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Saint-Georges, Quebec – I assume that many of you reading this have had some intense craving for something during your lifetime – often for a particular food or beverage.  Recently, I found myself longing for an authentic French meal.  At my camp here in the deep woods of Northwest Maine, there is not one fast food place, much less a French restaurant.  We do have a pizza joint (intentional noun), two bars that serve rather uninspiring food, and…nada else.  

But I have a truck and a passport, so no problem because the French-speaking province of Quebec is just over an hour away to the west.  In previous years, when this urge hit, I opted to drive over three hours each way to Quebec City.  The meals were always great, but the six hours plus roundtrip drive can be sufficiently tiresome (particularly after a glass of wine during dinner), so I started to search for an alternative.

I recalled that the drive north to Quebec City took us through a much smaller town of Saint-Georges, less than two hours from our camp.  When I searched online for restaurants there, the first hits were for American fast food places – in Canada!  But after narrowing my search to “French restaurants” I found three.  Their websites all seemed pretty much the same, so I picked Café Royal, called for an early evening reservation, and started drooling (not literally).

My younger daughter was visiting, so on the following Saturday we hopped in my truck (after double-checking that we had our passports with us) and proceeded on two-lane blacktop to the Canadian border.  In view of the ongoing dispute between U.S. and Canadian governments, I was wondering what type of reception we would receive from border agents.  We quickly found that the Canadian border patrol fellow was rather unfriendly, but he did not hold up us with a detailed inspection of our truck (a few years ago, we had our truck nearly disassembled by the Canadians at the border).

Having anticipated border issues, we had left the camp early, so we arrived in Saint-Georges over an hour prior to our dinner reservation.  All road signage was in French, but a red light is a red light pretty much everywhere.  The largest structure in town is a massive Catholic church overlooking the city from the western banks of the Chaudière River.  It was built in 1900 with alternating colors of stone and three steeples.  The doors were locked so I cannot report on the interior.  

The city is famous, I learned, for having an inflatable dam to raise the river water level for special occasions.  Ironically, the name of the city has nothing to do with a saint, but is in honor of an earlier landowner (Seigneur) named Johann Georg Pfotzer who received a huge land grant from the French king.  I have no idea where the “Saint” came from, as most of the seigneurs were not known to be pleasant people.

We easily found our restaurant and were greeted in French by a middle aged waiter who showed us to a table.  The interior of Café Royal is small but pleasantly decorated in blue and white.  Although the menus were in French, we really had no problem discerning the choices (boeuf is definitely beef).  The special listed on a board near the kitchen contained the words poisson and cocotte.  I assumed that poison would not be the special and said to our waiter, “Special…fish?”  Getting a “oui” in response, I ordered the special.  My daughter ordered veau which we hoped was veal.  I also ordered a glass of the house wine, which turned out to be both inexpensive and quite tasty.

In about 20 minutes the waiter arrived with our meals.  The presentation on the plates was sensational.  The veal was a perfect medium rare surrounded by a few pieces of carrots, asparagus, and broccoli laying across fancifully edged mashed potatoes.  My entrée came in a shallow bowl edged with the same presentation of mashed potatoes surrounding a soup of several types of fish.   We shared some of each and both decided that everything was delicious. The total tab, including tip, was 125 Canadian dollars or about $90.  

We headed back to Maine very pleased with all aspects of our French adventure.  At the border we had a great chat with the U.S. border agent (a former Marine) who welcomed us “home.”

I think I feel another similar craving which I plan to satisfy before leaving Maine next month.  In view of the diminishing state of affairs with Canada, I expect an even frostier reception at the border.

I thought you might like to know.
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