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VICTORIa      DRINKING

TO MY LEFT, some balding guy is yam-
mering to my girlfriend about what 
Plato was really thinking. To my right, a 
cute young bartender and her friend are 
howling at the skimpy panties for sale in 
a nearby vendor booth. Up ahead is the 
port-a-potty enclave, where people burst 
in and out of plastic blue doors like rickety 
figurines on a futuristic cuckoo clock. And 
behind me, a daylong spectacle dwindles 
under the yawning, amber-auburn sky: a 
huge, lubricated mob wobbling its way  

towards dinnertime, dodging one another 
on a tent-infested soccer pitch, minds reel-
ing to recall which impromptu bar’s frothy 
nectar went down so well, mouths panting 
for another taste before last call. 

The balding guy turns out to have 
a great reason for taking part in this 
sun-baked, slurring melee. Formerly a 
popular philosophy prof at the University 
of Saskatchewan, Steve Cavan began 
brewing in his basement in the early ‘90s. 
Dodging his wife’s protests, he obsessed 

over replicating beer styles he loved. 
Prompted by a Revenue Canada 

inquiry (technically it’s illegal to soak 
malted barley in water without a license), 
he launched a microbrewery and “it 
snowballed from there” into equipment 
upgrades and gradual leaps in produc-
tion. The traditional pilsner and black 
lager he began tinkering with have since 
become Czech Mate and Black Cat, flag-
ships for his lauded Saskatoon-based 
brewery, Paddock Wood. 

For a guy like Cavan, the Great Cana-
dian Beer Festival is a pilgrimage. 

“What a market!” he gushes, enveloped 
by obviously kindred spirits. “Everyone 
here… is here for beer.” He laments 
Saskatoon’s version of a beer show for 
focusing too much on wine and liqueurs. 
“I really like meeting the beer geeks.” 

Locals have long touted Victoria as 
Canada’s beer capital. There are seven 
craft brewers in town, and another two 
dozen-plus within 100 kilometres. This 
festival was launched in earnest by  
local hop heads in 1993, and it’s grown 
to attract the nation’s cask masters and 
weekend crowds of more than 7,000. 

Canadian is a bit of a misnomer: 
Brooklyn Brewery is here, as are at least 
10 labels from Washington, Oregon and 
California. But mega breweries are bliss-
fully absent, and the atmosphere remains 
more pickled picnic than romping kegger. 

The deal is simple. Little plastic chips 
($1.25 apiece, plus $25 – $30 event  
admission) are worth a four-ounce sample  
of pretty much any froth you fancy. Each 
of the 50-plus vendors has brought three 
to four brew styles each, and they’ll pour 
until the kegs tap out. The spectrum is 
startling: pilsners, porters, IPAs (authentic 
ones, hopped-up enough to endure an 
ocean voyage), imperial and oatmeal 
stouts, hefeweizens and wit/wheat beers, 
ales trumped by honey, nut, pumpkin 
and all sorts of juicy fruit.

Frolicking eye candy is free. A handful 
of dudes are wearing “Trailer Park Boy” 
aprons. A few folks are inexplicably sport-
ing capes (though they do look undeniably  
super). Cowboy hats made from 12-pack 
cases careen past. Irreverent T-shirt 
slogans and insignias buzz through the 
crowd like insects. 

The revelry has a flipside, even if it 
gets drowned out as the sun slips towards 
the Strait of Juan de Fuca. Take this 
confession from a portly, serious-looking 
stranger (wearing a backpack, taking 
notes), literally at one of the venue’s 

Brewed Awakening
Ambitious beer, DIY entrepreneurs and the mixed bag

of aficionados who love them converge annually  

at the Great Canadian Beer Festival

Steve Cavan marvels at a  
crowd of beer lovers.
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numerous water coolers: “This used to be 
much more of a beer-o-philes gathering, 
not the meat market it is now.” 

Frat party overtones notwithstanding, 
there are hints of sophistication. For one: 
a man wearing shades, strumming his 
acoustic guitar, crooning classics (sound-
ing uncannily like Louis Armstrong) to 
a thin crowd near the food tents. For 
another: localism pioneer and Spin-
nakers’ publican Paul Hadfield lauding 
craft beer culture’s migration north of 
the 49th, and the thrill of his daughter’s 
friends coming down-Island for the 
weekend—“guys who think Kokanee is 
the greatest thing going”—and “having 
their eyes stretched wide open.”

For the most part, though, there’s no 
need to use force. 

“Canadians are really receptive to 
unique flavours and tastes,” says Don 
Spencer of Washington State’s Silver City 
Restaurant & Brewery when asked how 
the crowd liked his fragrant, delicious 
Basilsner, or basil-infused pilsner.

With our own eyes (and palates) 
enlarged, we end up toasting sunset with 
some of the crew from Calgary’s Wild 
Rose Brewery, makers of the excellent, 
citrus-tinged Velvet Fog wheat beer—pre-
sumably the reason for the uninterrupted 
queues all day. I lob incoherent questions 
(and praise) at founder Mike Tymchuk, 
until he eventually asks himself: “Why are 

we here exhibiting? We’re coming all this 
way as a lark, a bit of a reward for the 
staff having put in a busy summer, and 
as education for those who haven’t seen 
the breadth of 150 beers and what can be 
done. I’m investing in that.”

Wise move, Mike. This event manages 
to gratify both nerds and neophytes, giv-
ing each a chance to see what the other 
enjoys about an afternoon (or two) spent 
soaking up a fantastic selection of beer. 

On Saturday, at a tasting session on 

the bleachers, I find hard evidence of 
that mutual affinity. Unprompted, an 
otherwise reserved old-timer quips, “Sip-
ping beer is like kissing your sweetheart. 
A fast, simple one doesn’t give much 
flavour. But if you go about it slow and 
sensual, if you use your tongue, you get a 
lot more out of it.” 

The 17th annual Great Canadian Beer 
Festival takes place at Victoria’s Royal 
Athletic Park on Friday, September 11 and 
Saturday, September 12 (gcbf.com).

Booze de Force
Brian Storen’s multi-course tasting  

menus take a beautiful bite (and swig)  

out of Vancouver Island’s bounty at Sips

INSPIRED BY THE irresistible idea that the palate is “a portal into the 
soul,” award-winning “librettist” Brian Storen’s quirky explorations of  
regional produce, meat and premium booze are like taste bud séances.  
(“Librettist” is an allusion to the quasi-religious, operatic qualities  
of an epic meal.) For years he’s been accentuating the coastal cor-
nucopia’s most rewarding flavours and out-of-the-way producers, 
aided by a deep roster of cooks and kegs at Spinnakers Brewpub 
(308 Catherine St.; 877-838-2739; spinnakers.com), one of Victoria’s 
locavore catalysts. 

Earlier this year Storen’s intrepid quest for beautiful food mani-
fested into a small but bountiful tasting room in the downtown 
James Bay neighbourhood called Sips artisan Bistro (425 Simcoe St.; 
250-590-3519). Storen calls the place “a reference library for olfactory 
experience.” Expect the unexpected, but come for the gleefully con-
structed multi-course tasting menus (from $40) that unravel and revel 
in curated cheeses, charcuterie, seafood and produce, always courted 
by suitably artful beer or wine. If a live show or grandiosely named 
tasting event is scheduled, get there early. 

 geTTing THeRe WestJet flies to Victoria 10 times daily from 
various Canadian and U.S. cities this month.

Brian Storen at his desk.

Bavarians or locals?  
It’s a tough call  
by mid-afternoon.
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THUndER BAY      DINING

WE EMBARK FROM Thunder Bay’s  
marina at daybreak, the sun rising 
behind the Sleeping Giant’s silhouette, 
waves chopping and wind nipping. 
A few kilometres out, we plunge our 
lures into a sloshing Lake Superior and 
cast random musings at one another, 
waiting for a rod to quiver. Our captain 
keeps cracking jokes about the dubious  
shapes on the sonic fish finder: “Sea-
weed!” he barks, then, “Bicycle!” or, 
“Probably a cooler that went overboard.”  
Eventually, the fish start biting, and later 
we’ll putter into shore with a rainbow 
trout and a pair of lake trout. 

All this might not seem like a par-
ticularly spiritual experience, but then, 
fishing rarely does until you’re afloat. 
Likewise, you might not expect en-
lightenment from an isolated northern 
Ontario city. But with a cheeky nod to 
Jesus Christ’s miracle buffet, a local 
outfitter (superiorvisits.com) has created 
a three-day jaunt that amounts to taking 
communion from the remarkable locals. 

The Loaves and Fishes tour aims to 
reveal a budding culinary scene and a 
handful of its key proponents, as well 
as the raw beauty and bounty that hugs 
Thunder Bay. Think of it as an edible 
scavenger hunt. Participants are sup-
posed to catch fish, go get cheese and 
bread from a couple of unique rural 
artisans, then deliver everything to an 
esteemed local chef, who’ll concoct a 
multi-course dinner using kitchen wits 
and your raw materials.  

Part of this pilgrimage should be 
mandatory when this close to Superior’s 
gaping mouth: the aforementioned 
early morning fishing excursion with  
Archie’s Charters (archiescharters.com). 
(If you don’t hook anything but bait, 
you’ll also visit a commercial fisher.) 
And the rural artisans you’ll meet are 
indicative of two other Thunder Bay 
archetypes: industrious Europeans and 
culture-savvy country folk. 

Derek Lucchese of Both Hands 
Bread (807-473-4599) embodies the 

latter. A social worker-turned-accidental 
baker (friends lauded his homemade 
bread at dinner parties), Lucchese 
hawks hundreds of loaves at the city’s 
excellent twice-weekly farmers’ market 
(from $4; thunderbaycountrymarket.com). 
He uses naturally leavened and unusu-
ally wet dough to make nine different 
recipes, combining ingredients like 
sundried tomato and basil or grains like 
kamut and spelt. To do so, he stokes a 
daylong fire inside a pastoral brick-
and-concrete oven behind his country 
home, sweeps and mops out the ashes 
the next morning, then mixes and bakes 
batches of 40 loaves at a time (as many 
as 700 in a day) as the retained heat 
tapers from about 700°F to 500°F. A 
testament to his craft: Lucchese rarely 
has any bread left to bring home from 
the market. 

Nestled in the stunning Slate River 
Valley nearby is Thunder Oak Cheese 
Farm (cheesefarm.ca), where the Schep 
family has been crafting award-winning 

Salvation (and Salivation) on Lake Superior
Bless yourself with foraged local food and outstanding scenery  

on the Loaves and Fishes tour 

Captain Archie 
Hoogsteen  
waits for a  

client to reel 
one in, with  

the Sleeping 
Giant on  

the horizon.
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Gouda for nearly 15 years. Motivated 
by taunts from their homeland—“You 
can only make Gouda in Holland,” they 
were told—they’ve created a charm-
ing and humble operation that their 
kin would surely admire. You can too, 
thanks to production room windows 
inside the retail store, where the Scheps 
make 15 gleaming wheels a day and 
a dozen flavours (and Swiss, too). The 
Scheps also sell imported Dutch treats, 
from fritessaus to stroopwaffles. 

Having acquired this toothsome trio 
of raw goods, you’ll be guided towards 
Bianca Garofalo and Mike Roulston’s 
Lot 66 Resto-Lounge (lotsixtysix.com), 
a small, dark and handsome dining 
room[1] that’s won accolades for its tapas 
and atmosphere since opening three 
years ago. 

Chef Roulston let the loaf from Luc-
chese and some dill-flavoured Gouda 
from Thunder Oak work their own 
palate magic, complementing them 
with roasted garlic bulbs, butter, oil and 
a glass of champagne. The bread was 
pillow-soft and deliciously dense; the 
cheese’s creaminess long and lush, like 
an herb-infused milkshake. 

Roulston trumped those first nibbles 
by funnelling his enthusiasm into fresh 
oysters, a fiddlehead salad and velvety 
lobster bisque with brandy, tarragon 
and cream—albeit a slight depar-
ture from the food tour’s theme, but 
nonetheless a wonderful taste of one 
Thunder Bay kitchen’s potential. 

Then came the recast catch I’d reeled 
in that morning: two chubby, glistening 
fillets—one from each type of trout—on 
a bed of roasted potatoes, onions and 
dandelion greens. The only thing that 
melted in my mouth faster was the 
deconstructed B-52 crème brulée that 
came last, capped with armagnac and 
rich espresso. 

“Summer’s short here, and so it’s fun 
for a few months of the year to be able 
to reveal a depth to the local food scene 
that most people don’t know about,” 
says Roulston. “I like being able to take 
real food and not mask it, but enhance 
it. Plus, it’s just really exciting to be 
a part of someone’s special day out 
around Thunder Bay!”

The Loaves and Fishes tour includes two 
nights’ accommodation and a spa treat-
ment, car rental, a morning of  charter 
fishing and dinner with wine at Lot 66, 
all for $920 per person (double occupan-
cy; plus taxes and gratuities).

 geTTing THeRe WestJet flies to 
Thunder Bay 23 times weekly from  
Toronto and Winnipeg this month.

[1]  Keep this under your bib: Superior Tours is looking to add at least two more local dining 
options to the Loaves and Fishes tour for 2010. High-calibre kitchens like Bistro One and 
The Caribou have been baited, but no bites yet.

Chef Mike Roulston plates a pan-seared 
lake trout fillet in a savory sauce made of 
forest mushrooms, shallots, butter, white 
wine, capers and French tarragon, served 

over a leek-and-sweet pea risotto and 
topped with fresh dandelion greens.

Thunder Oak Gouda, 
a fresh loaf from Both 

Hands Bread, and a pair  
of Lake Superior trout.
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HAwAII      DINING

DRIVING AROUND HILO, I noticed  
battered, monster-wheeled pickup 
trucks with pit bulls gaping from the 
flatbeds, driven by beefy, Samoan-
looking dudes with tattooed necks and 
forearms. The trucks snarled past; their 
drivers were obviously into trapping 
something other than tourists. 

I would soon learn these dudes 
hunted feral pigs, a local scourge. I 
began to see these dudes everywhere.

Their mystique got even more 
intimidating. Apparently, they’d drive 
into the jungle, unleash their dogs to 
sniff  out the grisly beasts and, once 
cornered, they’d jump into the melee, 
blade cocked, and slit the pig’s throat…

But this story really begins in older, 
no less volatile times. 

Polynesians brought domesticated 
pigs aboard their canoes on the epic 
journeys that led them to the Hawaiian 
Islands more than a millennium ago. 
They also brought a surreal reverence 
for the animal that pervaded their  

lifestyles, spirituality and vivacious 
identities. As Lilikala K. Kame’eleihiwa 
wrote in A Legendary Tradition of  
Kamapua‘a, the Hawaiian Pig-God: 
“Nowhere else in Polynesia is there 
evidence that a pig was worshipped 
as a god, and some maintain that 
nowhere else was devotion to sensual 
pleasure as exalted and refined as  
in Hawai’i.”

Typically, overzealous European 
sailors changed everything. Waves  
of invasive species were unleashed  
after Captain James Cook’s arrival  
in 1778, among them a larger, more  
voracious wild boar that steered the 
swine bloodline into less-exalted  
territory. The import of mango, guava 
and foreign earthworms helped sustain 
and broaden the resulting feral pig 
population, as did the overhaul of  
land use, the advent of modern agri-
culture, and an influx of other hoofed 
immigrants. All this wreaked consider-
able havoc on the archipelago, where 

mostly endemic plant life had evolved 
without poisons, thorns or such in-
tensely drooling and grunting enemies.

Killing feral pigs eventually became 
customary, even necessary, to curb  
the destruction of vital ground-level 
shrubs, herbs, ferns and flowers. 
Compared to more measured forest-
protection efforts like Hawaii  
Volcanoes National Park’s use of  
elaborate fencing and constant obser-
vation, hunting for sport is definitely  
a subculture that arrived with the  
American dream.

Just as they could when they 
endured the tumultuous ride aboard 
those sea-faring canoes, pigs can 
forage and fertilize like nobody’s busi-
ness. They feed local families and fit 
right into natural selection.

But what got me interested in all of 
this were the pit bull pickups and their 
unnerving rung on the Hawaiian food 
chain. So I found someone to take me 
to hunt for pig on the Big Island.

Tread Lightly and Carry a Telescopic Rifle
On the Big Island of Hawaii, protecting the fragile ecosystem from  

destructive wild boar is a slow reveal of ancient history, present-day  

economic reality and, ultimately, killing your own supper

Anthony 
Garcia, his son 

Anthony Jr. and 
their Southern 

Black Mouth 
Cur hunting 

dogs at home. 
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DIY Big Island Hunting
HUNT Jack Ku’s Outfitter & Guide Service (25-59 Pukana La St., Hilo; 808-938-1369) A skilled and versatile guide with more than 
three decades of experience, Ku can set up a range of hunts in all sorts of stunning landscapes. Parker Ranch (67-1435 Mamalahoa Hwy., 
Kameula; parkerranch.com) arranges game hunting for groups on its gorgeous, sprawling ranchlands and offers a rich, authentic window 
into Hawaii’s cowboy heritage. + EAT Kuhio Grille (111 E. Puainako St., Hilo; 808-959-2336) No-frills dining amongst local families; check 
out the Kalua pig plate with rice and salad (US$11.99) Huli Sue’s Barbecue and Grill (64-957 Mamalahoa Hwy., Kamuela; hulisues.com) 
Hearty home-cooked meals featuring pork, beef and other meats, plus fresh local produce, in a quirky, scuffed-up roadside joint.  
+ SLEEP waianuhea (45-3503 Kahana Dr., Honokaa; waianuhea.com) An exquisite, remote, off-the-grid estate with fascinating art, 
fresh local food and wonderful hosts. The huge DVD selection is impressive, too. + READ Lilikala K. Kame‘eleihiwa’s A Legendary Tradition 
of Kamapua‘a, the Hawaiian Pig-God reinterprets the first act of an epic native myth originally published in a late-1800s Hawaiian-language 
newspaper (US$15; Bishop Museum Press; bishopmuseum.org/press). She gives nuance to the layers of sexual and social subtext that reveal 
the Island’s primordial love story between Kamapua‘a and Pele, the goddess still spewing lava off the southeastern coast of the Big Island.

CLOCKWISE FROM TOP  
A timeless Parker Ranch landscape; 
A wild boar’s primeval jawbone; Jack 
Ku gives the author a field-dressing 
lesson; Jack Ku up close. 

 uP-MagazInE.COM > Check 
out more boar-hunting photos  
by staff photographer Jared Sych.
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MY HUNTING GUIDE was nothing like 
the dubious warriors we’d seen driving 
around Hilo, and thankfully his method 
wasn’t nearly as brutal. A Vietnam vet, 
Jack Ku would prove to be patient, 
wise and affable—as quick and skilled 
with a joke as he was with a weapon. 

We met Ku under a lush dawn at 
a gate to the famous Parker Ranch’s 
130,000-plus acres, which overlook a 
resort-peppered coastline and rise  
toward the nappy crown of the 
4,205-metre Mauna Kea, bearded by 
raggedy clouds. The grassy foothills 
lolled in the morning glow. Depending 
on your elevation, these green slopes 
rippled with Angus cattle, Rio Grande 
turkeys and Spanish billy goats that 
look like Star Wars interlopers. 

We’d come to hunt Polynesian pig, 
a free-roaming, raven-hued link to Ha-
waiian antiquity. We started plodding 
along in Ku’s truck, scanning the land-
scape with a pair of $2,000 binoculars. 
“You’re looking for things out of place,” 
explained Ku, his words elongating as 
he noticed something.

Beyond a eucalyptus grove, a small-
ish sow trawled the grassland, snout 
rummaging. We eased out of the cab; 
the pig scampered. 

Loading his rifle, Ku pointed out that 
my binocular harness was on back-
wards. We all chuckled quietly. 

We skulked over a knoll, watching,  
crouching lower as we closed in. 
“You’re gonna shoot that pig,” Ku whis-
pered, urging me to the ground. 

The only trigger I’d ever pulled 
before was at a Vegas shooting range, 
and that was a handgun. So I chan-
nelled some Hollywood wisdom. I 
steadied the oblivious pig’s shoulder—
about 200 metres away—in the cross-
hairs of the Swarovski scope on Ku’s 
Savage 270. The rising sun glinted. My 
mind went blank. I relaxed and fired. 

We heard a dull whop. The pig took 
off, trailing dust. Its sprint quickly  
tapered while Ku grabbed his gun  
and fired again, missing. “You got it!” 
he barked. 

It took a few minutes to find its  
body in the clumpy grass and yellow 
fireweed. It lay motionless, a bullet  
hole flaring its hindquarter, crimson 
splats framing its gaping jaw. 

I was bemused by my fluke accu-
racy. But I wondered: how much  
karma did I just unravel? I pitied the 
animal’s dull, rumpled carcass. And  
yet I fantasized that pig on a spit,  
swivelling deliciously. 

As we carved away and skinned 
the useable meat (which we’d end up 
donating to our breakfast waitress’ 

upcoming luau) and snapped off bones 
(for Ku’s dogs, Curby and Chance), Ku 
explained he didn’t like the idea of 
killing an animal with a knife, because 
it was unnecessarily slow and humiliat-
ing. As he spoke, my mind explored 
the chasm between shooting a wild pig 
and the ecological baggage of buying 
plastic-wrapped steak from Safeway. 

Later that afternoon, Ku took us to 
meet Anthony Garcia, a neighbour he 
trusts enough to hook up with wealthy 
clients that want to hunt in the jungle. 
Garcia tracks wild boar in the Waiakea 
Forest Reserve near his house (upland 
from Hilo), using four Southern Black 
Mouth Cur dogs that are “bred for 
hunting.” He’s teaching his son his 
trade, invests time and money in his 
dogs (and has the tracking antennas on 
their collars to prove it), and the voca-
tion feeds his family. 

Garcia’s backyard is an ode to pig 
hunting as a means of survival. There’s 
a kennel spread sporadically around 
the rocky bush, lean and curious dogs 
thwarted by their leashes, a ramshackle  
smoker parked near his pickup, a grun-
gy ATV, skulls lying around randomly 
and a skeleton train of hog jawbones 
nailed along the trimming below his 
roof. He speaks of tracking down huge 
wild boar (“without guts, maybe 220 
pounds; on the hoof, you’re looking 
at 250, 260”) as though it were an art 
form: a harsh melding of strategy,  
patience, thick and difficult terrain, 
skill with a well-chosen weapon, and 
being acutely aware of a wounded 
boar’s tenacity. 

As I listen, savouring a garlicky bite 
of Garcia’s smoked-at-home boar and 
surveying his vivid property, something 
I’ve been mulling crystallizes: it’s not 
whether you kill the beast or not that 
harnesses your karma; it’s how and 
why you choose to hunt it down. 

Perhaps that means I’ll be taken out 
of this life by surprise, my breakfast 
interrupted by some other fish out of 
water. I can only hope it’ll happen in a 
place as primal and spellbinding as the 
Big Island of Hawaii.

 gETTIng THERE WestJet flies to Kona, 
Hawaii, twice weekly from Vancouver  
this month.
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