





Danny’s journey, Part 1

On July 11th and 12th, Quebec’s first Ride
to Conquer Cancer took place. This bicycle
ride from Montréal to Québec City covers
a distance of almost three hundred kilo-
metres, a considerable challenge even for
those most prepared to undertake it. The
following article, written by parish member,
Danny Deslaurier, chronicles his experi-
ences on the road between Montréal and
his destination two days’ ride away.

y journey really started on July 9th,

2004. It was a Thursday night and |
was faced, as luck would have it, with both
my cars being out of order for different
reasons. What to do? | guess I'll call a col-
league and ask for a ride to work for the next
day. Hold on, what about my dusty vintage
1980s 10-speed? Didn’t | used to enjoy rid-
ing before | got all busy with the wonderful
thing called parenthood? It’s only a 22 km
round trip, so why not? Well, | simply loved
this normally drab commute and immedi-
ately concluded that | should do this every
day. Of course, | had to purchase a helmet
to get with the times! In fact, | was a little
upset at myself for not having thought about
doing this before, being always athletically
inclined, at least to a degree. But don’t we
all know about the powerful attraction of
the automobile. Looking back, it’s kind of
funny that | do remember the exact date,
but | knew that this was a defining moment
in my life. | haven’t looked back since.

ast forward to February of this year. I'm

driving to work (I do have some form of
sanity as | do not ride in the winter, though |
have the utmost respect for those who dare
to do so!) and what do | hear on the radio?
The first ever Ride to Conquer Cancer to
benefit research at The Jewish General
Hospital.

Montreal to Quebec in two days. |
knew right away that I had to do this.

| had long yearned for the challenge of a
long ride to an interesting destination. And
for such a great cause to top it off! Don’t we
all know about the ravages of this dread-
ful disease? | told my wife that very night
about this endeavor. She has always been
supportive of me and was therefore behind
me all the way.

I’ll admit that raising the minimum of 2,500$
in order to be eligible to participate in the
event was a little scary if you thought about
it too hard. In early April, | rolled up my
sleeves and went to work. Within a month
and two days, | had done it. The response
and generosity from my family, friends, col-
leagues and church members (not neces-
sarily in that order!) was fantastic. | also held
a fundraiser at work through an “Employee
Recognition Day”. A dollar bought the right
to write a personal message of appreciation

to a colleague, have it attached to a balloon
and hand-delivered by a clown. Guess who
played the role of clown! The event was a
resounding success both for the morale
of the “troops” to raise even more funds.
For the record, | ended up raising a total of
3, 793%. Add this to the money raised by
my 21 teammates at Ernst & Young and
we reached a total sum of 97,154%, which
was good for fifth overall place of all the
participating teams. While we’re talking
numbers, 1,450 participants raised a total
of 5.7$ million towards cancer research.
Quite a success!

ay 1 was truly charged with emotion.

What we had been working towards
for months had finally arrived! The Olympic
Stadium was the venue and the weather
was beautiful on this early Saturday morn-
ing. Rain was forecast but was holding off.
More on that later... The opening ceremo-
nies were uplifting, in particular a segment
which was titled “The Ride of Silence”. This
consisted of a riderless bicycle, represent-
ing a fallen cancer victim, which is walked
through the crowd to center stage. It was
touching and so appropriate...

Deep inside though, we were all anxious to
get on the road. To the sound of Coldplay’s
“Viva la Vida” (which in my mind is forever
associated to this event and gives me goose
bumps whenever | hear it), they finally let us
go. Our team had managed to take a spot
at the beginning of the procession, so we
had a great view of this grand departure.
We had a police escort which would see us
out of town. The resulting pace was quite
slow and we were itching to “open it up”.
When you have the pleasure of owning a
modern day road bike, you cannot help but
wanting to ‘pour it on’. These machines are

built for performance and give you a lot in
return for some comfort sacrificed. As luck
would have it, just as our police escort was
preparing to let us go, my rear tire suffered
an untimely puncture. My initial anger
quickly subsided. What can you do, call it
occupational hazard. We were advised that
flat tires were entirely our responsibility. It
makes sense, serious riders have to deal
with this most common of events which
can occur anywhere, most particularly at
the wrong time and place. We were not
totally abandoned though as there were
emergency road crews. My flat tire having
promptly been repaired, | was back on the
road, eager to swallow up the distance
ahead of me. This misfortune unfortunately
separated me from my team. It was just
not possible for 22 riders to all stop. It is
just a matter of common sense as the rider
population was very dense at what was still
early in the start. In fact, most crashes occur
at the time when everybody is bunched up,
that is before distance is achieved from one
to the other. Safety should always be the
first concern at any time.

Having now used my spare tube, | only had
a patch kit left, which is only effective for
24 to 48 hours. My other spare tube was
in my luggage being trucked on its way to
Trois-Riviéres, which was the site of our
campsite following this first leg of 145 kms.
| didn’t take any chances and purchased a
new tube at the first of the rest stops, which
were strategically placed every 25 — 30kms.
Apart from bicycle mechanics, these stops
offered a variety of refreshments (I think |
developed an addiction to Lime Gatorade!)
and energy snacks. Also, halfway through
each day, there was a lunch stop, a welcome

opportunity for a nourishing meal. It’s very
(continued overleaf)



important to have a good reserve of energy
as well as being well hydrated when cycling
longer distances. The rest of the ride that
day went super well and was eventless for
me until a few minutes before arriving at the
campsite. The rain forecast earlier in the
day began falling and rapidly turned into
a torrential downpour. No surprise there
when you analyze our “beautiful” summer
in general! Back to the occupational hazard
theory! The temperature also dropped a few
degrees. | therefore arrived soaked to the
bone and thoroughly frozen. By the time |
located my luggage and tent, | was more
than overdue for a long, hot, steaming
shower. I'll admit | was selfish and was
not really concerned if there was a line-up
behind me or for over consuming our pre-
cious water supply. I’'m sure | spent at least
fifteen minutes thawing out. But, boy, it was
needed and felt so good!

eing refreshed and somewhat dry (the

driving rain fell continuously until the
wee hours of the morning), | joined the
festivities at the site. Music, hot food, beer
and wine (maximum of 2 per customer) were
readily available under an assortment of
tents. Medical assistance was also available
for the needy. You could see that fresh thick
turf was laid out to accommodate us. Well,
this quickly became a swamp which made
getting around from tent to tent quite a chal-
lenge. A number of people, including most
of my teammates but not me unfortunately,
had instead opted for a night at the hotel
at their expense. A wise decision for them!
Come bedtime, | quickly found out why it
had been recommended to bring along a set
of earplugs. We were located near a major
boulevard which ran alongside our site. As
luck would have it, my tent was situated in
the first row, with only a row of cedars sepa-
rating us from this artery. You have prob-
ably guessed by now that | had omitted to
bring along this precious apparatus. | slept
soundly until my deep sleep was terminated
as | was woken up at around 2:00 am to
the sound of speeding vehicles. | finally fell
back asleep - but too long after this brutal
wake-up call. | awoke again at 5:00 am to
the sound of my neighbors talking loudly

around me. You know, there is not much
sound insulation in a tent. That meant the
end of my night’s sleep.

Looking around at my soaked gear and
feeling the pains of the previous day, it was
time to gather up and get ready for the
140 kms finishing stretch to Quebec City.
| had extra biking shorts and shirt but was
obliged to use the same soaked shoes and
gloves. Luckily the sun was shining, though
it was quite cool this early in the day. | had
a gargantuan breakfast to soothe my soul
and fuel up for the day ahead. We were
instructed to leave between 7:00 am and
8:00 am, not before or after. | let the bulk of
the riders leave at 7:00 am in order to avoid
the aforementioned bottleneck associated
with a start. No worries, being a strong rider
I would not lag far behind. | took advantage
of this free time to call Angela, who was
getting ready to drive up with our two boys
to meet me at the finish line. | asked her, in
kindness and pity, to bring along some nice
dry clothes for me for later use. This was
especially needed as we had decided to
take this opportunity by spending an extra
night to visit beautiful Quebec City.

To be continued: Daniel Deslauriers
Part 2 of Danny’s description will appear in

next month’s MESSENGER, together with

his wife Angela’s take on the whole affair.
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Church School

Registration for young people in Church
School will take place on Sunday, 20th
September, beginning at 9.45 a.m.

Rummage Sale
Saturday
October 3rd

Start looking for all those objets d’art
languishing in your attic. Bring them to
sell — and buy some more at the sale!

Walking
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Allan Marjerison, Deacon at Saint John
the Baptist, walked in the 2009 Weekend
to End Breast Cancer, a 60 kilometre walk
benefiting the Jewish General Hospital and
the Segal Cancer Centre. This was Allan’s
third walkathon; he was accompanied by his
daughter Elaine and friends —and hundreds
of other walkers. However, Allan, at 95 years
young, led the field as the oldest participant.
Congratulations!

Rehearsals for the Church Choirs will
resume on Thursday, September 17th
and Sunday, September 20th (Juniors).

Barbara is planning to present an
Advent cantata in November and will
welcome new choristers and narrators
to participate.
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