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Footloose and Fancy Free 
Date: Sunday, October 15 
Coordinator: Dan Boonstra (289-3680, danboonstra@hotmail.com) 
Participants: Up to 30. RSVP or email coordinator to reserve your 
spot. 
Location: Meet at Tim Horton’s by Sobeys in Sherwood Park on 
Wye Road. 
Start: 10:15 for a 10:30 am sharp start 
Cost: Approximately $10 for lunch 
Distance/Rating: 100 Km, Intermediate 
Description: All aboard if you’re footloose and fancy free! Your 
boarding station will be “Horton Station”. Your boarding pass in-
cludes a lunch stopover at the Footloose Caboose Lodge about 14 
KM south of Hastings Lake Corner on Highway 14. If weather im-
pedes the track, we will board the Express train, and head straight to 
lunch.  All Aboard! 

Hear Ye Hear Ye!  - We're having a FREE party! 
  
 When:  Sunday, November 26, 2006 from 4 to 7 p.m. 
 Where:  Nisku Recreation Centre & Fitness Park
 
 It's been a great year for EBTC, and it's time to celebrate! 
Members are invited to a Club Social and Volunteer Appreciation Din-
ner, catered by EBTC's very own professional chef, Michel Lamontagne. 
 For all members it will be a great opportunity to come out and 
thank the volunteers who made possible all the fabulous rides everyone 
enjoyed this year, including the very successful Tour de l'Alberta. 
 For new members this is a wonderful time to come out and meet 
other enthusiastic members.  Meet the people and enjoy learning more 
about your club before we turn to snow and skiing. Open to the first 150 
members!  And it’s Free 
RSVP required.  Please RSVP to this special e-mail address: 
"bikeclub@shaw.ca" 
Please put "RSVP" in your email's subject line. 
For detailed directions on how to get there, see the box at the bottom of 
page 3. 

Are these people having fun, or are 
they just crazy?  Check out the San 
Juan/Gulf Islands trip feature on page  
7 for details  
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EBTC Executive Members 
 
President 
Alan Schietzsch............................ 455-1924 
Vice-President/Touring 
Gord Charles4.............................. 487-0206 
Secretary 
Marie-Andreé Lachapelle............... 431-2775 
Treasurer 
Cindy Martel ................................ 433-5178 
Membership Coord. 
 Sue Sohnle ................................. 459-9830 
Newsletter Editor 
Gary Garrison .............................. 908-6292 
Social Coord. 
Michel Lamontagne ...................... 466-2615 
Supplies & Equip.Coord 
 Ernie Mah................................... 988-8322 
Education&Safety Coord 
 Don Peddie................................. 457-2945 
Volunteer Coordinator 
Jan Damgaard ............................. 464-7863 
Librarians 
Brian & Susan Gerbrandt .............. 436-0833 
Web/E-mail 
Nadine Leenders .......................... 438-1987 
Past President 
Maureen Lanuke .......................... 436-9004 
 
We welcome your comments and suggestions – 
especially if you have an idea for a trip or outing 
you think your fellow club members might enjoy! 

 
Newsletter Enquiries & Submissions 

 
The deadline for the newsletter is the 22nd day of 
each month. Enquiries, articles and jpg digital or 
scanned photos can be delivered by email to gar-
risong@shaw.ca or on paper, CD or 3.5” IBM 
format diskette to: EBTC Newsletter Editor, P.O. 
Box 52017, Garneau Postal Station, Edmonton, 
Alberta T6G 2T5. Gary can be reached by tele-
phone at (780) 908-6292.  
 
Moving? 
 
If you’re moving, please give your name, old ad-
dress, new address and new phone numbers to 
the Membership Coordinator noted above. This 
information will ensure that you receive your 
newsletters. 
 
 
 

E-mail? 
The EBTC maintains an e-mail directory of mem-
bers. Occasionally, e-mail or other items received 
by EBTC considered to be of interest to the mem-
bership are forwarded via e-mail. If you wish to 
be added to this electronic mailing list to receive 
updates, please send your request via email to 
info@bikeclub.ca 
To save costs and valuable executive time, all 
club members receive e-mail notification when 
Spokes is posted on the club website and are ex-
pected to access it online.  Members who cannot 
access the Internet readily can get Spokes in 
hard copy by sending in a written request to the 
EBTC post office box noted below.  Remember 
that it costs $1.50 for each copy we print and put 
in the mail. 
 
Publisher Information & Policies 
 
Spokes is the newsletter of the all-volunteer Ed-
monton Bicycle & Touring Club. Spokes is pub-
lished monthly in the summer and bi-monthly in 
the winter months.  
Opinions expressed in Spokes are those of the 
contributor and are not necessarily shared by the 
Edmonton Bicycle & Touring Club. The editor re-
serves the right to edit for clarity, brevity and 
content and is the sole judge of suitability all arti-
cles and advertisements. 
©Copyright 2006 by the Edmonton Bicycle & 
Touring Club. All rights reserved. 
Permission is granted for reprinting articles herein 
by any non-profit group or publications. Credit to 
the author and Spokes must appear in your pub-
lication and a copy sent to: 

Edmonton Bicycle &  
Touring Club 

P.O. Box 52017 
Garneau Postal Station 

Edmonton, Alberta 
T6G 2T5 

 

Cycling thought this month: 
 
  "The main thing is to not cut yourself and bleed to 
death in the tub." -Leg-shaving advice from 
Frankie Andreu, Retired USPS Racer 
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The Prez Sez 
  

Volunteers make my wheels go 'round! 
Let’s celebrate! 

 Over the past few weeks I 've been more and more impressed 
by our club's volunteer spirit.  You people rock!  Lois Knight is a 
great example. She told me that she'd been waiting to see what sort of 
ride someone would put on the next weekend, and she realized that 
maybe that "someone" she was waiting for was herself!  Friday she 
decided to hold a ride on the Lindbrook Loop, asked to have an email 
sent out, and sure enough, on the weekend she was joined by an eager 
horde of EBTCers,  She created a great day for herself and for every-
one else. Wow!  
 And look at the number of people who showed up for Jas-
mine's Chilly Chili event.  Amazing! Run it and they will come! We 
have enough members that no matter what your style, someone will 
want to join you! 
 At the last Executive meeting we discussed the expenses that 
organizers sometimes incur with the little things like vehicle costs, 
photocopying maps, and so on. So costs won't discourage anyone 
from running a trip, we voted that EBTC will provide up to $30 for organizational expenses to day trip coordina-
tors. So when you organize a day trip, no worries! It IS your turn after all, and we want to support you! Just ask 
any executive member for help or details. 
 Where does this money come from, you ask?  Even more good news:  it comes from the terrific success of 
this year's Tour de l'Alberta, run by super-volunteer Stew Henderson and all the fantastic folks who helped him 
make the Tour our club's flagship event. Volunteers really DO make it all go ‘round! 
 To celebrate and honor these fine folks, I'm pleased to announce that we're holding a huge party on No-
vember 26. You're invited! 
 That evening, EBTC's own executive chef Michel Lamontagne will be hosting us at the Nisku Recreation 
Centre. There'll be great food, good times, and an opportunity to show all our appreciation to the volunteers who 
have made this club so successful and so much fun! Please join us! 
 Please see the announcement in this issue of Spokes  (page 1—you can’t miss it!) for details, and be sure 
to join the gang at this "do not miss" event! Everyone is welcome.  Come and support our volunteers!  

 
 Alan Schietzsch 

 
Bike Trainer for Sale 
 
Will keep you cycling/
skiing fit all winter. 
 
One of the larger, more 
stable style that attaches to 
fork and bottom = 
bracket, in good condition. 
Will work on most bikes. 
 
Price: $ 50 
 
Phone Bob at 439-2634 

How to Find the FREE Party 
[Nov. 26—see page 1 for other details]  
It’s 10 minutes drive south of Ikea. 
From Edmonton: 
1. Take Highway 2 south (towards Cal-
gary & Red Deer) 
2. At Gateway Park (look for oil rig on 
your left) zero your odometer 
3.Drive 8.3 km south to Exit 525 (on the 
right side of highway) 
4. When you reach the traffic lights, take 
the left-turn lane 
5. Turn left (east) towards Nisku 
6. Drive east 1.4 kilometres to the second 
traffic lights (5th. Street) 
7. Turn right onto 5th. Street 
8. Drive for 0.4 kilometres to 18th Ave 
9. Turn left onto 18th Ave 
10.Go another 0.4 km.  The Nisku Rec-
reation Centre is on your left. 
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To Scream or Not to Scream 
By Dan Boonstra 

 
Ride: Sylvan Lake 
Coordinator: Millie Schietzsch 
Date: Saturday, September 9, 2006 
Screamin’ Riders: All 13 of us! 
 

What you gotta love about these group rides is you can always learn stuff.  For example:  
1. Any day at the lake is a good day at the lake. 
2. Food always tastes better after working for it. 
3. There really are hills in Alberta! 
4. You really can have too much of a good thing! 
5. Don’t trust our prez when he says we’re just doing the regular route! 

As I was thinking this through, I realized Millie was getting into sordid detail about how the regular route had just 
been freshly paved, how it’s an absolute dream to ride on, and that the longer route involves some absolutely 
beastly hills, the likes of which have never been seen before. (I think she was trying to avoid having to send out a 
search-and-rescue team later.) I think she may have even mentioned something about having lost someone once in 
a space-time continuum, never to be heard from again! Hmmmm, now you’re just freakin’ me out! I’m doing the 
regular route! 

So with that settled, we all mounted our trusty stallions, and headed out along the highway. I found my-
self riding along with Alan, our trusty Prez, who was also planning to do the regular route, unlike his son Andrew. 
Now Andrew, there’s a guy who knows how to do it right! He had his very own support vehicle! Now that’s some-
thing, I’m thinking! I even enjoyed the brief instant when I leaned on it for support: my very own Tour de France 
moment. 

Eventually, we reached our lunch stop at Eckville. Now I’ve gotta tell ya, I wasn’t expecting a great deal 
from a road stop, even though Millie suggested that they had a pretty good spread. But then Andrew introduced me 
to a Screamer!  OK! Time out! C’mon, stop the bike! I’ve got to tell you about these little gems! Imagine if you 
will, a nice, refreshing slurpee after riding for hours and hours, no less, dont’cha know. Now add some soft-serve 
ice cream to the mix! Now you’ve got yourself a Screamer! One little taste ‘o’ that, and it was like—okay, 
ummm—yeah—wow! “I’ll take one of those for here and—let’s see, how many water bottle cages are on my 
bike?—and four to go, please!” I’ll be OK.  You see, I’m just doing the regular route today!

 
So the riding was good along the 7-6-6. I was just ridin’ along, enjoyin’ the scenery; the conversation, my 

I have to admit, it was a bit tricky ridin’ outta there. I had to take an equal por-
tion from each Screamer on regular rotation, you see, to avoid losing any pre-
cious ice cream. But I was getting pretty nimble with my rotate-and-switch 
technique, if I do say so myself. And I was even managing a pleasant conversa-
tion through all this with our prez. And they say us guys can’t multitask – 
hmmph!  

 The meeting time was 10:30 in Sylvan Lake at the playground. I 
suppose the meeting time could have been 1 p.m. and I still would have 
been pushing it! As usual, I arrived at the last minure, literally pulling my 
shirt over my head as I joined the pre-trip huddle. 

Millie passed some maps around that described our route, head-
ing west on Hwy 11 and north on Hwy 766 to our lunch stop at Eckville, 
then east on Twp Road 400 before heading back to the lake on Hwy 20. 
However, Millie went on to explain that as an alternative, we could choose 
a slightly longer route along Hwy 12. Before she went any further, I was 
already thinking, “Hey, you can put me down for the regular route.” I’d 
just done some pretty long rides and it was time to take it a bit easy today. 
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 inconceivable adroitness. I even thought to myself, “Self, I’m almost feeling good enough to take on those crazy 
hills! But boy, I’m glad we’re just doing the regular route. I mean, I’m workin’ on my fourth Screamer here … I 
can’t be handling no space-time continuums! Can you just imagine?” 

After some time passes, our trusty prez noticed that I’m just finishing up the last of my Screamers, and he 
nonchalantly mentions, “So, you’ve decided to do the long route, after all, eh?” Well, I could’ve screamed, but I 
was too busy concentrating on keeping my bike steady after inhaling my straw! You see, I’ve never done this route 
before! “You mean, we’ve passed Twp Road 400? We passed the nicely-paved Twp Road 400?” 

Uugghh! The hills! Now you would think that after five Screamers, I should be screaming up those hills, 
right? But I say nay-nay! After Andrew and I pushed each other up and over the third hill, I felt like screamin’ all 
right! Or at least my poor tummy was! I gotta say, there were times when I was thinking, “You know—actually, 
one less Screamer would probably have sufficed!” 

But the hills, they wouldn’t take us! We eventually made it to the turn, met up with the other cyclists, who 
apparently can read maps just fine, and ended up at the Big Moo for a little relaxation time. All in all, a good time 
had by all – even if I was suckered! 

 
 

 
Moraine Lake Side Trip 

by Don Peddie 
 

After checking in Lake Louise hostel on the first day of the Banff-Lake Louise trip (September 2), we still 
had several hours of prime time left before supper. Not wanting to squander this crystal clear day, Brian and I 
kicked around a few cycling possibilities. Unsuccessfully, we tried persuading others to join us, and so the two of 
us set off toward Moraine Lake. Neither of us had ever made this trip on a bicycle, in fact neither of us had ever 
climbed the steep hill connecting Lower Lake Louise town site with Upper Lake Louise. Brian had a deadline too.  
He was on the supper cooking team and had to be back to help with preparations sometime around 5:30 p.m.  

Brian set the pace up the hill. I stuck on his wheel so he couldn't see me suffer. I was envious of his bike's 
gearing.  He used his lowest 
granny gear, which took much of 
the sting out of the steep gradient. 
Behind him I was forced to slowly 
grind away on the smaller of two 
chainrings and a cog that was way 
too big for such hills. Brian chatted 
away the entire time, obviously not 
winded nor working too hard. I 
was happy just to keep close to 
him. 

Eventually we reached the 
Moraine Lake turnoff, the signpost 
indicating 11 kms to the Lake. I 
took note on my bike computer and 
optimistically suggested we could 
get there and back and still be OK 
for the supper cooking chores. 
Brian more realistically suggested 
we try to get at least as far as the 
viewpoint, which, from previous 
cross-country skiing trips, he re-
called was about halfway. The road 
continued to climb, not quite as steeply.  But it made us work. 

The kilometres ticked by. We reached 9k and still hadn't seen the viewpoint.  I told Brian I was going to 
the lake; it could only be a couple kms farther and would make the trip seem like more of an accomplishment. 
When the viewpoint came at the 10k mark we didn't hesitate, pushing ahead and digging a bit deeper. At about that 
point the road actually began a gentle descent to the Lake, which was a great relief to tired legs, and we took the 
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opportunity to coast a bit and enjoy the ride down.  
At the Lake, 13k by my odometer, we paused long 

enough to put our fingers into the water and admire the spectacu-
lar view. There were perhaps 10 canoes deployed on the lake, 
people like us enjoying the spectacular setting and the glorious 
day. We made a quick stop at the loo, which was itself an adven-
ture.  The lineup at the men's door seemed to be at a standstill, 
and so we nipped one by one into the women's stall and then 
headed back to the hostel. 

 The trip back was a real rush. After the first little climb 
it was all downhill, allowing us to coast at 40 to 50 kph for ex-
tended periods. The road surface is in good repair, very few pot-
holes, but there are a couple of rough patches with whoop-de-
doos that shake a bike pretty good. Jouncing over one of these I 
heard a metallic commotion from the area of my back wheel, 
which lasted only a second. When all was quiet and I had a 
chance to look down I discovered that my frame pump was gone. 
The mount had broken clean off; the pump had touched a spoke 
or two but luckily hadn't got jammed between any, and was now 
half a mile behind me on the road. Should I stop, turn around, and 
go get it? We had been impairing vehicular traffic slightly; there 
were perhaps 6 cars close behind but kindly giving us lots of 
room.  I figured chances were good that the pump had already 
been crushed by one of their wheels, so I mentally wrote it off 
and continued the descent. The final plunge down to the lower 
townsite was too steep and busy to let the bike run. We rode the 
brakes and kept speeds to under 50 kph all the way down.  

Brian got back in time to help with supper preparation. I had a beer and basked in the sun, tired but con-
tent after our first cycling day of an exceptional bike trip organized by Brian and Susan Gerbrandt. Well done! 

 
Thanks to the Great Companionship, I Made It to the End! 

by Robert Kirchner 
 
 Looking back on the Banff-Lake Louise bike tour, two things stand out in my mind: first, the wonderful 
people in the group; second, the fact that I (more or less) made it to the end.  I use my 20-year-old touring bike for 
transportation around the city.  I believe in the bicycle as an efficient, non-polluting means of transportation.  But 
I'm not an athlete by any stretch of the imagination, and this was my first overnight bike tour. 
 Despite the fact that I was seriously outclassed by everyone on the tour, both in terms of fitness and qual-

ity of equipment, I felt welcome and was well looked 
after.  The group leaders, Brian and Sue, always were 
mindful of where everyone was, including those of us 
at the back of the pack, and that we were all safe.  The 
meals were excellent, and the company convivial. 
 By the second day, I learned to pace myself, 
going slow and taking frequent breaks.  I was particu-
larly grateful for the company of Marilyn and Chris-
tine, who shared this pace.  Our little stop at the Truf-
fle Pig in Field was pleasant.  After the long climb 
back from Field (phew!), the beautiful lakes along the 
way and the car-free ride along the Great Divide 
Highway (1A) were pure delight. 
 Next time, though, I'm going to get some 
proper cycling shorts. 
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Tales of the Gulf/San Juan Island Explorers 
May 6 – 21, 2006 

 
Day 1: Vancouver Island to San Juan Island (Washington) by Gertie Hegholz 

Everyone arrives at the Victoria Airport from different directions, some by plane, some by car and some 
on bikes.  We introduce ourselves and load our panniers onto our bikes.  Then some of us realize—too late—that 
we packed too much and have to drag all of it around with us for the next two weeks.  Maureen "the mother hen," 
our fantastic tour master, then guides her chicks off to the US ferry.  We are early for the ferry, and so we head to 
the nearest coffee shop, something that becomes a favorite pastime whenever we have free time. 

We clear cus-
toms at Friday Harbour 
despite a grumpy cus-
toms agent with no sense 
of humor.  After check-
ing into our "tropical 
cabana" complete with 
artificial palm trees and 
tacky tropical lights, we 
unload our panniers, and 
then some of us venture 
out for a tour of the south 
end of the island while 
others go grocery shop-
ping.  The first stop is 
tasting local island wine, 
of which we buy a few 
bottles for our evening 
meal. It’s just the begin-
ning of our drinking/bike 
tour. 

Then on to the 
south end of the island to 
Roche Harbour, a quaint resort where we witness an open-air wedding.  We are tempted to crash it.  Instead we 
settle for a sandwich from the local store as all the restaurants/cafes are already closed; after all, it is 4 p.m. on a 
Saturday!.  We then wind our way back through beautiful forests and hills to our condo for supper.  We spend the 
evening tinkering with bikes, drinking, watching hockey and drinking, and entertaining our newest and youngest 
biker—two-year-old Ben—and drinking some more.  A great start to a two wonderful weeks of cycling.   
 
Day 2: San Juan Island – by Kathie Leitch 

I  am sick.  Must have been something I ate.  Bob Steen prepared dinner on the Saturday night; or could it 
have been the wine? Miss the ride.  We are on San Juan Island, the first ride of the trip.  Everybody sets off around 
9 with all their rain gear on as it‘s raining quite hard.  It stops around noon; so they only have the morning to test 
their rain gear. They bike to the area at the other end of the island where the famous "Pig War" was in the early 
1800’s and have a great day following the footsteps of the explorers.   
 
Day 3:  San Juan Island to Orcas Island – by Al Carlson 

Moving day.  Up early but not too early, to pack, eat, finish packing, load panniers and head down to 
catch the 8:25 ferry. Once we tie up our bikes, we head upstairs to find we need to remove our cycling shoes to 
protect the highly polished wood floors; it was a Washington ferry.  The 80-minute ferry ride winds through many 
islands, all green with large trees, and to our surprise, none of the islands are flat!  We see many cabins and big 
homes nestled in the woods or perched on some rocky cliff.  We talk to some teenagers, and when we say we’re 
going to cycle on Orcas, they say we’ll need lots of juice in our legs. 

Arriving at Orcas Village ferry dock, we see what they mean.  We push our bikes up and off the ferry and 
face a steep hill and little room to clip in and get moving.  Most of us walk up to a flatter spot.  As I pass Jody and 
Ben at the top of the hill, Jody offers to take my backpack in the SUV, and after she insists, I give it up.  Then 
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down into a valley and up the other side.  I pass Gertie stopped in a bike pull-out, and, lucky for her, Jody stops 
and rescues her by taking her panniers.  Up the road the we all regroup, and when Jody arrives, she fills up the 
SUV with as many panniers as she can pack in.  

We ride from the ferry dock on the south end to our resort on the far north end, about 20km.  The road is 
very good, and not too busy.  It has marked shoul-
ders, which are not very wide in some places but 
are wider in the windy, hilly sections. We arrive 
at Smugglers Villa Resort, which is a string of 2-
unit condo buildings along a dugout marina, next 
to a rocky beach. The units are spacious and well 
equipped, great for our 5-day stay. The first order 
of business is grocery shopping, and Jody offers 
to drive, so there’s room for lots of food and other 
supplies.  After sleeping on a metal cot sharing a 
room with 3 guys, I luck out and get moved in 
with Irene and Vicky and Bob by himself in the 
next room. Once we are settled in, we have time 
to cycle. 
Most of us decide to head to Olga, on the south-
east end of the island.  Maureen has told us about 
a great restaurant in a gallery/gift shop.  It was 
worth the effort it took to get up two or three 

good hills.  Debbi K, who’s mother’s name is Olga, wants to mail a MD card off at a cute little post office below 
some huge trees, but it’s closed.  However a lady in the shop offers to post it the next day.  Now we are back at sea 
level, so we have to go back up to the same hilltops to return home where we have nice big decks, close to our sup-
ply of snacks, beer & wine. A perfect day! 
 
Day 4:Orcas Island – by Irene Hanson 

Up early and welcoming another wonderful sunny day.  The decision is to leave at 10:45 for a tour to 
West Sound to lunch at Kingfish Inn.  We were promised the best fish and chips meal in the world.  The ride there 
is spectacular; following the ocean 
and through thick forest.  Once we 
get to the Inn, we find a "Closed" 
sign in the door.  What a disap-
pointment!!! Option #2: ride to 
Deer Harbour and marina, only a 5 
km ride but one of the most scenic 
rides on Orcas.  At the harbour, the 
public roadway ends with a nice 
view out toward the Wasp Islands.  
We lunched at the harbour and af-
terwards cycled back to town; some 
of us taking West Beach Road and 
Enchanted Forest Lane.  It was a 
beautiful ride. Since supper was 
delayed a bit, we had time for a 
glass of wine and socializing in the 
hot tub.  After supper we were entertained by Bob modeling Kathie's two-piece, jaguar-coloured lingerie outfit.  
Bob made such a quick exit not even a camera could catch.  Good old Bob, always up to no good. (But a nice phy-
sique for a 66- year-old!) 
 
Day 5: Orcas to Lopez Island – by Debby Schmidt 

We are staying on Orcas, but today we are going Lopez Island.  We’ve had a big breakfast and packed 10 
lbs of snacks each to fuel us for the day.  In the morning we head to the ferry, 16 kms away, in two groups, the 
strong and steady group first and the racers not far behind. 
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We arrive at Lopez and can’t wait to cycle over to Holly’s Buns.  It’s time to eat again!  It’s well worth 
the ride.  For a non-EBTC member, one BIG cinnamon bun would feed a family of four.  For us, one is just not 
enough.  A few of us just have to sample many of the delectable taste sensations.  Isn’t that right, Peter!! 

Everyone heads out in their own little groups to explore the Island.  A group of us don’t make it very far.  
We come across this cute place 
and decide to snoop around.  The 
place belongs to Tom and Debbie 
Collins on Bayshore Road.  It’s 
right on the water and has such 
curb appeal we just couldn’t resist 
the temptation to go in.  A few of 
the gals do just that and are 
caught peeking in a window at 
Tom having a little nap.   Tom 
and Debbie are so good natured 
that they give us a tour of their 
home and studio where we look 
over all the items they just happen 
to be getting ready to display and 
sell.  I think each of us purchase 
something, and if we hadn’t been 
on bikes we sure would have 
bought more. 

The clock warns us that 
we have to leave Deb and Tom 
and head back to the ferry.  But 
our shopping trip isn’t over yet.  We stop in at the Shop and Drop (also known as “the Dump”).  There, we find a 
lovely little red number for Glenn’s alter ego, “Glennda”.  SWEET!  Fashion show later tonight!!!!  Tonight is our 
first group meal out.  We have a van come and pick us up and take us to the Inn at Ship Bay for a wonderful meal 
and a few drinks. 
 
Day 6: Mt. Constitution, Orcas Island – by Pete Sherrington 

The day arrives for the fabled climb.  The less confident riders have been psychologically winding them-
selves for at least a few days.  Once another breakie was “wedged in” and cleaned away, the “grimpseurs” are off.  
Some choose to hike and use the engineering marvel called the bicycle.  The wisest of all is young Ben who 

chooses the commander’s chair, 
which provides extraordinary vistas 
without the accelerated heart rate. 
Debby Schmidt and Gertie lead the 
walkers over hill and dale and 
largely blaze the sneakers off their 
group in their quest for the 2,409 
foot mark.  Later when the riders are 
safely off the hill, some need further 
challenge climbing back to the main 
road from Rosario’s on beer-fueled 
legs.  Your faithful scribe for the 
day elects to explore Eastsound 
Café culture at his leisure!  Tall 
tales are told of lattes partnered with 
chocolate ginger cookies.  Adults 
only, please.  Another discovery is 
the “deer lady” at the local tourist 
garment center.  Take note, you 
riders with partially filled panniers!  
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This woman has a herd of 40-
odd pet deer at her home in 
the nearby hills.  Columbia 
black tails, I believe she says 
they are.  To add to the ex-
citement, her menagerie also 
includes a small band of pet 
raccoons and a black Labra-
dor that lives Hallowe’en 365 
days of the year.  Allegedly 
both the dog and the deer 
think the dog is a deer. 

In the late afternoon, 
as the disparate groups return 
to our sumptuous lodgings, 
many wine bottles succumb 
to tall tales of derring do.  
Nibbling contentedly, the 
rabbits look on from the 
lawn, as yet again the group 
of 16 consume a meal big 
enough for at least double 
that number.  Fantastic 
weather, great riding and 
eating, top-shelf camaraderie, 
and well-stocked wine stores 
make this a day to remember 
in a trip hard to forget. 
 
Day 7: Orcas Island Rest 
Day – by Glenn White 

Finally a rest day is 
upon us on Orcas Island after 
a big pannier-hauling effort 
over the past several days.  
Ok, not all of us hauled pan-
niers—thanks to the gracious 
efforts of Jody and Steve—
but we all hauled our asses up 
those hills.  This is a day free 
from the saddle and the pan-
nier, a day of wine and roses.  However, we have to contend with yet another cross-dressing fashion show from 
Bob. 

It is a day for shopping, trying to see how much food could be eaten in one day—like we hadn’t been do-
ing that since the beginning of the trip!  It’s a chance to rest and read or just lounge about.  Jody organizes a whale 
watching tour, which is a big hit as well.  Ok, so maybe Bob had the edge in entertainment value, since Kathie 
shared her wardrobe with him.  I’m not sure who has the nicer butt! 

The great thing about our trip is the flexibility to do whatever we want to do.  Some days we had miles we 
had to cover.  It is not an option to achieve our final destination for the next few days, but all of the spots we stayed 
at were worth the effort, and Poet’s Cove was definitely worth the work to get there.  

Every day, rest day or otherwise, we always had a choice to ride or rest, do more or do less.  Rest days 
mean rest and recover, whatever that looks like to you.  It is just that flexible.  However, no matter how flexible, 
everyone wants to be back for the hot tub and cocktails and, ok, maybe even the fashion show. 

Thanks to everyone who participated, it was a wonderful trip - some super memories and some fine wines 
to be found and remembered.  Where do we go next????  
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Day 8: Orcas to Pender Island – by Mike Niven 

Up early to a beautiful morning.  Quick breakfast, pack up for 7 a.m. start.  The ride to the ferry, little or 
no car traffic.  Breathtaking, with sun spreading 
over pastures and farms.  All arrive in good time 
for coffee on the veranda of the Orcas Hotel.  
Ride the ferry back to Sidney, where the group 
converges on Safeway’s to buy food buy for the 
next four days.  Ride on to Swartz Bay terminal.  
Group arrives except for Mike (visiting a 
friend).  A hundred-yard dash by Maureen and 
Mike for Mike’s ticket – two minutes before 
sailing!  Sail to Pender Island.  All hill training 
on previous islands was to build strength for 
Pender’s steep hills.  Some ride, some their 
bikes to Poet’s Cove, certainly the most luxuri-
ous accommodation of the trip.  And FOOD!  
Did I mention the meals, each one better than 
the last?  Where will it end?  The EBT and 
Gourmet Club? 
 
Day 9: Pender Island 

“A few hills”, our coordinator said, but she failed to tell us that they were steep, steeper, and steepest, that 
Pender Island had some of the most challenging of them all.  Fortunately, the amenities and views at Poet’s Cove 
are such that we don’t need to go far to enjoy the day.  Some choose to take a day off and walk down to the tidal 
pools a couple of kms from the resort and then hang out at the resort’s three pools, the hot tubs, and the marina 
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with its huge yachts from all over.  Others challenge themselves enough cycling 10 kms to the mall and bakery in 
the middle of North and South Pender Islands, where they spend a pleasant few hours exploring the shopping op-
portunities.  Some (a very few) elected to attempt a cycling tour of the whole island.  At the end of the day, how-
ever, we all gather for yet another scrumptious feast and romantic dinner for 15—complete with candlelight and 
fancy napkins!—prepared by that day’s “chefs du jour”. 

At Pender Island we, unfortunately, have to say goodbye to Bernice when she receives the sad news that 
her Dad had passed away the day we got to the island.  Our deepest sympathies, Bernice. 
 
Day 10: Pender Island to Mayne Island – by 
Steve Low-On 

Today starts with the exodus from the 
marina of a large contingent of yachts heading 
up to Alaska.  What a sight that is as they flow 
out through the strait on their way north! 

It’s a travel day today, too, as we take 
the ferry from Pender to Mayne Island.  Rather 
than catching the early ferry to Mayne, the 
group opts to take some more time on Pender 
Island and to catch a later ferry.  I used to think 
that packing up my son's stuff to move to our 
next holiday destination was a huge chore until 
I found myself the driver of the unofficial trip 
support vehicle.  After jamming in the panniers 
for another 12 cyclists, driving a Honda CRV 
becomes a claustrophobic experience.  Hmmm, 
maybe I should check the driver’s manual to 
make sure I haven't exceeded the weight limit 
for the SUV?  Entertaining my two-year-old 
son and being a volunteer trip driver was defi-
nitely not one of my better brain waves.  It cer-
tainly makes me appreciate the stuff that trip drivers and coordinators have to contend with to make a bike holiday 
happen. 

Nonetheless, I consider myself lucky that this is not a self-supported camping trip, because then I'd be 
lugging sleeping bags, tents, pots, pans, stoves, etc.  I'm not sure what possessed me to take on those self-support 
cycling camping trips way back in my 20’s and early 30’s.  Riding fully loaded with four panniers and a sleeping 
bag was definitely a different experience.  After a self-supported 10-day cycling/camping trip, it’s amazing how 
quickly you can ride up a steep hill after shedding all that weight.  But being on a self-supported cycling trip while 
pulling a toddler behind me was not likely to be a fun experience.  Jody and I taking turns driving Ben around in 
the Honda CRV made at lot more sense for this bike trip.  Youthful enthusiasm gets replaced by the need for crea-
ture comforts on vacation, particularly as we get older and take on the roles and responsibilities of geriatric parents. 

Our first destination is a local beach to check out the tide pools.  The tide pools are few and far between, 
but nonetheless Glenn manages to dig up a couple of starfish.  After visiting one of the artist studios, my wife, 
Jody, joins up with the bike club at one of the markets on the island.  I get my exercise chasing my two-year-old 
son around the market.  Debbi K. and Gertie are gracious enough to keep an eye on Ben as I grab something to eat 
from the bakery. Then it's off to the ferry where the rest of the cyclists eventually gathered for the boat ride to 
Mayne. 

Jody takes over driving duties, and I finally get on my bike just after 4 p.m., a real treat given that I'm not 
towing Ben behind me in the chariot.  My knees certainly appreciate not having to drag that 50 lb wagon and tod-
dler behind my mountain bike.  While the rest of the bike club cycles to tonight’s accommodations, I head out on 
my evening ride.  Mayne is a small Island, and I cover about 3/4 of its roads before rejoining the club just before 8 
p.m.  The highlight of my evening trip is the view of Active Pass from the lighthouse facing Galiano Island. 

Taking turns looking after a child on a club bike trip definitely makes for longer days, but one of the bo-
nuses I've noticed riding in the evenings is that I see a few more deer hanging out near the roads.  That, and I have 
less car traffic to contend with.  It’s also nice to be able to eat a warmed over supper while other people keep my 
son entertained.  I must say that the food on this unsupported/supported bike trip is far superior in quality and 
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quantity to any unsupported bike trips I've done in the past.  I'll definitely need to go on a diet when we finally 
head home! 
 
Day 11: Mayne Island – by Jody Marshall 

We start the day with a treat, Debbi K’s delectable cinnamon pull-apart buns,  which are wolfed down in 
no time.  Then off to the lighthouse, where we see seals and look out over Active Pass.  What a gorgeous view – 
even though we didn’t spot any killer whales.   

After that, on we go to a local glass artist gallery where many of us purchase hand-blown souvenirs to 
take home.  He is from Edmonton.  In fact, we run into several folks on the islands who are from Edmonton.  It’s 
not a bad idea… Hmmmm. I digress.  On our trip, we discover that the San Juan Islands are home to some disgust-
ingly large slugs.  These must be one of few 
creatures on earth whose babies are ugly.  Our 
glass artist has quite the sense of humour, as 
part of his collection includes his trademark 
“glass slugs.”  Some are just the basic ones you 
can add to your garden at home--they are cuter 
in glass.  His artistic flair caught our eyes, 
though,  including “Frankenslug,” sporting a 
few bolts in his head, and the “Darwinian slug,” 
a starfish with four “normal” appendages and a 
slug head for the fifth.   

On to the lovely Japanese gardens.  
Approximately 40% of the population of 
Mayne Island was Japanese when, in 1942, 
their possessions were confiscated and they 
were forcibly moved and interned elsewhere.  
Luckily, the non-Japanese islanders and the 
relocated Japanese managed to maintain a 
strong connection.  The garden was built in 
honour of the Japanese neighbours who had 
left.  It’s a lovely testament to the resilience of 
true community. 

Late afternoon, we meet back at our 
digs, “Blue Vista Resort & Sea Kayaking.” It’s 
run by Doug and Leslie, also former Edmontonians, who jumped off the corporate ladder five years ago and are so 
glad they did.  After some initial lessons, we set off in single and double kayaks to explore neighbouring islands.  
One of the highlights was viewing Stellar and California sea lions (from a distance of 100 m).  These are really 
huge—especially the males—and downright noisy!  Which reminds me, we discovered on our trip that the major-
ity of our cycling group snores.  Even several of those who had formerly prided themselves as part of the non-
snoring elite were found out.  Though comments at breakfast often playfully centered on our tuneful bunkmates, all 
of us in chorus couldn’t hold a candle to the sea lion bulls we heard! 

We had a lovely paddle back, searching the shoreline for the purple sea stars so prevalent on the coast.  
Back “home,” we enjoyed a lateish supper – our first meatless supper to date. 

All in all – another grand day! 
 
Day 12: Mayne Is to Saltspring Island – by Vicky Dupuis 

Time to move to another island, the last one on this tour, a ferry ride of 1 hr and 15 min.  Having a sunny 
day, we were able to enjoy the quiet ocean and beautiful view of the islands when passing by.  Once on Saltspring, 
we cycle 7 kms to our accommodation at the "Seabreeze Inne," a motel style place complete with hot tub, barbeque 
and fire pit area, very comfortable.  Traffic on this island is very heavy and roads very narrow.  Lots of cyclists 
from Victoria make weekend trips here.  Jody and Steve, unfortunately, had to leave us after Mayne Island to re-
turn to Edmonton, so now we have to carry our panniers.  Grocery shopping takes more planning since everything 
has to go in panniers.  However, one generous local resident helped us by delivering the groceries to our motel.  
Debby S. is chef of the day, and barbeque is her choice:  Excellent!  The rest of the evening, we sit by the fire, tell 
many stories and laugh a lot.  What a beautiful way to end the day. 
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Day 13: Saltspring Island 
Bob and his friend “Pepe” decline to comment in public about this day.  Instead, they keep us entertained as vari-
ous fellow travelers try to think of creative ways to keep Miss Pepe from “spilling the beans” to Charlotte about 
Bob’s alter ego, “Bobbi”.  More about that later. 

We heard Saltspring is another one of “those hilly islands,” and wanting an easier day, the majority 
chooses to explore the pastoral countryside—yes, there are some quiet roads still left on Saltspring Island—and the 
famous pub at Vesuvius, which turns out to be another closed spot, but we find a little roadside café with great ice 
cream as compensation.  After another delicious supper, the ever-energetic travelers wander into town to catch 
some of the local wildlife at the quaint outdoor jazz bars to finish off a perfect day. 
 
Day 14: Saltspring Island – by Maureen Lanuke 

In our quest to find quiet country roads on this ever busy island, today the local EBTC tour guide, Glenn, 
who lives on Vancouver Island, plans a day of exploring.  First we find this wonderful, newly paved, quiet road 
that winds its way over hill and dale to the south end of the island.  Once there, we take a couple of short turns off 
of the main road, through towering old-growth trees to the organic apple orchard of Glenn’s friends, Harry and 
Debbie.  Although it’s too early in the season for apples, Harry eagerly shows us around the orchard with its 100+ 
varieties of apple trees and gives us some useful hints about organic gardening.  The highlight of the tour is a big 
old-growth spruce tree whose circumference is as far as the 11 remaining in the tour group could stretch when we 
join hands. 

From Harry’s place, we set off to explore a local cheese factory, which has some delectable homemade 
goat and other cheeses.  Then it’s just down the road to the “bread lady” farm to sample the awesome foccacia, 
panini, and other breads.  This is followed by a wander through Ruckle Park and its spectacular views of the straits 
and islands. 

Tonight is our last meal out, and we do it at the best seafood restaurant in town.  It is wonderful, but I 
must say that I would be hard pressed to choose between the restaurant meal and meals prepared by our very own 
gourmet chefs.  If anyone came back from this trip less than five pounds heavier than when they started out, I 
haven’t found them yet! 
 
Day 15: Saltspring Island – by Debbi Kowaliuk 

Saturday morning on Saltspring Island means a trip to the market in Ganges.  Some of us stay all day, 
shopping, lunching and riding a bit.  Others take the ferry to visit Chemainus, a quaint village located in central 
Vancouver Island’s Cowichan Valley.  Unfortunately, the ferry didn't cooperate on both trips, so there wasn't a lot 
of time to see the sights. Chemainus boasts a world-class theatre, interesting shops, galleries and outdoor art dis-
plays.  More than 36 murals and 13 sculptures adorn the buildings and walkways of its charming downtown dis-
trict.  Sounds like the makings for another trip:  ride from Victoria to Chemainus, stay a couple of days, visit 
Glenn, then cycle back? Anyway, back at the hotel for the last supper and "theme night".  Maureen tells us to wear 
thongs.  The guys do. The women show up in the kind you wear on your feet. The evening is presided over by the 
(gin) princess, resplendent in pink, with feather boa, crown and scepter. 
  Game's over. Wow! 
  
Day 16: Saltspring Island to Victoria 

Time to pack up and make our way home.  A last stupendous breakfast to use up the last of the food: 
enough to feed 10 groups!  A later start than expected.  Gertie and Debbi K’s creative pannier shuffle solution by 
taxi to the ferry 23 kms away.  Two lost cyclists who take a wrong turn, Maureen’s near heart attack waiting for 
them, and arrival at the ferry with 5 minutes to spare. 

Off the ferry, a short cycle to the airport, the group disbands in various directions, some to visit in the 
area, others returning to Edmonton and points east.  After two weeks of perfect weather, except for a bit of rain the 
first morning, the rain clouds start to gather.  An hour after the last cyclist leaves, the heavens open up and it pours 
for a full two days.  A perfect end to a perfect trip! 

Thanks to everyone on the trip for the good times, wonderful companionship, and great food.  As Bob S. 
says “Would I do it again? In a heartbeat!” 
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