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(Please note: all special-interest publications are available in their entirety online and in print, providing an additional bonus to our valued clients.
Your account representative will be pleased to provide specifi c publication details.)

Canada’s East Coast iconic lifestyle magazine, 
Saltscapes, along with its specialty publications, 
celebrates Atlantic Canada’s abundant attributes and 
enviable quality of life, much to the delight of online and 
print readers. With combined annual impressions of more 
than six million, we deliver Atlantic Canada like no other.

Taste
Spring 2012

G R A C I O U S  L I V I N G  O N  T H E  E A S T  C O A S T

Taste
G R A C I O U S  L I V I N G  O N  T H E  E A S T  C O A S T

G� d

Champagne taste
on a beer budget? 
How to choose the 
right bubbly

Cool 
cocktails 

Refreshing drinks 
to sweeten a sunny 

day on the deck

How to spot the hidden sugar in foods

Fish meets 
� ames

Super seafood 
grilling tips

SUMMER
SALADS
Substantial salads 
that are a full meal deal

Saltscapes magazine produces 6 issues annually 
with the award-winning lifestyle content/issue breakdown, 
on average, as follows:

the character of 

In this small town with big faith, folks are known  
for their resiliency and grace, and for pulling off a  

few miracles, too

 by Sandra Phinney
photography: Kate Barden and Bruce Cramer

caraquet

Driving through Caraquet for the first time, you might think 
it’s one jumbled-up town. Although situated on the Bay 
of Chaleur, in the northeast reaches of New Brunswick’s 

Acadian Peninsula, it’s not especially picturesque—the coastline 
gracing its borders seems worn around the edges. Yet stop awhile, 
and it doesn’t take long to feel the heartbeat of the community, both 
vibrant and compelling. Hang around for a day and you’ll want 
more. Stay longer, and you’ll wish you had what the locals have: 
their culture, ingenuity, resourcefulness—and their faith. 

First settled around 1730, Caraquet’s name is derived from a 
Mi’kmaq term meaning “meeting of two rivers.” Although the popu-
lation is only about 4,200, the town feels larger than life. Residents 
consider it to be Acadia’s capital; approximately 99 per cent are 
francophone; and the only francophone daily newspaper in New 
Brunswick, L’Acadie Nouvelle, is produced here. With a busy seaport, 
fishing continues to be the mainstay of the economy, although manu-
facturing and tourism also play a large role. 

But back to faith: I’m not talking about a Sunday-go-to-church 
kind of faith, although that’s also evident. Rather, it’s the kind of 
faith where you put one foot in front of the other, trusting the path 
that is not always evident before you.

It’s the kind of faith that Théophile Dugas had when he opened 
a general store back in 1923. The store grew and prospered, even 
during the Great Depression, when Théophile took a risk by adding 
locally harvested oysters to his inventory.

Gaétan Dugas cradles a batch of oysters from his farm. (In his spare time he 
makes handsome Mi’kmaq-inspired jewellery.) Right, from top: the sanctuary 
at Sainte-Anne-du-Bocage; a bookstore and bakery under one roof; fishing  
boats bide their time at Caraquet’s main wharf.
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D
riving through the Prince Edward Island coun-
tryside is delightfully confusing. You see a 
breathtaking scene in one area and decide it’s 
the most gorgeous you’ve ever seen. Then you 
drive on and change your mind: another area is 

even more gorgeous.
On it goes, all along the rural landscape… which is to say 

that it’s impossible to decide on the most marvellous spot of all.
If you ask new Islanders why they chose to move there, 

they often explain that they went on holiday and fell in love 
with the look of the place. Then they ate the lobster and were 
wooed into moving there, forever—much like the lotos-eaters 
in Alfred Lord Tennyson’s poem of the same name, describing 
a group of mariners who, upon eating the native lotos flower 
on an island stop for water, were bewitched into staying on the 
enchanted island rather than returning home.

Even long-time residents have a hard time fixing on one 
place as the most beautiful.

The natural beauty of the countryside, however, is comple-
mented by immaculately maintained private properties with 
meticulously cared-for buildings and exceptional landscap-
ing—and that’s no accident of nature. 

For the love of the Island
For more than 60 years, PEI’s renowned natural beauty and 
charming country communities have been nurtured by the 
dedicated work of the PEI Rural Beautification Society (RBS). 
The idea of enhancing the pastoral landscape grew from the 
generosity of an Island visionary, who had returned to his 
Island home—said to be in a sad state of disrepair—after the 
Second World War.

In 1946, Lt.-Col. E.W. Johnstone began a small volunteer orga-
nization called the Prince Edward Island Rural Beautification 
Society. The crux of the program was to provide incentive 
for property improvement and thus raise the general level of 

House (and property) proud
How a not-so-secret, 66-year-old society fosters peI’s characteristic  

pride of place 

by Barbara MacAndrew
photography: carolyn Aiken

Carolyn Aiken, dressed to give a tour of her garden. Opposite, top four 
photos: Val Moucha, in her adopted Island home. Right: the home and 
gardens of Betty and Kim Aitken. All have won RBS awards.  
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la Madeleine resembles a pinched paperclip: thin sandspits encircling 
a succession of central lagoons, an endless horizon of sea in every 
direction, and a half-dozen hunks of higher ground for shelter when it 
storms. The islands are only 65 kilometres from tip to tip, yet they have 
more than 300 kilometres of saltwater beaches. Plus, it’s a long boat 
ride from where my in-laws are in PEI—reason enough to book passage.

There’s also, naturally, sea life (to watch) and seafood (to eat); a 
herring fumoir (smokehouse), a fromagerie, a microbrasserie! And 
should the need for translators arise here in “Quebec’s Caribbean” (for 
instance, to help us avoid a faux pas at the fromagerie), our daughters 
Maggie and Daisy were there to bail us out with their Grade 1 French-
immersion chops.

But on the white sand of Martinique Beach, on a blue-sky afternoon 
in early August, the girls are leaping and yelping with Lisa in waist-high 
waves a few feet away. So when Mantha’s lesson slips into French, I strain 
my brain to follow. He’s talking about kite-surfing, about the freedom 
he feels while playing in the wind. “Le seul problème,” says Mantha, 
pausing—which prompts me to lean closer to listen—“C’est addictif.”

We arrive on a Friday evening ferry from Souris, a smooth five-hour 
sailing complete with a one-man-band performing Acadian pop songs 
in the lounge and several poutine combinations in the cafeteria. 
Just before pulling into port, Maggie gets stuck in a washroom stall 
and Lisa and I panic upon realizing we don’t know how to ask for 
help. Daisy suggests, “Ma soeur ne peut pas sortir la toilette.” We 
manage to extricate Maggie without assistance and, with newfound 
confidence, locate our van all by ourselves on the auto deck.

Exiting the ferry terminal onto rue Principale in Cap-aux-Meules, the 
largest village on the islands, every restaurant and bar patio we drive 
past is packed. It’s the final weekend of the annual Festival Acadien, 
which celebrates that spirited amalgam of Maritime and Quebecois joie 
de vivre, and since most of the 13,000 Madelinots have Acadian roots, 
the main street feels like a homecoming party. But it’s also peak season 
for a tourism industry that draws more than 50,000 visitors every year, 
about 85 per cent of them from Quebec. And judging by the bicycles, 
surfboards and kayaks hanging off nearly every vehicle in the convoy that 
pours out of the ferry, people come here to take pleasure in many ways.

While setting up our tent in Parc de Gros-Cap, a peninsula that juts 
out into Baie de Plaisance, a constant breeze keeps the bugs at bay. 
The cliff-side campground’s bohemian vibe hits us immediately. A very 
content looking grey-haired man strums an acoustic guitar outside 
his pop-top van in the next site (Eric Clapton’s “Tears in Heaven,” not  
“Blowin’ in the Wind”). Nearby, a group of 20-somethings staying at 
the hostel toss around a Frisbee. And from one of the picnic shelters, 
windborne drumming drifts into a sunset bouquet of campfire smoke.

The next morning, we walk to one of the park’s two beaches for our 
family’s maiden sea-kayaking excursion. As our guide explains how 
the rudder and foot pedals operate, Lisa and the girls pay particularly 
close attention to dark-haired and handsome Guillaume D’Amours 
(yes, that’s his real name). Turns out his charming pedagogy is 
well-practiced: D’Amours is a moonlighting high school outdoor sports 
teacher from Quebec City who first came to Îles de la Madeleine in 
2007. “It was the best summer of my life,” he says.

The east side of the archipelago is too windy for beginners today, so 
we drive the width of Cap aux Meules Island to the harbour at L’Étang-
du-Nord. It takes five minutes to reach the opposite shore. D’Amours 
helps us don water-tight skirts and PFDs, and we push off from the 
beach in tandem kayaks. The water inside the breakwater is flat, a little 

boring. But as we slip past a fishing boat and out of the harbour, even 
slight swells remind me that my previous paddling experience consists 
largely of canoeing on mirror-still lakes. 

D’Amours leads us toward a small rocky outcrop called Îles aux 
Goélands—Gull Island. One can spot 200 bird species on Îles de la 
Madeleine, but if you look up while kayaking beneath a bird, D’Amours 
warns, it’s best to keep your mouth closed. He also cautions us about 
climate change. In the 1960s, the islands had about 90 days of ice 
every winter; now it’s 50 to 60 days—with no ice for the past two 
winters. And without ice to protect the coastline from waves whipped 
up by winter winds, the archipelago is losing an annual average of 80 
centimetres to erosion. One spot on tiny Île de la Pointe aux Loups is 
losing six metres every year.

On Martinique Beach the following afternoon, Steve Mantha 
gives us that introduction to kite control. The kite we’re piloting is 
too powerful for the girls, so Lisa and I take turns. She’s better than 
me—like the wind here, another constant. My lurching and crashing 
continues. But eventually, as Mantha had coached, I start to anticipate 
the movement and learn how to maneuver the kite into a nose dive and 
practically kiss the ground before pulling it back to the sky.

Our lesson ends with a round of rides in a tandem buggy that 
Mantha drives along the beach. Propelled by a chest-harness-
mounted kite and steered with your feet, a buggy like this can reach 
70 kilometres an hour. On the water, he tells me, kite-surfers can leap 
nearly 10 metres into the air and fly 30 metres before landing. But that, 
he says, kicking up a spray of sand with a sharp turn, takes practice. 

“Kite-surfing is about freedom,” says Mantha, who was an elevator 
mechanic and discovered the sport when he came to Îles de la 
Madeleine for a holiday. Now he teaches it around the world. “On the 
water, you can go anywhere. I play with the elements when I’m out 
there, I play with the wind.”

“Is kite-surfing as much an art as a sport” I ask Mantha.
“No,” he responds, puzzled. “It’s a sport. An extreme sport.”
Which makes me suspect that maybe I’ve been romanticizing 

the wind too much. Especially when, back at Parc de Gros-Cap that 
evening, a storm blows in.

The rain is still light when the girls fall asleep, but it’s a downpour 
by the time Lisa and I go to bed. Water pools atop our tent’s fly and 
drips through a seam onto Daisy, so around midnight we venture 
out into what has become a gale and attempt to tie down an extra 
tarp. The oversized sheet of blue plastic whips around wildly, but we 
succeed—sort of. We remain dry, although the tarp’s flapping, just a 
few inches from my face, keeps us awake all night.

The storm is just as strong the next morning, so we retreat to 
a picnic shelter for cereal and campstove cappuccino. Let it rain. 
It’s our final day on the islands and we’ll take the girls to the indoor 
aquarium. That fromagerie, herring smokehouse and microbrewery 
are also calling.

But first we must take down our tent. Maggie and Daisy remain 
in the van as Lisa and I don jackets and prepare for battle. She 
untethers the tarp and then the fly, and I hold on for dear life, lest 
they rocket away in a 40-kilometre-per-hour gust. When Lisa pulls 
the pegs out of the ground, I worry that the tent will inflate and lift 
me out to sea. I brace my feet and feel the tent poles bend, but they 
do not break.

And then we see them. Four wetsuit-clad kite-surfers are in the bay 
beside the campground, skimming over shallows, leaping off waves, 
spinning in the wind, flying.

Dan’s twins Daisy (l) and Maggie (r) served as translators 

when necessary on the largely French-speaking Îles de la 

Madeleine with their top-notch Grade 1 French-immersion 

skills. Below: instructor Steve Mantha rides a kite-powered 

buggy, with Maggie in tow. Right: experienced kite-surfers 

show how it’s done.

Left: about to launch—a 

kite-surfer waits for just the 

right breeze before soaring 

off across the water. Below: 

the rugged red cliffs of 

Îles de la Madeleine; 

the archipelago loses an 

average of 80 centimetres 

of coastline to erosion 

each year.
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YOUR INT IMATE GUIDE TO CANADA’S EAST COAST

Exiting the ferry terminal onto rue Principale in Cap-aux-Meules, the 
largest village on the islands, every restaurant and bar patio we drive 
past is packed. It’s the final weekend of the annual Festival Acadien, 
which celebrates that spirited amalgam of Maritime and Quebecois joie 

, and since most of the 13,000 Madelinots have Acadian roots, 
the main street feels like a homecoming party. But it’s also peak season 
for a tourism industry that draws more than 50,000 visitors every year, 
about 85 per cent of them from Quebec. And judging by the bicycles, 
surfboards and kayaks hanging off nearly every vehicle in the convoy that 
pours out of the ferry, people come here to take pleasure in many ways.

While setting up our tent in Parc de Gros-Cap, a peninsula that juts 
out into Baie de Plaisance, a constant breeze keeps the bugs at bay. 
The cliff-side campground’s bohemian vibe hits us immediately. A very 
content looking grey-haired man strums an acoustic guitar outside 
his pop-top van in the next site (Eric Clapton’s “Tears in Heaven,” not  
“Blowin’ in the Wind”). Nearby, a group of 20-somethings staying at 
the hostel toss around a Frisbee. And from one of the picnic shelters, 
windborne drumming drifts into a sunset bouquet of campfire smoke.

The next morning, we walk to one of the park’s two beaches for our 
family’s maiden sea-kayaking excursion. As our guide explains how 
the rudder and foot pedals operate, Lisa and the girls pay particularly 
close attention to dark-haired and handsome Guillaume D’Amours 
(yes, that’s his real name). Turns out his charming pedagogy is 
well-practiced: D’Amours is a moonlighting high school outdoor sports 
teacher from Quebec City who first came to Îles de la Madeleine in 
2007. “It was the best summer of my life,” he says.

The east side of the archipelago is too windy for beginners today, so 
we drive the width of Cap aux Meules Island to the harbour at L’Étang-
du-Nord. It takes five minutes to reach the opposite shore. D’Amours 
helps us don water-tight skirts and PFDs, and we push off from the 
beach in tandem kayaks. The water inside the breakwater is flat, a little 

boring. But as we slip past a fishing boat and out of the harbour, even 
slight swells remind me that my previous paddling experience consists 
largely of canoeing on mirror-still lakes. 

D’Amours leads us toward a small rocky outcrop called Îles aux 
Goélands—Gull Island. One can spot 200 bird species on Îles de la 
Madeleine, but if you look up while kayaking beneath a bird, D’Amours 
warns, it’s best to keep your mouth closed. He also cautions us about 
climate change. In the 1960s, the islands had about 90 days of ice 
every winter; now it’s 50 to 60 days—with no ice for the past two 
winters. And without ice to protect the coastline from waves whipped 
up by winter winds, the archipelago is losing an annual average of 80 
centimetres to erosion. One spot on tiny Île de la Pointe aux Loups is 
losing six metres every year.

On Martinique Beach the following afternoon, Steve Mantha 
gives us that introduction to kite control. The kite we’re piloting is 
too powerful for the girls, so Lisa and I take turns. She’s better than 
me—like the wind here, another constant. My lurching and crashing 
continues. But eventually, as Mantha had coached, I start to anticipate 
the movement and learn how to maneuver the kite into a nose dive and 
practically kiss the ground before pulling it back to the sky.

Our lesson ends with a round of rides in a tandem buggy that 
Mantha drives along the beach. Propelled by a chest-harness-
mounted kite and steered with your feet, a buggy like this can reach 
70 kilometres an hour. On the water, he tells me, kite-surfers can leap 
nearly 10 metres into the air and fly 30 metres before landing. But that, 
he says, kicking up a spray of sand with a sharp turn, takes practice. 

“Kite-surfing is about freedom,” says Mantha, who was an elevator 
mechanic and discovered the sport when he came to Îles de la 
Madeleine for a holiday. Now he teaches it around the world. “On the 
water, you can go anywhere. I play with the elements when I’m out 
there, I play with the wind.”

“Is kite-surfing as much an art as a sport” I ask Mantha.
“No,” he responds, puzzled. “It’s a sport. An extreme sport.”
Which makes me suspect that maybe I’ve been romanticizing 

the wind too much. Especially when, back at Parc de Gros-Cap that 
evening, a storm blows in.

The rain is still light when the girls fall asleep, but it’s a downpour 
by the time Lisa and I go to bed. Water pools atop our tent’s fly and 
drips through a seam onto Daisy, so around midnight we venture 
out into what has become a gale and attempt to tie down an extra 
tarp. The oversized sheet of blue plastic whips around wildly, but we 
succeed—sort of. We remain dry, although the tarp’s flapping, just a 
few inches from my face, keeps us awake all night.

The storm is just as strong the next morning, so we retreat to 
a picnic shelter for cereal and campstove cappuccino. Let it rain. 
It’s our final day on the islands and we’ll take the girls to the indoor 
aquarium. That fromagerie, herring smokehouse and microbrewery 
are also calling.

But first we must take down our tent. Maggie and Daisy remain 
in the van as Lisa and I don jackets and prepare for battle. She 
untethers the tarp and then the fly, and I hold on for dear life, lest 
they rocket away in a 40-kilometre-per-hour gust. When Lisa pulls 
the pegs out of the ground, I worry that the tent will inflate and lift 
me out to sea. I brace my feet and feel the tent poles bend, but they 
do not break.

And then we see them. Four wetsuit-clad kite-surfers are in the bay 
beside the campground, skimming over shallows, leaping off waves, 
spinning in the wind, flying.
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Living Healthy in Atlantic Canada  
(twice annually: March and September) –

Saltscapes Publishing Limited, the QEII Foundation and the IWK 
Health Centre co-publish a turnkey online and print magazine with a 
focus on disease prevention and health promotion. This highly credible 
publication of record offers exclusive direct distribution to Saltscapes 
subscribers and the hospitals and health care partners throughout 
Atlantic Canada.

Saltscapes Expo –
The very popular Saltscapes brand is much more 

than a magazine. With more than 30,000 “boomer” attendees, the 
Saltscapes Expo (April 26-28, 2013, Halifax) is a nonstop 3 
day event with many interactive lifestyle activities for do-it-yourselfers, 
unique retail and wellness seminars for homeowners and cottage 
dwellers, plus staycation ideas, east coast music and a fabulous 
kitchen, featuring tastings of superb regional food and wine by local 
chefs. It’s the not-to-be missed event of the year!

Saltscapes Food and Travel guide – 
This is the ONLY TRULY REGIONAL travel guide in Atlantic 

Canada. The 2013 combined online and print publication (more than 
one million readers) will maximize your opportunity with both regional 
and visiting vacationers looking for distinctive culinary delights, 
exciting adventures, romance, rejuvenation and tons of family fun – all 
presented in the authentic context of the people and unique culture of 
Atlantic Canada.

Travel, culture and music 20% 

Nature, the environment and green living 11%

Region-specifi c home and cottage living 22%

Food, beverage and at-home entertaining 23% 

Interesting people, unique retail and family traditions 24% 

Custom publishing – 
With a reputation for professionalism, expertise and 

excellence in the marketplace, Saltscapes has been contracted 
to produce publications by and for Atlantic pride organizations. Clients 
include Nova Scotia Tourism (Winterscapes and Summerscapes), and 
Nova Scotia Fisheries and Aquaculture (Anglers’ Handbook). Previous 
clients have included Kent Building Supplies and Destination Cape 
Breton.

Good Taste (in partnership with Sobeys
twice annually: May and November) – 

Research verifi es that more than 82% of Saltscapes’ readership 
consists of dual-income professional households, requiring quick and 
delicious menu solutions with readily available ingredients. Good Taste 
is centre-stitched in two issues of Saltscapes magazine, in addition 
to exclusive stand-alone FREE distribution at Sobeys stores across 
Atlantic Canada.
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©2011 La-Z-Boy Incorporated

The Laurel Room Group and Karli Chair

THE RECLINERS WERE ONLY THE BEGINNING.

You may not believe everything you can get  
from La-Z-Boy—like sofas, loveseats, sleepers,  
sectionals, chairs and ottomans. You may not  

believe how affordable it all is. But the  
high-quality construction, craftsmanship  

and comfort of La-Z-Boy furniture?  
That shouldn’t come as a shock at all.

Bayers Lake Park  •  Halifax
la-z-boy.com/halifax

67 All about succulents

71 Christmas decor

77 When a tree falls on your property

81 How to plan a laundry room

Home & Cottage
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NEW BRUN
SWICK

TASTE OF NOVA SCOTIA

Exhibition Park, Halifax • April 26, 27 and 28, 2013

All signs point to...

A Great Stocking Stuffer! 
Buy tickets for $10 each!* 

(min. of two) 
Until Dec. 21, 2012

Call now to order! 
902.464.7258 • 1-877.311.5877

*Valid for one day admission only

Expo 2013 Tickets
Limited Time Offer

Saltscapes.com • Sign up for Saltscapes online Viewsletter to receive 2013 Saltscapes Expo updates!
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HERE COMES THE holiday season. To help you get 
ready, 10 of our region’s chefs—including yours truly—each 
share a recipe for a favourite sweet or hors d’oeuvre. And 
have you ever wondered what the Christmas season would 
have been like in Nova Scotia’s French fortified town of 
Louisbourg during the 18th century? We provide a glimpse 
of the gastronomic history of the fortress, with recipes 
adapted for today. Joyeux Noël! ~Alain Bossé

Kitchen Party

54  French food, colonial style

56 10 treats for the holidays

61    Review of Best Recipes of 
the Maritime Provinces 

61   Saint John, NB, 
City Market

61  Nut-Crusted Truffle Pie 

62  Traipsing through 
Jost Vineyards
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Readers pay for the privilege of reading Saltscapes... Saltscapes’ 2013 special-interest publications
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