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I ntroduction
Here are answers to some of the common questions | had to answer about my trip
Who am | and what am | doing?

My nameis Trevor Hennessey and in the summer of 1999 | bicycled across Canada from Crescent Beach on the
West Coast to St. Johns on the East Coast. | set up awebsite so my friends and family could follow dong with
me on my journey and thisis atranscript of that journey.

BicycleacrossCanada! Areyou nuts?

Although people may not come out and directly say thiswhen | tell them what | did, | find thet it is usudly
inferred in the conversation. The reason | undertook this endeavor was to have the opportunity to see more of

this grand country that |, among 30 million other people, cal home.

The actud idea of bicycling across Canada come to me in 1998 while | was working in Montredl. | found that |
loved living in anew city and enjoyed experiencing a culture other than the one | grew up with (no matter what
some people say, Quebec istruly different from B.C.) With thisredization, | had the desire to experience the
rest of Canada and what better way to do it than by bicycle?

But why not go by car or train?

The answer to thisisquitesmple. Just as tourists can't truly experience Paris by flying in on Monday and out
on Sunday, neither can one truly experience the Prairies while encased in ameta box moving at 100 krvhr.
Insteed, they would be missing out on the sounds of the wind rustling through the fidds of wheet and dl the

other aspects of nature. There is more to Canada than Hwy. #1 and to truly get ataste of the country you need
to get to know the people who live there. On bicycle | have the opportunity to move a adower pace. To fully
discover the areas | pass through and yet sill be able to cover enough distance each day to cross the country ina
somewhat timely manner.

When traveling by hicycle | dso have the chance to meet the most interesting people. My lodging is atent but
when looking for a place to camp for the night | just start knocking on farm doors asking if | can pitch my tent
out by their barn. More often than not | will be offered a shower and a hot meal (two things that are aways
appreciated). In this manner, the true character of the region is reveded to me.

Why now?

The main reason for choosing to do the trip at thetime | did was quite Smple, | had thetime. | had just
graduated from Simon Fraser University with my B.Sc. and redlly needed some time to recuperate from the

previous 5 years of study.
How long did thetrip take?

Wl when | |eft | had hoped to be back home by the start of September but as | had no real deadline and was
enjoying the “scenic” route it ended up taking me nearly four months and 9524 km to complete.



Disclaimer:

My website was origindly started so that my friends and family back home could follow dong with me on my
trip. Wdl with al the publicity my page has gotten my readership has jumped far beyond this. Becauise of this
| fet that | should add a smdl disclamer for those of you not familiar with me and my story. Please understand
that most of my entries are written late a night after over 100 km of bicycling. At that time my emotions are
laid bare for al to see and my heart ison my deeve. On rough days | may make broad sweeping negetive
satements which reflect how | am fedling at that time. These may sometimes come across as overly harsh
when | did not mean for it to be that way or to meant to only refer to asmall subset of people. Now | could
have edited out those portions later but | felt that in order for you to truly fed as | fdt | needed to leave themiin.
Pease read with thisin mind and enjoy. Thank-you.

Geethat soundsgreat. | appreciate the hundreds of hoursyou have spent typing thisup and
posting pictureson your webpage. |sthereanything ! can do?

If you enjoy reading about my trip let others know about it and the abbreviated book may be fredly distributed
for non-commercia purposes so share it around. If you would like the entire book please send me $5 US
through Paypa (Www.paypa.com) using trevor_hennessey @yahoo.com as my user name and | will e-mail you
the entire document. In doing so you will encourage me to continue publishing my travelogues and help keep
independent publishing possble for us little guys.

Sincerdy,
Trevor Hennessey

P.S. | have posted over 200 photos of my trip with captions at www.anexplorationofcanada.bravepages.com. If
the webpage does not work just e-mall me



British Columbia

There are no flat roadsin British Columbial  Alright, I might be exaggerating alittle bit but aong the route that

| traveled there was only one day of levd riding. Everywhere dseit was ralling hills and mountains, making

for avery chalenging ride, especidly considering | was not in pesk physicd condition at the gart of my trip. If
anyone ever has an interest in seeing the raw, natural beauty of BC yet does not have much time to spend, |
would highly recommend bicydling (or GASP ... driving) from Revelstoke to Canmore. This section of road
was the most beautiful and scenic portion of the BC portion of my trip and the climbs were not as strenuous as
elsawhere. Their sheer 9ze and the power evident in the mountains as they towered mgegtically over mewas a
congtant source of wonder as | pedaed my way aong. Interms of bicycling, mogt of theroadsin BC arein
good repair with decent shoulders. Some parts, the climb from Salmo to New Denver and the one from Golden
to Yoho Nationd Park especidly, were extremely scary due to the lack of a shoulder, winding roads, and large
trucks.

Interms of my persond thoughts, British Columbiaisthe first leg of my cross- Canada tour and was the first

time | have been on tour for any red length of time. | have discovered many things about mysdf and bicycle
touring in generd, both about my limits and the wonderful hospitdity of the people of this grest country. My
hope isthat through reading my travel diary, you will be able to vicarioudy experience the ups and downs of

such an enormous undertaking and learn dong with me.

I hope you enjoy reading about my adventure and please, if you enjoy apart et me know viae-mal. Itisyour
comments and letters that help to make my trip so enjoyable.

Sincerdy,
Trevor Hennessey

Day 1. May 16, 1999. Distance 11 km. Total 11 km. Surrey

Thiswasmainly just atest ride. | loaded up my bike and drove down to Crescent Beach with Mom and Dad.
After abit of aphoto-shoot | then cycled back to our housein Surrey. The bike fedls good and stable. | ama
bit nervous about the trip but | am feding pretty prepared.

Day 2. May 17, 1999. Distance 58 km. Total 69 km. Mission
| did my find packing lagt night and it took me until 3:00am in the morning. Strewn out al over theliving
room floor it sure lookslike | have alot of crap! 1 just don't know what | will redly need.

Today isthebig day! The weether isredly crappy, rain and wind, but with al my raingear onitisok. Because
of my late gart (11:30 am) | only had time to make it to Misson before looking for aplace to stay. Today it
just poured rain, ared deluge. | ended up staying the night at amotel because the rain was just too horrible and
| figured that | would bresk into this crazy bicycle touring dowly. That and my parents generoudy offered to

pay forit;-).

Day 3. May 18, 1999. Distance 94 km. Total 164 km. Hope

I am writing this from Comput Internet Cafein Agassiz & 2:00pm so | am not sure where | will end up today. |
hope to make it to Hope. Thewesather istill really poor, cold and wet. | just passed aguy on bikewho is
going to Vancouver from Kelowna. He said that it is pretty cold on the passes and when | checked the wegather
report is said that Manning Park had snow yesterday. Before | leave Agassiz | am going to go and buy a pair of
snow- pants and along deeve cyding jersey. | figure with those | should survive. To my friends back home,
pray for good weether and that the passes are clear when | go through them. | will write more later. Cya.
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Hereisthe rest:

Today wasthefirst day that | fet | wasredly on tour. The magnitude of what | am undertaking is now garting
to redly hit me. Thethingis, | amn not worried about bicycling acrass Canada, though maybe | should be. | am
redlly concerned about getting to Cagary in time to catch my flight home for convocation. Oh yes, thereis the
smdl matter of writing and giving the sudent addressaswell. | fed the deadline "Cdgary by June 3rd"

looming over me. When | left | had 18 days to cover the 1300 km from Vancouver to Calgary which works out
to an average of 72 km per day, not factoring in poor westher, mountain passes, or mechanica (or rider!)
Breakdowns. | am garting to second guess myself, maybe | should have waited until after graduation to leave?
Yet, then | would have been sitting around home for 18 daysl Well, | guessworst case scenario isthat | haveto
rent acar or catch agreyhound if the time pressure becomes too much.

Tomorrow | will makeit to Manning Park (66 km) at least but depending on how | fed | might try to push onto
Princeton (122 km). | would like to make it to Princeton because | called Manning today and they said that it is
4ill occasondly getting down to -10 degrees &t night!

So far the gear | am wearing has been Ok. Gortex cydling jacket over windbreaker over jersey. Rain pants over
cyding tights over shorts. The only problem is that my pants do alow some moisture to seep through and | il
get wet. | am going to have to scotch-guard them when | get the chance. Wl it is now 9:20pm, time for bed.

Day 4. May 19, 1999. Distance 70 km. Total 234 km. 9.5 hrs. Manning Park
Title 1: Hiking and Biking
Title2: ToHell (see May 20 for the " and Back™)

Today was an absolutely exhausting day. | have never had to work so hard in my entire life. | had to do two
enormous climbstoday. The first was from Hope (elevation 42 m) to the Hope dide (elevation 740 m) and this
was over about 10-15 km. | then coasted down the other side and the red work began!  For the next 40 km |
climbed and climbed and climbed. Who put dl those mountainstherel? | can't recal how many times | have
passed through the park and not redlized that the whole route isjust one big hill climbing up to Allison Pass a
1342 m!!! | would say that out of the day, 60 out of the 70 km were dl uphill. Sinceit only took me 10 minto
go that 10 km that means | climbed for 9 hours and 20 min. By the end of the day | would walk for 5 min then
bike for 2 min before my legs would start to cramp and | would have to walk some more. My legswereredly
tired at the start today (residua from yesterday) so | am somewhat worried about them for tomorrow as|
worked 3X harder than yesterday.

| have not been deeping well since | have left, surprisng considering the exercise | am getting. | also NEED a
shower! 2 daysand 164 km, my feet areripe!l Wdl sincel didn't did not get to camp till 8:00pm today it is
now 10:20pm and time for bed.

Day 5. May 20, 1999. Distance 95 km. Total 329 km. 9.5 hrs. Bromey Rock
Title1: And back (see May 19)
Title 2: The bad day which turned to a good day

It isnow 10:45pm as | am writing this. After talking with severa people (everyone | meet seem to be Germans
on vacation) it seems that the hardest part of my whole trip is behind me now. | woke up this morning feding
better than | thought | would, my legs were somewhat sore but it could have been worse. | should sall aHow
To Get Fit book, smply get on bikein Vancouver and sart pedding ;-). | stopped in at the Resort for abig
pancake breskfast then coasted downhill for about 18 km (losing hard earned dtitude dl the way) then the
climbing darted again!  Apparently there is another mountain that | did not know about so | had to climb for
another 20 km to the top of Sunday summit (1284 m). Stupid, uselesstouring guide (The Canadian Cycling
Associations Guide to Bicycle Touring in Canada). Again | had to struggle for every single meter. Didn't the
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road engineers think about going around the mountains? The whole time my legs were just screaming for

rdief. | was exhausted both physicaly and mentdly. | knew thet if my mind gave up on me my legs would
quickly follow. | started chanting the old army standard "l eft, l€ft, left, right, left”, pushing againg the pedals
with al my might. Yet once | madeit over Sunday summit, the climbing still wasn't over! | coasted downhill
for ~10 km then started climbing back up to the top of the Mine Hill outside Princeton. Ancther little detail that
the book left out. | redly flew down that Hill though, you haven' truly lived until you have hit 67 kphon a
fully loaded bicycle! At the bottom guess what? Y ep, more dlimbing (3gh). Thistime it was not so bad,
neither as steep or aslong as before. | findly got to Princeton at 5:00 pm, 6.5 hrsand 70 km after | started. The
person at the tourist center said that what | just did was harder than even the route | will be going through the
Rockies. Let metdl you, | nearly did my little victory dance when she said that from here to Keremeos it was
al downhill and then just ralling hills through the Okanogan. Just for the joy of bicycling downhill (and

looking for a place to camp) | biked for another 25 km to the provincid campste at Bromely Rock.

Since this computer is $5/hr | am going to quite now and fill in the rest |ater.

Headlines coming up next:
" Germansignore warning-signs and feed famished bicyclit.”

Day 5, Part 2. Germans Ignore Park Regulations and Feed Famished Bicyclist

Not feding like egting done | invited mysdf to dinner with my neighboring campers. They in their huge 28 ft
motor home and me with my tent, it was quite ajuxtaposition. They were a nice German couple here on
vacation for 2 weeks and had driven here from Vancouver in one day, doing in five hours what took me 4 days!
Ohwell, | know that | have seen and experienced much more than they have. During dinner | explained that as
aresult of al the exercise my appetite had increased a great deal. They watched in amazement as skinny little
me (6 4" — 145 |bs) killed off 3/4 of aloaf of french bread, a package of diced meat, and three gpples. Asl
was gtarting to dow down due to alack of food to est, they generoudy donated two delicious barbecued
sausages to try to fill my bottomless pit of astomach. Aswe were talking they explained that they owned a
smdl busnessin Germany and that this was therr firgt vacation in five years. It seemed to me that their
experience in Canada was becoming alife changing one. The theme continuoudy coming up in the
conversation was their need to dow down and enjoy life, not to continuoudy rush on, running arace where
there are no winners. Do | detect bicycle touristsin the making? ;-)

Now to explain why | am paying $12 in a provincia campsite instead of camping for free. | did try to knock on
some farm houses to ask if | could deep in their yard but | could not even get to the door. Nothing keeps
unwanted vistors away like 100 Ibs of snarling barking farm dog. Yikes! | just try to keep my bike between
me and the dog and back dowly away while talking softly to thedog. "Yes, thisisyour property.” "Your doing
agood job protecting it." "Please don't eat me. | am leaving now." | think that they can understand me or at
least my tone of voice. They sure do know who holds the position of power in the Situation, and it certainly is
not me. | do have acan abear spray but | don't think that the farmers would be too impressed me pepper
spraying their dogs on their own property. Visons of buckshot coming my way keeps me cautious.

Well | am absolutely begt so | am going to go to bed now. Oopswait, one more thing. Today | had my first
outdoor bath. After 3 days and nearly 250 km even | could not stand to spend anight in my tent with my fest.
Ewww.... Sol dipped on my swim trunks and hopped into the river. Boy it was cold!!! When | came out |
made sure to make a show of it to another group of Germans (see they are everywhere) and said thet it was
better than being sinky. We dl laughed as they mimed that NO WAY would they go in there, they would
rather amdl. Hal | guessthey just grow them tougher herein Canada. Bicycle across mountains with 60 Ibs of
gear on your bike, swim in frozen rivers, eat three times what anormal person eats. They aredl going to go
back to Germany with stories about how tough these crazy Canucks are.
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Day 6. May 21, 1999. 52km. Total 381 km. 4 hrs. Keremeos
A day with the wagon smith

Today | took most of the day off to try and recuperate from the Manning Park endurance test. My legs are quite
sore and thereisno energy inthem at dl. | guessit istrue that you have about 3 days of energy stored in your
muscles and | have used them up. My body now has to get redly efficient at getting energy from food and
burning fat to fud my muscles. From Bromely Rock | made my way down the highway through Hedley to
Keremeos. It was a nice gentle descent the whole way through the most beautiful country. Theland is
becoming more arid and dry, with large open spaces of grasses and pine trees. The road had a good shoulder
the whole way and followed the winding Similkameen river with large rocky hills flanking both sides.

I met my firgt bicycle tourist today just outsde Hedley. He was ayoung guy about my age who istraveling

from Vancouver to the Rockies. He was shocked that | was going dl the way to Newfoundland. Like they say,
no matter how crazy you think you are there is dways someone going further. When | asked him what he
thought about Manning Park he just looked a me, | don't think that English was his first language, but when |
mimed climbing, descending, climbing, descending his eyes widened with recognition and he emphaticaly

gated "1 hate Manning Park!". That about sums up my opinion on bicyding through Manning as well.

| pulled into Keremeos around 2:30 in the afternoon and started looking for aplaceto stay. As| was coming
into town | saw aredly neat place dong the highway. It was a shop that had awhole bunch of old western
carriages and wagonsin various states of repair and congtruction. Since | wasin no hurry | pulled in to teke a
look. Theshopiscaled Carriage N Works and the owner is Glen Pegg. Glenisaredly interesting character.
Heis awagon smith and has been building and restoring carriages for over twenty years. The shop looks just
like I imagine an authentic western one would look like a hundred years ago (minus the power tools of course),
with tools and wagon whedls and parts dl over and Glen looks like an authentic western smith aswell.  Jeans,
cowboy hat, rugged looks. He was dso working on building the body for an old Modd A truck. Anyway, we
got to talking and he offered his back yard for meto campin. Of course | accepted!

Right now | am writing this by my tent under a Spreading pine. | can look out 100 yards over theriver and see
an old covered bridge (the Red Bridge) which was built in 1907 for the raillway. When | get my pictures
developed | will be pogting shots of some of Glen'swork but if you would like to talk to him his number is
(250) 499-7738.

Wl againit isgetting late. Hopefully tomorrow my legs will be better so | can cover some good distance.
Thisis Trevor Hennessey in Keremeos, Signing off.

Day 7. May 22, 1999. 50km. Total 440 km. 6 hrs. Osoyoos
Ralling hills= sum(lots of little climbs) = onetiring day

Woke up this morning and my legs were not redlly sore anymore, just siff and | till do not have any energy. |
think my subconscious was aware of the stiffnessin my legs because | sure had some weird bicycling related
dreams last night.

| woke up at 8:00 this morning, chatted with Glen abit and headed off. Theride today was pretty tough
because my legs are dtill quite fatigued fromManning Park.  The road from Keremeos to Osoyoosis very scenic
but quite challenging, at least for mein my condition right now. There arelargeralling hillsfor most of the
length, 1 km up a good grade then down the other Sde, then up, then down, over and over again. | found thet |
had to get off an push every once and awhile because my legsjust could not do it. The heet was quite bad in
the valey, high 20's, and between the heat and the hills | was getting pretty tired. The last climb up Richter

-8-



Pass just about did mein. But | pushed on and descended into Osoyoos around 3:30 and found a gentleman on
the outskirts of town who would let me camp in hisyard. | went into town and had a bath in the lake and got
SOme groceries.

As| have not done so yet | will describe my average day. | usualy wake up around 7 or 8 and start packing my
bike. The packing dways seems to take much longer than it should, between 1- 1.5 hrs to get everything
organized and packed on my bike. During thistime | make a breskfast (cered, bagels, fruit, al of the above) or
head into town for pancakes. | have been tending to eat out only once aday and make dl my other mealsto try
to keep costs down. (Trevor's TIP: When eating out be sure to grab dl the bicyclist sized food items you can.
By this| mean sdlt, pepper, ketchup and mustard packets, those smal containers of butter and jam, ect. They
reglly come in handy without having to carry large portions and they are FREE). | am then on the road by

10:30 dthough | am trying to get going earlier. | bike for 7 or more hours with the god of endingtheday ina
town around dinnertime where | can buy food for the next day and find aplace to degp. On theroad | tend to
stop every hour or so to eat the groceries | bought the day before to keep my energy up.

Onceintown | start looking for aplaceto stay. | HATE paying camping fees, | would much rather spend the
money on food. So | head to the outskirts of town and start knocking on doors asking if | can pitch my tentin
their yard. Gottawatch out for farm dogsl! They are kings of their domain and do not like visitors period,
especidly those on bicycles. | never know if they are truly vicious or just acting, | hope never to find out.

Once | have aplaceto say | pitch my tent, drop off abunch of gear and head into town for a shower/swim and
groceries. Some towns have public showers, others have pay showersin laundromats, or here in Osoyoos | just
jumped in the lake. For groceries, | buy enough for dinner, breskfast and lunch plus snacks. Today | spent $7
and bought aloaf of Rye bread, a package of diced ham, atomato, 3 applesand 3 bagels. For dinner | made 3
huge ham and tomato sandwiches (using ketchup and mustard from 7-11), ate two and saved onefor lunch
tomorrow. | aso ate an apple, one of the bagels and a bunch of jujubes | bought yesterday ($2.80 per Kilo,
YUM!). For bregkfast | will have the two bagelswith jam | got from bregkfast in Manning and for lunch | will
have the extra sandwich, the two remaining apples and some chocolate bars. Not bad eh? Three good medls for
under $10.

Trevor's Tips for Camping:

First some things you need to remember. People have every right to say no, so be palite if you are turned
down. | have yet to have to ask at more than two places. | am sure to leave nothing behind except thank-you's
and aflattened circle of grass. | dso get their mailing address so | can mail them a postcard, | figure a 46 cent
stamp and 25 cent postcard isthe least | can do for the people kind enough to let me stay at their place.

My impressions on what works for getting people to say yes.

1) Try to get there before dinner-time (6:00). After that people tend to go out or start to wind down and don't
want the interruption

2) Look asnormd as possible

- | make sure | am clean shaven with a bandanna on to hid the messy/swesty hair

- | remove my helmet and reflective sunglasses.

- | am sure to smile and gart off friendly

3) Explain dearly what you would like.

- | generdly say the following

"Hi there, my nameis Trevor and | am bicycling from Vancouver to Newfoundland this summer. | was
wondering if | could pitch my tent in your yard for the night and | will be gone come morning.”



Oncethey say yes| make sure to strike up abit of a conversation with them about my journey to get them
comfortable with me deeping in their yard. | will dso ask if they have a hose where | can wash up (Hint, hint,
warm shower?) or if | am feding particularly bold and they look receptive | will ask if they would mind if |
could use their washroom to have a shower and clean up.

Wil enough for now. | haveto climb Anarchist Mountain tomorrow, 1000 m over 31 km, so | need to get a
good deep and start before the heat of the day hits.

Day 8. May 23, 1999. 55km. Total 495km. 5hrs. Rock Creek
A day of bike problemsand ancther psychotic climb

The day sarted off beautiful, clear and crisp, little did | know what wasin store for me. | should have stayed in
bed.

I woke up early and was on the road by 9:00 with the hopes of getting over Anarchist Mountain before the heat
of the day and perhaps reaching Grand Forks (~135 km) today. Neither of these were to happen. On my way
out of town | dropped into a bike shop to get my rear whed trued up (straitened), usualy a 10 minute job.
Instead, | discovered that my freehub sed had broken and had let in the rain during the previous Monday. The
bearings on one side had then overheated and lost their temper. They were grinding so bad it sounded like
someone had poured sand in there. The mechanic had nearly completed replacing the bearings and repacking
the hub when | asked if thiswas likely to happen again. He said that with the sedl gone it was likdly that it
would. | told him again that | till had over 7000 km to go and that | was very likdly going to runinto rain a
some point so he should replace the entire freehub (something | fed he should have mentioned from the Start).
He could not find the exact same part so he tried one that was close then it took 4 hours of fiddling before we
discovered that it would not fit properly. Then lo and behold he looked around allittle more and found exact
same part as mine (wish that happened at the gart). Of course the cap of the hub he just put on was plagtic with
poor groves so it took another hour and a bunch of hammering to get it of my whed so | could get the other one
put on. To make along, frugtrating, story short 6 hours and $82 later | was back on the road. 1t was now 3:00
pm and 28 degrees in the shade, CRAP!!! | did not want to stay in town for another day so | dapped on some
more sunscreen and started dimbing, and dimbing, and dimbing.  The sun was begting down, the rays cutting
into the back of my neck likealaser. It felt like | wasin ablast furnace. Sweet was pouring down my face,
dripping through my eyebrows, burning my eyes and making it difficult to see. | set my timer so | would
remember to drink a cup of water every 15 min to prevent dehydration and heat exhaustion but man was| tired.
| redly logt it a one point, and just screamed with tears of frugtration blurring my eyes. It was not afun
experience a dl. Intotd it took me 3.5 hrsto climb to the summit, 31 km from Osoyoos and by then my
already tired legs were screaming with fatigue. | was hot, tired, and mad about my problemsin Osoyoos.
Fortunately, the next 25 km to Rock Creek was essentially one big descent so | made it to town without any
more difficulty.

Up to this point | was not a happy cydist. My heart was heavy, spirit broken and body toast. My 135 km day
had turned into 55 km, | was out $82 and had lost confidencein my bike. Totopit dl off | wasworried again
about getting to Cagary on time and had decided that if | am dill under time pressurein 7 days, | will start
hitch- hiking up the passes. This upsets me agrest dedl, | want to bike it dl the mysdlf and this just ssemstoo
much like giving up and wimping out. But if | have no other choice....

God must have known how | was fedling because my spirits were restored a dinnertime when | was reminded
the red reason why | was bicycling. It isnot to Smply cover X numbers of kilometers every day but instead it

is to see the sghts and meet the people of the Canadian countryside. At the cafe | asked three young ladiesiif |
might join them for dinner as| could really use some company &fter the day | had and at this point | would
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redly hateto eat done. | think that God put these girlsthere just for me. They were from the surrounding area
and were just passing through town on their way home from a Christian concert. We chatted about my trip and
lifein the area. Then when they were leaving the waiter came up and told me that my meal had been paid

lifted my spirit. We met as strangers but | hope now to count you asfriends. Bless you.
| am fedling much better now and hope to make it the rest of the wayto Grand Forks tomorrow (~75km).

Day 9. May 24, 1999. 98km. Total 593 km. 8 hrs. Chrigtina Lake

A really hot day

| woke up at firgt light today feeling much better than yesterday. | think my body has now pretty much adjusted
to the demandsthat | am placing upon it. My legswere dightly tired but not sore or iff which issurprisng
considering the workout | had yesterday. Thismorning | ate & "Me and My Moms Cafe" just outside of town.
Highly recommended for bicyclists Good food, large portions, and CHEAP! 3 big pancakes for $3.

From Rock Creek the road isrolling with ~10 km climb up Eholt Mountain (elevation 1000 m) but it was not
that bad. | met two kids who had aflat tire a the top of the hill so | got their name so | could cal their parents
when | got to Grand Forks. From the summit | descended 17 km into town but because of a headwind | had to
pedd downhill, I hate it when that happensl Work to get up the hill then work to get down, yuck! Today was
even hotter than yesterday, when | pulled into Grand Forks around 4:30 | checked a thermometer and it was 35
degreesinthe shade! A red oven and the main course was roast Trevor. | wasredlly craving pastaand when |
asked around the only place that was recommended was Mama Mitri's in Chrigtina Lake another 20 km further
down the road. On the way out of town when | stopped in a amotd to cal those kids parents the woman &t the
counter recognized the name and number and asked me what had happened. | told her that it was only aflat and
then when | caled their parents the kids were aready there. In thetime it took meto get to the bottom of the
hill they had aready waked to afriends place and gotten aride home! | chatted with the lady for abit and |
guess because | tried to help out those kids she offered me a free room for the night. 1 was tempted with the
idea of abed and ahot shower but decided that since tomorrow | had to climb Paulson Mountain (1500 m) |
would like to do the 20 km to the base tonight. | thanked her and pushed on.

Theroad to Chrigtina Lake descends most of the way from Grand Forks with afew little hills and along descent
at the end but an ever- present headwind was gill blowing so riding was il astruggle. | arrived in Chrigina

L ake an hour and fifteen minutes later and sat down for agood med. Mama Mitri's was perhagps dightly on the
expensve sde but their specid was reasonable and the portions were bicycdlist size so | would eet there again.

The weether today was redly hot but | have found a good technique to ded with it. Every timel passacreek |
soak my jersey, bandanna, and light windbreaker jacket. It stayswet and cool for 30 min or so and then | try to
repeat the process. | make surel drink alot of water to prevent dehydration, more than 6 L today aone!

| am writing this during dinner so | have to go now and find a place to deep. Cya

Day 10. May 25, 1999. ~115 km (35 hitch). Total 708 km. 10.5 hrs.
Crescent Valley
The hill from hell.

Tonight | am staying in the most gorgeous valey | have ever seen, just outside the town of Crescent Vdley. As
| write this, the full moon is shining brilliant slver through the top of my tent asit migrates dong the valey

ridge, the sars are burning brightly and the crickets are chirping in the background. Y ou can't pay for a
campste like thid
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Today was another difficult day that ended well but before | elaborate | will Sart off with the road report. From
Christina Lake the road descends for ~6 km and then climbs a difficult 35 km to the summit a 1500 m. From
the summit there is a 35 km descent into Castlegar. Between Christina Lake and Castlegar isjust one big
mountain! From Castlegar to Crescent Valey (~20 km) the road descends most of the way. The mountan is
redlly strange a parts. There are places where an optical illusion would occur where | would swear that the
road was downhill but | still had to pedd and if | just stood there | would roll backwards. Thiswas just about
too much for my poor, fatigued mind. 1t kept expecting an easy descent but | would have to climb instead. |
have noticed that when my mind gives up my body is quick to follow so | tried to keep my eyes glued on the
road 5 feet in front of me and continued to crank on the pedals. After climbing for 20 km | began to hear anew
noise from my bike. Asdl you car drivers know, new noises are never good news. | have gotten pretty good at
diagnosing them now, loose straps, shoelaces hitting the frame, creaking deats, but thistime | could not find
what was making the noise except that it was coming from near my cranks. The noise got worse so | ended up
stopping and sticking out my thumb, hoping to get alift to the next town to get my cranks/bottom bracket
checked out. A fdlow inatruck stopped and gave me a 15 km lift to the summit where he was scouting for
bear. | fet like | was cheating abit but with the memory of burned out bearings in my freehub fresh in my

mind | just did not care. | flew down the other side, it was just one big 40 km long hill, redly nice.

| pulled into Castlegar around 1:30 and headed to a bike shop. The mechanic diagnosed it asloose cranks.
These are the arms that attach the pedas to the front chainrings and with dl the climbing they must have
loosened. While the bike was up on the rack | checked out my rear rim and nearly fainted when | saw it. | have
been watching it Snce Vancouver because ever since | had it built the rim was dightly deformed, pulled out, by
the spokes. Thisdid not look right to me but when | asked the mechanic who did my tune-up in Vancouver, he
sad that there was no problem and that the wheel would last for 1000's of km yet. Well when | looked at it in
Cadllegar, dl those little bumps were gone and in their place ware smdl hairline cracks radiating from the spoke
holes. | had just come barreling down amountain at over 50 kph with 60 Ibs of gear and awhed that was ready
to fail a any moment. | shudder to think what could have happened if | had hit a good bump and the rear wheel
completely gave out. Can you say road pancake boys and girls?

To be Continued: How much did our hero have to spend? Were there more problemsto be had in the near
future? Stay tuned for next time. Same bike time, same bike channdl.

Continued

There was no way that | was going to continue riding on that dead whedl so | asked what he had to replaceit.
Of course he did not have any 27" whedls built so we tried putting on a 700c whed (smdler diameter) and
moving the breaks down. Unfortunatdly, the only moderate quality whed he had built up was a 32 spoke,
double walled, racing whed. Since | did not want to fart around town for another day | decided to take it and
get on my way. | had to buy anew tirein that size to fit it so when al was said and done | was out $250,
OUCH! Perhaps| should have just bought a new bike before leaving? | grabbed a quick bite to et then
continued on to Crescent Vdley.

| am so unbelievably tired that | hope thisis making sense. Tomorrow | plan on hitchhiking my way to
Revelstoke. | have done aredlistic gppraisal and have determined that at therate | am going | can't makeiit to
Cdgay in seven daysif | haveto bikethewholeway. If | can get al the way to Revelstoke tomorrow | think
that | should be able to make it. <SIGH> Oh well, | guess | am redefining bicycle touring to moving by feet
(pushing), legs (biking), or by thumb (hitchhiking), al with afully loaded bike. The purists (isthere such a
thing as abicycle tourist purist?) may not agree but they don't have 700 km of MOUNTAINOUS terrain to
cover in seven daysto catch aflight.
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Day 11. May 26, 1999. ~105 km (35 hitch). Total 813km. 10 hrs. Nakusp
Title1: Pushingonward - Rural hospitality isa myth.
Title2: A decision is made- two choices.

| am so0 bushed | am just going to whip this report off.

Road report: Ralling hillsto Socan. From Socan the road is winding and climbs for some distance, no
shouldersin places. Pretty narrow so | would not want to be riding it in tourist season. Descend 8 km in the
town of Slverton. Road isfarly leve to New Denver. Met anice bike mechanic in New Denver (Rob Farrel -
WOC Cycle), | would recommend him. The road loses its shoulder and is ralling out to the town of Hills with
an upward trend to the grade. From Hillsto Nakusp the road has a decent shoulder and islevel for much of the
way with along descent near theend. The areaafter New Denver is VERY isolated, if you come thisway be
prepared!

| hed my fird flats of the trip today, 3 of them!!!" All were on the new rear whedl. After thethird flat | had just
about had it with my bike. | had just blown $300 and now thig | am sure you know the kind of mood | wasin,
feding like punching holesin walls and kicking in doors. 1 wasloosing my mind and threw alittle tantrum by
the sde of theroad. It wasdl becoming too much for me. The long distances without adequate rest, the
worries about getting to Calgary on time, and now problem after problem with my bike. Totopit dl off no one
would stop to pick me up hitchhiking! | had al my bags off my bike, one whed off and my thumb out, looking
quite desperate and yet no one would stop. Whereisthisfabled rurd hospitdity? | know dl those guys (Sngle
occupants) with empty pickup trucks had to be locds but they just blew on by. | mean come on, how many
psycho serid murders are dressed in abright yellow cycling jersey trying to thumb aride in the middle of
nowhere with 40 Ibs of camping gear and abike?!? My only rides of the day were obtained at gas stations
where | was actudly able to tak to the person and they could see | was anormal person.

It isof my opinion that the myth of rurd hospitdity isjust that, amyth. Or perhaps rural people are more
friendly to their neighbors than city people but are different to outsders. Sure, | have met and dept at the
places of some fabulous people but | have been selective, only picking places that look friendly and well
maintained. | would bet you arything thet if | looked for awell maintained house and yard in the suburbs of
Surrey or Vancouver and said | had bicycled from Newfoundland and needed a place to stay, they would let me
camp in their yard. It isnot the location where a person lives that makes them friendly but ingteed it isthe
person themselves. | might just be fedling a bit jaded from my experiences today but right now that is how |

fed.

Anyhow, when | realized that | wasredly starting to get angry | knew that | needed a bresk to calm down and
put things in perspective so | stopped in Slocan to have lunch. While | was egting | disassembled the rear whedl
and wiped the rim, the tube, and the insde of the tire with adamp napkin to try and remove whatever was
causing dl thoseflats Seemsto have worked as | have not gotten any more flats during the rest of the day.
Agan, thisis something | think the mechanic should have done when he put the tire on the whed.

| have decided that | can't deal with the uncertainty around my bikesrdiability. In Cagary | am going to get an
al new group set put on and have new whedls built up, hopefully for under $900. | will keep the
handlebars/stemn, frame, seat/seatpogt, racks, fenders and pedd's but everything else will go. | could probably
make due with replacing a part here and a part there but with >7000 km to go | will just pay up front for piece
of mind during the remainder of the trip.

| have 6 days and 500 km to go. Tomorrow | am going to try to hitchhike to Revelstoke to get the Bob trailer |
have called ahead and ordered from Castlegar. Itisacoadl little trailer that hooks up to a specid skewer through
the rear axle and this should alow meto get dl thisweight off of my bike and hopefully reduce the number of
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problems| am having. Then | will chose to do one of two things: | will either hitchhike from Revelstoke to

Lake Louise and continue bicycling to Cagary from there or | will just rent a car in Revelstoke and drive dl the
way to Cagary. | haveresgned mysdf to my fate. | don't fed too bad about not cycling the whole way. | have
till covered 750 km in 10 days and will sill be doing 7000 km more before the trip is over. With the bike
problems and time pressure | just don't have a choice in the matter. | can dways come back and bike from
Revelstoke to Cagary at another date.

Day 12. May 27, 1999. ~145km (95 hitch). Total 958 km. 15 hrs. Albert Canyon.
A decision is made - athird option!

| woke up at 5:00 am this morning to try and catch aride with someone who commutes to Revelstoke. After an
hour someone findly someone stopped and offered me allift. | will cal him Bud (short for Budweiser) and the
less said about him the better. | probably made a bad judgment call continuing riding with him (thought he was
drinking a Coke when he picked me up, WRONG!) but | guess with the state my mind wasin & thetime | was
not thinking straight. Y ep, he finishes the can heis drinking from, reaches behind to a cooler and pulls out
another beer. A what? OH CRAP THISGUY ISDRINKING!!! Hereitis6:00 aminthe morning and this
guy ison his second beer aready (well second with mein the truck anyways). He finishes the second besr,
tosses the can in the back and asks me to grab him another. Ohno! What do | do now? What anightmare, here
| am 30 km outside of town in the middle of wilderness and the Revelstoke is ill 65 km away. | figured that
snce thisguy isdrinking so early that he must do it frequently and therefore have somewhat of a tolerance built
up. | gingerly handed him the third beer and told mysdlf that if he goes for afourth that | was going to get him

to pull over .and let me out. He downed the third beer and said, “Wéll that’s enough for me for now, have to
wait till | get there before | have anymore.” Wonderful, a“”responsible’ drunk driver. Ohwell, | madeit to
Revestoke in one piece and won't make the same mistake twice. | think it was because | was so desperate thet |
made that bad judgment call.

The road from Nakusp to Revelstoke is extremely isolated, 95 km of absolutdy nothing but bush and a short
ferry trip (no buildings & the ferry, you drive right onto the ship). It was hard to tell from the truck but it looked
like we dimbed ralling hillsto Galena Bay and for some distance from Shelter Bay, then descended the rest of
the way into Revelstoke.

| pulled into Revelstoke around 9:00 am and asked the firgt bicyclist | saw where the bike shop was. Shetold
me that it was not open yet and in the course of our conversation | discovered that she too is bicycling from
Vancouver to Newfoundland and that today is her rest day. Her nameis Kati and sheisfromthe US. Last year
she did a supported tour across the USA but wanted to try REAL bicycle touring and so went North to go across
Canada. It sounded like she ran into much of the same problems as | did with not being in REAL bicycle tourist
shape dthough she has not had the bike problemsthat | have. | guess because sheistraveling done and isfrom
the States she has not been camping but instead has been staying in hostels dong the way. | tried to tell her

that we Canadians are a pretty friendly bunch and if you are careful to pick the right places to camp you should
not run into any difficulty. | would much rather spend my money on food.

| spent 3 hours in the bike shop getting the bugs worked out of the trailer (it could redlly use a center kickstand,
parking the bikel/trailer is apain) and went for groceries. My bike did not fed much different dthough it was
nice to get the panniers off the front whed as | now have much better maneuverability. | am aosolutely certain
though that my bike can fed the difference, al that weight has now been moved to the traller and the bike just
hasto pull it. When | told the mechanic about my plans to swap out al my components he took alook and said
that they were dl good and strong and that he would not do anything. FINALLY, SOME GOOD NEWS!!! As
it was only 3:30 and with new-found confidence in my bike, | decided neither to hitchhike nor to rent a car but
ingtead to push on under my own power. Cagary here |l come!
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I made it 35 km east of Revelstoke to a campground in Albert Canyon. If | wasnot so tired and REALLY
wanting along hot shower, | would have just pulled off the Side of the road to camp because the campground
was atotd rip off. $23 for astupid campsite and you had to pay extrafor the use of the hot springsl Oh wait,
for $23 | was alowed ONE free shower, oh goodie! | probably should have just continued on but | wimped out
and stayed for the hot shower. | had just set up my tent when atrain roared past on the tracks just 20 feet
behind my ste. | said to hell with that and packed up and moved to another campsite. | was also warned about
a couple of bearsthat have been frequenting the area and that | should be careful with my food. With that in
mind | hung my food high up in atree and was feding al cocky about how prepared | until 1 looked over and
saw my German neighbors cooking their steeks over afire. Wonderful, while they are deeping dl nice and

snug encased in their stedl cocoon of a motor home | have to play bear sandwich in my tent and deeping bag
when the hungry bears come around attracted by the fat in the fire.

Before | go to bed | just remembered something that happened in Castlegar. On my way out of town | met up
with another bicycletourist. He was standing outsde of alaundromat with his bike and what caught my eye
was the sze of hispanniers, | wish | took apicture. They were HUGE, the front ones |ooked to be about 50
liters EACH and the rear panniers were even larger! | found out that his name was Marco and that he is
bicycling from Argentinato Alaska. | asked him how far he has come and he told me that he has been on the
road for 2 years and 7 months! 31,000, yes thirty-one thousand kilometers. Yikes! | am guessing that he as
looped the United States at least once during that time as he left VVancouver around the time that | did and
Argentinais not dl thet far away.

While on the topic, here is another interesting cycling story | have heard a couple of times now from severd
different bike stores. There is a couple ahead of me who are traveling from Vancouver to Montred on their 64
year old Ralegh tandem. Apparently they immigrated to Canada from Europe in 1949 with their baby and this
bike. They got off the boat in Montred, put their baby on the back and pedaed from Montred to Vancouver! |
can't even imagine what the roads through the mountains would have been like back then. Thisyear isthar

50th anniversary of the event and so with the support of amotorhome they are retracing their journey from

West to East on the SAME BIKE! Wow, like | said earlier, no matter how great of athing you are doing, there
is aways someone doing something better. | have heard that this couple has awebsite describing their trip so if
any of you come acrossit could you e-mail me the address, | would love to get in contact with them.

Day 13. May 28, 1999. 120km. Total 1078 km. 10 hrs. Golden.
Walking. Errr. Bikingon air.

Today was an absolutely fantastic day! The sun was shining and | was bicyding through the most gorgeous
country ever created. It wasalong haul but with anice taillwind mogt of the way it fdt like | was flying through
the mountains. For 28 km from Albert Canyon to the start of Rogers Pass it seemed to be mostly adight
downhill grade athough that could be the tailwind talking. There was an 8 km climb to the summit of Rogers
Pass but it was nothing compared to what | have done before. On the other Sde thereis atotaly killer descent
for ~20 km. In places| was riding the brakes and till going over 60 kph! | would NOT want to climb the pass
from the East! At the end of the decent/level ground there was a tough 9 km climb on the way out of Glacier
Nationa Park then there was intermittent climbing for some distance. | then descended to the Kicking Horse
River and continued on level ground to Golden. At 5:30 pm a nice tallwind picked up and pushed me the rest of
the way to Golden.

The scenery for most of the day was astounding. | am truly in the mountains now. Everywhere | look | see

magnificent outcrops of rock and ice and snow, al towering upwards toward the sun.  Tendrils of dloud clung to
the pesks and with the sun behind them, they encircled the summits like brilliant Slver hdos. Bregthtaking.
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At the summit of Rogers Pass | met abicycle tourist who was feding like | did afew daysago. Her knee was
redlly bothering her so she had boxed up her bike and was taking the Greyhound to Calgary and was thinking
about catching aflight home to Ontario from there. She had been traveling with a partner from Vancouver until
her knee gave out and he continued on. It sounded like the guy was redly pushing it and wanted to cover the
distance as fast as he could while she wanted to take her time and see the Sghts. Not a good combination for
touring partners. | did my best to describe the state that | had been in afew days before, the fatigue and despair
that | had felt and that now | was feding better with a newfound strength and desire to presson. | told her that
she should take aweek in Cagary to recuperate and make her decison about continuing on from there. If you
are reading this please e-mail me and let me know how you are doing. | hope that your knee recovered and that
you decided to continue on.

| took some time at the summit to admire the mountains and eat lunch and then continued on. On my way down
the other sde | had my firgt drafting experience with asemi. Drafting is aterm used to describe what occurs
when cycling with teammates. Onerider cyclesin front and serves as awindbreek to those bicycling close
behind. Wl when you get one from a semi it is quite an experience. Here | was barreling down the mountain
at 50 kph when the semi trailer passesme. As he goes by the blast of his passing nearly tossed me off the
mountain, then | was yanked forward by the vacuums behind him.  For 1 km | was racing close behind at nearly
70 kph until he pulled far enough ahead that | was subject again to wind resstance. The experience was quite
exhilarating but | think that onceisenough! | find that with the BOB trailer | now have an additiond pivot

point to worry about and | can get weird oscillations from passing carsif | am traveling faster than about 45
kph. Between Rogers Pass and the Kicking Horse River there were two good climbs but once | was on the
sraightaway with agood tailwind | redly flew into Golden.

What a magnificent backdrop! Thereisawal of mountains on the South side of the river that extends dl the
way to Golden and beyond. It isnot just one mountain, from town | was able to distinguish 15 digtinct pesks
but they were al attached to form awall that was about 3-4000 m high and ~50 km long. During thelastice
ageit must have formed a boundary, funnding the glaciers through the area which then scoured the ground to
form the valley present today while leaving the mountain range raw and exposed.

| pulled into town around 8:00 Albertatime. | aminanew timezonel For dinner | bought some fried chicken
and adurpee from 7-11 then hit Overweighty for more food. Intotd | ate 2 pieces of fried chicken with 10
potato fingers, a1l L durpee, 4 doughnuts and three apples (before bed | ate another 2 doughnuts and 2 apples,
like | sad, my appetite is HUGE!).

While | was busy doing my best impression of aravenous animd, | was joined by aloca girl who stared in
shock as | inhded my med. We got to taking and she offered her parents yard for meto pitch my tent in. |
usudly like to screen where | will deep so | was somewhat hesitant but agreed to check it out. | went there and
met her mother but her father did not come to see who was deegping in hisyard (weird thing #1) and | could
amel dcohal in the house (weird thing #2). There were other little things thet | will not go into here but it all
added up to make me fed uncomfortable. My indtincts were tdling me that something did not fed right so |
moved on.  Always trust your gut feding (except when it tells you that your compass in wrong but thet isa
different sory ;-). Asl biked down theroad | saw aguy eating dinner on his porch with afarly nice bikeinhis
yard. | havefound that cyclists tend to be sympathetic to my plight to | asked if | could degpinhisyard. He
was renovating and did not have room but he thought that afriend might. 1 ended up spending the night in his
friends yard, awonderful young couple, after having a shower a the first fellows place. | ended staying and
talking until midnight before heading back to my tent to deep.

So far the BOB isworking out great and | am regaining confidence in my bike.
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Day 14. May 29, 1999. 62 km. Total 1140km. 7.5 hrs. Fidd.
Titlel: Racingthestorm. | win.
Title2: A fivesar meal in the corner store.

Today was apretty difficult day. My legs were somewhat tired from the long ride yesterday so | took my time
getting ready in the morning and did not get on the road until 12:00. Big Mistake! When you have to go over
mountain passes, dways sart out early in the morning before the wind picks up.  Although the day started out
clear with the wind from the Weg, by the time | left the wind was from the North- East and an angry black cloud
was dumping rain about 15 km behind me. | said my characterigtic "Oh Crap!" and started pedding furioudly.
The highway from Golden to Y oho Nationd Park was by far the worst stretch of road | have had the misfortune
of bicycling onyet. In some places there was a decent shoulder but in others the shoulder was all torn up or
nonexistent. The road was winding and to make matters worse you were bounded by either arock face or a 500
drop to theriver below. All the while the trucks would be flying by inches from my ebow.

From Golden thereis a stegp climb and then the road climbs intermittently for 20 km to Y oho Nationd Park.
Most of the climbs were in the 6% range but the last oneis~3.5km long and isa 8% grade. | did get tofly
down some good hills but even those were made unpleasant by the poor road conditions. Thewholetimel
could see that black cloud with its sheets of rain chasing me.

After 20 km or so | entered Yoho Nationa Park and lost therain cloud. Here the road was mogtly level with a
nicelargeshoulder. This hasto be my favorite parks so far, the mountains are spectacular and you cycle dong
aglacid green river for much of thejourney. Unfortunately, even with the level road | was not given a bresk
from my toil. Thewholetimel wasin the park was spent fighting a brutal headwind that came rushing down
the valeysto besat itsdlf againgt by body and bike. Every single meter was a bettle, grinding againgt the gears to
crawl into thewind. | find that the wind is even worse than hills because a least with hills you know sooner or
later you will reech the top and get to coast down, with the wind you never know if it will lightenup a dl. To
make matters even more frudrating, every oncein awhileit would art to rain so | would put on my rain- pants,
boots and gloves but then it would stop raining and | would start to overheat and have to take them al off. Then
awhile later it would start to rain again and | would haveto do it dl over again. | can't taketherisk of getting
wet, with the wind- chill causing subzero temperatures and some distance to go, wet feet and knees would be
murder 0 | just had to play mother natures game. | did reach an interesting state of mind that day though. The
wind would be gusting and howling around me and | would be screaming back at it, howling like abanshee
mysdf. Shouting, yelling, taunting the wind to do its worgt, that | have come too far and gone through too
muchto be besaten or cowed now. Toss me the worst that you can mother nature, I'll kick your ass. With this
attitude | forced my way into field around 8:00 with burning legs and a hoarse throat but with a triumphant
feding that | had persevered and fought my way through.

| arrived in town absolutely starving. | had no desire to cook and was craving alarge, hot meal. Now you must
understand that Field isarailway station town, | would guess that the population is 200 souls tops, and so when
| was referred to the Generd Store for dinner | was not expecting much. To my astonishment and ddlight |
discovered that it contained aquaint little restaurant called Truffle Pigs and | was served the BEST med | have
ever egten in my entire life. Even in factoring in that | was absolutely starving they il beat out the medls|

have had in the best restaurantsin Vancouver and Montred. If you ever passby Field | would say that you
have to stop into try the food. The caféis run by Sean (Chef), Jeni (Baker), and Michelle (Waitress
extraordinaire). All ingredients are fresh and prepared on site. | had their specia of the day and will haveto e-
mail them for the full description but essentidly it was fresh pasta sautéed in white wine and spices, topped with
atomato based sauce and fresh cooked spiced sausage. It was absolutdly outstanding, aredl diamond in the
rough. Apparently the local resorts and hotels even send their guests hereto eat! If you areinterested in
contacting them, they can be reached at trufpigs@rockies.net.
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After the fantastic medl | went in search of aplace to pitch my tent. Thefirst person | talked to suggested the
locd churchyard and so that iswhere | set up camp. | can't expressin works the mgesty of my surrounding thet
night. Field is surrounded on three sides by three massive mountains and | was camped right at the base of

them dl. The night was cool with temperatures close to freezing but | stood around afire in a barbecue pit and
chatted with the woman next door until late in the night. In the morning | avoke to an awe ingpiring Ste, the
risng sun was behind Mount Stephen, highlighting the mountain with a golden auraand turning the wisps of
clouds at the peek into a blazing white hdo. With that Ste impressed in my mind's eye and my spirit soaring, |
packed up my gear and continued on my way.

During Day 15| crossed into Albertaso | will pogt it in the Alberta section.

British Columbia Concluding Thoughts

Firg and foremost in my mind isthe redization that you redly can not train for an undertaking of this

magnitude. When training | just did not load 50 Ibs of gear on my bike and ride for 7 hours up and down every
hill 1 could find. The best | could hope for was to have a good baseline conditioning so that | did not serioudy
hurt mysdf while | quickly got into touring shape. Although it was redly hard initidly, after aweek on the road
my legs were in shape and my appetite had grown large enough to provide enough fue for my activities. My
biggest advice would have to be DON'T LEAVE WITH A DEADLINE. You need timefor rest, breakdowns
(bike and/or body), and sightseeing. Having a deadline made it fed more like work than avacation. All in dl,
British Columbia was an absolutely gorgeous trip, a fantastic adventure, and likely the most difficult portion of
my cross-Canada trek.

(Here is anote written after | have completed the trip. | was wrong, you can and SHOULD train better for atrip
likethis. It will hep you agreat ded in avoiding some of the problemsthat | hit and make climbing the hillsa
great dedl easer. See day 60 for a story about someone who trained properly and what he was able to do
because of it.)
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Alberta

Day 15. May 30, 1999. 120 km. Total 1260 km. 9 hrs. Canmore.
Title 1: Strangersinto friends.

With my heart soaring from the splendor of the morning sunrise | flew al the way into Canmore. On the way
out of Field | climbed my last mountain pass of thisjourney (Hurrah!) and in tota the strenuous portions of the
climb was only about 9 km long with the remaining portion fairly easy. Again, the scenery of Y oho Nationd
Park was bresthtaking. The sghtsin combination with a gentle tailwind pushed me onward to Lake Louise,
passing the Continentd divide and the BC/Alberta border in the process. It'sdownhill (mostly) from here on!!!

Y ippee!

At Lake Louise | left Highway 1 and turned onto the Bow Valey Parkway to continue onto Banff. The
Parkway had much less traffic than the TransCanada Hwy and was very scenic aswell. Theroad did not have
much of ashoulder but this was not a problem as traffic was so light. Perhaps during tourist season it might be
adifferent matter. The road gently meandered through the park, going over some small hillsaong the way. |
stopped aong the way to watch two deer and an Elk browse. They were only 20 feet away and it was realy
fascinating to see them so dlose. | guess since they arein aNationa Park they have no fear of humans.

| have now noticed that my hill climbing technique has evolved and changed. Before | would just gear down
and down until | was pedding dowly in my lowest gear, then when even that became too much | would get off
and push. Wel now as| approach a hill | go to a higher gear and stand up to force my way uphill. Although
thiswould likely not be sustainable on the redlly long climbs through the mountains it works well on these
smdl hills| am traveling now. | can push on without loosing too much momentum. | find that | reach aZen
like gtate, my legs pumping up and down, my body swaying Sde to Sde while my bike floats benesth me. In
thisstate | can climb, and climb, and climb.

Boy oh boy, another asde. | sure do seem to have alot of those. | guessit that it isbecause | am dways
writing thislate a night and my mind just wanders. Hehehe | guess| did it again with that last sentence as
wel. Errr Thisonetoo. Ok, blabbering aside, back to the story. | pulled into Banff around 7:00 pm and
cringed from what | saw. The best way | can describe Banff to those of you in VVancouver who have never been
there would be to say that it isjust one big Robson Street. Not any red character, just little trendy shop after
little trendy shop and amass of people crowding the sdewalk s. | wanted to find a decent place to eat but |
could not find any localsto ask! The streets were absolutely packed but they were dl tourists and | could not
ask anyone in the stores because they were smply students from al over working for the summer. In disgust |
just ended up buying enough food a McDondds to get me to Canmore

Back on Hwy 1 with adight downhill grade and a good tailwind | covered the 20 km to Canmore in under half
an hour. Trevor the speed demon.

Whilein Misson on Day 2, | met an older woman during dinner who told me her son had bicycled up to the
Arctic cirdle and was now living in Canmore.  She gave me his number and asked meto cal him when | got to
there. So after picking up some groceries from IGA and a Frosty from Wendy's (excellent cooling fluid for
tired cydigts), | gamehimacal. Hetold metha he wasin a Condo so he did not have ayard that | could pitch
my tent in but that he did have a spare room | could deep inif | would like. Of course | accepted! Theidea of
not having to unpack everything and the chance to have a hot shower was exciting.

What anice guy and family. He and his wife are both under 30 and they have a beautiful 3 year-old sonand a1
year-old daughter. We sa around until midnight, trading cycling stories over beers and food. Meeting greet
people like these restores ones faith in humanity, newspapers should be covering people like these instead of
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murders and crime. Heisauniversty grad who isworking as aroofer to support his family while hiswife (dso
auniversty grad) stays home to take care of the kids. | told her that being astay & home mom is one of the
most important jobs she could have chosen to do and that she has done afantastic job. Both of their children
are just amazing, dynamic little kids and | can see that they are flourishing under their love and guidance. For
example, thismorning the kid was flitting around the room and he comes up to me and says, “Buiterflies drink
nectar.” Holy, moly that’s quite an observation for athree year old. Right now the wind has picked up and it
has started raining, | sure am glad to have aroof over my head. Well, it isnow late and | have over a100 km to
go to Calgary tomorrow, efr... today, so | am going to call it anght.

Day 16. May 31. 125km. Total 1385 km. Calgary.
Title1: | MADE IT!!!
Title2: Man vs Nature. Naturewins.

I woke up this morning to a house full of the sounds and smdlls of life. Fresh coffee was brewing and the kids
were playing in the living room. | had alesurely breskfast, played with the kids a bit, and talked with Tan and
Shelly for awhile before heading out. My legs were still somewhat tired from yesterday but with anice
tallwind a my back the next 50 km just flew by. [ left the mountains behind and entered the foothills of
Alberta. Along theway | met acouple cycling the opposite direction but were stopped with bicycle problems.
It seems that the fellow had broken his chain twice but did not have any spare links. | stopped and gave him
some of mine and while talking | found out that they are from Holland and for their honeymoon they are cycling
from Calgary to Kamloops via Jasper and then back to Cagary via Revelstoke. | wished them the best and gave
them my e-mail address and they continued pushing on into the 40 kph+ headwind which up to know had been
my talwind. | remember thinking that | hope the wind gets better for them for their honeymoon. Well not
more than 10 km down the road my wish came true. Unfortunately, like most wishes, the true consequences
were not fully foreseen. Their new taillwind was now my headwind! DOH!!! This headwind would stay with

me until Cdgary.

I pushed on for 30 km to Cochrane where | caled my friend in Calgary to let her know that with only 30 km to
go | should betherein 2 hrs. | got her address and some directions but asit would turn out | redlly should have
asked more questions but more on that later.

From Cochrane | had to climb agood hill ~3.5 km long to get out of the valey and a the summit | could seean
gpproaching sorm. It was a huge black mass of clouds coming from the Northwest following the Rockies and
heading right for me. | could seethe rain falling as a black sheet and lightning flashes were clearly obvious. |
thought that since it was till a least 50 km away | would be able to beet it to Cagary where | could find
shelter. Asl am now in the habit of taking to the weether | gave it a piece of my mind, ™Y ou think your so
tough don't you? All big and black and acting bad. Well your not going to caich me!". Big mistake taunting
mother nature! It seemed to have heard me and with the ssorm rapidly bearing down on me | started sprinting
for Cdgary. Thewind had become more of a crosswind, neither helping nor hindering, so going full out | was
averaging 30 kph. With only 20 km to go to the city limits| thought thet | could make it eesily but | forgot one
cruad thing. Citiesare BIG and Cagary is definitely acity!!! Y ou need to recdl thet for the last 14 daysthe
biggest town | passed through was probably Revelstoke (pop ~10,000) which | could crossin 10 min. Wl
after 25 km of bicycling | hit the outskirts and asfar as| could see was just urban sprawl!  That's when it hit me,
finding where my friend lives might not be as easy as | thought. | picked up a map of the city at a gas station
and saw that she lived over 100 blocks (~20 km) away on the other side of town! Then at that very moment,
nature took its revenge for my escape afew days earlier and for my continuous taunting. Thefirst blast of wind
nearly knocked me off my bike and the battle had begun. | am sure there were gusts of wind over 100 kph and
they hit me like adedgehammer! The wind was so strong, it fdt likeit did when | was in Edmonton in 1986
when atornado struck. Wejust don't get storms like thisin Vancouver so | was asking people on the street if
there had been any tornado warnings. With adrendine coursing through my veins and fear in my eyes, | darted
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out along the road recommended to me, the John Laurie. That wasbig mistake#2. Thiswould have been a
great direct road if | werein acar because it isan expressway!! Not suitable for cycligs a dl. With visons of
tornadoes dancing through my head | said to hell with it and took it anyway. With the enormous tailwind and
adrendine | was spinning a over 50 kph even up hilld  After nearly 10 km on the road | had a close encounter
with atruck and decided that being on this road was more hazardous than possible tornadoes so | went hunting
for quieter roads. By now the sorm hed hit with full fury. The rain wasfdling in sheets making it hard to see,
lightening was everywhere and the wind was tossng me around like arag doll.  After another 10 km of biking |
arrived at the house, sheking like aleaf and badly in need of awarm drink, preferably an adcoholic one. |
looked at my odometer and watch and realized that | had covered over 45 kmin 1.5 hrs. That'swhen it hit me
how much better shape | was in compared to when | had left home. | had just bicycled full out, giving 110%,
for 45 km and 1.5hrs after dready bicycling 80 km!

Wl time to veg for awhile then hit the sack.

Day 17. Junel. Okm. Total 1385 km. Calgary
Ahhhh... Nothingto do!

All | did today was laze around and recuperate from the past 15 days on the road. | typed up more of my travel

diary and because it was chegp night at the theater | went to see the Phantom Menace. Definitely worth the $3
but it does not compare to the originals. | still get choked up hearing Chewbacca crying as Han Solo gets

frozen.

Day 18. June2. Okm. Total 1385 km. Calgary
A bit of anxiety.

Two days left until | have to fly back to Vancouver to give the Vaedictorian address to the student body a
Convocation. Since | redly have nothing written so far | am starting to have little anxiety atacks about it. | am
not worried about actudly giving the speech, | just would redly like to have a speech to give ;-). | haveto go
work on it now.

Day 19. June3. Okm. Total 1385 km. Vancouver
Flight home

| wrote the bulk of my speech last night and spent today packing up al my gear so that | am ready to leave as
soon as | get back on Sunday. My friends, roommates, mother (get that?) is coming to stay for afew days and
sheis uncomfortable having me stay here. What? Herel am, 23 years old and just graduated from University,
a Chrigtian, and bicycling across Canada, yet she does not trust me around her adult daughter?? Givemea
break! Ohwel, never look agift horse in the mouth, it was good of them to let me stay for the past few days o
I will just pack up and move on.

| took abusto the arport and caught my flight back home. With the time change | left Cagary at 4:10 pm and
arivedin Vancouver a 4.30 pm. My parents were waiting a the airport for me with a suit that | quickly
changed into and headed up to the University for areception. The dinner lasted until 10:00 tonight and so | did
not get home until 11:00. | till want to polish my speech and practice it abit so | will be up for awhileyet. No
rest for the weary.
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Day 20. June4. Okm. Total 1385 km. Vancouver
The Speech

| did not get to bed last night until 2:00 yet | woke up feding fine thismorning. It'sfunny but | am not nervous
at al about talking today, | guess after spending two weeks asking complete strangersif | can deep in ther
yards and use their showers, giving a speech is a piece of cake.

| arrived at school and found out that today's ceremony has over 700 graduates!  Yipes. With a conservative
estimate of 3 guests per person that would make for around 2800 people. We proceeded out through the
grounds of the Univergity to the convocation mal. The mountain was shrouded in fog and the procession being
led by out by our world class bagpipe band made quite ascene. With everyone in their regdiaand the pipesin
the background, it could just as eadily been the highlands of Scotland.

| sat on the stage in the front row with the Deans of the school and looking out over the crowd | could tell that
even 2800 people was alow estimate. It looked like the graduates made up only 1/6th of everyone there which
would mean that there was over 4000 people present. It surewas alot of people but it seemed that this made
talking even easier than talking to asmdl group. | think that once a crowd reaches a certain size and you can't
diginguish individua people, it islike you are just talking to yoursdlf. My speech went over redly wdl, with
laughter at dl the right spots. Piece of cake.

| went home after the ceremony to a"family” gathering which turned out to be a surprise party of friends set up
by my parents. Thanks Mom and Dad!

Hereisatranscript of my speech for those of you interested:

When | was asked to address the student body at this convocation, with my reflections on the
past years here a SFU, | felt somewhat overwhelmed with the task a hand. How does one
concisaly address what University truly meansto usal? Although we come together from
different faculties and diverse programs, | wanted to focus on those things & University which
are common ties between us dl. In the end, what | came up with was not the smilarities
between departments but rather, it was the attributes that belong to each and everyone of us as
students. We dl share the experience of degpless nights cramming, the anxiety of waiting for
laboratory results and the joy one feds when dl the hard work pays off with a good mark.
And yet thereismoreto it than this. | believe Theodore Roosevelt captured this idea best,
when he said:

"The credit belongs to the man who is actudly in the arena, whose face is marred by dust and
swesat and blood. Who grives vaiantly, who errs and comes short. And again who knows the
great enthusiasms, the great devotions, and spends himsalf in aworthy cause. Who at the

best, knows the triumph of high achievement; and who a the worg, if hefals, at least fails
while daring greetly. So that his place shall never be with those cold and timid souls who

know neither victory nor defeat.”

Each of usat one point, set asagod to obtain a University education. Well we madeit, four,

five, Sx years or more, here we are. Older, more mature and with afuller understanding of
the world within which we live.
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We have struggled and fought our way through difficult courses and trying times and today
we are here to receive our prize for work well done, our diploma. But what we have started,
does not end here. The chdlenge remainsto set new, loftier goas.

For some it will be graduate or professona school. For othersit will beto find chalenging
employment within their field of interest. Or perhaps there are physical chalengesto
overcome, to conquer mountains and oceans or to travel theworld. All are admirable gods
and yet | think we need to recognize that sometimes we will fall short. The experimentsjust
will not work, our business may fdter or fall. And yet, what Presdent Roosevdt said
those years ago 4ill ringstruetoday. Itisinthe act of trying that we are made great. Inour
struggle we are made strong, and we become tempered by our experiences. Whenyouam
for the stars and miss, you might jugt hit the moon. Wl today we did not miss, our aim was
true and we have reached our god. Congratulations Graduates!

Day 21. June5. Okm. Total 1385 km. Vancouver
Computer frugrations.

| spent the whole day on the computer scanning in pictures and putting text up on my ste. Intotd | took 11
rollsof filmin BC done! | thought that might have been overkill but looking over them | don't regret asingle
picture. The landscapes are beautiful and the memories are priceless. Every mountain had a different character
S0 no two pictures are dike. However, | do think that my rate of picture taking will be much dower through
the prairies. | have scanned in around 40 pictures and will be putting them up in gdleries with comments as
timepermits. | think | should have booked an extra day a home because with the flight back to Cdgary
tomorrow | am running out of time fast.

Day 22. June6. 25km. Total 1410 km. 1.25 hr Calgary
Late night cycling, NOT A HAPPY BICYCLIST!

| have pretty much cooled off now but earlier tonight | was absolutely furious. | arrived in Calgary at 8:30 pm
and my friend was kind enough to pick my up & the airport and drive me back to her place, | was il being
evicted though. | had everything loaded on my bike at 9:20 and | headed out. Thisis much later thanl like to
be on the roads even though it realy doesn't get to be dusk until around 10:00, | just don't fedl very safe on
these city roads. Looking at the map, | knew my relaives were at 150th & in the South East and | though | was
at 52nd st SE which would mean that | had 100 blocks to cover which should take me 30-45 min, not too bad.
Wl | waswrong, | started at 52nd st NE which meant that | had 200 blocksto cover, dl at night!!! Thisdid
not improve my mood!  To make matters worse, the map | had bought was outdated so some of the roads that
once were through roads were now subdivision construction sites. In some cases | would have had to backtrack
4 km s0 | decided to just push on through the Sites. Because of the recent rain the ground was j ust gumbo, that
thick, sticky mud gets and clogs everywhere. Gumming up cleats and peda's and caking up between the fender
and the tire thismuck just covers everything. Needlessto say this put me in an even worse mood. In Canmore
| dept in a complete strangers house with their 3 year old son and 1 year old daughter and they trusted me but
here | was kicked out, & the time | felt rather insulted and hurt.

Now | am feding much better and am glad that | did leave. | arrived at my rdlatives at 10:40 pm that night and
sat around talking with my cousins for an hour or so before heading to bed. | have not seen them for over 10
yearsto it was nice to get back in touch.

Day 23. June7. Okm. Total 1410 km. Calgary
Relaxing, NO MORE DEADLINES!
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Today was just another day of lazing around. | typed up a bunch more of my diary and spent most of the day
just catching up with my cousinswho | have not seen in over 10 years. | am glad that | had to move because
otherwise | probably would not have been by to seethem. It dl works out inthe end. Have to go now, we are
going out to a pub for chegp chicken wings. MMmmmmm...... Chegp wings.......

Day 24. June8. 60km. Total 1470 km. Calgary
Calgary cycling.

Ohhhhhhhh...... 1 atetoo many wingslast night and | think it was those HOT onesthat redly did mein. | hada
redly crappy nights deep with bizarre dreams that had to be brought on by the medl. | must be getting older,
back in my teens| could eat double what | did and be unaffected. Oh, oh, I’'m turning into a certified old fart

dready ;-).

Today | went out to do some errands and see the city. | biked to the bottom of the C-train (ther light rail
system) and took that up to downtown Cagary. The city is somewhat strangely designed. Each of their little
suburb blocks (perhaps 2 km by 2 km square) is completely isolated from the neighboring ones except for one
magjor artery. None of the smal side streets connect! 1t seemsto me that with dl the rgpid growth, the city is
dedling with it by spreading outward with single family dwellingsingtead of going upward with gpartments.

The sprawl isunbdievable. They did have some foresight and saved dl the land bordering the rivers and made
it into parks with bicycle paths, however snce | did not have a bicycle route map, getting around was difficult.

| went to Mountain Equipment Co-op and picked up a bike map and some more gear then went to check out the
Univergty. The campus seems nice but | could not find any computers to use to update my Ste.

Day 25. June9. 146 km. Total 1616 km. Drumheller
Title1: Ontheroad again.
Title2: Thunderstorms, pastel skiesand heart attacks. The prairiesareboring?

| can't tell you the number of people who keep telling me how boring the prairies are and how long and tedious
bicyding acrossthem will be. | keep telling them that it is different going across on bike but they just don't
believe me so | will try to express the differences here.

The day started out beautiful, with brilliant blue skies and large, fluffy white clouds drifting dowly overheed. |
took the 22X East out of Calgary for 20 km then turned North on Hwy 797. It wasa thisjunction that | hit my
firgt thunderstorm of theday. It wasabig, black mass of cloud moving fast toward me. People in cars were
likely not paying him a second thought but on my bike | was giving him plenty of attention. It redly is
something else watching these ssorms approach.  The bulk of the storm looked like it was going to pass south of
me s0 | pedaled north dong the 797 asfast as| could. When the front of the storm hit and the wind started to
toss me around like atwig, | decided to head for cover. | saw two guysworking in a carport so | ducked in
there to wait out the storm. | spent the next 45 min playing with their dog and talking about my trip until the
storm blew over. During thistime they kept telling me that | needed to get a motor on my bike or buy a motor
cycde The oneguy could not even understand why | was even going up to Drumhdler if my end god was
Newfoundland! They just could not grasp the fact that | am riding abike BY CHOICE, and that my goal isto
SEE Canada not just to go acrossit.

Some people just don't get it.

Once the storm blew over | continued on my way. All dong the road the songbirds wereflitting and snging
among the rushes and every once and awhile | would have the start of my life when a duck would flush from 3
feet away, ared heart Sarter asthislarge, brown object comes burgting out of the grass with athundering
clatter. Just one more thing car drivers don't experience.
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| pedded aong the 797 until it turned into Hwy 9, both roads were in good condition and Hwy 9 had asmall
shoulder. All thewhile | could see another sorm building in the distance. These storms start out a pale blue
haze on the horizon but as they approach they turn darker and darker until they loom huge and menacing
overhead. At the absolute center of the storm, only visible asit passesright over you :(, the clouds bubble
downward just like in the Ghostbusters movie, pretty freaky looking. It is hard to tell how fast astormis
moving so | pick alandmark about 7 km away and when that starts to look hazy (because of therain) or the
thunder takes about 7 seconds (~7km) to reach me, | start looking for shelter. Thistime it was alone farmhouse
about a 1/2 mile off of the Hwy. | guess| cut it alittle close because | was being blown around pretty bad by
thetime | reached the barn. There was an older fellow just coming in from the fidd and he invited mein for a
cup of tea. So that's how | escaped another ssorm, warm and snug in afarmhouse with a cup of teaand having a
nice conversation with the couple. The gentleman did keep trying to talk me into buying a motorbike, another
person who could not understand. They offered me their spare bedroom to spend the night but | redly wanted
to get to Drumheller today so | thanked them and pushed on. | reached Beiseker at 6:30 and stopped for
groceries. | wastired and hungry having traveled 90 km so far but | till had 60 km to go so | took in a sugar
injection. | ate 5 applefritters, two pears and drank 1 L of Coke. Once that started to digest | rode the sugar
rush to Drumheller.

The roadsto Beiseker were dl in pretty good shape and it was mostly flat. Hwy 9 from Beiseker to Drumhdller
isin poorer shgpe and the terrain is much morerolling. Because of the cracks | stayed off the shoulder much of

the time and only rode on it when a car was passing which was not very frequently.

Does not look like there will be any more thunderstorms tonight and right now thereis afabulous sunset. Time
for bed

Day 26. June10. 45km. Total 1661 km. East Coulee.
Title1: Dinosaursand Hoodoosin the Badlands.
Title2: He shoots, he scores!

Absolutely gorgeous scenery today. This sdetrip to Drumheler was 150% worth coming out from Calgary.
All those tourists staying on Hwy 1 have no ideawhat they are missng. How can | describe the Badlands?
They are sort of likewhat you see in the Grand Canyon but on asmdler scade. The hillsare dl eroded into
interesting shapes and the rock stratais clearly evident. | took it easy today, writing it off as a Sghtseeing day.

| entered town around 10:30 and picked up some food from IGA. | then continued 6km aong the dinosaur trail
to the Roya Tyrrel Museum where | spent 3 hrs wandering around their collection. What an amazing

museum! They essentialy trace the history of the earth from formation to the present using fosslsfrom the
areaand around the world. The exhibits are outstanding making this a must see location if you are ever in
Alberta.

When | eft the museum | could see yet another sorm coming so | headed to the public library to wait it out. |
spent 3 hrsin the Library trying to update my web page while two other sorms blew over. | did not want to
spend the night in Drumheller o | |eft for East Coulee and the Hoodoo rock formations. 7 km down the road |
could see another storm approaching so | ducked into a coffee shop and within 45 min it had blown over. | sure
do like being able to see them coming and getting out of their way unlike in the Rockies where you turn a

corner only to have arainstorm pounce upon youl.

The Hoodoo rock formations were redlly interesting dthough much smaler than | expected. | envisoned 100 ft
high structures but in fact they were redly only about 15 feet or sotall. They were ll redly interesting to see,
columns of soft sandstone rock weethered by wind and water and capped by aflat piece of tougher rock, they
are sort of mushroom like. As | was looking at them ayoung guy pulled up and asked where | was going. |
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told him and he said he was from Newfoundland himself and he gave me his parents address and phone number
for meto get in touch with when | get there. | had heard that Mari timers were friendly but this clinched it for
me.

| really scored an awesome place to stay tonight. | pulled into East Coulee around 8:30 and started looking for a
place to camp. | found agreat looking yard with afantastic camping Site (trees/out of wind/rain/sun) so |
knocked on the door. The fellow who answered the door said that | could camp there but while | was unloading
my gear he said that they had a spare room that | codd useif | would like. Since it till looked like there could
be one more storm tonight | accepted immediately. Woo Hoo!!!' A hot shower AND aroof over my head! On
the downsde, he does have cats and right now | am fedling alittle itchy, | hope they don't havefless....

Day 27. Junell. 139km. Total 1800 km. Brooks. 10 hrs.

10 km of Hwy 570 from East Coulee to Dorothy wasin the process of being paved so the dirt road was a bit of
arough ride. From Dorothy thereisa3 km long climb to get out of the canyon and at the top you return to the
praries. | stayed on Hwy 570 then turned south on Hwy 36 to Brooks. Both of these roads were freshly paved
and with a great shoulder, must be dl that oil money | have been hearing about.

The entireride today was extremely level so far and | am redlly enjoying the prairie scenery. One cool thing
that happened today wasthat | saw my red FLAT section. On one part of Hwy 36 | could look 360 degrees
around me and it looked like the horizon was cut with arazor. The transition from ground to sky was so sharp
that my eye could not focus on it, it was Ssmply too brilliant and my mind would not accept it. Along one
section of road | heard a squawk and looking around | saw afox chasing a pheasant through a dusty field, what
adtel The dug kicking up behind the fox and the bird dodging left and right with the sun setting in the
background. Today was aso thefirst day that | have run out of food, dl | had left was unsubstantia junk food.
| now understand why the cycdlists motto is"Eat before you are hungry, drink before you are thirsty”. By the
time you get hungry you are in serious trouble and it is dready too late. When | pulled into Brooks | was so
famished my legs were ready to give out. | inhded aquick mea and went looking for aplaceto stay. Infact |
ate 0 fadt that | think | actualy strained amuscle in my throat if that is possble. My neck isredly sore when |
swdlow. That should teach mealesson e

Day 28. June12. 145km. Total 1945km. Irvine.
Titlel: Home, homeon therange. Wherethe deer and the antelope play.
Title2: Simple pleasuresfor smple minds?

Last night | stayed with a guy who runs an gpiary (bees) and this morning he sent me off with ajar of his honey,
YUM! | had forgotten how good peanut butter and honey sandwiches are.

| saw my first antelope today, actualy | saw five, aswdl astwo deer. They weredl redly closeto theroad so |
was able to get agood look at them. Most of them just stood theretrying to figure out whet exactly | was. |
stayed on Hwy 1 the whole day since there redlly is no other direct route to Saskatchewan. It hasafull 4 foot
wide shoulder but | much prefer riding on the smaler country roads. Traffic would be much less ad the views
would be more scenic.

With thewind at my back and traveling in agtraight line | have found that | now havetimeto think. | can keep
asmdl part of my mind on the road while the rest is busy daydreaming or thinking. It was quite enjoyable, |
was reviewing storylines of favorite books | had read, and analyzed gods and desires of mine. | dso had plenty
of opportunity for another of my smple pleasures (as thetitle refers to). | like mooing, neighing or baaing
(whichever the gtuation calls for) a farm animds dong the way. | just love how they look a melike | wasa
creature from another planet. As soon asthey spot methey stare and try to figure out what exactly | am (they
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pay no attention to cars). Whim | make anima noises a them it redlly throws them for aloop. Horsesusudly
do nothing but sometimesthey race me. Sheep and goats tend to stand around and talk back to me. Calves
(young cows) usualy look at me with a clueess ook on their face and then spook as | pass by and gart running
avay. | canusualy get a least one cow out of a herd to start mooing at me which soon gets the whole herd
going as those farther away try to find out what dl the commoation isabout. Bulls on the other hand are just
plain supid, their mind is solely consumed with egting and waiting to mate. Actudly | have passed by awhole
herd of young bulls and when | mooed at them they perked right up and started following me. | sped up and
they started running after me. When | stopped they would al gather round right againg the fence and sare a
me like | was their god. They looked so foolish that | had to take their picture. | though that perhaps the
farmhand that usualy feeds them might dways wear something yelow and so when they saw my ydlow jersey
they thought | was him. However, when | related this story to afarmer | was staying with he just laughed and
sad, "Son, do you know what time of year it iS? Those were young bulls, they weren't thinking about food!"
Ahem, well yes, perhaps | will try to moo alittle less sxily. ;-) Seewhat al you car drivers are missng?

As| was approaching Medicine Hat | met up with another cyclist and we road together talking for 20 km or so.
| placed him in his 40's but he will be retiring at 60 next year (See what regular cycling will do). Heisan avid
cycle tourist having bicycled throughout BC severd times, around Asia, and he said he had been to
Augtralia/lNew Zedland 4-5 times.

| am beat, will break 2000 km tomorrow, ~1/4 done.

-27 -



Saskatchewan

Day 29. June 13. 88km. Total 2033 km. Piapot. 11 hrdl!
Saskatchewan Headwinds!

Today was arough day. The wind has siwapped around and it is now blowing right into my face. It just makes
biking much harder and the heat did not help either. Thelonger | am on the road the more | redlize that car
drivers are usdless as sources of road information. Saskatchewan isNOT flat!! | had to climb for 15 km from
the Alberta border and the rest of the day was rolling hills. The Sky hereisamazing, | have never seen the sky
such adark, brilliant blue, and with the land dl green from therain | would have to say thet the beauty of this
country is comparable to my trek through the Rockies. Along the way | hooked up with two young guys who
weretouring as well. They had just graduated from Grade 12 and had bicycled from Reginato Vancouver and
were now on the back home. They had left on April 31 and were actualy snowed out on a couple of the
passes. Therear tire of one of the guys was so worn that the tread was dl gone and the tire liner was showing.
They till had 400 km to go and were down to their last $10. | did not think that thet tire would last until Regina
30 | lent them $20 just in case they needed to buy a replacement. | just figured thet if | wasin asmilar Stuation
| would want someone to do the same for me.

The water from the tgps dl along thisroute is undrinkable. It isredly highin minerdsand just gross. | ended
up stopping in at atourist info center at the Hwy 21 junction and filled up my water bottles from their bottled

water fountain.

Asthe end of the day gpproached | redlized that there was no way that | would be able to make it to the next fair
Szedtown so | just pulled into the next place on the map, Pigpot. Thisisared live (deed?) ghost town. The
entire population of the town could not be more than 30 people or so and dl the buildings are just dowly rotting
away. Inlooking for aplaceto stay | met up with aolder fellow who said that | could degp in his camper if |
would like. | jumped at this opportunity since the mosquitoes were out of control, hundreds of them dl trying

to suck my blood.

| guess they don't get many vigtors through this area because this old guy redlly went out of his way to show
me the town and then we went over to another families place for coffee. Sincel like meeting different people |
accepted and boy oh boy was it ever an experience! ThiswasaREAL pioneer family. They were pretty much
completely sdf sufficient, with a greenhouse for vegetables and the husband hunted for much of the mest (he
was afull satus native Indian so there is no closed season on any animd for him). We were sitting around the
table drinking tea when the conversation got around to hunting. It seemsthat he had just been out the day
before bear hunting and had shot a good size black bear. He asked if we had ever seen one skinned out and
when we said no he said that their carcass look very human (yes | know, areal pleasant thought). So he saysto
his wife "Honey go get those feet from the freezer”. Did he just say what | thought he said? Yep, | heard right,
she comes back into the dining room with the skinned bear paws and plunks them right down on the dinner-
table. They were skeletdl hands with the muscles and tendons sill attached and yep, they sure do look like
human hands. Well, | just continued camly drinking my teawhile these feet dowly defrosted in front of me.
This stuff doesn't bother me much but the old guy was looking alittle green around the gills. "Want to see the
head?' heasks. "Honey go grabit”. Oh oh, he's upping the ante. She comes back in and plunksthis grinning
bear skull in front of me, again on the bare table. It ill had green dfdfabitsinit teeth. So herel am, out in
the totd boonies, drinking teawith 4 skinned feet and a grinning skull stting in front of me, melting dowly on
the dining roomtable. Yep, you just can't make up sorieslikethis;-).

We continued talking about stuff and when| told them about my plans to head south to Hwy 13 from Gull Lake
they suggested that | continued on to Swift Current before turning south as the road was better. They dso
mentioned that if | wanted to see ared cowboy town (unlike Calgary which is a wannabee cow town) that |
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should have gone to Maple Creek. They have red cowboys, 6"+ tal, cow S**T on their boots, the western bar
mustache with waxed ends and a belt buckle that weighs more than them. He did warn that just like 100 years
ago, itisa tough town so don't go to abar looking for trouble (not usudly ared problem with me). They dso
sad that if | enjoyed the badlands around Drumheller, that there are even better ones dong Hwy 18 near
Egtevan.

It was getting late and it seemed to me that this guy would talk for a couple more hours at least so | feigned a
couple yawns and said that | had along day tomorrow and that | should be heading to bed. So we headed off at
10:30 pm and | was nearly carried off by a swarm of mosguitoes on the way back to camp (good thing | had
drunk alot of teato hep weigh me down). Inal | counted 38 bites from that walk aone, time for anitchy

nights deep.

Day 30. June14. 136 km. Total 2169 km. Wymark. 11.5hrs

Title1: Theonefinger salute (no, not THAT one).
Title2: Still not flat.

| am super tired tonight so | am going to be brief. | had ahorrible nights deep last night as the common theme
to dl my dreams was savage attacks by giant mosguitoes. Not conducive to a good nights rest by any means.

Today | dso had to fight heedwinds again, making climbing even the minor Saskatchewan hills challenging.

To top things off, | ate a atruck stop last night and have been paying the consequences dl day. Thank god for
Pepto-Bismol and semi-frequent rest-stops with restroom facilities. Gl didtress at the best of timesis no fun but
on abikeit redly sucks. | don't think | need to say anymore about that.

Compared to the secondary roads, Hwy 1 isaredly crappy ride. Although there are huge shoulders and the
road isin fair condition, the congtant stream of cars and trucks flying by redly takes awvay from the scenery
(actudly the scenery dong the hwy is pretty boring itsdlf). The difference was obvious Since as soon as | got
off the Trans-Canada at Swift Current the change was startling. Immediately the traffic dropped to nearly
nothing and the scenery was sunning. | redly like this part of Saskatchewan.

Tonight | am staying with awonderful family just across the road from Wymark. Asbeforeit isayoung family
and they are tregting me fabuloudy. | had agreat shower, they gave me food and said that if | ever passed
through again to be sureto stop by. Very nicefolks.

Wl it was along day on theroad so | am cdling it quits.

Oh wait, one more thing. Going through BC | would quite frequently get honks of encouragement and waves
but so far it is quite different on the prairies. Here the farming folk are more laid back and you have to be
watching closeto catchit. Y ou needto look at theleft hand of the driver, it will dways be on the whed and the
index finger will raise dightly in asdute asthey go by. If they are feding particularly friendly you might get

two fingers or even the whole hand raised. 1t took me awhile to notice it, it was so subtle.

Day 31. June15. 104 km. Total 2273 km. Kincaid. 9hrs
Title 1: The plague of headwinds continue.
Title2: Grave showersand poor roads.

The fricken wind blows, and blows, and blows. It is blowing in the morning when you wake up and it only

increases in ferocity asthe day progresses. It whips up dust and debris from the side of the road and threstening
to knock you off your bike and beat you down. | am so very, very tired.
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To make matters worse the section of road | covered today was the most horrible that | have run into yet. Hwy
4 south from Wymark to Cadillac was quite cracked and the shoulder was unrideable but the traffic was so light
that | could dodge dl over the road to miss the worst of it. From Calillac to Kincaid it got redly bad. There
were large cracks and the potholes could swalow cars whole, but by far the worgt thing had to be the ruts. Like
usud government and corporation short Sdedness, | hear that they are closing down many of the smdll rurd rall
lines and grain devatorsin the area. This meansthat the farmers must now transport their grain for longer
distances over the roads to the elevators that are till open.  So now these huge, heavy grain trucks are traveling
long distances over roads not designed to carry that type of load. This causes a phenomenal liketo cal "the
asphat wave', in some places the trucks have caused ruts that are over afoot deep and the pavement has been
displaced up and out the sides to form afoot high wave like wal and some of these waves even have little
breskersonthem! Insanel The cars must have a horrible time with them but | am able to make the most of my
maneuverability to ride dl over the road to find the smoothest sections. | think the car drivers complain much
more because they can't avoid them like | can and since they are moving 10 times faster than me, they hit 10
times more potholes per minute than | do.

Even with the wind and the road the riding is dtill quite pleasant. The scenery aong the road is beautiful, the
drivers dong Hwy 1 have no idea what they are missng. The landscape is one of beautiful lush green, rolling
hills with the odd farmhouse and barn dong theway. Asin Alberta, there are no trees except those planted near
farmhouses and then those are dl short and stunted (must be this damm wind!)

| have also had the unpleasant experience of discovering how Saskatchewan patches their roads. They just put
down alayer of tar over the cracks and holes, then pour 2 inches of gravel and smal stones over it and leaveit.
The passing cars then compress this mess into a semi-smooth layer. Unfortunately, the problem with thisis that
whenever acar or truck goes over a patch of this, they kick up al the loose gravel and send it flying my way
(ouch!). When abig rig goes by | have to duck my head so | don't get aface full of it while my aams and legs
are assaullted by this stuff. Some of the rocks have hit hard enough to cause bruises and by the end of the day |
am coverdd in black specks of tar and dirt.

Thiswind isredly sarting to get to me now. Wearing me down. What happened to my wonderful west wind?
The farmers | have talked to have said that an east wind bringsrain so | guessthat in acouple of days| am
going to get wet. Oh wdll, no one said it was going to be easy. Here is another difference from Vancouver. In
Vancouver talking about the weether is nothing big, just smdl talk when you don't have anything else to say.
Here on the prairies the wegather is serious business, where a good wind and some hail could mean the ruin of an
entire years crop. | have found that | can hold up my end of the conversation with the most grizzled of farmers.
"Yep, this east wind should be bringing rain in the next couple of days', saysl. "Yep.", saysthefarmer. "Got
hit by about two tenths yesterday (that’s 2/10ths an inch of rain)", says|. "Redly, we only got 1/10th here."
sayshe. Yep, just cal mefarmer Trev, (or Nature Boy to my friends a Merck, hi Dita).

Day 32. June 16. 58 km (30 hitchhiked). Total 2331 km. Assiniboia. 6hrs
Coincidence? | think not!

What aday. Some might say that todays events were Smply coincidence but | tend to think that the Big Guy up
therehad ahand in it.

Today was the absolute hardest day of the entire trip yet. Harder than Anarchist mountain, harder than
Blueberry Pass, harder even than Manning Park. The wind was so bad that | could hardly stay on my bike. It
was blowing from the south-east & something like 50-60 kph. | could spit up inthe air and it would be blown
30 feet acrosstheroad. Thisisjust crazy. | was on my bike for 6 hrs and had only traveled 28 km (dlso due to
frequent bresks) when | decided to just give up. | have afriend who had moved out to Assniboiaamonth ago
to be a Pastor at a church and they were waiting for me to come by for supper and so | REALLY wanted to get
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therein timefor ared med and awarm bed. | didn't want to have to hitchhike again but with 30 kmto go |
would not get there until 8:00 tonight which isjugt too late. Also my body was starting to give out too. The
wind was coming from the side so strong that | have had to lean to the right to avoid being blown sdeways.
This has caused meto pull amusclein my hip which was redlly starting to pain mewhen | caled it quits.

So thisisthe course of events.

At 3:00 pm | gave up and started hitch-hiking.

At 3:30 aguy in apickup stopped and gave me alife the rest of the way to Assiniboia
At 3:45 | started unpacking my gear and setting up camp in the back of my friends yard.

At 4:15 Patricia (my friends wife) comes racing to the back door and says that Rebecca (their daughter) was
riding her bike and was hit by acar. | asked which direction and raced off in the direction she pointed way,
hopping fences aong the way. | arrived just as the ambulance was driving away and | heard someone say that
she had been sitting up and crying so | was praying that she was just shaken up and not serioudy hurt. No
sooner had | arrived when | see Al (my friend) get out of acar and stand their looking at the scene. When
talking to him later he said that he had just come upon the scene and was wondering if he should stop when he
saw the green bike and thought " Rebecca has a green bike!". Then when he got out he heard allittle girl say
"That's her dad." and right then the colour just drained from hisface, it was afathersworst fear redized. |
rushed over to him and was able to reassure him with what | had heard and we headed off to the hospitd. At the
hospital he and Patriciawent into the emergency ward while | went and called home to our church to get people
praying for them, something that never hurts.

While the doctors took her away for X-rays Al and | went back to his house so he could pick up Rebeccas
hedlth card and he went back to the hospital. | stayed there and dug around their pantry and made up a big pasta
dinner so that it would be ready for them when they came back. 1n the end it turned out that al she had was a
bump on her head and a broken leg, she was avery lucky girl. | hear from the police that what had happened
was that Rebecca was racing some friends and rushed across the road without looking.  She was hit by the front
of the car, bounced up onto the hood and then fell to the pavement. She wasn't wearing ahelmet.

S0 to summarize the series of "coincidences'.

The wind was s0 bad that | gave up and hitched into town just in time for the accident. | then arrived at the
scenejust in time to met Al and reassure him. | was then able to make dinner so that they could have something
to eat when they got back from the hospital. The lady driving the car that hit Rebecca had just dowed down
because she had seen some kids playing in ayard on the other sde of the street.  Also, she was driving her
mothers car, usudly she drives a Ford Explorer. If it had been the Explorer that hit Rebecca, she would have
gone right into the bumper and grill and not onto the hood and | am sure that there would have been much more
seriousinjuriesif not afatdity. | redly believe that someone waslooking out for us today day.

Day 33. Junel7. Okm. Total 2331 km. Assiniboia.
Ahhhhhh, thewind is ill blowing but | am not bikingin it.

Day 34. June18. Okm. Total 2331 km. Assiniboia.
Or today.

Day 35. June19. Okm. Total 2331 km. Assniboia.
Nope, great mealsand aroof over my head, | am not ready to leave yet.
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Day 36. June20. Okm. Total 2331 km. Assiniboia.
Almost ready to go. Yesterday and today would have been excellent daysfor biking, | hope the weather
holds for tomorrow.

Day 37. June2l. 29km . Total 2360 km. Verwood. 4 hrs.

Ugh, the wind today is even worse than on the 16th. After 30km | said to heck with it, and decided that | would
try biking a night when thewind is not as bad. | pulled up to afarmhouse outside of VVerwood and asked them
if I could pitch my tent for the afternoon and that | would head out that evening. They said sure, but if | wanted

| could deep in their spare bedroom in the basement. Since it was a hot day and their cdllar was cool that's
exactly what | did. She woke me up for supper (gotta love that prairie hospitality) and then | went back to bed
until 7:30. | got up and was ready to leave when | looked out their windows and saw a HUGE storm coming. |
mean the entire Western horizon from North to South was a completdy black and thiswall of clouds was
mushrooming up over us. | looked at the couple | was staying with and said "Perhgps | should stay the night.”
They thought that would be a good idea and so that iswhat | did.

The storm hit around 8:30 and what a storm it was. The farmer estimated that the winds were over a 100 kph (I
heard on the news the next day that there were gusts over 120 kph) and | saw it blow their picnic table across
their yard! Serioudy! It rolled across like it was atumbleweed. Lightning was flashing like a strobe light and
the thunder was deafening, | was counting my lucky starsthat | decided that | was not out biking in it or out in
my tent in afield somewhere. | am certain that if | was | would have done the old Dorothy thing and ended up
in Reginaor OZ.

When | cdled my folks tonight my mom said that we might have rdaivesin Weyburn so | am going to try and
look them up tomorrow.

WEell back to bed.

Oh wait, for you cycligs, thereisabig ravine just before Verwood. Unlike out west where you work to climb
the mountains then rest coming down, here on the prairie you aways coast down then have to work to get back
up and ouit.

Day 38. June22. 140 km . Total 2500 km. Weyburn. 6.5 hrs.
Tailwindsrule!

Itisjust like the old saying, you don't know how good you have things until its gone and you missit. Well | did
not redize how big of afactor the wind plays when cycdling until 1 had to fight headwinds for days on end.
Since | have never heard how people ded with thewind, thisisdl trid and error for me. So far just pushing on
into the wind does not seem to be working, | will just end up tiring mysdlf out or hurting something. Holing up
and hiding from the wind does not seem very gppedling as the way things are going | could end up off the road
for daysat atime. | haveruled out biking a night because after thinking about it | fed it would be too
dangerous because | have heard that drinking and driving is quite common here, the roads are so empty that the
drunks don't have to worry about running into anyone. | would be quite the Sght in my bright yelow jersey
with reflective tape al over and that is attention | can do without. So far it seemsthat most of the wind isthe
result of thermals and it does not seem to get redly bad until 10:00 or s0. Soiif | face headwinds again (I hopel
don't) I will try going to bed early and getting up at 4:00 am to be on theroad by 5:30. That way | can get 5 hrs
of biking (50- 75 km) out of the way before the wind picks up, then press on until 2:00 and cdll it quits then.
That should give me around 100 km which woud be a respectable distance and would aso put me near a
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farmhouse near suppertime ;-). Asaside note, here in the country, dinner iswhat | would cal lunch and supper
isthe evening med. | am used to using dinner and supper interchangeably so | get funny looks when | mix the
two up.

Theimportance of thewind is clearly obvious when looking a the distance | did today. | left Verwood at 8:30
and was in Weyburn (140 km) at 3:00, an average speed of over 20 kph. Thisis compared to yesterday where |
only covered 30 kmin 3 hrs and had to strain to do even that.

In Weyburn | looked up my relatives address in the phonebook and headed over. | knocked on the door and
sad to the lady who answered "Hi there, my nameis Trevor Hennessey and | am bicycling across Canada. |
think that we are related so | dropped by." She did not recognize me and seemed quite suspicious but after
trading geneal ogies we were able to determine how we were related (sheis my mothers cousin, making us 2nd
cousing). And so | goent the night with aroof over my head after agrest dinner, er..... supper.

Day 39. June23. 36 km . Total 2536 km. Griffin. 1.5 hrs.
A short day.

Only ashort day on the road today. Weyburn has avery nice computer setup at their library, 6 new computers
with ahigh speed internet connection. It is free to use them but you are only alowed 1 hr on them, not nearly
enough time for me. Since | had alot to type up | went into town looking for a computer to use. The internet

cafe wanted $10/hr which | felt was outrageous so | went to a computer store and they let me use their demo
computer. Inal | was able to catch up to June 13 and | hope to have the rest done by Winnipeg.

After finishing at the library | headed back to my cousins place for a bite to eet then continued on. They offered
to let me stay another night but since the wind was blowing east | wanted to take advantage of it while | could.
Also, | find that when | am on the road | tend to go to bed earlier and get up earlier than when | am saying & a
house so thisway | can cover more distance tomorrow as well.

Because | did not leave Weyburn until 7:15, | only covered 36 km before the sun started going down. | was just
passing through asmal town and decided | would cdl it aday there. Well | want to make an early Start
tomorrow so | am going to cdl it quitsnow. Right now | am about 150 km from the Manitoba border so |
should bein anew province tomorrow and if the wind continues to come from the west | am confident thet |

can break 200 km.
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MANITOBA

Day 40. June24. 204 km . Total 2740 km. Deleau. 10 hrs.
Manitoba and my first century.

With anice strong taillwind dl day | wasredly adleto fly. | dso completed my first century (100 miles) and

boy doesit ever fed good. The road for most of the day wasin pretty good shape athough the section between
Stoughton and Carlyle was allittle rough but gill 10 times better than the road near Cadillac. As | approached
Redvers the scenery began to change, the rolling grasdands of the prairie began to give way to flatter, forested
aress interspersed with small farms. Hwy 2 in Manitobaisin much better condition than the roads through
Saskatchewan. Thereisonly agravel shoulder but traffic islight and the road iswide so | did not fed pressured
by the cars. Onething that | have been noticing through Saskatchewan and Manitoba is the amount of road

have to hold your bregth for about 1/2 km to try to avoid the stink but even then it sticks in your nodrils and you
can practicaly tagteit. | don't know if skunks around here are particularly plentiful, particularly stupid or a

combination of both but they sure are disgusting to cycle by when they are dead.

| checked my e-mail today and discovered that | now have a place to stay in Winnipeg. My uncle works for CN
and spends afair amount of time working with the other mgor rail centers. He had told one of hisfriendsin
Winnipeg about my trip and asked if they would mind putting me up for aday or two. Well today | got a e mall
from them saying that they would love to have me stay with them and that they will feed and shelter me, boy

you don't haveto ask metwice.

Day 41. June25. 58km. Total 2798 km. Carroll. 10 hrs.
Shdll-shock!

Shell shocked, | think that isafairly accurate description of theway | fed. My body is numb with fatigue, my
ears are ringing from the roar of the wind and | want to go home. Wel | wouldn't redly go home but if
someone offered me aride to Ontario right now | would be tempted, | have to get away from this bloody prairie
wind.

| had heard yesterday that rain was predicted for today so | set my darm for 5:00 and was on the road by 6:15.
At that time there was dready a dight headwind and the western horizon was dark with clouds so | was pushing
it to try and stay ahead of the storm. | had only gone 10 km when CRACK, a spoke bresks. A red Murphy's
law event because of course the broken spoke would be on my rear wheel AND on the cassette sSide (hardest to
replace). Then to make matters worse it Sarted to rain. | tried to hitchhike to the next town so | could fix it
under cover but after 5 trucks drove by (thereisthat rurd helpfulness again) | ended fixing it up right there. At
least | now know that | can replace spokes mysdlf because thiswas thefirst time | have had to doit.

By thetime | finished, the wind had switched around to a headwind and picked up in force. Therest of the day
it only got worse. | spent most of the day in my lowest three gears and occasondly | even had to get off and
push into the wind, there was nothing ese | could do.

| just don't get the weather here. The storm blew in fromthe west but the wind kept coming from the eest.
Then once the sky was completely covered in clouds (redly nest, some were wave like, others came in rows
like aplowed field, yet others looked like bubbles). | could see clouds at different heights al moving different
directions. One group would be moving south while above it other were moving north while higher Hill they
were traveling ess, very hard to predict where the rain would come from. | managed to duck one deluge (~1.5
cm of rain in /2 hou) but was hit by a couple others.
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In anutshell the weather sucked and so far | don't redlly like Manitoba much elther. Saskatchewan was open
and very pretty but hereit is quite forested and plain looking. | aso think that the license plates "Friendly
Manitoba" arealie. Sofar | have found Saskatchewan much friendlier, here the people just don't seem as nice.
They pass by closer on the roads and | dso get the impression that people here dong this route are much poorer
aswdl. While most houses and towns in Saskatchewan were nice looking and in good repair, here | see alot of
run-down areas. Plusthereisthe ever-present wind. Why isit blowing West? It is so hard bicycling againdt it.
| would guess that there are 50-60 km gudts right now. How can | expressin words just whet it islike? Itis
horrible, the wind congtantly tosses you around with gusts from dl directions (except from behind). It will
lighten up for aminute, teesing you, then return in full force. 1t screamsin your ears and draws tears from your
eyes. Oh yes, and snce the temperature is only 8 degrees, with thewind chill | am just freezing. There has
even been hail today. To sum up my fedlings about today, when | findly found an inhabited house to stay at |
was nearly crying with frusration. Nuff said.

Day 42. June26. 235km. Total 3033 km. Winnipeg. 13 hrs.
Now THISisflat!

Now today was a LONG day. Because the wind was so bad yesterday and | feared it would be bad today as
well, | was up extremely early (4:00) and on the road by 5:00. But there was no wind, HURRAY!!! | did have
anew type of weather though, pea soup fog. It was so moist that | had to put on my rain gear and even then |
got wetter than some of the daysin therain, that fog just enters every nook and cranny.

Theroads were in fair to good condition and flat most of theway. | stopped in Wawanechafor breskfast (open

early and chegp pancakes) and boy isthat ever a pretty little town. Itisnedled inaquant little valey and it
looked like they kept much of it forested parkland, a nice change of scenery from the rest of Manitoba

Jusgt outsde of town | met up with my firgt cyclists on the prairie. One was aretired police office (57 years old)
from Quebec who was biking from Vancouver to Montred (it sounded like he would like to go further but his
wifewouldn't let him ). The other guy was younger and is a contract engineer. He works until he makes
enough money for the year then he quits and goestouring. He has toured Australia, New Zedand, Germany
and the Netherlands and now heis going from Vancouver to Newfoundland. For a change of pace we road
together for most of the day and boy did we ever burn dong. Theroad was level and the wind picked up into a
nicetallwind that grew stronger and stronger as the day progressed. We ended up passing another cyclist later
in the day and shewas amazing. She was 62 years old and pedaing a fully loaded touring bike done! Shewas
going from Lethbridge, Albertato Prince Edward Idand. Why? Because she dways wanted to go there, that's
why. Sounds like agood enough reason to me.

| left the other guys a EIm Creek (~160 km into the day) and pushed on to Winnipeg where supper was waiting,
that's al theincentive | needed. Towards the end of the day the wind was so strong that | was averaging 40 kph
and when | passed under power linesthey sounded likeflutes. Intota | covered 235 kmin 13 hrsand | am
certain that thiswill be my record distance for thistrip. When | got off my bike a their house | was definitely
walking funny, something that the grandmother had a greet time poking fun of.

Day 43. June27. 15km. Total 3048 km. Winnipeg.
What a great family.

This could not have worked out any better. These folks are some of the nicest people | have ever met. After
spending aday with them | fed judt like one of the family. They have a 13 year-old daughter, that lovesto hear
my storiesand | have been having fun telling them. By the end of the day | fed dmodg brotherly towards her,
that'show a home | fed. It has been redlly grest to just hang out, talk, relax and of course EAT.
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| am quite tiff today and somewhat sore in the neither region but it is not too bad. Perhaps | overdid it a bit
yesterday? (I KNOW | overdid it!) | had to bike into town to get a tune-up at Woodcock Cycle and Sports (|
would recommend them) and biking was ok, | only fed Hiff whilewalking. 1t must be noticesble because the
grandmother staying there is enjoying teesing me abot it.

| tried to type up some of my journa today but | just could not get motivated, oh well | guessit can wait.

Day 44. June28. Okm. Total 3048 km. Winnipeg.
One more day.

| was planning to head out today but as the weether did not look very good and | was il a bit iff, it did not
take much to keep me here for one more day.

Day 45. June29. 57km. Total 3105km. Vivian. 5hrs.
Whole lotta mosguitoes.

| did not end up leaving Winnipeg until 12:00 which meant | ashorter day on the road. Nicole (the 13 year-old)
wanted me to stay another day and | kindawanted to stay aswell but it isredly time for me to get back on the
road. | took the bypass from the southern part of the city to Hwy 15 and then took the 15 east to Vivian. Hwy
15issmilar to Hwy 2 in condition and scenery but was agood ded busier. However it was still not as bad as

Hwy 1.

| wasin no hurry today so | quit a 5:30 and set up camp in the back of someone' syard. The mosquitoes are
really bad here but | have found that athough they can bite through my track suit they can't get through my rain

gear S0 that iswhat | wear until | can dive into my tent.

Tomorrow | hope to make it to Falcon Lake (~108 km) which isright at the Manitoba - Ontario border.
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ONTARIO

Day 46. June30. 131 km. Total 3236 km. Moth Lake. 10 hrs.
ONTARIO!

| am now in Ontario where | plan on spending the next 3 weeks or so. Last night it absolutely poured but my
tent kept me niceand dry. That was the firgt time this trip where | have actudly been rained upon at night. It
did stop by morning which was nice because | hate packing up in therain.

From Vivian | continued on to Elmawhere | turned north on Hwy 11 for 8 km to Hwy 44. Highway 11 and 15
pass through small fams and are mainly fla. Hwy 44 isfla to start but beginsralling through Whiteshell
Provincid Park. All of Hwy 44 isin good shape EXCEPT for sections through the parks.

| ran into some more problemstoday. First, | broke another spoke, | guess that they are just really cheap spokes
and | expect that | will end up replacing them dl by thetime | am done. The second difficulty | ran into today
was that | had my firgt encounter with Horseflies today. | was biking along Hwy 11, which hasalot of ranch
land, and could see that dl the cows were huddled together and twitching like they were in great discomfort. In
oneyard afarmer had set up afire barrel and the cowswere dl huddied in the smoke. | thought to mysdlf "I
wonder what is bothering them?' No sooner had the thought entered my head when they found me. These bugs
are HUGE!!!! They are about an 1" long and 6 mm think. They have asckly yellow abdomen and big green
eyes. Their buzz sounds ferocious and they smply look mean. Well | had 15 or 20 of these circling and dive-
bombing me! They were bouncing off my handlebars, my hdmet, my amsand | was essentidly freaking out.

I nearly took afdl when | tried to bat one out of the air. | felt like King Kong in the movies, on top of the
Empire State building with little planes buzzing around my head. After awhile of thisand | hadn't been bitten

yet | redized that | was going fast enough that they could not land long enough to bite me so | just tried to tune
them out and kept biking.

| made it to Falcon Lake around 7:30 pm but to my dismay it was not atown but instead was a tourist
dedtination. Just little RV parks, campsites, and cabins. There was no way that | was staying there so | pushed
on. | continued for another 22 km adong Hwy 1 (Boy | hateit, just too busy) passing into Ontario in the
process. | waslooking for placesto stay but | could not find anything but bush! There was no houses and it did
not look like | could guerrilla camp either because the ground was either wet and swampy or solid Canadian
shield rock. Just when | thought | would have to push on the Kenora (~25 km too far) | saw it. Theremainsof
agravel road that had been barricaded with a sandberm. Since it was not posted as private property and | new
that the road would be level and | could put down tent-pegs, it decided to take alook. It ended going up right
next to abeautiful lakel Fantagtic! So right now | am camping right in the middle of this road next to my own
private lake.

So right now | will let the Loons sSing me to degp. Goodnight.

Day 47. July 1. 64 km. Total 3300 km. Longbow L ake.
Happy Birthday Canada!

| am redly into the Canadian shield now. It is quite startling the change of scenery from the prairies. The
terrain is very rolling, up and down, up and down, ad nausium and the sides are treed with fir, spruce, poplar
and other trees. There are lakes dl over the place and most of the low-lying areas are completely waterlogged
from al the rain recently.
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| poked around Kenora and watched a bit of the Canada Day celebrations before continuing on.  Oh yes, thereis
abike shop in Kenoratoo. Heading out of Kenora | had a bear dowly cross the road 30 feet in front of me, that
was close enough!

| was getting tired so | went down aroad caled Hockey Hollow to look for aplaceto stay. It looked like a
resort type place so | was not too hopeful but | thought it would be worth ashot. | asked ayounger couple (who
were staying at their parents place) and they were ok with it so | started unpacking. However, as| was setting
up camp their neighbor said that HE did not want me there and told meto leave. | figured that it was not worth
making afussover so | left.

| bet he was from acity. 50-60 years old walking around with his shirt off and hisbelly hanging out. I'll bet
you anything that he complains about teenagers nowadays and how people were friendlier back in hisday. Oh
well, jerkslike him tend to get theirsin the end any ways.

| continued down Hwy 17 then turned south on Hwy 71. | pulled into the next driveway | saw, it was a house
not a vacation home so | had higher hopes.  Asit turned out, things were better than | had expected for tonight.
| thought | would have to bush camp again with peanut butter and jam sandwiches for dinner and a sponge bath
to wash up. Instead | had a shower and barbecued pork and potatoes for supper. Yippee!!

Day 48. July 2. 104 km. Total 3404 km. Nestor Falls. 10 hrs.

Title1: Another whed bitesthe dust.
Title2: DF air-support

| have to be brief because | must be up early tomorrow. Also, it isgetting dark and | don't want to use alight
for fear of attracting unwanted attention. Right now | am camping in the back of the Tourist Info center
because no one would let me stay at their place and the camping areawanted $17 (actualy most campsitesin
Ontario, including provincid parks, are $15-$17)!

Road report: Sofar dl of Hwy 71isrolling. Thefirst 45 km or 0 is newly paved with an on again off again
shoulder. Then the road goes bad, lots of broken surface with no shoulder until 15 km pass Sioux Narrows.

Then theroad is ok to Nestor Falls.

The first 35 km of the day was fabulous. Full of lakes, and rocks and trees and wild-flowers everywhere. Then
for awaysit turned to brush which is not as nice to look a. Both Sioux Narrows and Nestor Falls were
unpleasant little towns. Actudly they are not redly towns, more like tourist destinations, and with thisbeing

both the Canadian and US long weekend the number of tourists running around is crazy.

Just outside Nestor Fallsit happened again. CRACK. Thistime 2 spokes went and the whed was looking
redly bad. When trying to replace the spokes | discovered that 6 out of 8 of my spare spokes are too short
which means that now | don't have any spares. Also, when examining the rim after graightening it asbest |
could (hard because the cheap nipples are starting to strip) | noticed that the rim has cracked aswell. CRAP!!!

Thewhed isnow asgraight as | could get it which is not thet sraight. To top it off it isaso out of round O |
wobble down the road while the whed goes bump, bump, bump. | don't think that it will last much longer so |
will have to get it replaced as soon as possible. Unfortunately, the only bike shop before Thunder Bay is back
in Kenoraso | haveto try to hitch back. | fear it won't be easy with the road mainly populated by tourists.

Totopitdl of it hassarted torain. | am just going to go to bed now and hope tomorrow is a better day.
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Oh yes about that title 2. DF = Dragon Fly. Behind the Tourist Center isredly buggy and | was getting eaten
aive by mosguitoes and flies until the dragon flies showed up. They flew around, sometimes nearly grazing my
heed, eating dl the bugs | was attracting. Soon there were no bugs around and | could eat in peace. The Béttle
of Britian in the insect world.

Day 49. July 3. 120 km (35 hitch). Total 3524 km. Kenora. 12 hrs.
Title 1: How to turn 120 km into 360 km: Bean idiot like me.
Title 2: Limping back to Kenora

No point in giving aroad report, it isjust the reverse of the last two days.

| was up at 5:00 this morning to pack up before the Travel Info center opened and to try and hitchhike up to
Kenora. Well | spent 2 hourstrying to get alift but no one would stop, even with my bike upside down! |
thought about calling a tow-truck but discovered that it would cost $180, MUCH TOO EXPENSIVE! | decided
| would take my chances with my whedl and started pedaling back to Kenora.

Because | was so worried about my whedl giving out and the bumping and wobbling were disconcerting, | kept
my speed below 20 kph even on the descents. Without any more problems | made it back to Sioux Narrows.
There | cdled the bike shop in Kenora only to find that they would have to order something in and it likely
would not be ready for 7 daysor so. CRAP!

Thiswas not satisfactory so | sarted calling placesin Winnipeg and Thunder Bay, trying to find awhed. After
over an hour and a helf on the phone | was getting redlly frustrated. No one could find a 36 hole hub to build a
whed on, dl they had were 32's (a 36 spoke whedl is stronger than a32). They kept trying to tell me that a 32
would be strong enough but | would have none of it. THEY don't have to ride on it for another 4000 km,
worrying if it will last. Findly, on my last cal | reached Farzan at Petriess Cycle and Sportsin Thunder Bay.
Thisguy redly knows hishikes He quizzed me about my bike and what | needed and said he would have a
whed shipped to Kenora by Greyhound tomorrow. Finaly something isworking out. 1t was now 3:00 and |
till had 70 kmto go so | headed out. Since the whedl seemed to be holding out | started going faster, 35 kph on
the descents. | had now gone another 10 km wheniit hit me. 1 AM AN IDIOT!! Since the whed hasto be
shipped from Thunder Bay any ways there was no reason for me to go to Kenora (120 km), | could have
continued on the way | was going and waited in Fort Francis (80 km). DOH! It just goes to show you how you
can get locked into one type of thinking to the exclusion of al other possibilities.

One nice thing did happen that really made my day though. About 20 km further north of Sioux Narrow acar
passed me, stopped, let alady out then continued on. The woman Started jogging towards me and | was
wondering what the heck was going on, was she planning on jogging al the way back? Nope, they were an
English couple vacationing in Soux Narrows who | had talked to during lunch. They were worried about me so
they tossed their luggage into amotel and came after me to seeif they could drive me back to Kenora. That
would have been a 160 km round trip for them! | was completely blown away. Heredl the locdsin their
empty pickups would blow by me while this vacationing couple wanted to help. Since my bike seemed to be
holding up and | did not want to inconvenience them | thanked them profusely but said that | should be able to
make it on my own.

I had made it another 20 km, 85 km now in total when CRACK. OH NO NOT AGAIN!!! Yep, yet another

but luckily my 6th and final spoke was just long enough that the nipple could grabit. | trued up the whed as
best as1 could but it isTOAST. It wobbles so bad that | had to release the rear bresks to give it room to move.
All the time my bike was upside down | was trying to hitch aride but again, no one stopped. Actudly andtive
Indian stopped but his car was too smal.
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| had just gotten back on my bike and started limping down the road when a truck towing a boat stopped. Bill
was from Chicago and was on hisway to aweek long fishing vacation. We tossed my bike and geer into his
boat and he game me allift into Kenora. So in the end it was an American tourist that saved my ass while the
local Canadians could careless. Astounding.

Day 50. July 4. 10km. Total 3534 km. Kenora.
Titlel: Noonesaid it was going to be easy.
Title2: A comedy of errors, trying to keep laughing.

| spent most of the day lazing around waiting for my whed to arrive. | went to the loca pawn shop, bought a
paperback and just sat by the lake and read. The whed arrived at 6:00 and it looked great. | swapped thetire
from my old whed and was just about going to cut the spokes from my old whed to ship the hub home when |
had second thoughts. The way things have been going | better not be hasty. Firgt | counted the number of
spokes on the new whedl.... Only 3227 Count them again. Ack, still only 32! What happened to the 36 spoke
whed | was promised. | found a note the mechanic had written that said that al his 36 hole hubs were 8 speeds
and | needed a 7 speed so he built up the 32 which "would be strong enough”. | thought that | was quite clear
that | wanted a 36 NOT a32. If | wanted a32 | had aready found another shop that had one they wanted to get
rid of for $130 but | decided that | would spend the additional $120 to get a 36. | was certainly not willing to
spend the extramoney and Hill only havethe 32. Then | discovered problem #2. When | tried to put the
cassette onto the hub there was aflare that prevented me from tightening the lock-ring so even if | wanted to
keep the whed | could not use it with the tools | have. Then problem #3, on ahunch | tried putting my BOB
trailer skewer through the hub and it istoo short! (The skewer goes through the axle and attaches the whed to
the bike frame). CRAP! When | bought the trailer they had to cut the skewer down 5 mm to fit on my bike but
now | am paying the consequences of that action. It isaways easier to remove meta than to add it!

Wl onething | have learned from thistrip isto just take everything in stride. Tomorrow | will cal up Petrie's
and ship the whed back for arefund. Then | will call Woodcock in Winnipeg and have them build a 36 spoke
whed and check to make sure that | can tighten the lock ring and get my skewer through. It looks like | will be
stuck herefor at least two more days but at least | am staying with aredly great guy. He was sympathetic to
my plight and said | can Say here aslong asiit takes for me to get going which meansthat thisis one lessthing |
have to worry aout. Well | am going to sit here and pet his brand new 5 week old Lab puppy for awhile
before going to bed. It's hard to remain stressed and frustrated with a puppy in your lap.

Day 51. July 5. 6km. Total 3540 km. Kenora.
A close encounter of the ederly kind.

| had avery near misswith acar today. | was on my way back from the Greyhound depot after shipping the
whed back when | saw an oncoming car pull Ieft into a driveway in front of me. That was ok because they had
plenty of time but the car right after them just blindly followed them in, cutting me off. | shouted and dammed

on my breaks and stopped just inches from their passenger side door. | don't know how the old lady could have
missed mein my bright ydlow jersey if she had actudly looked but | have afeding that she wasjust focused on
the other car and just turned. Not avery pleasant experience.

| called back to Woodcock and had them start building up that other whedl. | am trying to anticipate dl the
possible problems ahead of time to nip them in the bud. | asked them to make sure that a hyperglide cassette
would fit on the hub, it wouldn't so they have to change the axle. | had them check the width of the hub to
compare it with mine and sure enough it iswider so | will have to order anew skewer aswell. Thisisredly
getting frudrating. | think that my next touring bike will have mountain bike whedls. | saw aguy come into the
shop today with a pretzeled whed and in 5 minutes he left with abrand new whed.  Arrgghhh...
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Since | had timeto kill | went to the local book store and picked up three books. | read them dl today.

Day 52. July 6. 7km. Total 3547 km. Kenora.
Still waiting.

| amredly, REALLY ready to get back on theroad. A little bresk isnice but thisistoo much. | caled up
Woodcock but the guy | have been dedling with was on his day off, Oh oh, | hope my EXACT ingructions were
passed along. Ever play that telephone game as akid? The one where the first person whispers a message to
the next person and so on down the line. At the end you hear what the message has mutated into. | am worried

| am now going to end up with a 28 spoke BMX whed painted bright pink with purple polka dots. Hey you
never know.

Sure enough when | talked to the guy actudly working on the whed he said that they did not have theright size
spokes in the shop and that it would take aweek to order them. "A WEEK!? | DON"T THINK | HAVE
MADE MY SITUATION CLEARTO YOU!" | proceeded to fill himin and got him to cal around to the other
shops in town to track down the right size spokes.

So in the end they were able to find the right spokes and so the whedl is being built as | write this. | have asked
the local bike shop to order a new skewer but they weren't sure how long it would take. | told them | don't care

what it codts, just get them to ship it out overnight. What next?

Day 53. July 7. 7km. Total 3554 km. Kenora.
And waiting.

Thewhed arrived today and it looks great. | have high hopesfor thiswhed and have my fingers crossed that it
will survivethistrip. As| predicted my skewer was too short to use with this hub, good thing | ordered a
replacement yesterday. Assuming the part got shipped today it should be here tomorrow. | redly, redly, redly

want to get going.

Day 54. July 8. Okm. Total 3554 km. Kenora.
And waiting. | thought | said ship it express!

| packed up al me gear today, said my good-bye'sto Doug (the fellow whose yard | am staying in) and went to
the shop to wait for Purolator to arrive. 1T DID NOT HAPPEN <SIGH>. They must have shipped it regular
Purolator NOT overnight express. | thought | had made mysdf absolutdy dlear. Just another hard earned
lesson | guess, Trust NO-ONE! From now on | will be sure to cal the suppliers mysdf and be sure that the
message gets across. | guessit is better to learn it now instead of hearing "Gee Dr. Hennessey, you mean you
wanted that kidney for transplant today?'

S0 here are two more Trevor's Tips for the day.

1) Takeabicycle repair course before you leave so that you are confident that you can deal with most
evaything. When the nearest bike shop is 500 km away it would be a good thing to know how to replace a
spoke and true awhed or repack a hub.

2) Beforeyou leave get the phone # of the best equipped bike store you can find. One that has most every part
in stock so that no matter where you happen to be you can get that part couriered to you.
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Day 55. July 9. 111 km. Total 3665 km. Nestor Falls. 6 hrs.
DgaVu.

Geethisroute looksfamiliar. 1 have now paid back dl the distance that | have hitch-hiked previoudy with
interest S0 | don't fed bad about it at dl.

The skewer came in around 12:30 so after grocery shopping and packing up | was on theroad at 2:00. The
whed isworking fabuloudy but | can only think "What next?' It isgoing to take me awhileto regain
confidence in my bike and the funny thing isthat | am going to need a couple of long days biking to recover
from my week of "rest”, usudly it isthe other way around. It is amazing how quickly you can lose your
conditioning. Thisthird (and last) ride over these hills has been the hardest yet. Of course | did spend
essentialy 6 continuous hours in the saddle but | am more tired than usud.

Right now | am staying at ayard about 8 km outside of Nestor Falls since | aready knew that no one would let
me say intown. The couple living here are nice but unfortunately the gentleman has termind cancer, asad
case. It wasinteresting to hear them directly compare the US medica system to the Canadian one. Inthe US
they were able to access experimenta treatments that put him into remission whereas here they can't get
anything. Herein Ontario they have to pay for alot out of their own pocket, even blood tests to look at the
progression of thedisease. If that isn't atwo tiered system | don't know whét is.

Day 56. July 10. 114 km. Total 3779 km. Fort Frances. 7 hrs.
You may not drink and drive but othersdo.

First the road report. For 25 km from Nestor Falls the road isin poor shape and the terrain is quite hilly.
However, after 25 km the road is recently paved with a nice shoulder and the ground is much morelevel. The
scenery reminds me of a hillier eestern Manitoba, small farms carved out of the forests. Most of the housesin
the area looked like they would be excellent places to stay the night so next time instead of staying in Nestor
Fdls| would push on.

At the Hwy 11 junction | turned east and the road remained excellent and level to Emo. From Emo to Fort
Frances the road is in poorer shape.

There WAS a sporting goods store with a bike department in Fort Frances. Why didn't anyone mention that? |
could have just come down here instead of backtracking to Kenora. Oh well, I'm not a psychic so | could not
have known. | guessit did work out ok in Kenorain the end.

Right now | am staying on an Indian Reserve east of town. Usudly | try not to stay on the reserves as
unfortunately they don’ usudly look lik e the friendliest of placesbut | could not find any other location and |
saw a house with kids toys outside so | asked there. 1t worked out ecause they were redlly friendly and | was
able to get dinner and a couple of beers out of the deal (I did pass onajoint though). Which brings up my title,
I would not recommend bicycling in the evening anywhere in rurd Canada (and probably the US and dsawhere
aswdl) because it seems to me that no one thinks twice about drinking and driving. Two other people who
were around for supper left (by truck) after having severd beers each. | will definitely try to Stay of the roads at
that time and it probably would be a good idea for you sober drivers aswell, let the drunks run into each other.

Today was area scorcher, over 30 degrees, and the swim at the end of the day felt fantastic.
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Day 57. July 11. 147 km. Total 3926 km. Atikokan. 8 hrs.
Too hot and too long.

Today was just too hot to cover the distance | did over theterrain | had too. Unfortunately | redly had no other
choice because with the exception of Mine Center, Atikokan isthe only area of civilization between Fort
Francis and Thunder Bay. 300 km isjust too much to do in one day.

Again, | will gart with the road report. Overdl the road wasin great shape, the first 25 km was somewhat
rough and broken up but then there was 75 km of freshly paved road followed by 50 km of decent road. The
newly paved road had afair shoulder most of the way while the other sections had a shoulder sporadicaly
athough there is usudly one present on the hills which was nice. Spesking of hills, this section was quite
pleasant, more like the southern haf of Hwy 71 than the northern haf. | should qudify thet last Satement by
saying that this road would be pleasant at cooler temperatures but at 30 degrees plus, having to travel 150 km
wastoo much. Jugt likeacar, | was doing ok on the level areas or down hills but when climbing | would
quickly begin to overheat and have to stop for awhileto rest. | think | went through about 7 liters of water
today alone.

At the end of the day | redlly lucked out and found an awvesome place to stay. | went to the outskirts of town
and saw a couple out on their porch and asked if | could spend the night. Boy was | ever grilled. | was quizzed
for agood five minutes as they checked me out, they even (jokingly) asked if | had any references and were
surprised when | pulled out my address book and said that | have the addresses of over 50 people who have let
me stay the night and that they were more than welcome to write to them. They laughed at that and said sure, |
could gay. They might have been hesitant at first but boy did | ever get the red carpet trestment after that. First
of al | was ableto set up in their screened in gazebo so | did not have to set up my tent. Second, | was ableto
have anice long shower and do some laundry (I haven't mentioned this before but | do my laundry in the
shower with me, then after drying off | roll up my clothesin the towe, usudly provided, and wring it out. That
way my clothes are just alittle damp and when | hang them out they are nearly dry by morning). Third, since
they were having alate supper they invited meto join them. Wow, a beer, three burgers and a big plate of pasta
sdad later, | wasfeding great. We (errr... 1) ended up talking late into the night. | sure have turned into quite
the chatterbox, it must be dl that time alone on the road.

Wl it's bed time now. Nitedl.

Day 58. July 12. 151 km. Total 4077 km. Shabaqua Corners. 9 hrs.
4000 km and another time zone!

Man O Man am | ever tired. Biking in the heat yesterday redly tired me out (I was going for neerly 8 hours
sraight) and having to go another 150 km today just about did mein. To top everything off | had amiserable
nights deep lagt night. Y ou see, judt like the traveling mingres of old, | too must tell storiesto earn my keep
(something that | have gotten quite good at). Wl after retelling dl the bicycle problems | have had so far they
were fresh in my mind for my subconscious to form dreams from.  Also eating those three burgers (more mesat
than | have had in along time) probably contributed aswell. So on top of assorted dreamsinvolving heavily
armed Arab terrorists (who's butts | kicked by theway. Who'sdaman? | daman! ) | dso had anightmare
about my bike. | dreamt that | was out on atrail in the middle of nowhere and my rear whed died again.
Because | couldn't move my bike | had to take the whole whedl into town to get fixed. However, when | got
back to my bike | discovered that | had parked near ariver which was now flooded and | could see my bright
red bags bouncing dong the river bottom with my trailer following. | then had to dive in and try to rescue them
from the torrent before they were dl swept downstream. Not conducive to a good nights deep in the least.
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But | digress. The road today was as before, good in part and bad in others. Thefirst 90 km was flatter than
yesterday but the scenery was typica northern Ontario, bush, swamp and muskeg. While thiswas interesting
for awhile, after 90 km of it | was quite tired and ready for achange. After the first 90 km there was 10- 15km
of hillswhich were very scenic then it leveled out until | got back on Hwy 17. If you decide to travel dong this
route | would recommend that you carry agood ded of food and water as services dong this section were few
and far between and traffic was light. As a side note, watch out for Ontario road maps. Some "towns' that are
listed on the maps don't actualy exit, they are just aname of aroad.

| think that my body is Sarting to fed the strain abit so tomorrow | will just have ashort day and cdl it quitsin
Thunder Bay (~65 km). My legs are quite sore and fatigued and my left hand is Sarting to bother me where it
stson the handlebars. | think | need a day off soon.

Thisisto becontinued. Currently I am in Marathon ON and am typing up the last two daysto post as

well but therewill likely be no more updatesfor two weeks until | reach Montreal. | hope that you are all
enjoying reading thisasmuch as| am writing it.

Day 59. July 13. 65km. Total 4142 km. Thunder Bay.
So far so good.

Wil riding on Hwy 11/17 has not been as bad as | had feared/been led to believe. Truck and transport traffic
was MUCH heavier than | have been used to but it was sl survivable. The road was in good condition for
most of the way with a shoulder that varied from redly wide (nearly awhole lane) to very smal (~4") but even
on the smdl shoulder | did not fed in danger as the road lanes are S0 wide that the vehicles can give you some
distance when passing. From Shabagua it was rolling for 10 km then mainly flat farmland the rest of the way
into Thunder Bay.

| didnt redly like Thunder Bay much, from what | saw it was quite an ugly city. It looked to melikean old
resource town that did not know what to do when it grew up. | was reminded of some of the smaller resource
towns | have passed through, squat and run down, except this"small” town has a population of 115,000.

City bashing asde, if you do need work done on your bike, Thunder Bay isthe placeto be. | highly
recommend Farzan at Petrie's Cycle and Sports (807) 623-7228. Thisguy isthe most knowledgeable bicycle
mechanic | have ever met or talked too, he redly knows his suff. He gave my bike afull tune-up and ended up
working on that "new" rear hub of mine. It seemsthat when they re-built it at Woodcock they used two | eft-
hand cones and this caused alot of play inthewhed. | redly hopethat | have now gotten most of the potentid
problems out of the way and will have smooth saling from here on. We talked for awhile and Farzan said that
if | wasredly interested in getting the ultimate touring whed that | should get a tandem whed (48 spokes). He
had one in the shop and | wonder why he did not mention this to me when | needed anew whed? Grrrrr.... |
would have just bought it and to heck with what ever it cost.

| did hear afunny story today but before | retell it hereisadisclamer. | inno way suggest that you do the
following asit ishighly illegd, could send you to jall, and isjust not very nice. At oneshop | waswaiting in

we were trading funny stories and one guy told me about someone he knew who use to race in the US. Wl
every year before he when down there he would get dl the Canadian Tire money he could get his hands on, then
when he went down to the southern states he would use that as currency and since thiswas in the 80's he got it
a par. Canyou bdievethat? | can just imagine some southern cashier looking at those 10 cent hills, shrugging,
and accepting them because he aways though Canadian money was funny looking any ways.
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Day 60. July 14. 100 km. Total 4242 km. Nipigon. 9 hrs,
Title1: A truly hard-core cyclist.
Title2: Encounter with typical small town teenage girls.

On the way out of Thunder Bay | stopped at the Terry Fox memorid. 1t was beautiful. The sculptor caught him
perfectly, right in mid stride. The strain and effort required for him to push on is clearly written on his face and

| can see how hard it wasfor him. Traveling done, dong the same route that he would have taken | can
imagine what he was going through. Alone with the hardships of weather and insects and fatigue, he kept on
running until his cancer returned and he had to quit, to Scken and then to die. It brought me to tearsto redize
that this man was nearly my age when he passed by thisway. It was very moving.

Of course the government has placed a sign on the Terry Fox Highway saying “No running, no cycling.” Are
they cluelessidiots or what? | ignored it and pressed on.

Now that | am on the route that everyone HAS to take if they want the cross the country, | am seeing many
more cycligs. Six today done. Two were headed west and four were going east but so far | am the only one
going from coast to coast. Thefirst guy | met today turned out to be the second most amazing cydlist | met this
trip (the first being Marco who has been on the road for 2 years 7 months and 31,000 km, see the write-up for
Crescent Vdley). Thisguy sad he was planning on going from Vancouver to Hdifax but due to problems with
his feet and time congtraints hewill be caling it quits & hishomein Toronto. When | asked him when he left
Vancouver hesaid July 1. "JULY 1ST?2? You mean June 1 right?'. Nope, he meant July 1st. He had
made it to Thunder Bay in 13 daysl Holy Maoly! | know people who drove across Canada and were not able to
make it to Thunder Bay in 13 days. He had gone across BC in 4.5 days, something that took me nearly 2 weeks
todo! | learned that he works for Ford in Toronto and had planned to go from Vancouver to Haifax in 23 days,
the totd time he had off for vacation. He was on schedule until his feet started going numb in Winnipeg and he
decided to take it easier (only 200 km days ingtead of 350km+ !?). Persondly, that does not seem like alot of
funto me but | guessif you like covering the distance and only have alimited time off that's just what you have

to do. Could you imagine coming back from a3 week vacation and telling your buddies at work that you had
biked across Canada? No one would believe you.

Hereisalittle asde. | am writing thisin alittle cafe over supper and there are four teenage girls blabbering in a
corner. Wdl | guessthat thereis not much to do in asmal town because | can hear them betting each other to
come over and talk with me. 1t sounds like they have to st here for 5 min to win. Oopps, here come two
Now.....

Hehehe... Ok, |1 amback. Well apolite way of describing these girls would be to say that they are not the
brightest bulbs on the tree. They must have thought | was stupid or at least deaf. They came over, sat down and
uncomfortably started talking. Since thiswas a bet (and | was suppose to be the victim) | did not make it easy
for them a dll, forcing them to do mogt of thetalking. After 3 uncomfortable minutes | looked at the other two
gtting across the room (who were laughing quite a bit) and said, "So, istheir 5 minutes up yet?'. That shut

them up quickly, the look on their faces was priceless. "Y ou mean you heard everything?', one of them asked.
"Yep', | sad, "Thiswill make agreat story to post on my website, my friends back home will get ared kick out
of it." | let them gt for the remaining two minutes to win their bet but then the four of them hightailed it out of
there. | don't like being made the butt of ajoke and it sure was fun turning the tables on them.

Anyways, enough of that. The road today was in pretty good shape for most of the way and the scenery was
redly pretty. One negt thing about biking along this arealis that the soil and rocks consst of bright red and

pink granite which sort of reminds me of Prince Edward Idand. The shoulder was between 1-5 feet in width

but the average width was around 16 inches or so0. Again the lanes are wide enough that even if the shoulder
was chewed up or nonexistent there was till room on the road for the trucks to pass and there sure are abunch
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of them! Having been on the smdler back roads | guessthat | am more used to having small/no shoulders and
having trucks whizzing by because | met three giys who were biking around L ake Superior who looked at me
with shock when | said that | thought this road was in ok shape (well IT IS compared to some of the roads |
have been on). It seemsthat one guy in their group was blown off the road by atruck yeserday and he hit a
guide rail, cracking hisbike frame. Ouch! Loosing wheels are bad enough but destroying an entire frame
would redly put mein abad mood.

Oh yes, before | cdl it quits for the night Old Murphy struck again (the Law thet is). Last week | had my dad
send out a spare tire from Vancouver to Nipigon by Greyhound and they said it would take 4-5 days. Wdl here
| am now, 6 days later and guesswhat? It'snot here! Gee, no big surprise there, as | walked through the doors
into the depot | thought to mysdlf, Y ou know what, | bet it's not here.", and sure enough it wasnt.

Itistoo late to ded with it tonight so | will seewhat | can do tomorrow. Good-night.

Day 61. July 15. 65km. Total 4307 km. Rossport. 6.5 hrs.
Gone Coastal (not postal).

| was hoping that my package would arrive on the 10:15 bus so | decided to take it easy in the morning and
deepit. Wdl it didn't arive. Hereis another lesson learned, send everything by Purolator or Express post
where they have a guaranteed delivery time and can track your packages. After 35 minutes person behind the
counter could till not figure out what to do (it'sjust a Husky station so they areredly only cashiers). | told her
to give me the telephone numbers and | would do the cdling. Wl after 30 min | findly tracked down someone
with haf abrain and they thought that it might bein on the 11:55 bus. If it wasn't | was able to get them to
promise to forward it to the next town at their expense so | could leave and not have to wait around for it to
arrive.

Wl | guess| waswearing my lucky underwear today (oh wait I'm in bike shorts, never mind), because thetire
did arrive on the 11:55 bus from Toronto and | was off. Unfortunately it was into a headwind but &t least | was
on the road again.

The road was in good to excelent shape most of the way and the scenery was breathtaking. Much of theride
was devated with aview of Lake Superior which was gligtening in the sun. Y ou could look out into the lake
and see al thelittle idands (and some big ones) scattered offshore. The biking was made chdlenging by the

fact that there were some good climbs over ridges dong theway. There were two short climbs near the Sart (4
6%0) then alonger (couple of km) one just before Pays Platt followed by a shorter one just before Rossport. |
ended up having to push my bike up most of the hills because my legs are shot and have zero energy for
dimbing. After 6 daysand 750 km | guessthat they just need timeto rest and recharge. The scenery near
Rossport redly reminded me of home, large rolling hills with lots of trees and the road winds aong through

them. This area could quite easly pass for parts of southern BC and sort of made me homesick.

Rossport isaquaint little town right on Lake Superior that is an excellent place for tired cyclists to stop.
However, since Rossport does not have alibrary | am going to continue on to Schreiber tomorrow where they
do have alibrary and spend aday or two resting and typing up my diary. But while | am herein Rossport a
great place to camp can be found just outside of town. Thereisasmadl park to the east of town whereit you
can camp for free (a least there are no Signs saying you can't) and there are washrooms just across the road.
Sinceitisonly Thursday night and it isasmall town | am comfortable camping done here. | can seethe
remains of campfires which suggests that this could be a party spot on Friday and Saturday nights so | would
probably find somewhere elseif | was here then.
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Because the grass was long in areas the bugs were pretty bad. In this case it wasn't mosquitoes or horseflies that
were the problem, ingtead it is a new pesky insect, the black fly. It'samazing how many different insects there
are that can make life misrable. Hereis how | have been dedling with the bugs so far and it seemsto be
working so far without exposing mysdf to too many chemicas.

| have avery light weight track suit thet is paper thin but the blackflies and horseflies can't bite through

athough unfortunately mosquitoes can. When the mosquitoes are redlly bad | put on my heavy rain jacket and
rain pants and they can't bite through that thicker material. To protect my head | have one of those funky
looking bug netting head gear that keeps them out of my face and away from my neck. Then any remaining
exposed areas are treated with a high percentage DEET spray (at least 23%, Muskol is good but no name stuff
will work aswell). | spray my hands and the area of skin just above my socks but where my pants can ride up.
| forgot to do this area once and ended up with so many bitesthat it looked like | was wearing two, red ankle
bracelets. It wasjust a continuous ring of bug bites. Itchy.....

<Pause, SMACK> Ewwww..... Spesking of bugs, | just saw a mosquito that got in my tent. | flicked himto
kill him but he must have just bit me because he exploded, spraying blood over my tent wal. That wasredly
gross. Doesthat imagery give you ared fed for northern Ontario?

Wil even though it isdill early, | am completely beet so | am going to bed. Y ou know the old saying, the early
bird getsthe worm. Hmmm... Getting up early didn't help the worm any did it? ;-)

| tend to subscribe to the other saying: Early to bed and early to rise makes a man tired and weak in the eyes.

Day 62. July 16. 21 km. Total 4328 km. Schreiber.
Just what the doctor ordered.

Today was exactly what | needed. | dept in until 8:30 and took my time packing. | struggled up over theone
hill between Rossport and Schreiber and coasted down into town. There was a nice wind from the west and my
mind wanted me to keep going but my body just couldn't take anymore. Y ou could say that in this case the
Spirit was willing but the flesh was weak.

Even with only ashort day on theroad | did experience aredly neat weather phenomenon riding between
Rossport and Schreiber. On the uphill Sde of a climb it was hot, humid, and clear. On the other sdethe
westher was completdly different. It wasagood 10 degrees cooler and redlly foggy. It seemsthat thevalley |
entered runs directly to Lake Superior and the cool moist air comes up from the lake reacts with the hot moist
ar from theinland to meke thefog. It was quite interesting seeing wesather happen like that.

| arrived in town at noon and went directly to the library where | spent the next 5 hours typing up the last
month. | only got haf of it done before | got Sck of typing so | will do the rest tomorrow. After talking a bit
with the librarian she offered to let me camp in her back-yard and | accepted sight unseen.

The town is having a heritage days celebration this week so | was able to score some freshly barbecued
hamburgers before heading back to camp for a shower and to do some laundry. Both of which were sorely
needed as the last few days were near 30 degrees and very humid. | plan on staying here tomorrow to complete
my recovery and finish typing up the past months worth of entries.

| go deep now.

Day 63. July 17. Okm. Total 4328 km. Schreiber.
Hasit really been two months?
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| can't believe that it was two months ago today that | headed out from home on the start of thistrip. Although
when | st down and redlly think about it, it ssemsthat | have been on the road for ages. Keremeos, Osoyoos,
Cadllegar, they dl fed like years ago and Prince Edward Idand and Newfoundland seem light years away.
Through dl thetrids and tribulations, ups and downs of thisjourney | fed stronger and confident that | can take
care of anything that can be tossed a me. | look forward to seeing what the next part of the trip holdsin store
for me.

Actudly one thing that gill surprises meis the hospitdity of the people and familiesthet | say with. 1t seems
that it has gotten to the point where | only have to spend afew hours with them and | become an adopted
member of the family, fighting for control of the TV remote. Today was no different, | woke up to fresh
pancakes for breakfast and tonight we had a huge pasta dinner with ice cream for dessert and tomorrow sheis
planning strawberry and blueberry waffles (wow, bicycle touring sure is tough, | don't know how much longer |
can keep roughing it like this<GRIN>). | spent much of the day finishing typing up my journal to the present
(between today and yesterday | typed 13,000 words, that is over 24 typed pages). Unfortunately, | was unable
to upload it onto the Site because there has been a huge fire in Toronto that has knocked out the main trunk of
the internet line through this section of Ontario. | hope to get thisdl up in a couple of days when accessis
restored.

Day 64. July 18. 91 km. Total 4419 km. Marathon. 8 hours.
Luck of thelrish.

I must have inherited the luck of the Irish dong with the Hennessey surname because there is no way that
everyone can be asfriendly asthe people | am staying with. Thismorning | had what will likely be the best
breskfast of the entire trip. HUGE Belgian waffles smothered in fresh blueberries and strawberries and topped
with whipping cream and maple syrup. This wasn't a breskfad, it was more like dessert. Infact I'm drooling
just remembering it. | gorged myself so much on them that | had to St around until noon to give mysdf timeto
digest enough of it that | could cycle without burgting.  And then tonight in Marathon | ran into another amazing
family who let me shower, do laundry, use their computer and to top it off fed me amed of salad, steak and
potatoes and ice cream. The qui

Aaasaahhhhhhhhh....... A BEAR!Im

Phew, | redly didn't need that! Just as| waswriting thisin my tent | heard a scraping sound and one of my
bags fell over. | thought it had just tipped over until | heard more scratching and the wal of my tent continued
to move. | was sureit was a bear trying to get at my food bags (yes, when | aminatown | leave themin my
tent). Well | just freaked out, | shouted, clapped my hands and generdly made alot of noise. | grabbed for my
flashlight and bear soray but CRAP, my bear spray was dtill attached to my bike where | left it. So with
commando like speed | dove out of my tent, rolling aong the ground and grabbed the pepper spray with my
right hand while | scanned the yard with my flashlight in my left. (Ok, so it didnit quite happen like that but it
sounds heroic). So therel amin my underwear, holding aflashlight in one hand, a can of pepper spray in the
other and then | seeit.... Their cat, crouching by the corner of their house looking at me like | am some kind of
crazed lunatic. It was HIM scratching a my tent and giving me a heart attack, not abear. What ardlief (but |
ill did move my food into the house).

Now where was | before | was so rudely interrupted. Oh yes, the quickest way to abicycle tourists heart is
through their somach and | love these folks dready. | got out of the shower and their older daughter said that
she was sorry but they had already eaten and al they had was some leftover barbecued steak and potatoes,
would that be ok? "Would that be ok??", | thought, "That would be more than ok that would be fantastic’. So
| sat down and chatted with her while munching on a great dinner. Shewas closeto my age and it wasredly
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nice talking with a peer for a change, | have not had that opportunity much on thistrip. | guessthat isaside
effect of choosing places to stay where there are kids toys (too young) or flower gardens and garden gnomes
(too old).

As per road conditions, Hwy 17 was pretty much the same as it has been the whole time. The first 65 km was
nicely paved while the last 25 km was quite rough. And in terms of hillsthey are still present but not as bad as
they were coming into Schreiber. There was one big one after Terrace Bay then it was mostly downhill for 35
km then about equa amounts of up and down for the last 45 km though it looked like it would have been harder
traveling west.

That's dl for tonight folks, good night.

Day 65. July 19. 10km. Total 4429 km. Marathon.
| am going to fed thisin the morning.

Oh man am | going to be tired tomorrow. | will have to be brief because it is much later than | wanted it to be
and | have to be up early tomorrow to make it to White River (~100 km) before the day getstoo hot. The
reason for the late night? Well | met avery nice girl a the library today who in the course of chatting asked if |
would like to go for awak tonight. Well | had wanted to get to bed early but | have a standing policy that
anyone who has the guts to ask to talk/walk/go out with me is someone that is worth getting to know better
(actudly thisisthefirg time EVER that | have actudly had the opportunity to useit but | had thought about it
before ;-). It was funny, it was dmost like because we were complete strangers we could completely drop our
guards and talk about anything. She now knows things about my growing up that even my good friends don't
know. And | got the opportunity to hear about what it is like to grow up intelligent in asmall town and what
you have to ded with in the schools. | would have to say that she is one of the most intelligent, articulate,
interesting and mature young womean that | have ever met and she has gone through and overcome (not entirely
unscathed but stronger for them) such thingsthat | don't think that | could have dedlt with at her age. | seein
her the enormous potential to turn into an amazing adult and | am looking forward to corresponding with her
further.

Ohyes, and | did get essentidly dl caught up on my web ste dthough | still have not managed to put the rest of
my pictureson. They areredly just to labour intensive to do and will probably have to wait until | get home.

Ok I haveto go to bed now. | am not looking forward to getting up in 5 hours.

One other note. | had barbecued ribs and potatoes with the family | am staying with. Yum, it just doesn't get
better than this.

Day 66. July 20. 100 km. Total 4529 km. White River.
Title 1: The home of Winnie the Pooh.
Title2: A littletaste of Italy.

Wedl it was just as | predicted last night, | am completdly exhausted. My alarm went off at 7:00 but Sinceit was
30 cold outside and my deeping bag was so warm, it took me afull hour of drifting in and out of consciousness
before | could drag my sorry carcass out of bed. Even though | was an hour late getting going it didn't matter
too much asthe cycling was redlly pleasant today. 1t was hot (mid to high 20's) but | had a nice coal taillwind
and it was mogtly level ground so it did not have to exert mysdlf too badly. The road wasin rough conditionin
places but there was dways at least 16" of shoulder and even though it was cracked | could till ride on it.
There were alot of logging trucks on the road but most gave me plenty of room. Oneidiot however nearly took
me out. He passed another logging truck effectively completely blocking both lanes with severa thousand
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pounds of lumber and sted dl hurtling toward me. | dammed on the bresks and dide into the soft gravel
shoulder of the road to avoid being mushed. Having severd tens of thousands of pounds of stedl and lumber
flying by you a over 100 kph isredly something | can live without. AsMonty Python so aptly put it "I nearly
soiled my armor.” (An interesting asde: it isfunny how it doesnt redly bother me when they pass me going
the same direction (rdaive velocity ~80 kph) yet it is extremey frightening when they come at you head on
(relative velocity ~120 kph). Either way | would be equaly dead if they hit me))

Now many of you probably think that | am completely insane to bike across Canada "You cdl that a
vacation?" issomething | hear quite frequently. Wl today | met two guysthat even | think are nuts. They are
WALKING across Canadain support of funding Alzheimer research. Now you might be thinking that walking
isno big ded, it's been done before. Well unlike most charity crossings | have met so far, with their support
vehicles carrying gear, food, water, personal masseuse ect, these guys are doing it unsupported! Now THAT
takes red guts. They each have what looks like akids bicycle trailer behind them attached to a hip belt and they
pull dl their gear and food with them. They are averaging 40 km per day and have awebsite at
www.sharpsites.echelon.ca/sea2sea.html.

Now if you recal, the padt little while | have been complaining of redlly tired and sore legs. Well today | think
that | have uncovered the reason for it. It isnot because of my body or the hills but instead it is the fault of my
bike. Even after two daysrest | was ill having problems this morning with the hills o | decided that it must

not be my body but something else. | got off my bike a arest stop and checked everything. Handlebar height?
Check. Pedals? Check. Saddle height? Check. Saddle position? AH HA! It wasthat last one that wasthe
problem. For some reason my seat-post clamp no longer hold my saddle in position but instead dlowsit to
dide dl theway back. This puts my seet 4 cm further away from the handlebars. Now this may not seem like
much but it completely wrecks my cycling geometry. | have to arch my back more to reach the handle-bars,
crane my neck to see and my legs are no longer correctly positioned over the pedas. None of these differences
areredlly noticeable at the start but after severa hours on the road the cumulative difference adds up. At White
River | went into the hardware store and rigged up some repairs that should last until | hit ared bicycle shop.
Actudly, thereisalocal guy intown who does basic repairs and you can reach him a Superior Bicycle Repair,
807 822-2590. (That is something you quickly notice here dong Lake Superior, every business name HAS to
incorporate Superior in it somehow. Superior Bicycle, Superior Hair Cuts, Superior Gas, Supeaior Knitting
Supplies, you name it they useit.)

| arrived in White River (allegedly where the origind Winnie the Pooh was purchased as a mascot for the army)
at 4:00. Sincel have been having such grest luck with being offered supper around thistime | thought | would
try to pick another winner tonight. Well | cased the whole town (not very hard to do) and settled upon the
nicest house of the bunch. | mean this yard looks like a park: neetly trimmed grass, rock and wildflower
gardens with vegetables galore. Thiswas a property maintained by someone who had red pridein doing it and
alot of time on their hands = retired = possible empty nesters = kind people and supper? To make the Stuation
even more promising | could see someone working in one of the gardens (my success rate for asking peoplein
their yards as opposed to knocking is 100%). Asit turns out most of my huncheswere correct. The people
living there were aredly friendly retired Itaian couple with grown up children. | was alowed to pitch my tent
in back of their garage, have a shower and was invited in for supper. Fantastic! It wasared Itaian affair too,
fresh salad with an oil and vinegar dressing, a delicious soup and amazing home baked bread. Thiswasdl
served with a 2 liter jug of his home brewed red wine (anyone who saysthat they are Italian but doesn't have a
couple jugs of home brewed winein the cdlar is lying; elther about being Itdian or about having the wine ;-).
Then to top it al off, for dessert there wasice cream topped with fresh picked wild blueberries and over it all
wasdrizzled brandy. Thisjust blows peanut butter and jam sandwiches right out of the water. From now on |
will dways be sure to arrive in town by 4:30, no more 8:00 arrivas for me.
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Soinadl | fixed my bike (hopefully), had a wonderful medl, told a couple of my standard stories and headed to
my tent to write it al down. Not abad day if | say so mysdf.

Day 67. July 21. 123km. Total 4652 km. Old Woman Bay.
Title 1: New partnerson the road
Title 2: Bicycle tourists have NO modesty.

Whatever modesty | had when | 1eft Vancouver is completely gone now. | guessthe erosion started on the
Prairies. You see, in BC there are trees everywhere and so whenever you have to rdlieve yoursdf it isredly
easy to get out of sght. Well thisdl changed on the Prairies. There are no trees, just wide open spaces except
where farmers have planted them and even then those are ether in view of the house or behind fences. This
was no big dedl because | quickly discovered that if you didn't see any cars on the horizon you had at least 45
seconds do your stuff before one would arrive. By the end of the Prairies that redlly wasn't much of a concern
ether, check for cars and then go but by now | just figured that it's nothing they haven't seen before and any
ways, | did not know them and would never see them again. Well today was the day that | conscioudy redized
that | had no modesty |eft, but before | get to that here is the road report.

Overdl the section was quite hilly but between White River and Wawa (where they have Sushied) these hills
were different from the type | have encountered earlier in Ontario. These hills had long gradud climbs

followed by long gradud declines which would have been easy to traverse wereit not for a stiff headwind that
mede it dl much more difficult. The road wasin fair condition but there was a 36 km section that was poor but
currently under road repairs.  From Wawato Old Woman Bay in Lake Superior Provincia Park was much
hillier. From Wawa you descended for ~5 km then climbed for 13 km (part of it a 5% grade) before descending
4kmtothebay. Asl writethiswe are camped right on the beach and in the background | can hear the rolling
surf of Lake Superior breaking gently on the shore. The bay got it's name because one rocky cliff that makes up
the south end of the bay looks like the profile of an old woman looking up at the sky.

Now you may have noticed that | have mentioned "we'. That is because today | hooked up with a couple of
other Cross-Canada cydigs and am riding with them for awhile. Intota | met 6 cycliststoday. The
Carmichaels, afamily of four, were crossing Canada together. Dad and two sons cycled while Mom drove a
motorhome, cooked the medls, did laundry, found camp-sites for the night, ect.. The other three were touring
like | was, with dl their gear on their bikes and they are who | am staying with tonight. Chris and Karen were
brother and sster and were cycling from Victoriato . Johns and had |eft on June 5th while Bob had left on
June 17th. They had been legpfrogging each other the past couple days but tonight we al got together to spend
the night. They were absolutely astounded by my stories of camping in peoples yards and after tdling them
about some of the meals | have had (beats Mr. Noodles) and obtaining frequent showers (they went 14 days
through B.C. without one) | am sure they will try it in the future. All in dl these are the firgt group of fdlow
cydigsthat | have met that | actualy want to ride with for awhile. A fun group of people to be with.

And now back to the modesty story. It was early afternoon and the temperatures were soaring. We (Chrisand
Karen) came upon alake by the side of the highway and decided to go for aswim. Now you can't redlly go
swimming in cycling shorts because when wet they would chafe badly when you got back on the bike, however,
the most cover around was little 1 foot high bushes. Well there was no way that this was going to sop me from
cooling off so right there by the Side of the Trans- Canada highway | just stripped, pulled on my swim trunks
and hopped into the lake. Very refreshing (the swim, not the nudity). And well, gpparently | am not the only
one who is completely not self conscious. When we findly got to the bay that night we were al hot, sweety and
tired so we dl changed and jumped into the lake (Cooal, | have now officidly swum in Lake Superior). Karen
and | were chatting as we cleaned up and | turned away to check out the horizon. | turned around and WHOA!
Full frontal shot whiletoweing off. Wl heck; if frozen bear paws and a skull didn't phase mein

Saskatchewan there was no way that | was going to let thisdo it (and ahem, shdl we say that while wearing a
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Speedo there would have been a clear indication of whether | was phased or not). Wel you know, it is
surprisingly easy continue a conversation with a naked woman as long eye contact is maintained which in this
case was not easy "Gee, | have heard about getting those pierced but thisisthefirst time I've seen it!". | wonder
what my femae friends back home will think about this, they were shocked to hear that guys showered naked in

public pools, wel duh.

Wil it is nearly midnight now after awonderful, eventful day but before | cal it quits| am going to Sit here and
watch the moon rise over thelake for abit. It isaclear night and the moon and stars are reflected magnificently
in the water, thisis a night to remember (and not just because of the nudity ;-).

Day 68. July 22. 87 km. Total 4739 km. Montreal River.
Title 1: Busted!
Title 2. First real accident. Cause? Stupidity.

Wil we got busted this morning for our illega camping. | guess we should have listened to Bob and gotten up
at 5:00 am to be off early but we were dl just too tired. Asit was, we were just finishing packing when the
Park Warden came by and caught us on the beach. The days of being able to camp anywhere are long gone, the
government wants their money. We told him that we arrived late a night and didn't think that we could make it
to the next camp dite (true but we left out that we weren't planning on making it either) so instead of fining us
($200 per person gpparently) he charged us the back-country fee of $10.75 per tent and as only two were now
standing (the third being packed dready) we were charged $21.50. Only $5 per person but we were il
somewhat bummed about having to pay this until we passed the campsites 15 km further down theroad. Tak
about highway robbery! The Ontario parks service charges $18.75 per tent!!! That's not per campsite but per
tent, it would have cost us nearly $60 to spend the night legally! And get this, a 36 foot long RV capable of
deeping 4-6, using dectricity, water and sewer and taking up 3 times the amount of space occupied by dl four
of us combined, is charged $20. Whereisthefarnessin this? Most cycle tourists motto is " Take only pictures
and leave only footprints' which isaheck of alot better for our parks and environment than these mammoth,
gas guzzling, road hogging mongrosties. It appears that our government is looking toward Y elowstone and
other US parks for direction and soon only the rich will be able to afford to use our "public* parks. How can
youth and lower income families afford to come to a park for along weekend? Want to stop at a rest-stop?
You haveto pay. Want to go for aswim? You haveto pay. We were able to get around these user fees
because the ticket machines clearly said to buy aticket and place it on your vehicles dash. Since bicycles don't
have dashes we just assumed that we must be exempt ;-). Actudly it was not just the government Sites that
were outrageous. The cheapest campsite | have seen in Ontario so far has been $17 ($18 for RV's). This
doesn't affect me much, our escapade at Old Woman Bay was only the fourth night this trip where | had to pay
to deep, not abad average. Actudly it was dmost worth getting busted because after thewarden (bullet proof
vest, gun and al) had left we nearly busted our guts laughing as we made up possible things we could say if we
were wardens ourselves. "Get your face down on that beach and eat sand fredloaders!”. "Put your head
between your legs ard kiss your cyclist ass good-hy." | guessyou redly had to be there but Bob is ared
comedian and we were dl nearly peeing our selves laughing so hard.

Being on the beach was dso alot of fun but the sand does get into everything. Tents, degping bags, clothing,

and | am sure our bikes are not very happy about it either. We also had a couple of drunks show up at the beach
around 3:00 am but a downpour drove them away before they discovered us. Thereis something to be said for
manicured lawns and private back yards.

Overdl today was an amazing day. | would have to say that the splendor of the route dong Lake Superior is
comparable to the ride through the Rockies and southern Saskatchewan, it was just beautiful. Never inmy
wildest dreamsdid | imagine that Lake Superior would look like this. | had expected it to look like the
Pecific/Atlantic ocean or any other large body of water. Dark, grey murky water, and from what | have heard,
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polluted but this was not the case. Lake Superior is crystd clear and it isimpossible for me to describe the
colours we saw as the sun pierced the surface. Aqua green and turquoise blues were abundant in the smal bays
and coves along the shore and the deeper water was arich deep blue or emerad green. If you replaced the fir
and pine trees dong the shore with pam trees | could easy mistake this area for the Caribbean. It was just so
beautiful that we dl ended up going swvimming three times today, an individud early morning skinny dip in the
bay to wake up, very refreshing. Then again around lunch at Katherine Cove. This cove was the most beautiful
body of water that | have ever seen either in pictures or in life and | have been down the Pecific coast dl the
way to Mexico, the Maritimes and throughout Hawali. This picturesque cove, nestled in the south end of Lake
Superior Nationa Park, had an amazing white sand beach and the tropical blue-green water which was quite
warm as aresult of the past week of hot weather. The image of this bay appearing as| came onto the beach
from thetrall through the forest will be forever blazed into my memory. Thethird and find swim of the day
wasmore of aparty. It wasat Montred River and there were seven of us cycliststogether. Chris, Bob, Karen
and | hooked up for the evening with the Carmichagls and we are dl staying together for the night. We found
thet there was a campsite that would charge $12 per tent but instead of paying we found a clearing off the road
and that iswhere we are staying. We are like aband of gypsies grouping together for protection and
companionship. Wedl cycled at our own speed but met up at the swim spots and at the end of the day for a
potluck (although the Carmichaels redly provided dl the food, we just brought our gppetites). One of their
sons plays the bagpipes and so we were serenaded by the pipes out on the shore of the largest lake in world.
Fantastic.

Even though we spent dl day on the road we only traveled 87 km. Thiswas due to the frequent swim breaks
which were necessary because it was just too hot to be on the road for long.  There was one section through the
park that had been freshly paved and had not yet faded from that dark, tar black. | sweer it acted like afrying
pan, raisng the temperature on the road by 10 degrees and just cooking us. After only 5 kmonit | had drunk
two liters of water and was drenched in swedt.

The good roads through the park did not last long. In fact there were some sections that were even more
treacherous than Kicking Horse Pass through B.C. Narrow, no shoulder, cracked pavement and BIG, FAST
trucks. It was on asection likethisthat | had my first red accident of the trip. My camerabag strap, which
hangs on my aero bars, had did down and was rubbing againgt my front whedl. Instead of stopping to take care
of it | just reached down and moved it out of theway. It was at that moment that | hit abig crack which sent me
onto the soft gravel shoulder, usudly no big ded, “I'll just ride it out”, | thought to mysdlf. 1t wasabig ded this
time because there was a big pile of grave left over from congtruction that took up the whole shoulder (who
wastheidiot who left it there?). Again this normaly would have been fine, “I'll just go around it”, but to make
matters worse there was a big meta railing dong the sde. All this happened in the course of a split second but
it isfunny how timedowsdown. | had just enough timeto clip out of my pedds and hit the breaks before my
front tire hit the railing and threw me over the handlebars. | landed hard but my first thought was not if | had
hurt mysdlf but was my bike was ok? Bodies fix themsaves but bikes don't and | had visions of a cracked rim
or bent frame and being stuck in Ontario again. Fortunately nothing was broken (either on me or my bike) and |
just ended up with some cuts and bruises. Next time | will stop my bike. Idiot!

As| mentioned earlier, the scenery was breathtaking but there was a good ded of hills that needed conquering.

| think that the first good one was 15 km or so from Old Woman Bay then there were a couple after Agua Bay.
There was a sweet 5 km descent into Montred River and we were done for the night. Just to let you know,
carry agood supply of food and water. Inthe park there was water at the campsite but not at the rest stops that
we could see. There were no soresright in Montreal River but apparently there is one about 2 km further up a
big hill that I would not want to climb at the end of aday.

That'sit if tonight. Goodnight dl.
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Day 69. July 23. 119km. Total 4858 km. Sault Ste. Marie.
Title 1: Humidity going up and down like a yo-yo.
Title2: Coca Cola doesn't make applejuicel ?!

The humidity today was the worgt that | have encountered yet thistrip. We did not get off in the morning until
9:30 because the Carmichagls made up abig pot of oatmed and the novelty of a hot breskfast kept us there
until our somachswerefull. During our conversation the subject of the second title for today came up and |
will just make brief mention of it today. Do not think about picking up bottles from the sde of Hwy 17 to
recycle! One of the kids earlier said, "Why are people throwing away haf full bottles of apple juice? Wel
Coca Coladoesn't make gpplejuice! Itisjust disgusting, people are pissing in bottles as the drive (what, can't
take 5 minutes to stop?) and then they toss them out the window. They are everywhere. From dobs (beer

bottles), to the middie class (Coca cod bottles), to yuppie's (Evian bottles) | have seenit dl. Wonderful scenery
huh?

Thefirgt climb of the day was very nearly our lagt. 1t just about killed me. | need a couple of kilometers of

easy riding to warm up in the morning before tackling the hard stuff but there was no such luxury thismorning.
The climb out of Montred River was brutd (perhaps just my impression) and the humidity was so high that

only 0.5 kmup it | was drenched in sweat. Three quarters the way up the hill we (Chris, Karen and 1) wimped
out and headed into the store for some air-conditioning and then spent an additiona 15 minutes stretching to try
and loosen up. For therest of the day the humidity bounced up and down depending what the cloud cover was
like. When it was overcast the heat was smothering, when it cleared a bit the humidity dropped like a rock.
While we were stretching out | was asked the stupidest question yet. A felow hops out of his Crown Victoria
asks where we were from and then he drops a bombshell, "So what do you do if you get afla?' What? He
redlly had no clue! Bob told me that he has been asked this a couple of times but thisismy first time. | had to
bite back the snappy reply, "Hmm... Boy | never though about that." "I guess that would be the end of the trip.
| would just cdl acab and catch the next flight home" Instead | say that we carry with us dl the tools we
would ever need to fix mogt things. Redly, what isit that they think we would do? My theory isthat their
brainis so addled by the fact that we have come from Vancouver that they can no longer think straight and can't
help but ask stupid questions.

From Montred River there was about 20 km of climbing with the trend being upward most of the way then after
20km it garted rolling. At Pancake Bay | stopped at the parks office to call home and update my parents and |
found out that a reporter from the Vancouver Sun wanted to interview me. Cool!  Chris and Karen went on
ahead while | cdled him up and did an interview. When | was done the sky just opened up and there was a
torrential downpour. Perfect timing, | was till undercover and just decided to wait it out. | went into the
center and talked to the park atendants, al girls working summer jobs with the parks service, and | guess |
charmed them enough that they fed me anice lunch. Smooth Trev', smooth.

Therain let up after 45 minutes and | met Chris and Karen down the road where they had ducked out of therain
and we continued on.  About 45 km from Montred River the road redlly leveled out until we came upon The
Mile Hill <GASP>. Actudly | would say that it was more like one long, steady downhill grade and | would not
like to come up the other direction. Now about that hill. In every place that we stopped today people have been
coming up to us and warning us about THE MILE HILL. That'stheway they say intoo. When they say “The
Mile Hill” you dmost expect ominous music to start up with the dlassc Dum Dum dum sound... Thefear in
their voice isdmogt paatable and they spesk of it in a hushed whisper asif they are afraid of their car being
sruck down by the dmighty Hill for amply mentioning it doud. TheMileHill. According to legend one
cross-country cyclist took onelook at it and just turned around rather than attempting to climb it (just kidding
but that's what they would have you believe). | kept saying, "But it's cdled Mile Hill because it is only one mile
longright? Just apuny 1.6 km?' Evenif it IS the Stegpest thing that we have ever encountered, if cars canget
up it, we certainly can. Heck, | can PUSH my bike up amile in 10-15 minutes. Just goes to show you that
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people gage hills based on what they can compare it too in the areaand most of thisregionisjust flat or smal
hills. We TOLD them that there were days in B.C. where we had to climb for 70 straight km but they just can't
grasp it with their Centra Ontario brains. To them nothing can be as bad as The Mile Hill. Well werodeit and
yes, it was atough climb. | would say that it must be over 8%, maybe 12% but | climbed the whole mile
glanding up without having to get off my bike and yesit redly was only one milelong. After that climb we
essentidly just coasted downhill for 20 kminto Sault. &t Marie.

After doing out grocery shopping in town it was starting to get dark and | did not want to try and reach the next
rest stop before dark so we decided to try and find a place to stay intown. Hereiswhere | began the lesson on
finding agood yard. We passed by a couple unsatisfactory ones until | saw two promising ones. | had Chris
stand in the back (dyed hair growing out into a pretty cool afro with a beard, might scare an old lady) and Karen
and | approached the door. We knocked but no one was home. However, from the stairs | could see that there
were peoplein the backyard of the next house so that's where | headed next. | just went up to them, introduced
oursalves and asked if we could camp in their back yard. "Sure, no problem”, camethe reply and so thet is
where we are tonight. Piece of cake! | wonder what Chris and Karen think about this? They looked pretty
astonished at how easy it was and downright shocked when the lady offered the three of us showers. Ahhh, the
joysof backyard camping. The scenery might not be as fine bt it does haveit's perks. The only downside to
staying here was that Karen, waking around in her socks, stepped right in apile of dog doo. Actudly, Chris
and | were holding our guts howling with laughter while Karen was less than impressed.

Wil we did not finish dinner until 11:30 pm soitislate as| write thisand | have to get some degp now 0
goodbye for now.

Day 70. July 24. 110 km. Total 4968 km. Tullock Lake, Iron Bridge.
Spoiled by Superior.

| am afraid that todays road report is afairly poor one. Road conditions changed so frequently that | could not
keep them dAl draight in my head until tonight. Hereiswhat | can remember. From Sault Ste. Marie to Echo
Bay the road had a huge shoulder and was very level. Then from Echo Bay to Desbarats it was mostly level but
the shoulder came and went. Then dl the way to Iron Bridge there were rolling hills but they were dl fairly

short and not very steep. It was quite hot today but not as humid as yesterday and we had a wonderful tailwind
50 cycling was pleasant. Although Chris, Karen, and | were quite tired and could have done with a shorter day,
we have al learned from hitter experience that when the wind is blowing your way you go asfar asyou can
because tomorrow it might switch around and come right back in your face.

At Sault Ste. Marie we sadly Ieft the beautiful shores of Lake Superior and started onto Lake Huron. Compared
to Superior thisroute isapoor second. Even though it is caled the Lake Huron circle tour we have only seen
the lake ahandful of times while most of our time is spent cycling through farms and bush. We did manage to
get inaswim a a private beach in Thessalon so that makes two Greet Lakes down and three to go. Boring
scenery aside, our riding was made even more depressing by the fact that we have been running into some redly
miserable people. Last night it was awoman at a supermarket we were trying to buy groceries a. Because of
the long day on the road we were there near closing and had to rush through the store. | was going to buy a hot
package of chicken from the ddli but wanted to wait until | was on the way out so it would still be hot. When |
went back | found that the woman behind the counter had put it awvay and was redly abag when | asked her if it
would be too much trouble for meto haveit. Shewouldn't get it for me. Then today we ran into another three
idiots. First we had aguy in apickup dow down and shout "Get the F--K off the road." There was no shoulder
and the side of the road was al chewed up, where does he want usto go? Then there was awoman a a
souvenir shop who would not let usfill our water bottlesin her washrooms. "Where do you think you are going
with those?', she said as we walked in with our bottles. "We have bottled water for sde for $2." Well gee, as
tempting as that offer was, we shook the dust off our feet in her store and headed 2 km to the town and got
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water there. Finaly, a the end of the day Chris needed to use a washroom so we stopped at a campground but
they would not let him usetharrs. What iswith these people? Nothing better to do than be jerks? | think that
they al have severd thingsin common but the main one must be that they dl live tedious, petty little livesand

the only way that they can fed big and in contral is by pushing someone else down. On theroad later, the three
of us talked about this and decided that we could come up with dl kinds of snappy, sarcastic replies that would
put them in their place but we would never be anything but polite because otherwise we would be stooping to
their level and debasing oursalves. Ingtead we just shrug and move on. It ill makes me mad though.

The funniest thing that happened today occurred at lunch. We were hiding from the sun and wind in the shelter
of abuilding, just sitting on the ground making peanut butter and honey sandwiches. | was egting my
sandwiches when | saw this huge daddy-longlegs spider crawling around the lid from one of the jars of honey
and Chris sort of haf heartedly trying to flick it out. Ewww, gross. "That is disgusting but snce Chris doen't
have a problem with it in hishoney lid | guessthat | don't care ether.”, | thought to mysdf. Chriswastossng
rocks a it and had succeeded in squashing it abit. Findly | could contain mysdlf no longer. "Chris, why are
you letting that thing crawl around your honey lid?" "My honey lid? Thisoneisyours., he replied.
AAAAasaahhhhhhhh!!! HEESRIGHT!!! That IS my lid that he just squashed aspiderin. He had been
thinking the same as me, if | did not care about a pider in my lid then neither did he. Once | cleaned out the lid
and got over my revulson we had a good laugh about it.

Tonight we had hoped to make it to arest stop outside of Blind River but this morning we were invited in by the
lady we were staying with for a pancake bregkfast and so we did not end up on the road until noon. Around
8:30 pm it was starting to get dark and we till had 15 km to go to the rest stop so we decided to camp at the
next decent place. We saw anice house right on Tullock Lake outside Iron River but decided against knocking
there as none of us particularly fdt like talking to anyone ese that night. Wl not 50 from that house | saw an
old road that appeared to lead to the lake. It looked promising so we headed down to take alook. Jackpot! It
was an old boat launch that lead right to the lake and would make an excellent camping spot. We quickly set up
camp and started dinner. Boy oh boy, Chrisand Karen might just convert me back into astove user. They
made up a fantastic noodle soup that consisted of 2 packs of Mr. Noodles, some green beans, carrots, green
peppers, acan of lentils and awhole bunch of spices. It was hot, spicy and delicious. Then for desert | had half
a srawberry/rhubarb pie left over from last night so we put that on top of the stove to smmer. Heated up it was
delicious, what afeast.

After the med was over and everything cleaned up we headed to the lake for aswim. Chris rushed forward and
plunged in ahead of Karen and mysdf. ABORT! ABORT! came his shout from the water. Karen and | stopped
at the edge and discovered that dthough the surface of the lake looked nice the bottom was dl swvampy and the
water was just gross. We had a great laugh as Chris toweled the grime off him and decided that we could go to
bed without a bath tonight.

Tomorrow at Espanolaour little cycling group is bresking up. Chris and Karen will be continuing onto Ottawa
viaHwy 17 through North Bay and Sudbury while | am heading south over Manitoulin Idand, under Georgian
Bay and from there on to Ottawa. Chris hasto be back in Victoriafor the start of school in September so they
are rushing through Ontario to be able to spend more time in the Maritimes. Mysdalf on the other hand, have no
deadline and | have heard so much about Manitoulin Idand that | could not go by without checking it out. 1 am
alittle sad about splitting up but 1 am giving them a friends addressin Montred and my grandparents addressin
PEl s0 | am sure that we will hook up somewhere down the road. Chriss girlfriend from B.C. is driving out to
Nova Scotia as a holiday and will be picking them up to drive back. | would love to road trip back with them
but am not quite prepared to cut my trip short to be able to do so. If we do not meet up again during thistrip it
isnot abig ded because we are dready planning a get together a my place in the fdl with the Carmichad'sto
share stories and pictures.
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Wil off to bed.

Day 71. July 25. 100 km. Total 5068 km. M assey.
Title1: A must stop attraction that you will not find in any tourist info book.
Title2: 5000 km!

Since thiswas to be our last breakfast together we made pancakes with wild raspberries on top for our morning
med. However, because of the time it took we were unable to make it al the way to Espanolaand caled it
quitsin Massey a 8:00 pm. Wedid not fed like staying in someone's yard so we started asking around for
good placesto camp, preferably on alake or river. Inthe pagt it has been the locd kids who knew al the good
Spots so we asked a bunch of teenagers hanging around at the gas station if they knew of any (GASP, we asked
for advice from a bunch of good for nothing hooligans just henging around looking for trouble? The
newspapers and most older peoples views on youth today sure are out of touch with redlity.) Sure enough they
knew of the perfect place. Therewasaloca park that was about 2 km from town, was right on the river, and
had outhouses. We went to check it out and it was perfect! Lots of trees and grassy areas but with a nice sandy
beach and way out of Sght of theroad. To top it dl off, there was this natural dide going into the water. One
of the diff wals bordering the river was made entirely of clay and after hundreds of kids have gone diding

down it there is now a section worn away into the shape of adide. | watched the kids going down it a couple of
times then decided that having broken 5000 km today there was no way that | was going to chicken out and not

down the dide my Speedos turned into a thong wedgie and | bare cheeked it the rest of the way down! Now
wet clay may fed al smooth and dippery but | assure you thet it is not, there are dl sorts of sand and abrasive
materidsinit. Siding down it fast and bare assed was more like going down sandpaper. | carpet burned my
bum quite serioudy. | called it quits after the second time (yes | tried it again but attempted to go down on my
feet..... Itdidnt work.) but | would still say that if you ever pass through Massey you have to stop and make a
small detour to the town park to try for yourself.

The road today was characteristic of the past few days, great in parts and poor in others. A shoulder most of the
way but absent or unridegble in others. There were even less hills than yesterday and the last 10-15 km was

flat. Yes| know that | am lacking in details but hey, no ones perfect. The scenery was mostly unremarkable
with Lake Huron, when visble, far awvay.

Tonight will be our last med together as atrio and tomorrow we go our separate ways. Because we played in
the water before pitching camp it was nearly 10:30 pm before we even started cooking. Late med aside, to
celebrate our last time together we made a fantastic supper. We made up a bean salad to start and followed this
by agreat pastadish. Again it was the dessert that, pardon the pun, took the cake. | wasin charge of cresting
the dessert and had picked up some instant pudding and some brownies when grocery shopping earlier. | made
up the pudding with powdered skim milk and heeted it over the ove. Then, when it wasdl haot, | crumbled in
the brownies and cooked it a bit more. Karen thought it was gross to be egting something that rich at midnight
but that just left more for Chris and mysdlf. 1t was soo00000000 good. The pudding was hot and the brownies
mdted in your mouth. Mmmmmmm.... Even though | am stuffed, just thinking about it is making me droal.

Wl asusud it isnow nearly 1:00 am, | redly have to catch some deep.
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Day 72. July 26. 9% km. Total 5164 km. 10 Mile Point, Manitoulin Idand.
Title 1: You won't believe where | am staying tonight.
Title 2: Breaking up of the triumphant trio.

It was such along day because it took us forever to get off thismorning. We did not get up until 9:00 then of
course there was the morning swim and breskfast and by the time we left it was 11:00 and starting to get hot.

Chrissrear rim was nearly dead so we had to go to abike shop in Espanola. He has beenriding it cracked for
the past 600 km trying to get to North Bay where we have contacts at a bike shop but today we could see that
two spokes had nearly pulled completely out of the rim and it would not last much longer. We went to the bike
shop and | picked up anew chain (mine was badly stretched by now) and here we parted company. | am feding
torn, | want to take my time and be sureto see al | want too and yet | would redly like to hook up with themin
the Maritimes and drive home together. A road trip home by car seems a much more fitting way to end the trip
than an 8hr plane flight.

Now about my camping spot. Thereis no way you can guess where | am deeping tonight. | aminared,

honest to god, tepee!  Yesyou read right, atepee. Polesin atriangle, wrapped in canvas, tepee. When | was
passing through Little Current on the idand | thought about camping behind the tourist info center on the water
but because | was planning on catching the 9:10 am ferry at the other end of the idand | wanted to cut my
distance to travel in the morning from 65 kmto 45 km. | saw arest stop 20 km away on the map and headed for
that. Dohl The problem with thislarge scdle map isthat even though an arealooks like it is on the water it

could bemilesaway. 1t ended up being 9:30 pm and getting dark when | findly arrived only to find that | was

on top of adiff aout 10 km from the ocean!  So much for my swim tonight.

The whole area of the rest stop was quite exposed to the road, not many trees, but there was atepee set up in
front of the info center. 1 was till looking for a place to camp when a guy watching the sunset jokingly
suggested that | deep in the tepee. Well why not? Once that seed was planted, how could | resst? So that's
just what | did, | pitched camp and spent the night in the tepee. It was interesting to see fed the difference of
camping doneagain. When | was with Chris and Karen | dept right through the night without aworry but
things are different when you are done. | woke up to every car and truck that pulled into the rest stop and
wondered if | was going to be harassed. It is going to take me awhile to get used to thisagain.

Now that | am off Hwy 17 hereisthe road report. From Massey to Webwood the road isflat and newly paved.
Then we had to take 2 km of gravel to reach the bike shop and it was another 1 km or so of grave then paved
roads to Espanola. From Espanola to Whitefish Falls was the most hilly part today and yet the most scenic of
the Lake Huron circle route so far. There were lots of ups and downs but nothing too strenuous, more like the
northern section of Hwy 71 near Kenora. There was even one rock wall that looked like it was entirely made up
of marble or quartz and had purple and red veins of crysta running through it, very pretty. Theroad wasin

poor condition with no shoulder but at thetime | wasriding it there was very little in the way of treffic. Near
Whitefish Falls there were some fantastic picture opportunities of classic Canadian shield scenery, rolling rocky
ground with stunted pine and fir trees with smal lakes in the background. However as| got closer to Little
Current this magnificent scenery changed, the terrain became more and more flat and the rocky shield turned
intofarmland. Then the rest of the way to the rest stop at 10 Mile Point there were a couple of climbs but
nothing overly srenuous.

At Espanolal stopped to check my E-Mail and it seems that the Vancouver Sun article had been run.  I'm front
page news!! | spent about an hour reading e-mails from people who had read it and were giving me
compliments and encouragement and that helped to lift my spirits after separating from Chris and Karen. Here
isacopy taken from the Vancouver Sun website.
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Cydlig's Web dte baresterrors, triumphs

Pete McMartin Vancouver Sun
Saturday, July 24, 1999.

Trevor Hennessey's Web site can be found at
http://mww.trevorah.findhere.com and if you wereto cdl it up today
you would find his last entry was written on July 12 from a place
caled Shabagua Corners, Ont., which, by bicycle, is exactly 29 days
and 4,077 kilometres down the road from his parents homein Surrey.
The beginning of Trevor's entry for thet day is emblemdtic of hislast
three months. It reads:

"Man O Man am | ever tired."

Trevor Hennessey is 23. This summer, he found himsdlf a thet rare

point in life when, poised between a childhood past and an adult

future, a young man has the freedom to do whatever he wants. Trevor,
who graduated from Simon Fraser University in April, who had spent the
previous five years grinding out an A average when he waan't
volunteering a Children's Hospitd, who will be applying to medica
school thisfdl, decided he wanted to bike across Canada. He would see
the country and meet the people. He would go from Vancouver to S.
John's, Nfld.

The difference between him and the thousands of other bicyclists who
attempt the same thing was his Web site. He had gtarted it up to serve
asarunning travelogue, complete with colour photographs. He would be
On The Road, virtudly.

Heleft in May. Cdling Friday from apay phone at Pancake Bay
provincia park, 80 kilometres north of Sault Ste. Marie, he said:

" figured rather than make expensive phone calls back home every
couple of days, | would keep arecord on the website so my friends and
family can follow aong on this journey with me.

"Also, | wanted to keep arecord so in 20 or 30 years | could show my
kids and say, 'See what Pop did? "

He writes his entries, he said, in alogbook at night after making

camp. He transfers those entries on to the website whenever he reaches
atown library with Internet access.
"One thing that needs to be taken into context,” he said, "isthat I'm
writing those entries after along day'sride and I'm utterly

exhaugted. [My] fedingsin those entries are just laid bare. My heart
ison my deeve"

Which is the website's charm. Hennessey sets out to write an account of
atrip. But like dl travel writers, he unintentionaly reveds himsdlf
to the reader instead. He sets out on May 16 awide-eyed greenhorn, "a
bit nervous about the trip,” but "feding pretty prepared.” This
conceit is shattered the very next day. Rain that "was just too
horrible" forces him to the shelter of amotd "that my parents
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generoudy offered to pay for." Here was an adventurer not yet quite
free of the umbilica cord.

Day Four finds him shaken: "The magnitude of what | am undertaking is
now garting to redly hit me." Bad weether and hisfird red dimb
destroy any bucolic notions about the trip he may have had. "Today was
an absolutdly exhaudting day. "1 have never had to work so hard in my
entirelife. | had to do two enormous climbs today."

Innocently, he had thought he was in shape before he left on the trip.

"By the end of the day | would walk for 5 min then bike for 2 min

before my legs would gtart to cramp and | would have to walk some more.
My legs wereredly tired at the start today (resdua from yesterday)

50 | am somewhat worried about them for tomorrow as | worked 3X harder
than yesterday. | have not been deeping well snce | have lft,

surprising considering the exercise | am getting. | dso NEED a shower!

2 days and 164 km, my feet are ripel”

But he's young; he's strong; he perseveres. "l was exhausted both
physcaly and mentdly. | knew that if my mind gave up on me my legs
would quickly follow. | started chanting the old army standard "l eft,

right, left, right, left”, pushing againg the pedds with dl my
might.”

He encounters the first of many kindnesses: a vacationing German couple
who invite him to dinner watch dumfounded as the famished Hennessey
downs "3/4 of aloaf of french bread, a package of diced mest . . .
three apples (and) two ddlicious barbecued sausages.”

Hefindsit is the people he meets that are the real landscape. The
Keremeos wagon smithwho repairs old carriages. The three girlsina
Grand Forks diner who, unasked, pay for his dinner. (Heartened, he
writes "Thank -you so much girls. Y our Smple gesture came & atime
where | was hitting rock bottom and you lifted my spirit."") There was
the fellow bicydlist who had pedded from Argentinato Alaska, and the
62-year-old woman bicycling from Lethbridge to Prince Edward Idand.
And there was a young couple with two children in Canmore who put him
up in a spare bedroom and inspired him to write: "Mesting great people
like these restores ones faith in humanity, newspapers should be
covering people like these instead of murders and crime.”

Heis continudly surprised at the trust strangers greet him with,

opening their homes to him. He takes keen joy in birds warbling in
roadsde ditches, Prairie horizons "cut with arazor” and the luxurious
litude of aroad to himsdlf. In the little town of Pigpot, Sask., he
stays at the home of a native Indian who brings out "skinned bear paws
and plunks them right down on the dinner-table. They were skeletd
hands with the muscles and tendons il attached and ... they sure do
look like human hands." Then, he "plunks this grinning bear skull in
front of me. . .. It ill had green dfdfabitsin itsteeth.”

He survives hall, dectrica sorms, Prairie winds that force him to
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walk, shattered equipment, delays, exhaustion and hisfirst encounter
with Ontario black flies. Through it dl, he dowly becomes aware his
body and mind are changing. The road draws him out. He beginsto
understand, when invited to dinner, that "just like the traveling
mingrels of old, | too must tell Soriesto earn my keep (something
that | have gotten quite good at).”

In short, he finds himsdf growing up.

From his phone booth, he said: "'l used to be fairly quiet and reserved.
But now, I'll gab away. . . . And | have become alot more flexible

with problems, taking things as they are, rolling with the punches.”

Over the phone, Hennessey said he was waiting out araingorm. He said
he had met up with other riders who were riding across the country, and
he said one day he was talking with one of them and they both agreed
that thiswill definitely not be the last long-distance bike ride for

ether of them, that the experience was so lasting and so rewarding

that it was dmogt addictive. He then said he expected to reach S.
John's by mid- September.

And then?

"I will,"” Hennessey said, assuring me his enthusiasm had limits, "be
flying back."

Pete McMartin can be reached at pmem@pacpress.southam.ca

Not abad analysshuh? It wasredly nest to read another persons impressions of my trip as taken from my
journd entries. | think that he captured my outlook on thistrip precisdly.

Wil that's about al | can remember right now. | had to write this up the day after because | did not want to risk
alight in the tepee lagt night. Soiif | remember anything more | will fill it in later.

Day 73. July 27. 136 km. Total 5300 km. Wiarton.
Title 1. Teleported to the Mediterranean.
Title 2: Having second thoughts about thisroute.

| am starting to have doubts about the wisdom of taking this route to Ottawa instead of staying on Hwy 17. The
hest is oppressive, the hills are brutal and | don't know if the scenery has been impressive enough to warrant the
amount of work it istaking meto ride through it.

| was not overly impressed with the remainder of Manitoulin Idand, just more farmland, but the morning started
off wel. | was up at 5:00 am to catch the ferry and pack up before | get caught in the teepee. One side effect of
thiswas that | caught the most amazing sunrise | have ever seen. From up on the cliff | could look out over the
Georgian Bay and the sun was dowly risng from behind someidands out in the water. | could actudly see the
rays of sun coming up from behind the hills on the idands while the rest of the sky turned a brilliant red. Breath
taking.

The remainder of the ride on theidand to the ferry at South Baymouth was just through more farmland and
dightly ralling terrain.  The ferry ride was very anticlimactic, when you are out in the bay al you can see

around you iswater and in my opinion it was over priced. Boy, | am just Mr. Negativity today aren't 1? Wl
that's just theway | am fedling. | guess| am worried about the section | am taking to Ottawa. Thisrouteisonly
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250 km (two days in theory) longer than Hwy 17 but as | discovered to my chagrin today, the route is never as
sraight and flat as those lines on the map. Oh well, | am committed now so only time will tell.

From where the ferry drops you off on the Bruce Peninsulato Miller lake there are alot of climbsthen it levels
out to Ferndale. The heat was bad (33 degrees) and | was dying for adurpee so | asked akid were | could get
one. He said that the closest one would mean | would have to do aside trip to Whippoorwill, a4 km sidetrip
on Hwy 9. Four km for adurpee and the town is on the water? No problem man! | headed there and was
auitably impressed with the Georgian Bay that | went for aswvim.  The water looked just like Lake Superior,
crysta clear blues and green but it was MUCH colder. Severe shrinkage factor, but consdering the heat it was
very refreshing. | was getting tired of the farmland on the peninsula and seeing how beautiful the bay was| did
not want to head inland and leaveit. | saw on amap that Hwy 9 appeared to head in the direction | was going
and might even be alittle shorter than Hwy 6. | asked alocd if the hills were comparable between both routes
and when she said that it was | decided to go ahead and take Hwy 9.

Damm... These car drivers are going to be the death of me. There isno way that the hills on Hwy 6 are as bad
asthese. Steep climbsthat went up and up and up. Trying to climb in this heat just about gave me a stroke.
But in the end | was rewarded with a scenic descent into Wiarton. | swear it could be mistaken for the
Mediterranean. The agua blue bay, pebbled shores and Itdian villas nestled dong the cliffs dl led the feding
that you were in Europe. It was S0 beautiful that it got goose bumps and it lent me the energy to do the last
climb into town.

With the heat today | redlly needed a shower and needed an easy place to crash for the night so | went and
knocked on alikely looking door. Again, it could not have worked out ary better. | had amed, a shower and

right now | am writing this snuggled up in their comfy spare bed. Who could ask for anything more?

Day 74. July 28. 145km. Total 5445 km. Midhurst.
Title1: Wasit worth it? No.

Title2: Wasit worth it? Yes.

Title3: Wasit worth it? Maybe.

Title4: Pressurecooker heat.

| was up at 6:30 and sat down for breskfast with the family. Everyone has their own story to tell and if you teke
the time to listen you might just be amazed by what you learn about them. Here | am, a complete stranger and
yet completely accepted into the household. | learned about their struggle to recover from a horrible Christmas
Eve accident where their youngest son was killed and their eldest severely injured and the subsequent 12 years
of trying to cope and recover. Thefire that destroyed their previous home and dl their possessions and
pictures. And yet they are il here, surviving and moving forward without complaining or whining. | think

that most people out there nowadays who do nothing but whine and complain about the government, tuition
raises, photo radar, ect. could learn a great dedl from these people who have at times nearly lost everything and
yet have moved forward to make the best of the Stuation. Why isit that we seem to be coming into a
generdion of "mefirs” people. Thosewho want "ther rights' and "their opinions’ held up above dl others

with no regard others. The people | met here are a breeth of fresh air.

Hereis the road report for the day. Hwy 6 from Wiarton to Hopworth was in good shape with a shoulder and
mostly leve for ~10 km then gentle climbing dong Hwy 70 to Owen Sound. From Owen Sound to Woodford
adong Hwy 70 was HORRIBLE. Narrow roads, badly cracked pavement, no shoulder and lots of traffic. To top
it off there were a couple of big dimbs. Oneto get out of town, one after afew km and one entering

Woodford. The day was dready ared scorcher and the humidity wasin the 90's so it was at this point that |
began to regret coming thisway, perhaps | should have stayed on Hwy 17? Then there was an awesome ride

- 02 -



from Woodford dl the way to Mesford, good roads and downhill or level most of the way which made me fed
better. In Meaford | left Hwy 26 and entered the Georgian Bay trail, a hard packed gravel multi-use trail.

<Queue announcer type voice> Straight, level and a good surface with no cars and mostly in the shade. Does
that sound like the bike pathsin heaven? Well wait! Y ou don't have to ride Hwy 26 and get hit by an RV to get
there, the Georgian Bay trail will suit your needs.

It was created to link up ~30 km of trails between Meaford and Collingwood and goes through wonderful
orchards and shaded areas. Unfortunately in Thornbury the trail started to weave a good ded which dowed me
down alot because with my skinny, bad touring tires | have very little traction on gravel. At this point | left the
trail and stayed on Hwy 26 to Midhurst. Near the end of the day there was a construction zone and | was giving
two choices for detours. D1 was for trucks while D2 was for cars. Well | did not fed like covering any more
ground than | had to so | made aD3 route. Essentidly | just ignored the detours (which didn't specificaly
mention bicycles) and just went sraight through the congtruction zone. Hereisalittle aside: At one point near
the end of the day | thought | felt the wind pick up and start blowing through the hairs on my arms and legs but

| looked around and no flags or leaves on trees were moving. | looked down and my arms and legs looked like
the grill of those vehides that drive through bug infested Ontario a night with ther lightson. | was covered

head to toe with smdl green bugsl There were hundreds of them that were caught in the oily, sweety hairs of
my arms and legs and it was al those bugs squirming around and besating their wings that made me fed like the
wind was blowing. Very disgusting but since there were so many of them in the air there was redlly nothing |
could do so | just tried to ignore them and pressed on.

| hope to make it to Ottawain three days and to Montred within five but | am not sure how long | can keep this
pace up. The heat and humidity is becoming unbearable. Around 5:00 pm it was getting so bad that | think |
was reeching heat exhaugtion. | was swesating enormoudly and when | stopped biking to go get groceries | could
not stop my hands from shaking. "That's not good.”, | thought and headed for the shelter of an air conditioned
madl. | have gotten the shakes before when it was cooler as aresult of going too far, too fast, and with too little
food so | stopped for supper in case this was the cause. Just to be on the safe Sde in case the shakes were heat
induced | ate 2 liters of ice cream for dessert which helped to drop my core body temperature and between that
and the food the shakes went away. The secret to surviving the heat (besides not being stupid and biking 145
kminit) istodrink LOTS of water and try to keep your clothes wet so your body doesn't have to try and
regulate your temperature by swesating. Every 30 minutes or so | would just go jump in acreek or lake but if
they weren't available | would go and use a garden hose from ahouse to hose off . Surpeesare aso an
excdlent cooling fluid and | must have drunken 4 liters worth of them today aone.

| don't know if this route is going to have been worth it until I compare notes with Chris and Karen to find out
what Hwy 17 was like.

Wl | am going to be up early tomorrow to try and begt thishest so | better hit the sack now. Eventhoughitis
10:30 pmit is il redly hot and dl | can do islay here and sweat while waiting for degp to come. Somebody
please take me out of the pressure cooker, I'm cooked through and through.

Day 75. July 29. 152 km. Total 5597 km. Tory Hill.
Title1l: Aroller coaster of hillsand emotions.
Title2: Theheat wave continues.

Title3: Swim in the swamp.

Oh I'mtired. Sovery tired. The sun beat down today with no mercy and it took no prisoners. | am completely
baked.
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| have come to the conclusion that there is no such thing as wasted time while touring just time better spent
elsawhere. | fed that the extratwo days and 250 km that | have to do compared to the route dong Hwy 17
would have been better spent in the Maritimes. The scenery has not been what | expected and in speaking with
the locas to get the redlly good scenery dong Manitoulin Idand and the Bruce Peninsulayou have to hike
dongtheshore. Something | just don't fed like doing. Perhaps at some later date.

The road from Midhurst to Edgar was ok and not too many hills. From Edgar to Crilliait was nicey paved but
quite hilly. Hwy 12 had a smd| rough shoulder, Highway 44 was a good road but the traffic was heavier and
Hwy 45 gtarted out poor but the traffic was light and the road got better. It was dong thisroad that | absolutely
scared the crap right out of acat and | nearly fdl of my bike laughing (Smple things like this amuse me gregtly
now). | was biking dong and ayoung cat was nonchadantly crossing theroad. Suddenly he caught site of me
and stopped dead in histracks. Hishair sood up on end, he nearly jumped out of his skin as he swapped head
for tail and took off through the yards as if Cerberus itsdf was chasing right behind (the three headed dog that
guards the gates of hdll for those of you not up on your Greek mythology). He ran full out for acouple
hundred yards and dove headfirst into a barn and disappeared. | guess they don't get many cyclists dong this
route.

After Irondde it was very hilly but the hills were so dose together that you could fly down one and get hafway
up the other side before you have to work hard to get up the rest of theway. | was having agreat timeriding it
like aroller coaster and it was here that | met anew pair of cycletourists. They were ayoung couple from
Edmonton and were going to . Johns. They were on afully loaded tandem and towing a BOB trailer but
today wastheir first day on theroad. It seemsthat they have a 12 day rail pass and are dternating between
cycling and taking the train. We road together but they were too dow on the hills for my tastesto | told them
that | would wait for them at the next town and we could camp together.

| arrived in the next town after flying over a couple more hills and started looking for a placeto Say. | parked
my bike in Sght of the road so the couple could find me and went up to a cottage to ask if they knew of any
parksin the area. They knew of one down the road but before | could leave they asked if | wanted a cold pop.
"Of course.", | said and promptly sat down in their kitchen. They were just finishing supper and the wife asked
if | wanted a piece of corn and some steek that they had Ieft over. Wow, | only came to ask for directions and
here | was getting supper, avesome! | had told the couple on the tandem about how | was camping across
Canada and could not wait to see their face when they walked into the kitchen and saw me chowing down on
steak and corn. | asked one of their granddaughters to watch the road for two people riding one bike and shout
a them if they passed by. Theidea of two people on one bike redly caught the little girlsimagination and she
quickly hurried out to watch for them Sure enough, 15 minutes later they showed up and the wife ushered
them into the kitchen and offered them amed aswell. The looks on their stunned faces was priceless. After
supper we took off to look at the park but it was unsuitable so we went back and asked to camp in their yard.

Their cottage overlooked a body of water and | said straight away that | was going to swiminit. "That'snot a
lake! That'saswamp.” Sad the family, "Youd have to be crazy to swim in THAT!". The gauntlet had been
thrown and | had no choice but to pick it up. | mean come on, | am bicycling across Canada and have the
reputation of being a crazy person to uphold. Once | said that | was going to swiminit | had to go and put on a
big show of doing it. IT WASDISGUSTING! The bottom was just ameass or rotting vegetation and dime but

| just said that it felt SO good oozing between my toes. | had their admiration and the deed was done so | got out
of there pretty fast and went for a shower. No more swamp swimming for me, reputation or not!

We stayed up late talking and so now | must cdl it anight. See you tomorrow.
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Day 76. July 30. 141 km. Total 5738 km. Dacre.

Old Man Weather: So how do you want your cyclist?

Mother Earth: Well we've baked, we've boiled and we ve poached him. Letstry frying next.
Old Man Weather: Ok, onefried cyclist coming right up.

Title2: THEHILL FROM HELL.

Manit'shot. | meanredly hot. That 35 degree day in Grand Forks doesn't come closeto this. | can't
remember when | have ever been hotter than | am today. What am | doing in this heet? In the mirror my
eyebrows look while from dl the sdt crystas encrusted in the hairs from evaporated swest. | leaned my head
againg awadl and the pressure of my head againg my helmet caused the swesat absorbed in the cushionsto
come pouring down my face by the gdllon. | should just find an ar-conditioned mal and go hide in there and
deep. It'sjust too damm hot.

I'm dying right now so today’ sreport isjust going to be the road report. The old brain isjust too overhested to
be credtive right now. The temperature is 36 degrees and the humidity is 98%. | heard on the news that
factoring in the humidity it is equivaent to being 43 degrees out. And yet | ill covered 141 km. | don't know
if I should be congratulated for this or be tossed into an insane asylum for doing even 10 km inthisheat. Oh
wall, | survived and I'm that much closer to Montredl.

Road conditions changed so frequently today that | had to write it al down on a notepad to remember. Tory hill
to Cardiff was hilly but | seemed to go down more than | had to go up and there was a shoulder most of the
way. Then it was more leve to Bancroft but the traffic in town was CRAZY. | was sure that | had madeit
6000 km only to get killed by some blue haired old lady driving a Winnebago. Thisweekend isthe Jemboree
(jamboree) and 12,000 rockhounds from around North America and the world have al congregated on thistiny
little town known as the Minerd Capital of Canada. From Bancroft to Mcarther the road was good but hilly and
HOT. At Hardwood Lake there were more good hills and the road wasin poorer shape. The WORST hill |
have ever encountered was right before (or was that right after) Denbigh. | swear that it had to be over 20%, it
wasunbelievable. | could not even peda up it, in lowest gear and standing up | could barely move forward.
Pushing the bike did not fare much better, | could only take five, staggering steps before having to hold the
brakes to keep the bike from rolling backward and stop to regain some energy. Half an hour later | made it too
the top, three quarters dead and ready to passout. | went to ahouse to ask for a cold drink of water (the water
in my bottles being 28 degrees) but no one was home. | did however catch aglimpse of my reflection in the
window and scared mysdlf. | looked like death warmed over. My face was completdly flushed, glistening with
perspiration. Beads of sweat were running down my face and | could hardy keep my eyes open. | staggered
over to the house next door and the guy on the porch took onelook at me and sent his daughter for a cold beer.
| plopped myself down in alawn chair in the shade with the beer and he let me catch my breeth before quizzing
me on my trip. | hope | never see ahill like that again in my life.

To Dacre the road conditions were even worse but the hills were not as bad. The whole side of the road was
just one big patching job (looks like drunks did it) which made the whole thing redly unridesble. The CCA
touring book said from Griffith it was gentle climbs but they neglected to say that you climbed "gently" the
whole bloody way. From Griffith to Dacre, a distance of approximately 30 km, you have to climb al the way
except for 3 km at the half way mark and then two - 1 km long screamer descents before reaching the town.

Day 77. July 31. 172km. Total 5910 km. Rockland.
Title 1. Ottawa. Been there, donethat.
Title 2: Reunited and separated again.

Thank goodness theriding today was not as rough as it was yesterday. | have findly left the Canadian shied
behind and entered level Ottawavaley. | am hoping thet it will be smooth salling from here to Montred where
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ahot meal and warm bed awaits me. The road from Dacre to Renfew was not very difficult at al and seemed to
consgst mainly of short climbs and long descents. Out of Renfew to Hwy 17 was abig climb which scared me
off the recommended CAC touring book route. The book suggested going aong secondary roads to avoid the
Trans- Canada but Hwy 17 looked level while | could see hills in the direction the book recommended. Sincel
have been screwed by the book before | decided to take Hwy 17 (the traffic being the devil 1 know) instead of
the secondary with possible killer hills (the devil | don't). Today was the start of the long weekend and Hwy 17
was too busy to redly be safe with the crappy shoulder it had but | am till glad | took it. As| wasriding aong

| could make out a cyclist ahead of me. As| got closer | could see that there were two cyclists on the road,
"Could this be Chrisand Karen?'. | darted redly pushing it to catch up and sure enough it wasthem! What a
great surprise. Even though | had covered 250 km more than them, because of their days off in North Bay | was
ableto catch up.

We left Hwy 17 a Anprior and took level back roadsinto Ottawa. Once in Ottawa we headed for the
parliament buildings aong the bike path but soon returned to the road as the bike path badly broken up, narrow
andwinding. During a durpee break | met another cross-Canada cyclist. Jod is crossing Canada from coast to
coast and had met Chris and Karen earlier in the week. He has been doing weekly phone cdls to the CBC and
my parents had told me to look out for him. Wl here we are, haf way across the country and we bumped into
each other. Before Parliament, Chris and Karen left to go and vist friendsin town and | was back on my own

again.

When | findly arrived & the Parliament buildingsit redly hit me how far | have come. | amin the provincid
capita, nearly 6000 km from home! | did the token picturesin front of the building and headed out to try and
cut down the amount of distance | would have to do tomorrow to get to Montredl. Againit isbest to just ignore
what the CAC book says. Takethe main road in front of Parliament (Rideau St) and just stay on it. It changes
names a couple of times but will take you out of the city directly. Then around Orleans cut acrossto Hwy 17
(before this point Hwy 17 is a divided expressway and you cant ride onit.) Then just say on Hwy 17 for the
rest of theway. Traffic on it was not too bad because the 400 series of highways take most of it. Theroad is
asoin ok condition with a 2 foot wide shoulder and most importantly itisFLAT. The CAC recommended
route is much, much hillier. <Sarcasm On> But they say it goes through scenic farmland. HA! If | see
anymore "scenic' Ontario farmland | am going to barf.  After something like 3000 km (bigger than B.C,
Alberta, Sask., and Manitoba combined) | just want to get out of Ontario.

That'sdl for tonight. Tomorrow, MONTREAL!!! Woo Hoo!!!!
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Quebec

Day 78. Aug1l. 168km. Total 6078 km. Montreal!.
Title1l: I'M HOME!

Title2: Socloseand yet sofar: A long day.

Title 3: 6000 km and entry to Quebec.

Today was a very difficult day of biking but | AM FINALLY OUT OF ONTARIO. Every km seemed to take
forever and the day just dragged on. | thought | would never make it to Montredl. 1 think thet it was a case of
being s0 close (1 days bike) away from dl my friends and yet Hill so far (168 km) away. At 80 km | was
feeling ready to quit for the day and yet | was not even haf way done yet!

From Rockland to Hawkesbury, Hwy 17 wasin its usua poor condition, small shoulders that were somewhat
cracked but il rideable. Hwy 344 in Quebec was something else dl together. The first 10- 15 km was highly
cracked and broken, reminiscent of Saskatchewan and foreshadowing what | know Quebec roads are like. Even
with the crappy road the ride was pleasant as traffic was light and the road meandered dong the Ottawa river
through cottage country. 1'll make alittle Sde-note here. In Quebec people redly like their sone and brick
ingtead of wood or vinyl paneling so many houses are just beautiful to look a. | am afraid that | have misplaced
my map right now and can't remember the whole route | took so | will just havetofill it in later. Sorry about

that.

Now a bit of warning about biking in Montred. Itisalot of fun to bike through but you have to be careful.

The cycligts are crazy, the pedestrians have a death wish and the driversjust don't care. Stop Sgnsarefor
suggestion only and yelow lights mean hurry up. If you are at the intersection when the light goes red it would
be wise to wait afew seconds to let the last few cars run through. Jay walking isaway of life so be prepared
for cars stopping to let people cross and watch out for the crazy drivers who stop in the middle of the road to
run an errand. In Montred if you can't find aparking spot it is perfectly acceptable to turn on your four way
flashers and stop in the middle of the road to run into astore. | am serious here, they will block an entire lane of
traffic doing this and no one honks, they just go around. The funny thing isthat with al this disregard of rules,
the one | have never seen broken isturning right on ared light which isabig no no in Quebec.

Now you might think thet with al this madness that cycling would be redly hazardous but | find thet it is quite
the opposite. The drivers here are quite predictable, they may coast through stop signs and weave through
traffic but they are well aware of cydligts. | fet much more worried in smal rurd towns where you will be a a
stop sign and a car who has the right of way waits for you to go. Y ou wait for him because he should go first
but after adelay you start to go, then he starts to go, then you both stop. 'Y ou never know what that other
person is going to do and that is much more dangerous than having the car coast through and then you coast
through after. Also, being able to run stop signs, ride on sdewaks and weave dl over the place does dlow you
to get around the city much faster <GRIN>.

For those of you who don't know why | know and love Montred | will explain. Last year | spent 8 months
living and working in the city on a school sponsored work term. My time in Montred last year was, up uril
now, the highlight of my entire life. Most of my best friends are in Montreal and my experiences here were the
origind catdy4 for thistrip. Of dl the cities| have visted, if | had to chose oneto live in it would be

Montredl. Thelife and character of the city can not be touched, at least in the summer time. The Internationd
Jazz Festivd, the Just For Laughs Comedy Festivd, film festivals and concerts are just some of the things going
on and the average night you can walk down St. Catherine's or St. Denis at 2:30 am and there are more people
on the street than on Robson . in Vancouver during the day. The Quebec people are great but unfortunately
the government stinks. For acity of 3 million with tourists from al over the world they sure are behind the
times Mogt of their Metro stations are inaccessible to the elderly or handicapped as they don't have elevators
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and only some have escdators (usudly only oneway). Then dl the government sgns are unilingud French.  If
thereis a service interruption and the bus stop has moved it isonly in French. Congtruction going on? The
notice gnswill bein French only. Thisisal extremey frugrating and | think goes to demondrate the
arrogance and narrow mindedness of the government (1 will say again that in generd | like the peopleliving
there). Heck, when | entered Quebec there wasn't even a"Welcome to Quebec” sign. The attitude | get is
samply, "We will be happy to take your money but we don't want YOU". ("we" being the govemment).

Day 79. August 2. 15km. Total 6093 km. Montreal.
The pizzanaz.

Today was just anice day off. | lazed around, went to a bike shop for atune up (McWinnies on Sherbrook, ask
for Bruno), got a haircut and then biked around looking a my favorite parts of the city. If you only have alittle
time to spend in Montred the must see sights are Notre-Dame Basllica, the top of Mont. Roya and St. Joseph's
Oratory. Itisaso nice waking around the Old Port and around . Catherineésand St. Denis.

Then for lunch | stopped a my favorite pizzaplace in the city. Now | am not going to give the name or too
many details for fear of being sued but this place is the counterpart of the Seinfield episode about the " Soup
Naz". This place hasthe best pizzaat aridiculoudy low price, the chegpest | have seen anywhere. Y ou can
buy one dice of pizzafor a super low price, adice plusapop for alow price or two dices and a pop for agood
price. You can't buy 2 dices of pizzafor two times the super low price, you have to take the pop too and pay
the good price. Fallowing? | tried once to buy one dice, edt it, and go back to get another one. No ded! | was
given adice of pizza PLUS a pop (though that's not what | asked for) and had to pay the higher price. Thusthe
ideaof the pizzanazi and | am not the only one who has seen the pardlds. At supper time the line of people
can stretch out the door. The person a the counter goes down the line and points his finger a each of about
eight people, getsther order and then passes out the pizza and takes the money. If someone hesitates he getsdl
inpatient and starts pushing them to make adecison. | have heard the regulars refer (quietly) to anew person
that it's just like the soup nazi. Hilarious.

Chris and Karen arrived tonight as well so we have afull house. Tomorrow | am going to head to my old place
of work and do some typing while Chris and Karen are going to get atour of the city from Claud, afellow

cross- Canada cyclist that they met cycling in BC and who lives near Montred.

Day 80. August 3. Okm. Total 6093 km. Montreal.
Awesome friends.

| had high hopes for being productive today but it just did not turn out that way. | dept in and then screwed up
by heading to catch the bus | used to take to work and then discovering that it only ran at pesk hoursand | had
just missed the last one. | findly got in to work and it had seemed that absolutely nothing had changed, it was
asif | had never left. Pretty scary if you think about it. | got about a weeks worth of entries typed up but could
not post them because their computers are behind afirewall.

| came home to an avesome party. My friends here go dl out when it comes to dinner parties. Last night were
quizzed about what we liked. "Y ou like steak? How about corn? Burgers? Ok, well need some vegetarian
stuff so will make up shish kabobs" She's awhirlwind planning machine and we were a drooling mess by the
time she was finished listing what we would be having for dinner. A bunch of friends arrived and we just sat
around egting, drinking, and talking until the early hours of the morning. It was just what | needed. Thereis
however, no chance | am getting up at 6:15 am tomorrow to get on theroad. I'll be lucky to be up before noon.
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Day 81. August 4. 63 km. Total 6156 km. Tracy.
Ack! Only 63 km? Wheredid the day go?

Only 63 km?? | haven't done such apuny distance likethat in along time. Having ahouseto stay inredly
dows usdown in getting ready to go. Firgt there is the nice opportunity to have a shower in the morning and
then you have to find everything to pack up. Inatent it is easy to keep everything together and when you have
everything packed up you just need to look at the ground to see if you have forgotten anything. If thereis
nothing on the ground you know that it has to be packed somewhere. In ahouseit is completely different.
There are amillion and one places that you could have put something down and forgotten about it so packing up
becomes amagjor endeavor. Everything needs to be collected, organized and then repacked before we can
leave. The touring CAC book called for usto leave Montred viathe Champlain Bridge but since Chris and
Karen had not seen the metro yet | decided that we could take the metro across the river and kill two birds with
one stone, show them the subway and get across the river without cycling on any bridges. Well it did not end
up being as easy as| thought. Remember how | mentioned how poor the access was to the metro stations?
Wil trying to carry fully loaded touring bikes down flight after flight of stairs (and me with my trailer), it was

not alot of fun. | had to separate my trailer from my bike and carry each down separately and then Chrisand |
carried down the bikes. There was one hilarious incident that occurred but | think that you redly had to be there
to get the full effect. | would have paid a$100 if | could have gotten it on video tape. One of the metro stations
had escalators going down and so Chrisand | just pushed our bikes on, held the brakes and rode it down. Karen
on the other hand had a heck of atimewith it. She would get her front whedl on the steps (and it would be
turning) and then she would step on but leave the rear whed on the solid ground.  The front whed would be
turning with the steps, she would be shuffling back to try and stay on the top stair while the bike when

nowhere. Shejust could not bring hersdlf to let the whole bike on with her.  Thiswent on for about five

minutes and by that time she had drawn quite acrowd. | kept asking her to let me do it (pick up front whed,
dide rear whed onto the same step as you are standing on and just hit the brakes) but she just wanted to do it
hersdf. Findly aguy from the crowd could take no more and went and took the bike from her and rode it down
the stairs. | was nearly peeing mysdf laughing, that made our day but | don't know if | can capture those

imagesinwriting.

From Longeau we took St. Charlesto Boul. Mary-Victorian which in turn becomes Hwy 132. St. Charleswas
in poor shape but the Boul. Mary-Victorian had a bike path and Hwy 132 had an excellent paved shoulder.

Remember Claud from yesterday? Well today he was our rate limiting step. We had |eft the house at 11:00 and
were making good time when we arrived a his place around 3:00 in the afternoon. He had invited us over for
lunch/supper and like al good cycle tourists we never turn down the offer of afreemed. Steamed mussels,

corn on the cob and specidty cheeses for the main course. Raspberries and cream topped with real maple syrup
for dessert. By the time we had finished gorging oursalves we could not move without feding like we would
burst and had to just St around and digest. By the time we left it was 7:00 pm and we had only covered 30 km.
With alarge storm brewing on the horizon we headed off and made another 35 km before the rain started to fall
and we decided that it was too dark to continue. We did not find an ided camping site, just an empty clearing
off of the road, and yet | feel completely secure because | am with friends.

| think that 1 now know why serious writers tend to go into isolation to write. Snce | have hooked up with
Chrisand Karen | fed that at times the qudity and volume of my writing has gone down (and a couple days |
have just done point form notesto fill in later) because ingtead of putting al my thoughts down on paper | have
people to discussit with directly.
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Day 82. August 5. 139 km. Total 6285 km. Leclercville,
An amazing sunset.

1:00 pm. | dmogt did not get up this morning and | tried dl the tricksin the book. Set my darm, deflated my
Thermarest mattress while till laying on it, even tossing my degping bag off to try and freeze mysdf. Inthe
end it was none of these that got me going, instead it was my stomach. | was just starving and had to drag my
sorry ass out of the tent to get some food (atrue testament to the touring cyclists appetite congdering the
amount of food | consumed last night).

Right now | am writing this portion in someone's carport as we St out araingtorm. The weatherman was caling
for thundershowers in Montreal today and for the last four hours we could see huge black clouds massing to the
north but for the morning at least they stayed away from us. Right now we have been caught by thetail end of a
storm and have ducked into ayard to wait it out. In this carport we discovered a stocked beer fridge and started
joking about how we could explain our presence to the owners should they drive up and see us.

Us: <In English but with abad French accent> Uncle Pierre, you are home! Weve been waiting for you!
Him: Moi?

Us. Don't you remember us? It's your cousins from Vancouver.

Him: < In French> I've never seen you before.

Us. Oopps, we must have the wrong house. Sorry.

Him: French: Hey, what happened to my beer?

Us: Ummm.. Seeya

Again, | guess you had to be there but | think it isfunny. The rain has passed so we are off again.

10:30 pm. Wl hereistodaysroad report. Up to Nicolet we had a nice paved shoulder. We essentidly stayed
on Hwy 132 dl day except for a section around Saint Gregoire. Instead of turning left a the lights and heading
toward Trois-Riveres we went straight along arura road that headed toward Becancour. What luck! The
whole road was designated as a bike route and was in great shape. We took the first left and continued to
Wolinak where we turned left to Hwy 30/132. Thisiswhere the cycling got frugtrating.  According to the sgns
on the highway, cydigts were forbidden from riding on Hwy 30 even though that was the only route that we
could take AND there was an eight foot wide shoulder!  Since there was no other route that we could see we
just decided that the signs meant no standing on bicycles on the highway (they had a pedestrian above a picture
of abike) and snce we don't do any trick riding we figured that we would be ok. The funny/sad part isthat as
soon as Hwy 30 ended and cyclists were alowed back on the road, the entire shoulder just disappeared. | mean
there was asign saying "Hwy 30 Fin" and right a the base of it the shoulder sops. So now every single car that
was going dong Hwy 30 is now on Hwy 132, doing the same speed, with no shoulder and yet NOW they let us
cydigsonit. Gofigure. It redly makes methink that if transportation planners had to ride their routes on

bikes we would al have better roads. Later in the day there were dso some fair climbs out of ravines that made
it abit chalenging.

Tonight we are camped at an amazing rest stop just before Leclercville. We areright on the edge of adliff
overlooking the . Laurent and as we arrived the sun was setting, lighting up the river and diffsin agolden
olow. | fed sorry for al those people stuck at home on their couches watching TV right now. It was another
gourmet supper tonight, rigatoni with a tomato/tunal/salmorn/corn/broccoli (a bit of everything sauce) asamain
course. For dessert we heated up a huge deep dish apple pie and to wash everything down we had a grest
micro-brewed beer. (Here in Quebec you can drink in public places aslong as you are having a med).

Wl tomorrow Chris, Karen and | part company again at Levis where they will catch the ferry to Quebec City
while I will continue onto PEI. | have decided that | an NOT going to drive home with them. Instead of
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pushing mysdlf and rushing my vigt with my rdatives| am going to just take my time and see everything thet |
want too even if it meansthat | am il on the road well into September.

Wil it's going to be another early morning tomorrow so it is off to bed for me.

Day 83. August 6. 112 km. Total 6407 km. Saint Vallier.
Titlel: What iswith thisrain? Am | in Vancouver ill?
Title2: A third (and final?) parting.

5:15 pm. Right now it is5:15 pm and | am trying to St out another raingorm & agas daion. | anin St
Miched (~30 km east of Quebec City) and only 3 km from the rest lop where | plan to stay the night. | was
going to push on through the drizzling rain but then the sky opened up with atorrential downpour and | had to
seek shelter. What happened to adl my nice weether. Since day two and up until 3 daysago dl | have had to
dedl with were thunderstorms that would blow over. Now the westher has become cold and overcast with rain
on and off dl throughout the day. This reminds me of home.

Today at Levis| separated from Chris and Karen for the third and perhagps find time thistrip. Now that | have
decided not to drive back with them | am not sure if we will meet up again.

Wil the rain has died down so | am going to continue on.

8:00 pm. Ok now it islater and | have been at the rest-stop for the past two hours. Thisrest areaisfit for a
king! They have running water, cold only :-(, and flush toiletd A firgt for thetrip. To the back, left hand

corner there are severa trees near afence so | am completely out of view and fed very secure. | took advantage
of the running water in the bathroom and had a full on sponge bath. | dleaned my hair and everything, it felt

great to get some of the grime off. The rain has now stopped and it is starting to clear which bodes well for

riding tomorrow.

Even with the poor westher, today was a great day for cycling. Hwy 132 had a good shoulder for much of the
way and with the road running along the St. Laurent River | had magnificent views of the water and dliffs of the
opposite shore. Aswe gpproached Quebec City the Laurentian mountain range began to appear to the north
adding a fantastic backdrop to the dready stunning views. | expect the Maritimes to be something like this but
with waves crashing againg the beach. | can't wait. We did nearly get oursalveskilled a the cloverlesf leading
to the bridge to Quebec City. We turned a corner and had to cross 2 lanes of freeway traffic to get to one side.
In fighting traffic we caught a glimpse of asgn for Hwy 132 and we had to cross another 3 lanes to follow it.
Then we went around yet another bend and crossed another four lanes of traffic and ended up right were we

misread the sign and took the wrong turn. To say that was unpleasant would be a huge understatement. On the
second attempt we stayed on the left hand side of the highway which turned into a bike lane (after having to
cross abusy highway off ramp). Phew, that was close.

With the exception of that little fiasco today | would have to say that overal Quebec isthe most bicycle friendly
province so far. The roads have tended to be in bad shape but the drivers expect and respect cycligts. | think
that the governments position on road repair islet it dl go to hdl (they don't patch anything, the cracks and
potholes are al open) and then in the eection year they do a huge blitz of road work. One nice thing is thet
nearly every town we have passed through has at least some sort of cycling infrastructure and there seemsto be
alot of people cycling (with the exception of Ottawal see three times more cyclists in most Quebec towns
anywhere dsein Canada). It guess cydingisjust abigger part of ther culture.
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Spesking of little towns, dl the smdl villagesin Quebec are ared joy to cyclethrough. They dl have avery
European fed to them with many of the homes finished in stone or brick which lends them the aura of age (and
since some of the towns are over 275 years old they redly might be). The other net thing is that no matter how
smdl thetown is, they will dways have a huge Roman Cathalic church, the spire of which can be seen for
miles. A testament to the predominant religion of the areain days gone by. And spesking about religious
items, the areawe are now passing through is very unique in Canada so far. In Ontario people would fill their
yards with plastic lawn ornaments and cutouts of animals and Disney characters but here they do something
completdy different. Here | have been seeing yards with smdl shrinesto the virgin Mary in their garden. |
mean smdl (2 foot tal) Satues of the virgin in acave right in the center of their garden.  Other homes have full
Sze (2 meter +) effigies of Christ on the cross set up in their front yard. Whoa, | redlly did a double take at the
first one of thosethat | saw. Never seen people nailed to acrossin ayard before. Interesting.

Oh well, that's enough for tonight so | am off to bed.

Day 84. August 7. 148 km. Total 6555 km. Saint Andre.
Titlel: An awesome day.
Title2: "TheKnock" transcendslanguages.

1:00 pm. Boy do | ever fed great! | am writing this during lunch in Saint Jean Port Joli after covering 55 km
so far. Theroute up to here has been easy and enjoyable. Theroad in mainly level and windsitsway adong the
. Laurent offering fantadtic views of the water and the Laurentian Mountains on the north shore. All of the
town dong here are very picturesque with interesting little areas to explore. 1t isone such intriguing areathat |
have sopped in now. Saint Jean Port Joli isatown full of sculptures with dl their galeriesand displays. | was
passing one place cdled " Sculptures en Jardin” at the west Side of town and heard the most wonderful music.
Intrigued | stopped to check it out and am | ever glad that | did. The owner hasturned his yard into a scul pture
gdlery with paths winding through the trees and flower gardens leading to each sculpture and in the background
he has the most wonderful orchestral music setting the mood. 1t was dl so charming that | had to stop for lunch
(apples and cheese, how appropriate). So herel am, Stting in the shade with aview of the . Laurent and
Laurentians while surrounded by the perfumed scents of the flower garden and uplifting music in the
background. Se magnifique! | must say it again, the tourists | can hear whipping by on the highway have no
ideajust what they are missing.

8:00 pm. "The Knock" is successful again dthough with somewhat diluted results. | was planning on deeping

in arest area near Saint Andre tonight but when | got there it was a private campground. Since | have vowed
never to pay for camping again on thistrip | decided to push on too the next rest area about 15 km further. Wl
I had only gone 5 km further when | decided that | was too tired and hungry to continue and had to stop. |
pulled in behind an abandoned barn and started to set up camp while being pestered by mosquitoes. Then |
thought to mysdlf, “Trevor, you are anidiot!" Why camp with al the mosguitoes and no water when there are
plenty of yards nearby? Now it istimeslikethesethat | redly, redly wished that | had more than grade 8
French but | headed for the closest door any ways

Knock Knock.

Me: Ummm.. Parlez vous anglez? (My attempt at: Do you spesk English?).

Him: No.

Me: Je parle francaistresma (I spesk French very bad). Je sui Trevor and <point west to east> Vancouver a
Newfoundland avelo (Hopefully something like: | am Trevor and am going from Vancouver to Newfoundland
by bike). Can| er.... Campez? <point to yard>

Wl even with my utter butchery of the language the idea got across and he let me camp in hisyard.
Excdlent! "The Knock" (Tm) works in more than one language.
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| will continue the road report from where | left off earlier. From Saint Jean Port Joli it got quite a bit hillier

and there were some fair climbs but around Ouelle it leveled back out. The scenery between these two town
was not as nice as what came before and after, just boring, same old farmland. After Oudlle the truly scenic
farmland returned. Now | guessin an car you may find it hard to ditinguish regular farmland from "scenic”
farmland but on a bike it is quiteobvious. Boring farms just look like farms you could see anywhere. Scenic
farms have something different to offer the eyes. At the sart of the day the farms were scenic because they
wererolling and nestled between large hills to the south and the St. Laurent to the north.  After Oudlle the farms
were flat but ill scenic because the plains were broken up by huge rocky hills that seemed to erupt from the
eath. It wasdso redly interesting to be able to see the church steeple of the next town just as you leave the
city limits of another. Thisisin contrast to Ontario where there were sections where the towns were 150 km

apart.

Speaking of farms, | had an eureka moment just now. All through Quebec | have thought that the cows here
werejust redly stupid, | can't get any reaction from them when mooing at them. Then it hit me, | an mooingin
English and they can't understand me. Now | wonder how you say moo in French?

On that note | will leave you for the night. Cya.

Wil | WAS done but | have something to add. Y ou know what | redlly hate? When you are just about adeep
and then you look up and see a big, black, six legged shape crawling aong the ingde of your tent only 2 feet
from your face. 1 don't know how these huge spiders keep getting into my tent but this has happened to me the
past few nights. Now don't get me wrong I'm not afraid of spiders, | just don't like degping with them.

Day 85. August 8. 120 km. Total 6675 km. Bic.

Title1: I'm gonnadie, I'm gonnadie, I'm gonnadie.

Title2: Theroad of Death straight from thefiery pits of hell.
Title3: LOOK OUT FOR THAT CAR!

Title4: LOOK OUT FOR THAT TRUCK!

Title5: LOOK OUT FOR THAT RV!

Title 6: Aaaaaaahhhhhhhhhhhhhh!!Hi

Title7: Later: A horrible day redeemed by a smile.

1:30 pm. | am writing this at lunch because | have to take a bregk from the Highway from Hell. | have been
continuoudly downgrading it as the day progressed until it is now ranked as the #1 most dangerous stretch of
road that | have ever had the misfortune of riding. Worse than Kicking Horse Passin B.C. (former #1) and
worse that the nastiest sections of Hwy 17 through Ontario. Surface wise Hwy 132 was ok up until Riviere du
Loop but after thet it just fell gpart into poor conditions and the shoulder disappeared. Even thiswas ok for 10
km because the traffic was light but after that 10 km was where the main provincid highway (#20), ends and
feeds dl that traffic onto Hwy 132, the one that | must ride. MamaMia | was sure that | was going to die (and
the day is dill young so this might be the last you hear fromme). | had zero shoulder, only 2 inches of white
line and even that wastorn up in places. The lanes were so narrow that there was not enough room on the road
for me and atruck unless he went into the other lane. Cars, vans, trucks and RV'swere dl flying by inches
from my left ebow at 110+ kph and | was blown off the road a couple times by close passng buses. | have a
very good mentd picture of what a rear-view mirror would do to my elbow at 120 kph and | don't like the idea
onebit. One francophone couple in aRV dowed down as they passed and yelled a me. Well by then | had just
about had enough and | am ashamed to say that | logt it and threw them the old one finger sdute (and not the
friendly prairieone). Every once and awhile the road crews will tease me by adding a huge 6 foot shoulder that
will run for awhile but as soon as you get your hopes up, "Maybe this shoulder will stay for the rest of the day",
it disappears leaving you fegling more naked and exposed to traffic than before. Right now | am riding through
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Saint Simon on one such section of shoulder, maybe it will stay for awhile (Yeshright!). Totopit dl off the
weather ucks too, cold and wet.

Wil enough of abreak, | have stopped shaking from fear now and it istime to get back on the road. What
good is adrendine if you don't use it?

7:30 pm. What acamping spot. This view is enough to be worth nearly getting killed a couple of times over.
Firgt with the continuation of the road report. As expected the shoulder disappeared 200 meters down the road
only too reappear near St. Fabien sur Mer. The shoulder then remained until where Hwy 132 and Hwy 20 split
again, Hwy 20 keeps the shoulder (but no bikes alowed) while Hwy 132 loses the shoulder and gets all cracked
but is caled "Route Tourigtique'. Oh goody, that lets them let the road go to hell in a handbasket because they
know mog of the traffic will stay on the #20. All this garbage was worth it when | found my camping Ste.
Biking with Chris and Karen has taught me that although knocking on doors is easy and you can get food and
showers, you are likely to miss out on the most scenic places. Being in someore's back yard just doesn't cut it.
Around Bic | started to get tired so | began looking for a place to set up camp. After a couple of dead ends |
saw a promising Site, a construction road leading up into the bush on the St. Laurent side of the road. Intrigued
| explored. It lookslike they are clearing the areafor building a house (probably a million dollar one) and the
view of the water isoutdanding. So that iswhere | am now, set up just on the other side of a shae berm out of
sght of theroad. The only downside to this spot is the fact that the ground isall shdeand | can't get my tent
pegsinto setit up. | had to use rocksto hold everything and in agood wind my tent will probably fal down.
Assoon as | get home | am buying a free-standing tent and to heck with these pegs.

| learned something else today. Along my trip people often ask meif | ever get londy traveling by mysdf. |
would answer that no, | was never lonely because whenever | wanted company | just had to knock on a door
and meet some completely new people. Well that dl changed in Quebec. | did not notice it earlier because |
was with Chris and Karen but now that | am donel do. It ISlondy when you can't speak to anyone because of
different languages. Today was redly rough. The horrible road, crappy weather and londliness had put meinto
adeep depression. Thenlikearay of sunshinel met HER. | wasin Trois Pistoles shopping for some groceries
when a salesclerk came up and asked me (in French) how | was. Now | know just a smidgen of French so when
| answered in French she started rambling on and | had to stop her and say that | only knew enough French to
get meintrouble. "That'sdl you redly need.”, she sad. “SHE SPEAKS ENGLISH!!!!” | shouted to myself.
Findly | had someone | could tak to! | fdt like aman logt in the desert, who after days of drought finds a cool
oasis of water and | jumped headfirst into a conversation with her. Shewas redly interested in my journey and
impressed that | had made it thisfar (my ego at this point had swelled past the bounds of my head and was
moving skyward). She said that she had aways wanted to do something like that and we talked for 15 minutes
before she had to return to work and | had to get back to biking. 1 walked out of the store on cloud nine. | tell
you, it wasaclosecal. A pretty face, beautiful smile and an intriguing persondlity, if | had stuck around much
longer | think | would have been agoner. You could have just dapped a Fleure de Lis on my arm, a plate of
poutine in front of me and started calling me Jean Fierre, | would never have left Quebec. Come on man! She
gpesks English, is gorgeous and LIKES cydling! What more could one ask for?

On that noteit's off to bed. Pleasant dreams dl.

Day 86. August 9. 130 km. Total 6805 km. Lacau Saumon.
Title1: Lagt night in Quebec and the best sunset of thetrip.

10:00 am. | wasworried that the hest through Ontario might have wrecked my film so | went to amadl to get a
roll developed. It was absolutdly pouring buckets this morning and freezing cold so | am till in my neon

ydlow raingear Stting here in the mal getting dl sorts of funny looks. Funny thing thisbicycle touring. Herel
am completely soaking wet with a puddle forming under my chair, | haven't had a shower in six days (Sponge
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baths don't count) and | have a weeks growth of facid hair. My hair is grimy, my hands are dirty, and yet
Sitting here eating doughnuts and a nectarine | am completely content. | am warm, hedthy and touring the
country on bicycle. Something most people only dream of. What more could | want? Hmmmm.. Maybe a
beautiful Quebecoisriding partner........

Hwy 132 through the town of Rimouski is a complete nightmare. It is even worse than the roads through
Saskatchewan. Heck, | have been on better dirt roads. It would not be so bad if | could at least dodge the holes
but with the heavy traffic | can't move around and then, with the heavy rain, | can't even judgeif itissmply a
normd puddle or atwo feet deep bike eater. 1t was S0 bad that the vibrations shook loose one of the clips that
attach my trailer to my bike so when | stopped the trailer tipped over and bent the attachment hook. Good thing
that | have been thinking aheed, | had a spare clip and after bending the hook back into shape with my wrench, |
was back on the road.

8:30 pm. Another magnificent end to an otherwise poor day. To celebrate my last night in Quebec | bought a
great micro-brewed beer caled "Lafin dulamonde”, the end of the world. How appropriate. | amleaving
Quebec which to most Quebecoisistheir whole world and | drank it while watching the death of another day
after offering atoast to the most ancient artist till turning out bresthtaking sunsets after dl theseyears. Again |
have chosen to forgo The Knock in favor of bush camping and | am glad that | did (I don't redly need a shower,
| made use of the hot water in atourist center washroom today. | wonder what the next person in the washroom
thought about the bare footprints on the floor?). | pulled off the road about 10 km from Amqui and | am
camped on the beach of Lac au Saumon dowly being lulled to deep by the sound of the waves on the shore
(and the beer).

The Hwy 132 from Rimouski was better than yesterday. To St Flavie, more of the road had a shoulder than
not. Then heading east a Mont Joli the amount of traffic decreased and there was alot of shoulder until
Sayabec. There were redly only three big hillsworth mentioning. Well there was a smdl one into Mont Joli
but then alarger, terraced one out of Mont Joli followed by along descent. About 10 km further there was a
good 8% climb and then one more big hill entering Saint Moise. Then in-between and after these hills the road
wasleve or downhill. (Caveat: | had a 30 kph tailwind so at least it felt level or downhill to me, your mileage

may vary.)

Tomorrow | will bein New Brunswick and | am redly looking forward to it. The Maritimesat last! | can
nearly smell the Atlantic now.
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Thisistheend of the free verson
But there are till 4 Provincesto go. If you enjoyed thefirst 86 days and would like to find out how it dl ends,
please send me $5 US dollars via Paypa (www.paypal.com) using trevor_hennessey @yahoo.com as my user
name and | will email you the complete verson. If you do not have a Paypa account you may e-mail meand |
will provide you amailing address where you can send me the money.
Y ou can dso check out my webpage, http:/Amww.anexpl orationofcanada.bravepages.com/, where | dso have
this document in handheld formats (Pam, PocketPC) as well as over 200 photos of my trip with explanatory
captions. Drop by and have alook. If the url does not work, it is because yet another free web-Ste hogting
saviceisno longer "freg’. Jugt e-mail me for an updated url.
| hope you enjoyed reading.
Sincerdy,

Trevor Hennessey
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