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There’s a fuchsia-coloured VW minibus 
permanently parked in front of Hotel Zed and 
another full-scale model out back sculpted 
from driftwood. Aside from having a check-in 
desk by the front door (the world’s only 
bike-through hotel lobby), it doesn’t get any 
more ordinary inside, either. The pride flag on 
every door declares this a safe space for all 
rebels, and you’ll actually find them all within. 
And that’s the point about Hotel Zed, where 
the staff are called ‘rebels’ and the ethos is 
‘rebels against the ordinary’. 

If all of this seems dangerously close to 
kitschy, rest assured I felt the same when  
I pulled up to the many-coloured exterior. 
But, despite its outrageous qualities and 
professed mission to envelop everyone in an 
inclusive embrace, there’s nothing cheap or 
shallow about this place. Because it delivers. 

A 1970s aesthetic runs deep throughout 
the property and, although the building is 

new, it’s filled with authentic pieces lovingly 
collected and meticulously placed by the 
brand’s ambitious owner. The lobby is a 
sunken living room complete with green-shag 
carpet and teardrop fireplaces. It’s serviced 
by craft cocktails and local pours from the 
bar at Roar, the property’s fire-focused 
restaurant just beyond. 

Rooms carry the design further and are 
accented with touches such as heated 
washroom floors and zero-waste coffee 
service. Those at the far rear look out into 
the surrounding forest, interrupted only by a 
spacious hot tub, oversize barrel sauna with 
forest-view window, and serene spa tent. 

At the end of the property, a planked path 
leads to a small dock resting on the inlet, 
where two chairs offer a space for quiet 
reflection. The only sound comes from birds 
calling somewhere in the forest behind. And I 
don’t want to find my way back. 

www.hotelzed.com

Hotel Zed Tofino BC
1258 Pacific Rim Highway, Tofino, British Columbia V0R 2Z0, Canada 
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over the world, but never in a colder climate nor on the open ocean. Tofino will offer me another 
first here, and, honestly, I’m a little bit nervous – not of drowning, but of the Canadian cold. 

Fortunately, the first order of business is gearing up in a wetsuit, which I’m promised will keep 
me warm and, although it feels like it takes longer to suit up and strip off than we ultimately spend 
on the water, I’ve never been more grateful for a garment. I don’t feel a tinge of cold throughout 
our exploration of nearby rock islands, as we practise manoeuvres such as spinning in place, or as 
we sit to watch two bald eagles fly overhead. Emre is training new instructors today and, despite 
their distinct personalities, they share the same disarmingly open attitude – one that speaks of 
gratitude rather than entitlement. There’s something of the carefree, California-surfer vibe about 
each of them, though they hail from several nations. 

“A lot of younger people find their way here following a love of nature and the surf,” Bosut says, 
hinting at Swell’s primary business as a surf school and board rental. “Once they get here, it’s hard 
to leave. Some of them don’t.” 

This is the same story I hear from several local business owners who arrived for a holiday and 
couldn’t imagine living elsewhere ever again. As a longtime New Yorker who’s seen so many drawn 
to my home city after visiting once, it strikes me that Tofino has the same effect on open spirits 
seeking the purest nature and the highest quality of mindful living. As I relax my leg muscles in a 
hot tub surrounded by forest back at the hotel, these two polar opposites seem shockingly similar 
in how fervently they’re idolised by the people who can’t give them up, and by those who return 
again and again to relive that inexplicable feeling that can’t be found anywhere else. 

www.tourismtofino.com Ph
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