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			Praise for The Cycle of Life

			 

			 

			Greg Scott's THE CYCLE OF LIFE is a poignant, often humorous memoir of an epic father-son cycling odyssey across Canada and an engaging tale of adventure and bonding that will inspire readers to embark on their own journeys of discovery and connection with their loved ones.

			~ Edward Sung for IndieReader

			 

			 

			The Cycle of Life is part memoir, part Canadian history class and part travel guide. Gregory Scott’s humour is comparable to Stuart McLean with a side of Red Green. Enjoy this cross-country tour and the beautiful father son relationship that blossoms over fifteen years as Greg and Buddy cycle from Victoria to St. John’s a few days each summer. Discover weird and wacky tidbits about Canada you would likely not encounter.

			~ Lana Starchuck (Pesch), author, editor, speaker

			 

			 

			The Cycle of Life is an inspiring story of a dad determined to take his son on an extraordinary adventure: a solo bike ride across Canada that unfolds like the Tour de France, in stages every summer over fifteen years, with the father sharing his life stories as his son pedals toward manhood.

			~ Margaret Webb is the author of Older Faster Stronger, a memoir of her running adventures in the women’s running movement.

			Greg Scott’s journey is nothing short of extraordinary—though he humbly presents it as anything but. His 15-year cycling adventure across Canada with his son is a powerful testament to perseverance, connection, and shared purpose. Equally inspiring is the founding of Tidbits of Change with his daughter, where their story of busking to raise funds and now skiing every hill in Western Canada while engaging with students brings their mission to life in the most authentic way.

			What resonates most deeply is the underlying message: it’s never too late to build meaningful connections with your children or to become a mentor to others. Greg’s story is a reminder that small, consistent acts of love and purpose can ripple outward in profound ways.

			~ Michele Wall – Four Point Books

			 

			 

			I had the pleasure of having Greg Scott as a guest on Talking Kootenay Books, a Rogers TV interview show.  I was impressed by his enthusiasm and storytelling abilities.  Greg is passionate about many things and this comes through in his book The Cycle of Life.  I wish him continued success with his youth-oriented Tidbits-of-Change Foundation as he fosters community engagement. Keep on cycling for good, Greg!

			~ Keith Powell, host Talking Kootenay Books, 
Author and Publisher Wild Horse Creek Press
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			For all the thoughtful draft reviews by some wonderful people - thanks Cindy, Brad, Marg, Pam, Lana, Wendell, Karen, Mark, Mike, Cori, Hali.
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			To the kid in each of us ... go on an adventure with someone you love.

			To every parent who has thought about doing something one-on-one with their kids … don’t wait.

			To my family and friends over the years who I have ridden a ski lift with, sat beside around a campfire, or shared a laugh with in a hockey locker room ... thanks for all the stories and phenomenal tidbits in life.

			 

			And to Buddy … already looking forward to what we’re doing together next year.

		

	
		
			 

			 

			 

			 

			“Apparently there is nothing that cannot happen today.”

			– Mark Twain

		

	
		
			IT’S HOW FAR TO NEWFOUNDLAND?

			Time can fly by as a parent. The milestone of my son Buddy turning ten years old caught me off-guard in a “whoa, when did that happen?” kind-of-way. A week prior to his birthday, I was daydreaming on a drive home from work on a scorching summer day. My mind’s eye had me cruising in a sports car with the windows down, tunes blaring, and completely carefree about where I was headed. I was in a minivan. I remember it as the first time wrestling with how speedy a decade can sneak past.

			Buddy is my son’s nickname. I’ve called him that since he gazed up with his big probing blue eyes at me and my wife Pam in the delivery room, and I whispered, “Hey there Buddy.” A never-before-felt surge of joy engulfed me when I held him for the first time. The rest of the world seemed to rotate around us.

			Why was Buddy’s tenth birthday such a gulp moment for me? I had been cherishing my dad time with him and his younger sister Hali, but that birthday got me antsy about how much more I wanted to do as a parent. It prompted realization that our kids would no doubt be finding more why-in-the-world-would-we-want-
our-parents-involved interests. I took it as a reminder to not get so caught up in the endless web of routine parenting details that I simply missed opportunities that were in plain sight right in front of me.

			In my younger years, I felt I had a knack for being ready for adventure. It led to some amazing—sometimes crazy—experiences. But after ten years in the parenting game, I wondered if I had lost any of my free-wheeling spirit. I hoped I hadn’t become susceptible to parent-zombie walking right past potential moments or falling into a trap of seeking out experiences only in the safest of places.

			With Buddy turning ten years old and me being forty, I didn’t want to blink to see another decade gone by and staring into a rear-view mirror at a pile of lost opportunities. One of my son’s birthday cards hit home with a quote from Mark Twain.

			Twenty years from now you will be more disappointed by the things you didn’t do than by the ones you did do. So throw off the bowlines. Sail away from the safe harbor. Catch the trade winds in your sails. Explore. Dream. Discover.

			Twain’s words stuck in my head. They poured life into an idea I had been toying with about finding something unique I could do, one-on-one, with each of my kids. Some spirited adventure where I could give each of them my undivided attention and maybe something they could embrace as their own personal time with their dad, me.

			I figured I had a little more time to come up with something for my daughter. She was only five. But Buddy was now sporting double digits. I didn’t want to waste time or fall victim to that all-too-common predicament of getting lost in ideas and not acting on any. I set myself a deadline to have a fully baked plan for no later than to be a gift on his eleventh birthday.

			I filtered through all sorts of potential adventures. We could explore little discovered parts of the world! We could solve unsolvable mysteries! Maybe we could learn something new together.

			It sounded good, right? But it proved tougher than I thought to pin down just the right idea.

			Then one night, I was out with my life-long buddy Wendell and we were reminiscing about some of our favourite adventures (and mischief) that we had revelled in (and survived). We were laughing about an event-filled bicycle trip we had in rural Cuba and a one-of-a-kind bike journey we took through the mountains from the Okanagan Valley to Vancouver for World Expo, when a light bulb popped on for me.

			I wanted to bike with Buddy across Canada, from coast to coast.

			The idea immediately checked off a bunch of boxes. It was big, adventurous, challenging. It also raised daunting questions. How old would Buddy have to be to tackle such a huge trip? Could we handle a seven-plus-thousand-kilometre slog? How would we work around his school? How much time would I need to take off work? If I waited until he was older, would we both be able to arrange a few months at the same time? How old would I be then? The unknowns mounted, but I was adamant to not let them dispirit me. I kept returning to a desire to get going on something before my boy wasn’t a boy anymore.

			It took a few months of mulling over possibilities, but then came my eureka moment—I would make it an annual dad-and-son adventure. We would start on the west coast and cycle east for as many days as my young son could manage. Wherever we ended up stopping would become our starting point for the subsequent year. Each annual trip serving as a benchmark, kind of like what a birthday does, and together, bit by bit, we would make our way across the continent.

			Everything about the concept felt incredibly right. The yearly one-on-one time had me fired up. The coast-to-coast aspect seemed such a Canadian thing to do too.

			For a surprise on the morning of Buddy’s eleventh birthday, he and I jumped on our bikes for a short ride to a café. We ordered hot chocolates and found a small table in the corner with two high-backed chairs. Buddy thought the bike ride for drinks was his special treat. I leaned in and laid out my big idea about cycling to Newfoundland. He sat up and looked at me like I had suggested we bike to the moon. Then he started to squirm around in his chair with excitement as I laid out how we would tackle it in sections each year. I explained how we would start by dipping our bike tires in the Pacific Ocean—ride through ten provinces together—then dip our tires again in the Atlantic Ocean. Buddy asked how long it would take. I answered him as truthfully as I could. I had no idea. My plan looked something like this:

			[image: ]

			Buddy was unfazed by my lack of detail. He was hooked and as excited as I was.

			I took out two journal notebooks from my backpack and gave one to him. I suggested it might be cool if we both kept track of all the moments we experienced together. Things like crossing five and a half time zones, riding over mountain ranges and across the prairies, passing through small towns and big cities. I figured we would find out some amazing things and lesser-known details about our country. But what would we learn about each other? About ourselves?

			“Hey, Buddy,” I said, talking fast, “maybe we could swap our journals when we get to the Atlantic?”

			I admit that I found the thought of me keeping a journal somewhat amusing. I had barely kept notes at school or university. Nonetheless, I was determined to give it my best. I was convinced there would be plenty worth capturing as we rode across Canada. It also crossed my mind that I would have found it fascinating to have known a little bit about what was going through my own parents’ minds when I was younger. So, wouldn’t it be good if I could do that for Buddy?

			The easy part was done: telling my son what we were going to do. Now I had to make it happen.

			What if we didn’t make it all the way or didn’t like it? If life got in the way? Or if Buddy got tired of biking with his dad? Or just plain tired of me in general? One thing I was sure was that we wouldn’t find out anything if we didn’t start. As Wayne Gretzky professed, “You miss 100% of the shots you don’t take.”

			And so it began—a dad and son adventure that we affectionately dubbed The Cycle of Life.

			 

		

	
		
			YEAR ONE – 
Buddy 11 Years Old

			A TINY BIKE AND A PANNIER FULL OF QUESTIONS

			Starting out from the docks of the glorious Inner Harbour in Victoria, B.C. As our trip neared, my mind flooded with questions. How would Buddy handle the trip? How would I? How far could Buddy’s little legs pedal this first year? How would we deal with traffic? Was I crazy for starting this adventure when Buddy was only eleven? I mean, I could still pick him up under one arm.

			But apart from the questions, and more importantly, I was beyond excited.

			Our family had recently moved to Hornby Island on the inland side of Vancouver Island. It had a full-time population of about a thousand, which soared to ten thousand in the summer. Prior to making that family lifestyle decision we had lived in Calgary for an eight-year stretch while I had been President of the Alberta Alpine Ski Association and doing business and sponsorship development for Alpine Canada Alpin and the National Ski Team.

			From Hornby Island, we had two ferries and a two-and-a-half-hour drive to get to Victoria on the southern tip of Vancouver Island. We had decided to start our cycling journey there, in the capital of B.C., home to Mile Zero of the Trans Canada Highway.

			That morning, Buddy jumped up like a rabbit into the back of our pick-up truck and I passed our bikes up to him. Then all of us, my wife Pam and our daughter Hali included, loaded into the vehicle for our drive south. They were coming along to see us off safely and start us off right.

			We began our father and son cross-country biking adventure on a radiant July summer day, with crystal clear skies and tiny diamonds of sunshine dancing across Victoria’s Inner Harbour. We rolled our bikes along the boardwalk in front of the iconic, ivy-covered Empress Hotel and the oxidized green-copper domes of the majestic provincial legislative buildings. Morning water taxis, cruise ships, yachts, ferries, and kayaks all scurried about. And float planes too. With more than a hundred take-offs and landings per day, the Inner Harbour of Victoria had become one of the busiest water airports anywhere in the world.

			Buddy pulled on a sweatshirt and giggled when his head got stuck in the arm hole. I safety pinned a reflective ribbon on his shirt-back and he wrapped a few more around his arms and legs. We both put on our helmets, bike gloves, and sunglasses. I slipped on a bright safety vest and then hung my pannier saddle bags on the back wheel of my Trek mountain bike. I was carrying a few days of clothing for us both, basic bike repair tools, a water-proof sleeve for my phone and wallet, sandwiches, six granola bars, two apples, and a huge bag of trail mix with oodles of chocolate chips. I always said that a trail with chocolate chips sounded better than one without, right? Attached to the frame of my bike was a red Nalgene water bottle and my old bike pump to fix flat tires, which we hoped we would not get. We didn’t pack a tent as we were keeping things simple our first year and planning to stay in motels and maybe even one night with our friends in Burnaby, just outside of Vancouver.

			Buddy was adamant about sharing our load. So, on the back of his red and black flamed Specialized Hotrock BMX, which only came halfway up my thigh, was one of those small racks that suspend straight out from the seat post. He strapped on a black day pack filled with a few snacks, a map, a bike wrench, a spare ball cap, and sunscreen. He was particularly keen on carrying a wrench so that he could fix our bikes in case they broke down.

			“Where you guys headed?” a fellow getting off his boat asked.

			Buddy and I looked at each other and smiled. “Newfoundland!”

			The guy did a double take at Buddy’s bike and looked at us as if we were off our rockers. I wondered if maybe he was right considering the bike looked like it was meant for riding around a neighbourhood, not the set of wheels to be starting a cross-continent bike trip with.

			Then together, side-by-side, father and son, we walked our bikes onto one of the docks in the harbour. Our tires strummed over the wood planks and gaps and sounded like a slow-moving train at the beginning of a journey. Pam and Hali were close on our heels, snapping pictures and encouraging us with moral support. Hali, five years Buddy’s junior, had been crawling over us all morning and was hilariously just as pumped up as we were. At the dock’s end, Buddy and I bumped fists with gusto. We held our bikes over the edge and carefully dipped our front tires into the clear, dark blue Pacific Ocean. Pam had to hold herself back from helping Buddy with his bike from her fear of him toppling over and plunking himself and his bike in the harbour.

			With our tires ceremoniously christened, we were ready to roll. I smiled at Buddy and will never forget him taking off his sunglasses and beaming back at me, his eyes wide with sparkles of anticipation. Until that day, the farthest he had ever biked was around our home neighbourhoods. I’m sure he had no idea of what to expect on our ride. And I was right there with him with that thought.

			After a few last hugs and good luck kisses from our send-off duo, Buddy and I jumped on our bikes and started kilometre one of our journey to Newfoundland.

			Together, we proudly rode out of the harbour, glancing over our shoulders to see Pam and Hali wildly waving and shouting out cheers. “It is going to be fun dipping our tires in the Atlantic,” Buddy said before they were out of view.
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			To stay off major roads and city streets as much as possible, Buddy and I crossed over the Johnson Street Bridge, then followed the Galloping Goose bike trail out of Victoria. Sun shimmered through the trees and lined our path. Buddy was amped up and pedalling fast, his little legs going up and down like jack hammers. Like eleven-year-olds do, he would pump furiously for a minute or so, then coast to nearly a standstill, and then pedal like mad all over again.

			I followed behind, avoiding rocks and cracks in the pavement while Buddy bunny-hopped obstacles or steered directly over them. For a moment I thought to warn him about puncturing a tire, but he was having too much fun.

			“Just go with it,” I whispered instead.

			We weren’t out to set any speed records. I mean, what did I expect? He was eleven. Sticks, stones, garbage—anything he could run over—was a potential target. Flattened pop cans were big bonus items. If Buddy missed one, he sometimes circled back to hit it with both tires. Thwack, thwack.

			“Got it!” he would yell.

			To compound the fact that he had to pedal twice as much as I did with his smaller wheels, he was travelling twice the distance as I was with all his little detours and circle backs.

			Setting out from Victoria meant we were getting our journey underway from below the 49th parallel. It was hard to imagine that the southern portion of Vancouver Island had almost been negotiated to be part of the United States. In 1846, when the Oregon Treaty established the 49th parallel as the southern border of western Canada, Vancouver Island in its entirety was singled out as the exception. Dealings between Britain and the United States nearly set the border along the Columbia River, which would have put most of what eventually became the state of Washington in Canada. Instead, the British put priority on keeping Vancouver Island intact rather than trading away its southern portion to the United States. Big-time trades like that often have ripple effects. Turned out that in players to be named later in that deal, Canada lost out on Seattle-born Jimi Hendrix, but we picked up southern Vancouver Island’s Pamela Anderson, one of Canada’s ‘Centennial Babies’, born exactly on the nation's 100th birthday in 1967.

			Buddy and I rode for over three hours to get to Swartz Bay, outside of Sidney, where we were to catch a ferry across the Strait of Georgia to mainland B.C. I was feeling good about our pace overall, but still had a lingering question about whether we would be able to keep this up year after year. Had I promised more than I could keep? It’s strange how doubt and fear have a way of creeping into your thoughts sometimes. Jim Carrey once said, “Don’t ever let fear turn you against your playful heart.” Good words. I told myself that I did not have room to carry fear on my bike anyway; my panniers were full.

			At the ferry terminal, we were greeted with a summer message that people living in British Columbia are all too familiar with, a two-sailing wait. About twenty-two million passengers and eight million vehicles are transported on BC Ferries every year, so it shouldn’t be surprising they sometimes get backed up. But grumbling about the ferries is something that has woven its way into the coastal fabric. The sentiment goes all the way back to the late 1950s when strikes at Canadian Pacific Ferries completely stranded Vancouver Island. It prompted the Victoria Chamber of Commerce to push for a series of tunnels and bridges to be built between the Island and Anacortes, Washington, for a proposed sum of $25 million. The provincial government stepped in and created BC Ferries in 1960. Then followed that up by taking over five ships, seven terminals & land, and American Black Ball Ferries routes between the Canadian mainland and Vancouver Island for a grand total of $6.7 million. Turned out to be a heckuva deal; it would involve a few more zeroes to get the deal done today.

			Fortunately, being on bikes, we didn’t have to wait out the two-sail wait. Buddy was strutting tall when he pushed his little bike to the front of the long lines of cars and then walked up the ramp before them all to board the ferry.

			I was looking forward to the hour and a half crossing as it gave us a nice stint off our bikes.

			“Keep your eyes peeled for Beachcombers,” I said as our ship left the dock. “Bruno Gerussi and Relic might be out there somewhere.”

			“Who?” said Buddy. Sadly, from a Canadian point of view, he had no idea who I was talking about.

			“Ok, maybe we’ll spot the SS Minnow of Gilligan’s Island fame,” I tried again and pointing out that the actual three-hour tour ship used on the TV series had been relocated and now called Canada home at its berth in Vancouver Island’s Nanoose Bay.

			Perhaps more sadly, from a Canadian point of view, Buddy did know who Gilligan was.

			B.C. has an incredible 27,000 kilometres of spectacular coastline. Our cruise across the Strait of Georgia, through narrow channels around the southern Gulf Islands, gave us a beautiful sampling. No Beachcombers to be seen, but Buddy spotted three sleek orca whales popping in and out of the water. I don’t know where he learned it, but he informed me that they are among the most widely distributed mammals on the planet and exist in every ocean in the world. The kid knew a lot of stuff at eleven years old. Pam and I have always known we needed to be on our toes with Buddy. We clued in when he was only two years old and was inquiring about the possibility of the government cancelling bedtime.

			Our ferry pulled into Tsawwassen, 35 kilometres south of Vancouver, in the late afternoon. We pushed our bikes off the ramp and onto mainland B.C. It started to sprinkle rain, which wasn’t a shocker considering Vancouver gets 192 rainy days on average a year.

			The Tsawwassen Ferry Terminal is huge, the largest in North America. It sits on an artificial island that is almost 57 acres. We had to bike a three-kilometre-long causeway before if felt like we had reached the actual mainland. I tailed Buddy and by the time we got off the causeway, I could tell we were ready to wrap up our adrenaline-packed day. I called ahead to the Tsawwassen Inn to book a room for the night. I thought it would be fun to have something special to mark the completion of our first day, so I asked about ordering a congratulatory dessert in advance through room service. The front desk clerk kindly told me that her husband was picking up a fresh blueberry pie from nearby Richlea Bakery and suggested I order one too. She convinced me it would be one of the best pies we would ever eat.

			We rolled into the motel feeling accomplished. We had tallied 43 kilometres and our journey had begun. We checked in and our pie was waiting. We pulled our bikes right into our room, sat on our beds, and polished off the entire pie while we recapped our day.

			“This pie is so, so, so yummy,” Buddy mumbled, his mouth half-stuffed and his lips tinged blue.

			I didn’t know if it was due to extra robust appetites from cycling or all the excitement of getting our journey underway, but we were both wowed from the first bite. Buddy thought the bakery deserved a provincial award. We fell back on our beds and decided that pie was indeed a good thing.

			I pulled my journal out of a dry bag with the idea of capturing the unabated joy I was feeling. Words seemed too clumsy to do that though.

			I had to admit that I had started to enjoy the journaling process. Prior to our trip, I even went as far as jotting down a few stories about my past with ambitions to share them with Buddy along our way while we biked. I thought of my own parents and how little I really knew about them. I knew the generic - where they grew up, where they met, what they did for work information. But the really good stuff? Like their screw ups? Dreams? Fears? What really made them tick? I wish I knew more of those things. Maybe as parents we don’t think to tell stories about ourselves to our kids because they don’t ask. And as kids we don’t think to ask our parents to tell us stories until sometimes it’s too late. I thought of myself open with my kids, but also wondered if had only been sharing my resume material too. Revealing more meaningful stories had to be worthwhile, didn’t it? I decided to take the initiative to do that with Buddy during our adventure. At the very least, I reckoned that telling him about some of my own gaffes growing up could create some valuable learning moments, or at least a shared laugh.

			That first night on the trip, the timing seemed right to give it a go. As Buddy curled up under his covers eagerly anticipating my tale, I did my best to impress him about a time I took a dangerous expedition to a mysterious fortress.

			Fatherly Advice On Surviving Torture

			It was when I was five years old.

			Buddy giggled.

			I told him how, leading up to Grade One, I had imagined school to be a mystical place where kids gathered and magical things happened all day long. I had been under the impression that as soon as I got to school, my astronaut training would officially be underway. I suspected something awry on my first morning when I had not escaped gravity, not once. But the day was not a complete loss because I met a kid named Gordon who was literally twice my height. We confirmed it by having Gordon lay down in the courtyard. I drew a chalk outline of his body and I fit in it exactly twice when I lay down. We both considered that magical—maybe not quite anti-gravity chamber level stuff, but remarkable nonetheless. The chalk experiment ended up looking like a crime scene investigation, but it proved our theory that I was indeed a very short kid and Gordon was pretty darn tall.

			My first year of school life took a fantastic turn on a cold Alberta prairie Monday morning in mid-January. An incredible marvel of architecture had appeared in the school field over the weekend—a magnificent snow fort. Our minds were bursting all morning, daydreaming about what might lie behind the igloo-like entrance.

			As recess loomed, Gordon the Giant and I carefully devised our plan to beat every other kid to be the first inside. Gordon blocked the school exit with his massive wingspan, while I utilized my small stature to squirm through the doors before anyone else. I darted across the field and did a headfirst dive into the small opening of the snow fortress, but my feet stuck out.

			“Get in there!” Gordon yelled.

			He gave me a big shove and scrambled in behind. We were in. And there was no room for anyone else, which might put a little perspective on what a grand fortress looks like to a kid in grade one.

			Every other kid tried to squeeze a peek inside, even Stephanie, the self-appointed teacher’s pet. Gordon and I were in kid heaven, like someone had served us chocolate cake for breakfast. No one could enter our snow lair and we were not about to come out.

			The end of recess bell rang. Gordon and I grinned at each other.

			“Don’t tell them where we are!” we yelled from the opening at the boots running by.

			“You guys are gonna get it,” scolded Stephanie.

			We basked in the glow of our accomplishment for five triumphant minutes until Mrs. Keeley trudged towards our fort with twenty kids hollering out the class windows, “They’re going to stay in there forever!”

			When Mrs. Keeley arrived she seemed moody, which was disappointing in that we considered her to be our first official guest. Her attitude emboldened us though. We bunkered down.

			Try as she might, Mrs. Keeley could not reach in far enough to get a hold of us. We cherished the structural engineer who had built our magical, impenetrable kingdom. We were defeating the establishment and convinced that we could stay in there forever.

			And then came Mr. Lynn, the school principal.

			Unfortunately, this occurred before the strap was abolished from schools. The stories of Mr. Lynn’s strap were legendary. They echoed down the halls of our school with his every step.

			By the time Mr. Lynn reached our fortress, our resolve had started to dwindle. He arrived looking like J. Jonah Jamieson, Peter Parker’s boss from Spiderman, with puffs of steam escaping out the neck of his sharply starched white shirt and grey suit. By the time his foot came through the wall of our snow fortress (also bringing into question the actual structural integrity of our fort that we had earlier heralded), the fear of the strap replaced every jovial thought we had entertained regarding the never-ending recess. By the time we were planted on the bench outside Mr. Lynn’s office, after being grabbed by the scruffs of our winter jackets like disobedient puppies and hauled across the school yard, my palm felt like it was already swelling up from the mere thought of our impending torture. My hopes of becoming an astronaut seemed lost.

			My five-year-old pain threshold maxed out that day.

			Removed from Mr. Lynn’s torture chamber, Gordon and I with our tear-streaked faces were unceremoniously deposited back into our classroom. There were no cheers upon our return. No accolades about our revolution or defiance—just a bunch of shocked kids silently staring at our red puffy eyes, and Stephanie with an I told you so Cheshire Cat grin.

			The incident raised profound concerns for me on the Canadian penal system, but as a hardened criminal I bit my tongue and lay low for a full two weeks. Then came a day when a couple of junior high kids from the neighbouring school recruited an army of us elementary school kids to roll a giant snowball onto the street beside our school. My swollen hand was a distant memory.

			To our delight, the snowball was big enough to block a school bus. A snowplow had to be summoned. What could be more magical to our young eyes than being ringside for a tank-like vehicle crushing a mammoth snow boulder? We could hardly contain ourselves.

			The only thing that snapped us back to reality were cries of “Mr. Lynn! Mr. Lynn!” echoing across the field. I felt a dull phantom ache in my hand. We scattered quickly—torture averted and a victory for the little guys. I felt a new level of satisfaction in grade one and thought maybe this whole school thing wasn’t so bad after all, even without an anti-gravity chamber.

			 

			Buddy sat up on his motel bed and laughed his little eleven-year-old butt off, especially when I got to the part about refusing to come out of our snow fort. I think it helped him feel justified in his own defiance of the school system, questioning that there must be a zillion ways to use his time more effectively. I didn’t think he was all wrong. I had wanted to tell him that story to let him know that he wasn’t alone in how he might be feeling. He had lived through some trouble with the principal at that same age too. He could spell a lot of words by the time he got to kindergarten, which turned out to be a decent resource for when a couple of friends inveigled him to write out a few unmentionable words that were subsequently discovered by his teacher, as those kinds of things have tendencies to do. The teacher immediately knew it was Buddy because of his spelling savvy. It led to a few meetings with the principal. I put on a serious face, but I’m sure a tinge of my pride shined through that the reason Buddy got singled out was spelling acumen. At least there was no strap involved. Buddy was a little shocked to hear the repercussions of my brush with the elementary school authorities in my younger years. No more than I was though, I thought to myself.

			Buddy gave me a great big hug, like only a kid can do, and went to sleep still giggling.

			I wrote in my journal that night, “A dad’s cloud nine.”

			My spirit soared with how special the evening had been. It brought about another thought. What if I turned the story telling into an annual event as well? It could turn into a part of our yearly adventures—me revealing an on-topic tale for each leg of our journey. If I chose the right stories, I saw it as an opportunity to share with my son how my own curiosities had steered me to some incredibly unique places and unforgettable times. Some events in particular that literally changed my life; a number that involved tight squeezes; and a few occasions that still comically remind me of how dumb-ass lucky I had been.

			Buddy and I slept soundly after all our biking. I woke up still smiling from the night before and relieved that I had no strap nightmares.

			We headed out early on our second day, skirting around Boundary Bay. We rode past the filming locale where a teenaged Ryan Reynolds from Vancouver got one of his early breaks in the X-Files—just a couple of episodes prior to the appearance of another local Vancouver guy, a young Michael Bublé, who ended up getting fired from the set for sneaking a hot dog off the craft services table. Needless to say, Bublé rebounded pretty well from that incident and probably isn’t planning too many wiener heists these days.

			The Dyke Trail around the bay was flat and elevated a couple metres. It served as a berm to separate the ocean from a lot of low-lying land and houses. For us it made for good views across the bay to Washington State.

			“What happens if the water gets higher than this mound?” Buddy asked.

			I told him I hoped that didn’t happen in his lifetime, but the reality was that biking along that berm gave us a first-hand look at some of the impending challenges of global temperatures rising.

			There was a nature-educational sign on the trail that explained how over one million birds pass annually through that area, on a back-and-forth migratory path referred to as the Pacific Flyway, stretching as far to the south as Patagonia for some. That number stuck in my head when we soon after skirted past the Peace Arch, one of the busiest border crossings between the U.S. and Canada, where two million cars pass annually, on a back-and-forth migratory path referred to as Cross Border Shopping, stretching as far to the south as Seattle for some.

			“Should we be concerned that it is two cars to every bird?” I asked Buddy and then muttered that I hoped that they had built that berm high enough.

			Buddy and I turned directly east in front of the Peace Arch and proceeded to ride along 0 (zero) Avenue for the rest of our day. We biked straight down the 49th parallel with the U.S. over our right shoulder and the whole of Canada on our left. Most of 0 Avenue is separated from the U.S. by only a ditch. Except for the odd clue like U.S. flags on the houses on the other side, we would have been hard pressed to know there was even a border there. The simplicity tributes both countries and their long-standing ability to boast the longest unprotected border in the world. I mentioned to Buddy how fortunate we were to be living in such a peaceful part of the world.

			“Yup,” he agreed.

			I pointed to a kid playing outside a house on our right.

			“You could have a friend living over there, throw a ball back and forth from each other’s front yards, but live in different countries.”

			“So weird,” Buddy said.

			We rode past a house on the Canadian side that infamously came under suspicion a year earlier when border patrol agents saw truckloads of lumber disappearing into a Quonset hut. Something fishy is going on here radars went off and led officers to discover a 360-foot tunnel—right under the road that Buddy and I were biking on—that rose up into the living room of a house on the U.S. side. The U.S. had dealt with multiple tunnels on their southern border, but this was the only known tunnel under the unprotected border to their north. The end result of the Canadian discovery? Two 50-kilogram bags of B.C. bud were confiscated while being smuggled into Washington State. How’s it goin’, eh?

			At five o’clock Buddy and I had got as far east as Campbell Valley Regional Park, and we were ready to call it a day. We locked up our bikes against a fence outside the Albatross Veterinary Clinic. Pam had driven 50 kilometres or so from Burnaby to get us. The arrangement worked well for Pam to ease her mind that her boys were not worn out, but it was mostly awesome for us as we got a chauffeured visit to stay for the night with family friends, their three fun-loving kids, and of course Pam and Hali. I didn’t even have time to get my seatbelt off in our truck before Buddy and all the kids were already in their backyard pool. When you’re eleven years old, switching gears is fast and easy. B.C.’s Daniel Powter’s recent billboard number one song, Bad Day, was playing poolside, but it couldn’t have been further from the truth for that day. Great Day was more like it! From cruising along atop a bike seat to pool cannonballs with the kids, another grand day for a dad to remember.

			Buddy and I woke bright and early the next morning, and Pam kindly drove us back out to our locked-up bikes. Buddy slept the entire way.

			We set out for on our third day of biking with Koma Kulshan, aka Mount Baker, jutting up ahead of us, a 3286-metre-high glacier-capped volcano—one of 20 major volcanoes and 4000 volcanic vents that make up an area referred to as the Cascade Arc, spanning from B.C. to Northern California. Riding past a volcano was not something that had come to mind for our Canadian journey. I was absolutely shocked later to find out that there had been a volcano eruption less than 250 years ago in northwest B.C., the Tseax Cone, which killed 2000 people in the Nisga’a Nation. That was as many fatalities as Pompeii! How in the world had we learned at school about the Italian event and not one in our own backyard?

			Buddy and I didn’t think too much about Mount Baker blowing, but if we were going to worry about anything it probably would have been that we had become aware that we were riding through the Cascadia Subduction Zone, a massive 350,000 square kilometre area where one major tectonic plate, the Juan de Fuca plate, is slowly colliding and sliding under the North American plate. The more famous San Andreas fault in California is quite the lightweight in comparison to the Cascadia Subduction Zone.

			Happily, no one had pissed off Mother Nature and left her in any sort of earth-shaking mood that morning and our biking remained peaceful through the lush farmlands of the extensive valley. In the early evening, we rolled into the Fraser Valley city of Abbotsford, only to find all motels fully booked. There was a big volleyball tournament in town. We eventually found one room at an inn on our way out of town, along North Parallel Road, where the desk clerk informed me, “It’s the honeymoon suite, so there are no children allowed.”

			“You do realize I need a room for me and my son, right?” I said.

			“I’m not sure what we can do about that,” he said. “You could stay in it, but don’t think it’s going to work having your son in there.”

			I thought he was joking at first but was bewildered to find out he was serious. I imagined Pam might have had something to say if I was sleeping in a cushy heart shaped bed while our son hit the curb in the parking lot.

			The desk clerk was convinced he was doing the right thing and stood his ground, stating, “Those are the rules.”

			He had no other suggestions for us.

			“You’ve got to be $%#&@*$ kidding me,” I said.

			Buddy’s eyes opened wide. There was a good chance he learned a few new words in my subsequent exchange with the guy.

			It was getting late, and we were running out of options. After I told the desk guy where he could shove his suggestions that I had some concerns about his customer service, I called around and by good luck the Abbotsford Super 8 had just had a last-minute cancellation. It was a room that allowed smoking, which was not optimal, but more importantly they allowed Buddys, which was really the most integral accommodation option I had been looking for. It wasn’t the freshest of rooms, but Buddy still found joy in that it had an ice machine at the end of our hall. He was on the verge of reaching an age when he might not be interested in running down a motel hallway to get buckets of free ice, but he wasn’t there yet. I thought how nice it would be if as adults we could all be pleased so easily.

			After three big days of biking for a little guy, I wondered if he was getting tired. Nope. That was clearly not the case. That evening, Buddy was like an Energizer bunny bouncing around our room. In an effort to spend as little time as possible in the smoking room, I said, “Wanna go to a movie?”

			“Like in a movie theatre?” Buddy said.

			“Not like a movie theatre, in an actual movie theatre.”

			Buddy jumped up. “Let’s go!”

			“This might be a funny question, but wanna bike to the theatre?” I said.

			Not surprisingly, Buddy thought that would be cool.

			We laughed together as we rode. We were taking a break from riding our bikes all day long, by going for another bike ride, proving to me yet again how the simplest of moments can be the ones that build lasting memories.

			With a big tub of popcorn on the chair arm between us, we kicked back and watched Spider-Man spin a web and catch a few thieves, just like flies.

			Back at our motel, we plugged our noses, got a big night’s sleep, and were back on our bikes early the next morning. We headed out in shorts and t-shirts as we were treated to another cloudless, bright blue sky.

			We skirted alongside the Vedder Canal, which we affectionately referred to as the Pearl Jam Canal, and passed scads of dairy farms that lined the Fraser Valley. Cows never seemed fazed by vehicles roaring by, but our bikes and occasional mooing sounds could send them into a comical frenzy.

			It was flat riding. The whole area had once been underwater, a huge inland lake before being converted to farmland. By the time Buddy and I rode into the Boston Pizza parking lot in Chilliwack, we had travelled 176 kilometres since leaving the Inner Harbour in Victoria. Can you imagine biking that far on a little kid’s bike? Buddy was a champion. Pam and Hali were there waiting for us, waving as we rode up, and had a Great White North pizza, with pineapple per Buddy, at the ready.

			A good deal of relief eased out of Pam’s body as she hugged her son. Hali lovingly jumped up onto my shoulders.

			Buddy couldn’t wait to show off his chainring tattoo, a grease mark on the inside of his right leg from rubbing against his bike chain. It was a badge of honour for an eleven-year-old.

			I had started the year with absolutely no expectations on the distance we might travel and was ecstatic to end up getting as far as we did. Every day, someone had asked us how many years it was going to take us to get to the east coast. I still didn’t have a clue and never once bothered to guess. Buddy and I chuckled that we were only two per cent of our way to Newfoundland, but I was giddy thinking about how much I was looking forward to all the years that would take us farther east.

			It seemed to me that Buddy had grown up a smidge, right before my eyes on our four-day ride. Even Pam made a comment about him seeming older. Any reservations I had about the trip, or how Buddy would hold up, had been firmly cast aside. At eleven years old, he was cruising. As a dad, I was absolutely digging all of this.

			Buddy was glowing. He told me we had started something special. I couldn’t have agreed more. He told me that before we got going that the whole ‘all the way across the country thing’ had sounded a bit overwhelming. But he wasn’t worried anymore. I realized that through all of my own apprehensions before we got started that I hadn’t checked in with him nearly enough. Crazy, right? A good learning moment for me. Now with one year under his belt, he was raring to continue and already talking about the second year. And I was right there with him.

			I wondered how far we would get in our second year?

			[image: ]

		

	
		
			YEAR TWO – 
Buddy 12 Years Old

			BIKING THROUGH THE SNOW

			Into the rugged mountains of the Coquihalla we go. Frequently through the year, Buddy and I chatted about the next leg of our bike trip. We were thrilled to have gotten as far as we did in our inaugural year.

			One morning when we were sitting on the couch together, Buddy still in his pajamas and his hair all tousled, we got laughing about which day of our first trip seemed the most challenging on the butt meter. We concurred that it was the third morning when we had to do the most coaxing to get our rear ends back on our bike seats. Buddy said, “We’re both going to be way faster out there this year.” My soul did a little jig. He was looking forward to our adventure as much as I was. I suspected our trips were already putting more bond to the strong relationship we had.

			Leading up to year two of our trip, however, I almost made a colossal mistake that could have derailed it all. I was challenged to find a window for us to get back out there. I was beginning a new restaurant venture, and our summer opening date was proving problematic to schedule around. I’ve been known to get immersed in projects and could have let this become a convenient reason to skip a year of our bike trip. But I was determined to not let work take precedence over something so important to me – to us. It would have been ridiculous for me not to find a few days to do the trip, no matter how busy life seemed. Would our entire journey have fizzled out if I had let ourselves miss our second year? To this day, I am forever glad I stayed true to our adventure.

			Pam and Hali were keen to help us get underway again. They drove Buddy and me, and our bikes, to Chilliwack where we had left off in year one. They then continued on to Harrison Hot Springs for their own mini getaway. Buddy and I planned to meet up and stay with them after our first day of biking. It was a dad bonus: the luxury of a soft bed for one more night.

			We loaded our gear onto our bikes and prepared ourselves for a different kind of ride than the previous year. We had to get over the Coquihalla Pass, and to do that would mean climbing 1235 metres (over 4000 feet). How would Buddy do? He was still on his little Specialized BMX. The elevation gains would be a new challenge after gaining a mere 20 metres over sea level to get to Chilliwack in year one.

			Weather-wise, it was as if we hadn’t missed a beat. Skies were bright, clear blue. We started biking alongside the mighty Fraser River, the longest river in B.C. at 1399 kilometres. It was a milky colour from all the silt it carries out of the mountains – discharging about 20 million tonnes of sediment each year into the Pacific Ocean south of Vancouver. It would be like dumping an amount of sand equivalent to over three million elephants into the ocean every year. On our ferry ride to the mainland the prior year, we had noticed the defined colour change the Fraser makes in the water over a vast area around the Tsawwassen terminal.
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