


Vancouver Island: 
hiking the  

Juan de Fuca Trail
Warum kämpft man sich mit schmerzenden Muskeln und von 
Insekten verfolgt durch Schlammlöcher den Berg hinauf? Weil 

man – zumindest im Nachhinein betrachtet – jeden Augenblick 
genießt. HANNAH MACREADY berichtet von einer denkwürdigen 

Küstenwanderung auf Vancouver Island.

ADVANCED  AUDIO  ÜBUNGSHEFT
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trying   

,  hier: anstrengend, 
schwierig

reminisce about sth.  
[)remI(nIs]   

,  (gemeinsam) in 
Erinnerungen schwelgen; 
gerne an etw. zurück-
denken

miserable [(mIzErEb&l]   

,  elend, fürchterlich

exhilarating  
[Ig(zIlEreItIN]   

,  beglückend

rigorous [(rIgErEs]   

,  schwierig, extrem

rugged [(rVgId]   

,  felsig

buggy (ifml.)   

,  hier: voller Insekten

boast sth.   

,  mit etw. aufwarten 
können; hier: etw. ver-
sprechen

wasp   

,  Wespe

set off   

,  starten, aufbrechen

soon-to-be   

,  baldig, bevorstehend

soft-serve ice cream  
(N. Am.)   

,  Softeis

delicacy   

,  Spezialität

swirly   

,  gestrudelt, wirbelig

W
here I come from, there 
are two types of fun. 
“Type-one fun” refers to 
experiences that are en-

joyable in the moment and after. Like 
getting an ice cream and walking along 
the beach with a friend. “Type-two fun” 
refers to experiences that are difficult, 
trying and maybe even emotional 
while you’re in them. Yet, later, you find 
yourself reminiscing about them, want-
ing to do them again.

Type-two fun is the kind of fun you 
have outdoors, where difficult terrain, 
bad weather and physical limitations 
are a challenge. It’s the kind of fun that’s 
miserable in the moment but exhilarat-
ing when you tell your friends and fam-
ily about it later on.

This is a story of type-two fun: of the 
pain, pleasure and thrill of exploring 
beyond your comfort zone. Not every 
moment is happy, and not every choice 
should be repeated. However, I’d do it 
all again.

Walking the Juan de Fuca Trail
The Juan de Fuca is a rigorous, 47-kilo-
metre-long hiking trail located on the 
coast of Vancouver Island, Canada. 
Part beach walk and part rugged forest 
climb, this multi-day hike stretches 
from the foggy settlement of Jordan 
River to the small beach town of Port 
Renfrew.

In my 12 years of living in Vancouver, 
Canada, I’d heard a lot about the Juan 
de Fuca Trail. Some of my friends cele-
brated it as the most beautiful coastal 
trail they’d ever hiked. Others said it 
was a muddy, buggy mess.

Nevertheless, I was looking for a 
two- to three-day hike to do at the 
end of the summer. Coastal hikes are 
often best done in the fall, if it stays 
dry, the weather is still warm and the 
mud has had all summer to harden. 
Fall also boasts fewer mosquitoes and 
wasps. There’s nothing I hate more than 
swarming bugs on a hike.

Plotting and planning
The whole trail can be done in three 
days, but I’m more of an easy-does-it 

kind of hiker, so I decided to do a por-
tion of the trail, around 30 kilometres, 
over a three-day period. This trail of-
fers multiple entrance and exit points, 
so you can do as much or as little as you 
want.

The route we chose started at China 
Beach, just north of Jordan River, and 
ended at Sombrio Beach, just over half-
way to the end of the hike. My group 
consisted of me, my partner and two 
friends.

Because we were coming from Van-
couver, we’d need to take a ferry from 
the mainland to the island. The ferry 
runs from Tsawwassen (pronounced 
tuh-WAH-sen), about 40 minutes from 
Vancouver’s downtown, to Victoria, the 
capital of the province of British Co-
lumbia. 

We set off on a Friday, catching the  
5 p.m. ferry to the island. We were excit-
ed, fully rested and looking forward to 
getting on the trail. We celebrated our 
soon-to-be success with soft-serve ice 
cream, a delicacy on BC Ferries. Locals 
know that you can pay for a small cup 
and fill it up as much as you want, with-
out getting in trouble. We often com-
pete with each other to see who can get 
the tallest, swirliest tower of ice cream. Fo
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Hannah setting off on her three-day hike
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Stars in the Milky Way, seen 
from near the Sheringham Point 
Lighthouse on Vancouver Island



42 SPOTLIGHT 2024 TRAVEL

dehydrated meal  
[di:(haIdreItId]   

,  Instantmahlzeit

loop   

,  Schleife, Ringweg

trailhead   

,  Ausgangspunkt eines  
Wanderweges

descent: start its ~ [di(sent]   

,  hier: zu sinken beginnen

forge ahead   

,  sich vorankämpfen

Milky Way   

,  Milchstraße

damp   

,  feucht

rock sth.   

,  an etw. rütteln, zerren

sore   

,  mit schmerzenden 
Gliedern

sea lion   

,  Seelöwe

slap   

,  (aufs Wasser) klatschen

fin   

,  Flosse

chilly   

,  kalt, frostig

foghorn   

,  Nebelhorn

blare out   

,  (laut) heulen, hupen

oatmeal   

,  Haferflocken, Haferbrei

sea stack   

,  Brandungspfeiler;  
hier: Felsenturm

for: be in ~ sth.   

,  etw. zu erwarten haben

mud pit   

,  Schlammloch

old-growth trees   

,  Altbaumbestand

fell   

,  fällen

random: at ~ [(rÄndEm]   

,  willkürlich

scraped up   

,  voller Kratzer

dejected [di(dZektId]   

,  entmutigt

Day one: hiking in the dark
Our first mistake was timing. With 
all our packing, planning and buying 
dehydrated meals, we forgot the hike 
was a straight line, not a loop. Because 
we were going in at one beach and out 
at another, we’d need to leave one car 
at the endpoint, then shuttle our par-
ty back to the trailhead to start hiking. 
This way, when we finished the hike, 
we’d have a way back to our starting 
point. 

The drive between the start and end-
points is 30 minutes each way. That 
meant we had an extra hour of driving 
time that we hadn’t taken into account. 
Because of this miscalculation, we 
didn’t arrive at the trailhead until 7 p.m., 
just as the sun had started its descent. 
Not long after we set off, we were in the 
dark. We put our special lamps on our 
heads and forged ahead. Thankfully, the 
path was easy to follow and well main-
tained. It felt safe, though we were sad 
we couldn’t see the beauty of the forest 
around us. 

We arrived at Bear Beach just after 
10 p.m. We set up our tents, ate a few 
snacks and went to bed. The night was 
cold, but the stars were magnificent. 
We could see the Milky Way spread 
across the sky. 

Damp winds rocked the tent all 
night. Still, with enough layers of 
clothes on, we stayed warm.

Day two: the path less travelled
We awoke the next morning, groggy 
and sore, to the sound of sea lions play-
ing in the ocean in front of our tent. 
From the open door, and the comfort 
of my warm sleeping bag, I watched 
them roll through the water, slapping 
their fins and barking as the sun rose.

Bear Beach was chilly. A distant fog-
horn blared out every minute or so. We 
took our time getting up, believing the 
path ahead was only slightly longer 
than what we had walked the night be-
fore. Oh, how wrong we were.

After an oatmeal breakfast and in-
stant coffee, we packed up the tents 
and set off. Our first task was to walk 
three kilometres down the beach to 

the second trailhead, at the 11-kilo-
metre mark. We did this lazily and even 
stopped for snacks at the sea stack be-
fore the trail. Again, a mistake. We’d be 
walking around 12.5 kilometres today, 
to Chin Beach, at the 20.5-kilometre 
mark. 

Once we entered the forest, we real-
ized what we were in for. This part of 
the trail was steep and not well main-
tained. Large mud pits, many of them 
deep, opened up around every corner. 
Massive old-growth trees had been 
felled, apparently at random, across the 
path. Oftentimes, we got lost, and had 
to work our way backwards, looking for 
the brightly coloured pink and orange 
markers that were meant to guide us. 

The state of the path meant our pace 
was slow. Three hours in, we had only 
gone three kilometres. We had hiked for 
the same length of time as the night be-
fore and gone less than half the distance. 
We were dirty, muddy, scraped up and 
tired. Other groups we saw along the 
trail looked just as dejected. Yet there 
was no way out between Bear Beach 
and Sombrio. We had to keep going.
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Not for the faint-hearted: climbing 
ladders at night along the trail
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Peering over a 
suspension bridge – 
quite a drop



44 SPOTLIGHT 2024 TRAVEL

It’s safe to say morale was low. Howev-
er, just as we were losing faith, just as 
the sun, the mud and the never-ending 
hills were taking their toll, we looked 
down at the ocean and saw a humpback 
whale breaching. 

I’ve lived on Canada’s West Coast 
for over a decade, but I’ve never seen a 
whale in the wild. I’d heard that it was 
an otherworldly experience – spiritual, 
even – but I’d never fully understood 
until that moment. The whale’s size, 
slow grace and gentle song gave us 
the fuel we needed to keep going. It 
breached three more times as we con-
tinued, as if it knew we needed strength 
and was willing us to continue.

At around 5 p.m., we finally made 
it to Chin Beach. Exhausted, we ate a 
dinner of dehydrated lasagna and cur-
ry, plus a hazelnut chocolate bar for 
dessert. A whale breached again while 
we ate, and I cried. I was asleep by eight 
and slept deeply until our planned  
6 a.m. wake-up.

Day three: onwards and out
We started our final day with trepi-
dation. We knew this part of the hike 
was supposed to be easier, more like 
our first day, or so the trail reports said. 
Still, after our day of bushwhacking 
and mountain climbing, we weren’t 
sure how much trust to place in online 
reviews. We packed up and set out, still 
feeling the sting of yesterday’s trials.

Luckily, the trail reports were accu-
rate. The day was a breath of fresh air for 
our crew. It started out with a short trek 
through thick salal bushes. Then, after a 
few short ups and downs, we came to a 
suspension bridge stretched out across 
a canyon.

From there, we began our descent 
back toward the coastline. It got mud-
dier here; some parts were so deep we 
slipped into it. Legs, shoes, socks, caked 
in mud. But thankfully, we were almost 
home.

The views from the path showed 
lush-green treetops, clear, glass-like 

toll: take its ~   

,  seinen Tribut fordern

humpback whale   

,  Buckelwal

breach   

,  auftauchen, springen

otherworldly   

,  nicht von dieser Welt

fuel [(fju:El]   

,  hier: Antrieb, Motivation

exhausted [Ig(zO:stId]   

,  erschöpft

trepidation   

,  Bangen, Verzagtheit

bushwhacking   

,  sich durch das Unter-
holz schlagen

salal bush   

,  Shallon-Scheinbeere

suspension bridge   

,  Hängebrücke

caked: ~ in mud   

,  schlammverkrustet

lush-green   

,  saftig, üppig grün Fo
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Whale watching in the 
Juan de Luca Strait: 
here, an orca breaching
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water and rocks filled with sunbath-
ing sea lions, seals and seagulls. As we 
made our way down, tall cedars turned 
into short arbutus trees, and the red dirt 
and black mud became pebbles, sand 
and seaweed.

Sombrio Beach opened before us, 
a rocky beach full of sand bluffs and 
ample driftwood to sit, eat lunch and 
breathe on. We couldn’t help but laugh, 
sitting there, taking it all in. That was 
fun, we said to each other, forgetting, 
already, the pain, tears and mud. We 
should do it again next year.

And that, my friends, is type-two fun.

Breakfast, anyone? Boiling 
water on the camp stove for 
oatmeal and instant coffee

On the ferry 
heading to Victoria, 

Vancouver Island

Sunrise over the 
Pacific Ocean – 
could anything be 
more peaceful?

seagull   

,  Seemöwe

cedar [(si:dE]   

,  Zeder

arbutus tree [A:(bju:tEs]  

,  Erdbeerbaum

pebble [(peb&l]   

,  Kiesel

seaweed   

,  Seetang

sand bluff   

,  Sandklippe

ample [(Ämp&l]   

,  reichlich

driftwood   

,  Treibholz


