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“When’s that frog going to shut up?” I ask my husband, and grin in spite of myself.  

The welcome mat is out at nature’s doorstep. We’re camping lakefront in 

Manning Park for the weekend, and we’re here to do what we do best:  camp, 

hike, canoe and hang out together. Yet, I’m still stuck in city mode, and I 

desperately need to ease the week’s stress, the four-hour Friday-afternoon drive 

up here and the Burger King bulge in my stomach. 

So I crack open a beer, leave my mate reading fireside and creep down an 

embankment towards Lightning Lake. There, I stand, waiting for my brain to catch 

up with my senses. 

Then the symphony begins:  a splash from a gang of ducks, the plop of a fish at 

the surface. Spindly lodgepole pines rustle. Crows caw, and all manner of 

twittering birds whistle their tunes. Loons play their gentle flutes while our 

campfire does percussion. 

In the fading light, I can make out dense forests of Douglas Fir and Hemlock. 

Frosty Mountain looms behind the lake, rising 720 metres. Suddenly eager for 

tomorrow’s daylit view, I rejoin my husband next to the Coleman lantern before 

we zip ourselves in for the night. As the resident frog serenades me to sleep, I 

realize I’ve let go at last. 

Morning brings a post-breakfast visit from three frisky chipmunks. One is intent 

on lapping syrup from our plates, but the other two are simply intent on each 



other. Almost embarrassed, I offer up a buttery spatula to divert them from their 

activity, “Food’s the last thing on their minds,” my husband smirks. We clean up 

and head to the park lodge to gather information on hiking and canoeing, twice 

along the road spotting massive black bears. Before the weekend’s through, the 

count is at four. 

Inside, resort manager Muriel Peterson spills over with information. Having lived 

in the area since 1981, she’s hiked all the park trails. “There are spectacular views 

everywhere,” she says. Muriel recommends the breathtaking 10-hour hike up 

Frosty Mountain, but we decide to leave it for another visit. “In the fall, it’s 

magical,” she says. “There’s a grove of larch trees near the top, and in late 

September and October, their needles turn golden.” Her face glows as well. 

We finally select Monument 78 trail, which links up with the Pacific Crest Trail. 

Hike far enough on it, and you’ll arrive in Mexico – but we decide just to go until 

we feel like turning around. The route we follow is relatively tame, but its effect is 

wild. Other than two sets of mountain bikers, we see no other hikers the entire 10 

kilometres, but we do cross paths with a floppy-footed snowshoe hare. I feel 

serenity, clear and simple in this dense wilderness, and my husband reflects “I 

love the smell of the forest.” I think the world actually stops while we savour 

chicken sandwiches alongside sun-glinted Castle Creek. 

Legs worn, we’re back in the campground by late afternoon. After a guilt-free 

nap, we decide to check out the canoe rentals. A cheery park staffer informs us 

Lightning Lake has four arms, portages of various lengths and many nooks and 

crannies to explore. Perfect. 



We stick to the main body of water, which looks to be plenty big enough. As it 

grows late in the afternoon, the light dodging between the trees is wondrous. The 

water is calm as we paddle past a beaver lodge. We spend nearly two hours going 

on no particular course, just enjoying the freedom of being directionless. A fish 

jumps right in front of us, so I motion to three giddy German guys fishing from a 

cramped row boat. They don’t appear to understand English nor how to steer 

their craft. They just laugh, paddle erratically and nearly bump bows with other 

canoeists. When a line gets snagged on the bottom, they giggle all the harder. 

We all return to shore simultaneously, where our new German friends proudly 

display their earlier catch. It’s barely a foot long. They just smile, 

uncomprehending, when I suggest, “Appetizer?” 

Our final night concludes with a heaping plate of pasta, followed by sticks of 

roasted marshmallows and a vigorous story-telling, belly-aching laughter session 

around the campfire. We bid the embers and the sky’s brilliant crescent moon 

goodnight, and retire. 

The drive home on Sunday retains some of the weekend’s leisurely pace. We 

dally, taking in his and hers roadside attractions. For me:  a walk through the 

Rhododendron Grove with hundreds of wild Pacific rhodo bushes. For him:  

Engineer’s Road, a crudely constructed wagon trail of the 1900s. 

We have a bit of cash left over, so we search for a more-or-less healthy dinner in 

Hope. No such luck on Sundays. So it’s a tailgate meal of leftovers from our 

cooler. These quiet, contemplative moments are the last before our inevitable 

return to the city. 



 

The tab:   Food $75.61; Beer: $9.55; Two nights camping at Lightning lake 

campground $37; Burger King on the drive up: $10.68; Mosquito coils, propane 

and ice: $13.52; Two hours canoe rental: $24; Round trip fuel: $26.28; Human fuel 

to get home (coffees and muffins): $4.49; ‘Condos for Critters’ interpretative 

walk:  FREE.  TOTAL cost: $201.13. 


