taking us as far as the Yukon and even into southeast Alaska. These experiences left such a lasting impression on me that Canada became my own personal dreamland.

And so I decided to publish this travelogue—to share this wonderful country, its people, and its magnificent nature with others.
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Chapter 2: Off to Canada
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A long flight to Calgary, in the province of Alberta.
Tired and exhausted, yet somehow happy, we went to Hertz to pick up our rental car.
Our first trip through Canada could begin.
The three of us first drove into downtown Calgary to have a look around and quench our thirst. Three friends on their way to seek adventure.
We had no idea that a few days later, there would only be two of us.
We sat in a pub and enjoyed a cold beer. Afterwards, we strolled through the city and wanted to go up the Calgary Tower. But it was closed – for whatever reason.

Well, we didn’t plan to stay in the city for long anyway. We were looking for solitude and nature.
So we set off – toward the Rockies. Our goal was to reach our friends Manfred and Brigitte in a few days. They ran a guest ranch near Tatla Lake in British Columbia.
At Cochrane, a few kilometres west of Calgary, we found our first campground and set up our tents before evening fell.
Soon we lay in our sleeping bags, snoring away our first night on Canadian soil.
The next morning, we got up early, as we wanted to cover a good distance that day.
In awe, we enjoyed the magnificent landscape. The endless highway led us directly through the Rocky Mountains.
Lake Louise impressed us just as much as the indescribable scenery of Yoho and Jasper National Parks.
In the late afternoon, we set up camp at Mosquito Lake.
Or rather – we didn’t pitch any tents at all, but made ourselves comfortable in the common hut of the campground. It was drizzling, and we didn’t feel like setting up our tents only to have to pack them away wet the next morning.
Jürgen and I didn’t mind. We had often slept outdoors with nothing but a sleeping bag. But our friend Bernd didn’t find it much fun. He began to grumble. We amused ourselves over it and thought it would pass. Bernd simply wasn’t the type to adapt quickly to new situations – and probably didn’t want to either.

So we fired up the Yukon stove and set about our steaks.
We were hungry all the time. We would notice this again and again in the weeks to come. Out in nature, in the fresh air and constant movement, the body simply needs a lot of calories.
The weather didn’t improve in the slightest, so we spent the evening in good spirits – with the “spirits” we had brought along – and became merrier by the minute.
Only Bernd didn’t. He kept grumbling. The weather didn’t suit him, he couldn’t sleep – and apparently he was homesick.
Well, cheers! This was going to be fun if he already missed his wife and child. And we weren’t even anywhere near the real wilderness yet.

Jürgen and I enjoyed the evening and the wonderful scenery, which was shrouded in rain clouds – but it was Canadian rain and Canadian clouds. And the mountains were Canadian too. What more could we want?

I will never forget the next day. We were driving cheerfully toward Jasper. I was sitting in the front next to Jürgen, who was driving this time, filming the indescribable scenery with the video camera.

Then I heard a faint sobbing from the back. At first, I thought Bernd was blowing his nose. When I turned around, I saw that he truly had tears in his eyes.

Puzzled, I looked at Jürgen. He looked concerned, as he had noticed it too. We asked Bernd what was wrong.

With a sigh, he replied that he had probably taken on too much. He simply wasn’t the kind of guy for something like wilderness and solitude – and besides, he had terrible homesickness. And toothache was bothering him as well.

I had never experienced anything like it: a grown man sat there like a heap of misery – and cried.

I admit that I had also cried before. That was when we finally landed in Canada and I realised that we were actually here. This realisation made my emotions overflow and brought tears to my eyes.

Anyway – we drove slowly toward Jasper. Slightly saddened by Bernd’s complaining, but I was overjoyed to be here. And I didn’t want to let that be ruined.

So we comforted our friend and said that once we were at the guest ranch with our friends, the world would look different.
But Bernd could not be consoled – and wanted to go home at all costs.
But how? He couldn’t just get in the car and quickly drive home. We were 9,000 kilometres away from home!

But we didn’t know our Bernd well enough. When he wanted something, he did it – come hell or high water.

And none of our persuasion helped. So we stopped at a police station of the RCMP – the Royal Canadian Mounted Police – in Jasper. And Bernd disappeared inside.

Grinning and shaking our heads, Jürgen and I looked at each other. We could hardly believe what was happening.

A little later, Bernd came out of the police building and explained that there was a car rental there. He wanted to rent a car and drive to Edmonton, the capital of Alberta. The police had contacted the German Embassy, which had arranged a flight home for him.

He quickly rented the car, took only what was necessary from our vehicle, and apologised to us countless times that he didn’t want to spoil the holiday because of his problems. Then there was a brief handshake, a final pat on the shoulder – and in a cloud of dust, he disappeared from our astonished view. It was like an escape.

Well – three days of a Canadian holiday, that’s something!

On our further way, Jürgen and I thought silently about the events.
We were completely surprised by Bernd’s decision. My feelings were mixed.
Perhaps it was for the best. What lay ahead of us, he would never have endured.
Such adventures are not for everyone. A distant, foreign country, solitude, and wilderness – that requires a considerable amount of adventurous spirit and the willingness to assess and accept risks.
At that time, Jürgen and I were confirmed bachelors, which made travelling much easier. We didn’t have to consider anyone, we were free and independent.

As sorry as we were: theory and practice are two different things. Bernd simply wasn’t a person who could endure solitude for long – without a shower, without running water, without electricity, and without a telephone.

But we had to get over it. The adventure was waiting for the two of us.

So we continued toward British Columbia, along Highway 24 in the direction of Clearwater.
Past impressive landscapes that repeatedly drew an “Aah” and a “Wow” from us.
Deeply impressed, we left Bernd’s disappearance behind us.
Soon we left the Rocky Mountains and reached the area of Wells Gray Provincial Park.
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Chapter 3: Clearwater and the Helmcken Falls
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Here in Clearwater, we rented a small cabin – a typical Canadian log house that could accommodate two, four, or even six people. It was cosy but simply furnished. Two bunk beds, a shower, and a small cooking area were all we needed to spend two nights here.

The next day, we planned to visit Wells Gray Park to see one of the most beautiful waterfalls in the region: Helmcken Falls.

This waterfall of the Murtle River is located in Wells Gray Provincial Park. Just before the river flows into the Clearwater River, it plunges 141 metres from the Murtle Plateau into the depths below. This makes it the fourth-highest waterfall in Canada – located in southeastern British Columbia.

Along the way, we encountered our first wildlife. They were wapiti, a species of deer similar to our European red deer. They grazed peacefully by the roadside, barely disturbed by the many curious onlookers. Magnificent animals – and noticeably larger than their European cousins.

We counted fourteen points on the antlers of one of the bulls. What an impressive rack! Only moose, with their massive palmate antlers, could compete with that.

But we had to move on if we wanted to reach our friends by evening. Our destination: the Nuit Mountain Guest Ranch.

This guest ranch, owned by our friends Brigitte and Manfred, is located deep in the wilderness – near the Coast Mountains in western British Columbia. About 23 kilometres south of Tatla Lake, along the route from Williams Lake to Bella Coola on the Pacific coast.

The ranch had two cabins – one for two people and one for four. From there, you had a fantastic view of the Nuit Mountains to the west. The panorama was truly breathtaking.

Our friends had travelled through Canada many times, spending numerous holidays there. Eventually, they decided to emigrate permanently.

In 1993, they began building their own guest ranch. At first, they lived in a small cabin – a log house they later intended to rent out to guests. The first two of these cabins were soon completed.

Meanwhile, Manfred worked on the large main house. The furniture and all the belongings they had brought from Germany were initially stored in a large tent.

The cabins and the main house were furnished to full German standards. The main house even had a basement – something rather uncommon in Canada.

All in all, the cabins offered pleasant comfort – with showers, running hot and cold water – allowing holidaymakers to truly relax and unwind.

But all that lay ahead of us.
For now, we were still in Clearwater, enjoying the comfort of a proper bed. Through the small window, morning sunlight streamed in, waking me – along with the sound of the shower.
My friend Jürgen – as almost always – had already been up and was freshening up. After the long drive from Jasper to here, we both badly needed a shower.

Sleepily, I crawled out from under my blanket and looked at the clock. Wow – only half past six.

Well, I was used to that from our previous tours. When we were travelling – camping or on a canoe trip – we never slept very long. Except maybe if we had spent the previous evening sitting by the campfire.

With beer and stronger spirits, that could certainly happen from time to time.

But yesterday we hadn’t felt like going out again or having a nightcap somewhere. And at the campground near town, there was no alcohol for sale anyway.

In Canada, it’s very different from Germany.
While at home you can buy beer, wine, and spirits at every corner – kiosks, petrol stations, or supermarkets – in Canada, only those with a government-issued licence are allowed to sell alcohol. And not everyone gets one.
A liquor store is by no means a given – and certainly not found on every street corner.

On the subject of alcohol in Canada, I should mention: according to popular opinion – and not only in the view of lawmakers – the potential dangers of alcohol far outweigh those of firearms or automobiles by several orders of magnitude.

That’s why, in some provinces, the purchase and consumption of alcohol is only permitted to those over the age of 21.
By that age, in parts of Europe, some people may already have a well-established drinking career behind them.
Apparently, strict penalties also apply if a seller violates the regulations. They can lose their licence – and possibly their entire livelihood.

Perhaps this could be a wake-up call for our own politicians to put an end to binge drinking at home.

Drinking in public is also prohibited in Canada.
So, sitting on a park bench with a beer and slowly getting drunk – no chance.
In some provinces, you can’t even buy alcohol at all on weekends.

So, on our travels through the country, we always had to think ahead about our supplies – especially when heading out on multi-day canoe trips.

But that’s just a side note.

Cheerfully, Jürgen came out of the shower, saw my sleepy face – and grinned broadly.

“Well, awake already?” he called.
“I’ve been up for almost an hour. It’s a glorious day. We’re going to Helmcken Falls today.”
“Yeah, yeah,” I mumbled. “Let me have my shower first.”

I always needed some time before my spirits woke up. By nature, I’m not a morning person – and early rising goes against my grain.

While showering, I could already hear the clattering of dishes.
Jürgen was busy making us a hearty breakfast.
Afterwards, we were ready – and the day could bring us new adventures.

Once again, we were impressed by the magnificent landscape as we drove through Wells Gray Park.

Dark coniferous forests alternated with colourful patches of deciduous trees – around every bend, a new scene unfolded.
The mountains, with their sunlit birch and maple groves, created a spectacle that took our breath away again and again.
It was still early in the morning, around nine o’clock.
The sun shone through the trees, its rays breaking into a thousand sparkles on the fine dewdrops.
A glorious play of colours lay over the land.
It wasn’t far to the waterfall now, yet even at this hour we saw some cars and RVs heading in the opposite direction.

Then we spotted the signs – we had reached our destination.

We parked the rental car and walked the last hundred metres to the lookout point.
From a distance, we could already hear the deep roar of the falls.
Then we stepped out of the forest – and there it was before us: Helmcken Falls.
What a sight!
As an avid videographer, I immediately pulled my camera from the bag and started filming.

The protection of this waterfall was one of the main reasons for the creation of this largely forested, bear-inhabited park. Another reason for declaring the area a protected zone – and preventing settlement – was the volcanic activity in this roughly 5,000-square-kilometre wilderness of the Wells Gray–Clearwater volcanic field.

The falls were named after the German-born physician John Sebastian Helmcken, who worked in British Columbia on behalf of the Hudson’s Bay Company and helped bring the province into the Canadian Confederation.
Ironically, Helmcken himself never saw the waterfall.
In awe and deeply impressed, we stood before this magnificent natural wonder.
The deep roar drowned out any shouts of excitement.
It was the same for the few other visitors who had arrived at this hour.

After about an hour, we reluctantly tore ourselves away from the spectacle and drove back to Clearwater.

We spent the rest of the day strolling around the area and also visited the Visitor Centre to get more detailed information about the region....................
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Chapter 4: At the Guest Ranch
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The next morning, we got ourselves ready.
We planned to cover the remaining distance to our friends in one go – taking Highway 24 and then continuing on Highway 97 all the way to Williams Lake.
From there, there was only one road leading west: Highway 20.
Partly along a so-called gravel route, we drove at the permitted top speed of 90 km/h, heading straight for our destination.
Along the way, we were getting seriously hungry.
And since there wasn’t a place in sight that looked even remotely like a snack bar or a restaurant, we eventually stopped in the tiny settlement of Chilanko Forks.
Here, some First Nations people were selling fast food to passing travellers. Not exactly my thing – I’ve always hated fast food – but hunger needed to be dealt with.

Munching away in the car, Jürgen grunted between two bites that he had never eaten such a good burger in his life.

I eyed my handbag-sized cheeseburger with some suspicion, wondering whether I could even open my jaws wide enough to bite into it.
But it worked – and although the ketchup and all the other fillings squirted out the sides, that monster managed to take the edge off my hunger.
Somewhat satisfied, we set off on the last leg.

At last, we reached the small community of Tatla Lake, where we had to turn off.
Just a few more kilometres – and we’d be there.
Those last kilometres were pure joy.
With a huge cloud of dust trailing behind us, we roared playfully along the gravel track.
Every now and then we rolled over what’s known as a cattle guard – wide metal grids set into the road to keep the free-roaming cattle from crossing.

Jürgen grinned. “The road won’t get any better until we reach Manfred Esser’s place.”

Laughing at this dry remark, I agreed.

Our friend had sent us directions:
We were to turn at a telephone booth and then follow a forest track for about three kilometres until we reached his property.
But we didn’t see any telephone booth.
Where on earth would such a technical relic be standing in this wilderness?
We drove and drove, already thinking we’d gone the wrong way, when suddenly, on the left side of the road, something appeared that looked entirely out of place in the surrounding wilds.

We slowed down – and sure enough, it was a solitary telephone box.

Amazed, I said, “This can’t be real. A phone booth in the middle of nowhere.”
It was as if in the middle of the Harz Mountains back home, right on a forest trail, one would suddenly stumble across such a thing.
Still laughing and shaking our heads, we turned off as instructed.

About three kilometres later, we came to a wooden gate. It stood open.
We stopped, got out – and a sign confirmed we were in the right place.
Nuit Mountain Guest Ranch was written on it in ornate letters, and above it the red-and-white Canadian flag fluttered gently in the breeze.

We had made it.
Just a short drive up the access road – and after a few hundred metres we were in front of the big main house.
Manfred came towards us.
With loud hellos, hugs, and hearty back-slapping, we greeted each other.
Together, we walked the short distance to one of the cabins – the small log house where Manfred and his wife had lived until the main house was finished.

Groaning, we sank into the chairs on the porch. The drive had worn us out a bit.

Then Brigitte came out, and the warm greetings were repeated with equal enthusiasm.

Soon, the stories began – about the flight, all the surprises along the way, and of course our start back in Germany.

We unpacked our gifts, and a delighted Manfred immediately tried out the little contraption we’d brought him for rolling cigarettes.

With a cool Canadian beer in hand, Manfred called out in unmistakable Kassel dialect:
“I thought you were coming here as three. Where’s the other one?”
By “the other one” he meant Bernd.

We told him the incredible story, and his eyes grew wider and wider.
Brigitte could hardly believe it either.
“What kind of nonsense is that?” Manfred exclaimed. “He just turned around and went home? That can’t be true!”

He laughed so hard he was nearly in tears.
“He just leaves Canada again, the fool!”
He could hardly stop chuckling.

Well – we had never experienced anything like it either.

We sat long into the evening on the porch, drinking cool beer.
We’d wisely pitched our tent earlier on the big lawn in front of the house, so later we only had to crawl into our sleeping bags – tired but happy.
I slept deeply and dreamlessly that first night.

The next day, we took a first look around our friends’ vast property.
A small, crystal-clear brook flowed through a little stand of woods above the grounds.
The large main house and one of the cabins were still under construction.
Manfred was doing much of the work himself, with friends occasionally stopping by to lend a hand.
The house and cabins were all built from massive cedar logs. The air was filled with the scent of resin, wood, and nature – a spicy fragrance I loved.

Our friend showed us around, and we marvelled at the cosy atmosphere that was already apparent.

From both cabins and from the wrap-around porch of the main house, there was a magnificent view – across the Nuit Mountains, all the way down to the small lake about three kilometres away.

Between here and the lake stretched dense conifer forest, dotted with the occasional deciduous tree.

A few hundred metres behind the property lived a neighbour – an artist who had made his home there. From wood and tree roots, he crafted unique, artful pieces of furniture.

Today, on our first day, we wanted to explore the immediate surroundings.

Manfred told us that with a bit of luck, we might spot moose.
We’d have to drive a few kilometres up the mountain.
Up there, there was a large clear-cut area – he’d seen them there several times.
So we set off.
Little did we know that our first adventure was waiting for us right around the corner.
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Chapter 5: Lost in the Woods
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Behind the house, across the creek, and heading east up the mountain – that’s how our friend described the way to us.
Since it looked like it was going to get quite warm, we only strapped on our smaller backpacks, which contained chilled cans of beer.
(Water is only for emergencies – ha!)
And off we went.
Cheerful and laughing, we pushed our way through the undergrowth. Supposedly, there was also a forest trail somewhere that led up the mountain – but we couldn’t find it at first. Sooner or later we would come across it ... or so we thought!

Manfred told us that there were some black bears around here, and occasionally a cougar was sighted.
Well then – what could possibly happen to us now?
Crashing through the thickets, we pushed forward with sparkling eyes.
Yes, this was exactly what we were looking for: pure wilderness!
We were actually experienced hikers and canoeists. But back home, there was nothing comparable. Compared to this wilderness here, our forests looked tidy and neatly swept.

Slowly we started to sweat – and still no sign of a forest trail. From time to time we saw a blue ribbon tied to a tree. We assumed they were markings left by loggers.

Then – after about two hours of fighting our way through the undergrowth – we had to admit that we were lost.

Well then: cheers!
We literally couldn’t see the forest for the trees anymore.
Panting, we sat down for a moment and took a
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