
Trip 3 – Episode #17: St. John’s aka “Town” 
 
It had been a long time since we’d been in a big city. But we just followed the signs, and 
there it was. As was explained to us in The Rooms, Newfoundlanders don’t call it St. 
John’s, they just refer to it as Town. 
 

 
 

 
 

 



From a distance it looks like a normal large city. 
 

 
 
But up close it’s a totally different thing. The combination of the architecture, the bright  
colours and the steep hills makes St. John’s a truly unique experience. 
 

 
 



 
 

 



 

 
 

But there are other things that make it unique. Like The Rooms, the fabulous museum 
perched over the city. The huge buildings are designed to represent the traditional 
fishing rooms, where families came together to process their catch. 
 

 
 



What a great museum! Along with covering the fishing industry, it also explores the 
archeology, ethnology, flora and fauna of the region, and presents art and culture from 
the area in a magnificently laid out space.  
 

 
 

 
 

  



There were reminders of many significant moments in Newfoundland’s history. Like 
the cod collapse. 
 

 
 

 
 



And Joey Smallwood’s campaign to convince Newfoundlanders to join Canada. 
 

 
 

 



We got an education on some interesting words and issues. 
 

 
 
Would love to have heard this band! 
 

 



Lots of great pieces of art. 
 

 
 

 



These two pieces by Monkman were especially interesting. 
 

 
 

 
 



 
 

 



Several moving pieces of art by the famous and recently departed David Blackwood. 
 

 

 
  



 
 

 
  



The whole space was beautifully laid out, with regular opportunities to look out over 
the city. 
 

 
 
As well as opportunities to touch and play. 
 

 



      
 
And who could forget the Giant Squid? (I keep trying.) 
 

 

He looks like he 
knows what 
he’s doing, 
doesn’t he? 
 



After a great visit at The Rooms, we decided to go visit the Terry Fox Memorial, where 
Terry dipped his toe in the Atlantic before starting his cross-country run. Having just 
recently seen the memorial near Timmins, where he was forced to end his Marathon of 
Hope, it was especially moving. 
 

 
 

 
 



 
 
We still had a few memorable moments ahead of us. One was totally unplanned. We 
suddenly found ourselves in a huge traffic jam, and discovered there was a parade 
through town. They were celebrating Alex Newhook, who had played on the Stanley 
Cup winning Colorado Avalanche team. Earlier in our adventures, we had missed the 
opportunity to see the Stanley Cup in Roberval Quebec, so this made our trip more 
complete.  
 

 



 
 

 
 
  



Of course, no visit to “Town” would be complete without some lively music. And 
thanks to our friend George, we got to listen to a great little group in a tiny pub. Where 
else would you have the chance to listen to a group that consists of a guitar, a mandolin, 
two fiddles and three accordions? 
 

 
 
Our Town visit was short, but it was full. Time to move on! 
 

 
 


