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PWAC Post-Conference Laurentians Bike Tour 
 
Monday morning: 7:30 a.m. Groggy and sleep-deprived after three days of PWAC 
workshops, business and late-night partying, I take the Metro to the rental company to 
pick up a passenger van and then head over to the Marriott, where our intrepid bikers 
have gathered, ready for a day of adventure. Along for the ride are Bob Bott, the veteran 
cycler; Tracey Arial, Virginia Heffernan, Rusti Lehay, and Sandy Greer, who apparently 
has not been on a bike for decades. The forecast is for sun, warm temperatures and a 
slight breeze, perfect for cycling.  
 
9:00 a.m. After winding our way through Montreal’s maze of orange and white road 
barrels, we finally hit the autoroute and head north to Ste-Adèle, our departure point. We 
stop at the luxurious Manoir St-Sauveur, where the bikers check in and drop off their 
stuff. Then it’s off to the Mt-Rolland station, where the bikers pick up their bikes and 
helmets from the Boutique Espresso Sports. I zip home to get my bike and zip back to the 
station to meet the gang, but I zip a bit too fast through a stop sign, much to the dislike of 
a police officer hiding just out of view. He pulls me over at the station, where the sight of 
five eager cyclists and one crestfallen driver softens his heart and leads him to let me off 
with a warning and a citation for not having up-to-date insurance papers. I receive no 
points and the fifty-dollar fine will be reimbursed by the rental company, so all’s well 
that ends well. This would never happen in Montreal, I think. 
 
11:00 a.m.: Finally we are on our way, peddling along the tranquil Rivière du Nord, 
which hugs the trail. The riders have gone ahead while I finish up business with the 
officer, but I catch up with them at a small bridge where the river passes under the trail. 
Everyone is thrilled they’ve chosen this tour. The perfect weather, the fresh mountain air, 
the sound of the river and the chance to get some exercise after days of sitting fill 
everyone with energy and delight. As we continue along the slightly uphill path, the 
stronger cyclists shoot ahead, stopping to enjoy the view while the slower ones catch up. 
I’ve planned several rest stops at points of exceptional beauty.   
 
Midday: We arrive at the Ste-Adèle station. After eight kilometres of peddling, our legs 
are fully limbered up. Bob pulls out his pipe for a few puffs and we gather for a group 
photo, taken by a kind cyclist. We notice a sticker on the trail sign –  Mouvement Québec 
Français – reminding us we are in the land where French comes first. A few more 
kilometres and we arrive at some rapids. We dismount and walk onto the granite flats that 
reach into the roaring torrent. We watch a female mallard tenderly sipping from the 
rushing river and marvel at the natural beauty around us. Soon we are on our bikes again, 
heading north. We’re getting hungry and lunch awaits us in Val-David.  
 
1:00 p.m.: After 17 km of cycling, we arrive in Val-David and select the Kirlian Café as 
our spot for lunch. The friendly waitress accommodates our stumbling attempts to 
converse en français and, with a smile, asks if we’d prefer to speak English. We do. The 
all-raw “high vibration” food is delicious and several of us refresh ourselves with gluten-
free beer and fruit smoothies. This is our northern-most destination, so we decide to cycle 
around the village and see the sights. Val-David is home to some of Quebec’s best artists, 
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one of whom – René Derouin – has created a multi-paneled mural that entirely surrounds 
the upper walls of the local shopping centre. Each panel is unique and depicts the natural 
environment of the region, complete with flowers, dragonflies, birds and trees. As Sandy 
points out, the style is reminiscent of Ojibway artist Norval Morrisseau. 
 
Mid-afternoon: After winding through the back streets of Val-David, we find the trail and 
head south. Our earlier efforts are rewarded with an easy ride back, much of it coasting. 
After a few minutes, we arrive at the Resto Petite Gare de Val-Morin for some ice cream 
and conversation. Sandy rides ahead to gain some ground. Lost in discussion, Tracey, 
Bob and I remark that Virginia and Rusti are taking an awfully long time to finish in the 
washroom, only to notice that their bikes are missing. They are way ahead of us, 
wondering where the heck we are. We eventually catch up to them and we all coast back 
en masse towards our departure point.  
 
Late afternoon and evening: We arrive in Mt-Rolland, return the bikes and drive up the 
hill to my place for pizza, beer and conversation with a view on my deck. And what 
conversation it is – everything from psychotherapy for trauma, the meaning of 
spirituality, the limits of science, the Enneagram (still can’t figure out if I’m a 6 or 7) to 
other multidimensional fare. Once again, I am astonished at the knowledge PWACers 
possess on just about any subject imaginable. Eventually, darkness sets in, we hit our 
alcohol limit and I take the bikers back to their luxury hotel. Everyone is tired but happy.  
 
Tuesday morning: The bikers spend the morning walking around St-Sauveur and Tracey 
manages to connect with Dominique Brunet, the coordinator of the Association des 
Auteurs des Laurentides, who is thrilled to learn of my plans for a PWAC chapter in this 
region. Around noon, everyone hops into the van and I take Bob back to the rental station 
as he’s decided to ride the trail all the way to Blainville and then catch a train to Montreal 
for more two-wheeled exploration on the city’s Bixi bikes. I drive the others to Tracey’s 
house, where we have refreshments in her beautiful backyard. I finally say goodbye to the 
Laurentian adventurers and head back to meet Bob in Blainville. Montreal summer traffic 
being as it is, I miss our appointed meeting time and Bob misses his last train to town, so 
I drive him to the closest Metro station in Laval and return his rental bike the following 
morning.  
 
In sum, the tour was a great success and a grand opportunity for the six of us to get to 
know each other better and have fun in one of the most beautiful regions of Quebec. I’d 
like to offer special thanks to Pierre Bessette of Tourisme Laurentides, who obtained a 
special rate for us at the Manoir St-Sauveur and paid for the van and bike rentals.   
 
 
 


