
With windshield wipers working over¬time, we 
continued our journey south to the village of Robin-
sons and what we thought would be shelter from the 
storm. Instead, no sooner had we arrived and com-
plained about our streaked mascara (not really true) 
than Ruth and Paul Gale of Pirate's Haven Adven-
tures took us out on ATVs to show us firsthand the 
spec¬tacular topography of the area.

For thousands of years glaciers pushed and scraped 
their way through Newfoundland, leaving trails of 
ice, rock and soil in their paths. Robinson's Head is 
the only place in the province where you can see the 
end of this process—and it's a wholly dramatic sight, 
as moraine meets ocean. And if it wasn't enough to 

see something I vaguely recall from tattered high 
school textbooks, Paul also told us that the beaches 
we were looking at, with their cliffs and caves, were 
the very ones pirates are believed to have hidden 
their treasures. So the question was, did we spend 
a wet and windy afternoon making our geography 
teachers proud...or hunt for buried gold? Well, me 
hearties, we'll best leave that unanswered!

Our one planned night in a cozy chalet turned to two, 
as Hurricane Leslie insisted we spend extra time 
with the aptly named Gales. Which just goes to show 
you that in Newfoundland, even the hurricanes are 
hospitable.


