Trip Report 

Quebec City, Canada – June 29-July 10, 2006
Thu, 6/29

We gave up on the idea of taking the train to the airport after deciding that neighbor Randy didn’t really want to get up and take us to the train station so early, plus Pat was worried about NJ Transit’s reliability.  Such decision ultimately saved us a couple hours since it necessitated hiring a car service.   
We caught the nasty little Continental Express Jet service.  I don’t know who ever dreamed up the idea of flying in these little toilet paper tubes, to say nothing of the tacky service, but ever since Delta Song, I’ve grown much more pleased with regular Continental.  As Tom says, my mommy had packed me a sandwich and it was a good thing.  (I always said that everybody deserves a good mommy or wife, but I’m not sure that I deserve this care and protection.)   We had intended to drive until the last minute map reading caused Tom to decide Quebec was a bit farther than he’d remembered.     
Cash machine and taxi were readily available at the Quebec airport and we lucked out with a lovely older man who regaled us with a pretty decent tour all the way in to the city for only $30 CDN.   Maybe we registered at the hotel about 1:30, our room was ready, making it easy to start out touring in the wet and muggy weather.   We had to say that we didn’t mind the rain so long as it let up in time for biking.  
Down the street on Rue Paul, with restaurant row right on the sidewalk, it felt just like old France.  But the downpour came so we moved indoors with our pork with sauce forrestier and salmon with crevettes.  We both could hardly believe the reasonable prices of $7.95 and $10.95 CDN per meal which included soup, salad and choice of carb (cheapest meal the whole time. ) The taxi driver told us about these restaurants and we later found ours and the one next door within the recommendations by Frommer.  Café du Monde and ours called Bistro de Antiquettes.  This street, just parallel to Rue Paul, was said to be the narrowest in North America and thus there was no room for stairways so they built outside bridges onto the back of the row houses (now commercial on the ground floor with living space above). 
Our hotel, called Hotel Dominion 1912, on the corner at Rue St-Pierre and just a half block from famous Rue Paul, at de la Barricade, was rated number one on www.tripadvisor.com.  It’s a boutique hotel with the W Hotel feel, minimalist, plain and simple to the extreme and yet very elegant.  For instance, the black walls, ceiling and furniture are topped with art nouveau fixtures, the shower is one big wall of glass seen from the living room enabling the light from the wall of window to stream into the shower with a head called a summer rain (it might be good for summer rain but coming down direct doesn’t work for rinsing one’s hair), walk in shower with no doors, sliding doors to the dressing and bathroom and French doors to the separate toilet room.  All the latest in design trends and electronics.  Called a “stunning boutique hotel” we’re really in the heart of Quebec City's restaurant, art gallery and antique district.  The tour guide told of all the famous celebrities who’ve stayed here, most recently Angelina Jolie.  It’s right at the old port location, about a block from the Museum of Civilization which we eventually took in, near to the historic Place Royale and some special boutiques.  It was once an office tower from the early 20th Century.  A special part for me is the espresso/latte machine, fresh fruit and luscious and full breakfast in the lobby alongside a private terrace.  It was said to have spectacular views of the river and Old Quebec . . . so we’ve asked for a higher room when we return after the bicycle trip.  
We got back to the hotel very late and by the time we were ready to go out again for a short dinner it was 9:30pm so I opted to eat some leftovers and selection of nuts I always carry and it was off to an early bedtime.   We’d had a full day of both sunshine and heat while we hiked quite a few miles around the ramparts, and also a time of very heavy rainfall while we ate a late lunch/early dinner.  I’d had enough fun but was glad to say that I’d only handled a couple work calls.  
Being in this region is something next to being in the land of the midnight sun.  I think its light until well after 9pm and daylight comes well before 5am.  

Fri, 6/30

Up early to take in the breakfast buffet on the terrace, the weather was considerably cooler at 62 than the seemingly 80s of yesterday.  The weatherman had only predicted mid 70s yesterday but with the humidity and sun, we didn’t believe it.  Our stay continued with these extremes of temperatures and need for a jacket one moment and sweating the next.  
Our walking tour started at 10am but we started up in the high old village much earlier with Tom even agreeing to take the Breakneck Stairs to get up to the Chateau Frontenac area (versus the fernicular.)   There’s the ancient high village, and the lower village, where our hotel is, near to the water.  Quebec City is the only city north of Mexico to be named a UNESCO World Heritage Site and the only city with complete ramparts surrounding it (about 3 miles.)  Yesterday we walked much of those ramparts, around the Citadel by way of Battlefield Park, after having wandered through the Artillery Barracks.  The city spares no funding to make everything look perfect, and maybe it’s that cleanliness that helps make the city one of the safest in North America too.  

Steve is an official guide of the tourist office and for 3 hours we wandered quite a few miles up and down and learned history and frivolous facts both.  After a late lunch in the oldest house in Quebec City, since converted to a restaurant, called the Anciens Canadiens, where we took in their wild meats pie plus a maple syrup pie, we found our way to a tour of the Chateau Frontenac.  With period clothed guides and  good humor we were guided through the memories from 1860s to include letting us drop into their room, we learned what the hotel used to be like, and what sections were added and when.  I wasn’t leaving the Chateau until I had a Beaver Tail, just like Maricar told me to do and sure enough, there were three young gal tourists who were sampling one of each type, also just like Maricar told me she did.  It’s a specialty of the area, a long flat donut covered with various toppings.  My choice was cinnamon, sugar and lemon, though the young gals were consuming chocolate covered ones, banana encrusted, and another one that looked like an apricot tart.  

Just after the late lunch, I checked my cell phone and couldn’t explain how I’d missed the call but I found David Clarke a couple hours later, and during a soaking rain storm stood in a doorway and caught up with new developments and a need for a press release that might go out while I am biking.  Also that my work trip that is scheduled just hours after I return was undoubtedly still on schedule, reminding me that I would have quite a challenge to make it work.  

Some people won’t be surprised that I figured out the Quebec City marathon course.  It starts across the way in Levis, just a short ferry ride away.  (Quebec means narrow spot in the river and that’s Levis.)  It goes downhill much of the 26.2 miles, around the bridge and back by way of the river path.  Steve the tour guide had run the very first Montreal marathon, the one that was created for Jackie, the Canadian who should have won the Boston marathon the same year had it not been temporarily stolen by Rosie Ruis.  Then there was Patti Catalano Dillon who was 3rd in Boston but should have been 2nd, so Montreal created a marathon that Bill Rodgers also ran and said was just to make up to the girls.  

Sat, 7/01
We started out at the farmers market where one could eat and drink their way through.  Much of the produce comes from the Island of Orleans, a fertile agriculture land also on the historic list and where much of our bicycle trip would start the next day.  My favorite food was the plain yogurt with fresh strawberries.  Recognize that the pasteurization of milks and cheeses is not required in Canada giving rise to the reclamation of true flavor.  
I’d started the day knowing I needed to run some and intending to go out along the riverside for an hour.  When I started out the weather prediction was 20% chance of rain, but by the time I exited the hotel, it started pouring, so 25 minutes later saw me drenched and returning.  I didn’t see anybody else out.  
All of which gives claim to another big breakfast to include packing sufficient items from the buffet for a picnic lunch while Tom can’t resist some special restaurant.  Today he gave way to a picnic which we ate on the edge of Battlefield Park on picnic benches, just after watching the bicycle races from the top of Lowe’s Hotel and their revolving restaurant.  I’d tried to watch the start of this major race but 25 minutes after the poor cyclists had to line up and still didn’t get to start due to some road or police action, or inaction, I gave up and just saw them on the course through the day.  I’d never stood at the start line before, with pace cars, motorcycles, photographers, etc.  The poor cyclists all had to head for the trees since the delay was so lengthy.  Though the day was again mixed with continued rain, then sun, then rain again, it looked like much of the bicycle race was in good weather.  Somewhere in between we found the Joanne of Arc memorial garden, or as Tom called it from his Orleans days outside of Paris, Joanie on the Pony.  

I’d tried before for the ramparts tour, but again it evaded me, having just started a few minutes before we got there and not being able to find the forest rangers.  So the only thing left to do was indulge in a little nap at the lobby, followed by a very late 9:15pm dinner up at the funicular just off the Place Royal at the supposedly best seafood restaurant in town, the Le Marie Clarisse.  I can agree that it deserved its rating for best people watching location, but that’s about it, and the ‘rent’ was mighty steep.  The night before the hotel sent us to a family run restaurant with 5 tables called the Café Bistro du Cap on Rue Sault-au-Matelot that was in fact very good.  I still don’t like all the eating that goes on during vacations and I like even less what it does to the looks of our stomachs.  
Sun, 7/02

This was called Day 1 of the bicycle trip, but it meant no more than showing up on the Isle d’Orleans for a bicycle fitting, reception and dinner.  Day 2 will be the first real day, taking in the island.  We took full advantage of the wonderful room and next to perfect bed and didn’t even show up for breakfast until 10am.  Turned out that either it being Sunday, or it being a holiday, or it being stormy out, caused everyone else to show up about then too.  

The taxi ride to the Island costs about $40 but gave a bennie of the first glimpse of Mortmorceny Falls, higher than Niagara, but not so wide.  The Hotel Dominion knew someone at our next stop, called, and got us a room upgrade, and I’m here to tell you that we needed it.  We went from ultra modern and high tech and top rated to little, ancient, small and quaint, but apparently the best the Island has to offer.  We showed up at Auberge La Goeliche about 1pm and after checking in we took off on a couple hour walk, by Horatio Walker’s home, consumed a picnic, and stopped at the only place in town that was doing any booming business - ice cream and chocolates.  The town is called Sainte-Pétronille and the hotel is on the cap or end of the island which overlooks Quebec.  It’s called a “peaceful country inn located on the shores of the St. Lawrence River” and with no internet connection, locking up early evening to include for phone calls, our home for two nights will certainly be peaceful.   Tom claims the dinner was by far the best of the trip and maybe he’ll have a couple words to say about the venison, or maybe even the other 5 courses.  The hotel is positioned on the waters edge which helped our room get a lovely breeze.  Why I couldn’t sleep is beyond me as I didn’t have coffee so was I just excited like a kid would be?  Heidi confessed to not sleeping either.  
Funny story.  We met in the sun room at 6pm to get briefed on the rules of the road and the week’s agenda.  I’d heard Benton the main guide at the bar asking for some chips and cheese, which rather set the stage for his not having planned.  We ordered drinks and when they came, at least two of them fell and spilled onto the two girls.  After a mop up and an apology and the owner showing up, replacement drinks arrived which the guy also spilled but onto Tom’s and my weeks worth of route sheets and Tom’s pale yellow Tommy Bahama shirt.  When the third round of drinks came, I had asked the young kid to bring them in by hand and certainly not on a platter again, so when the platter of drinks showed up, I jumped up to grab them before I was the recipient of a drink on MY lap.  
Mon, 7/03 – Day 1 of real bicycling
Up at 7 for an 8am full breakfast to order though I missed the cereals and fruit of the Hotel Dominion.  Today was the full circle of the Ile d’Orleans, 74 kilometers or 47 miles.  We gave up on the hills and strong headwind on the way home and hopped on the van somewhere after St Pierre and the winery or at 65 kilometers.  We had ridden through numerous villages with superb traditional architecture, protected by it being a historical landmark.  As this is the agricultural center for Quebec, fruit and vegetable stands were everywhere with strawberries being the main item for sale.  There were numerous shops of traditional local handmade goods featured and art work.  We ate at about 52 kilometers at La Crepe Cochonne, somewhat after climbing the lookout tower at the far end of the island.  

Once back at around 4pm, Tom spent time on the phone with Pat who dealt with our pond problem.  I’d say that it never fails that something breaks while we’re gone, but the real story is probably that Tom just deals with these things daily and thinks nothing of them.  While he was on the phone, I had a 45 minute easy run – up a steep hill on legs that had already screaming quads but surprisingly were just different enough muscles that they worked.    
Dinner at the hotel’s restaurant again couldn’t suit us better.  Tom was probably looking forward to venison again but Benton outsmarted him and had a menu arranged for us, alleviating the $15 surcharge for some items such as venison.  
How to compare Classic Adventures to Backroads?  They’re really okay especially since I had expected less because it cost quite a bit less.  Their glossy catalogs and pictures are far far less glamorous.  The bicycles have no shock absorbers on the front or the seat though they have new and lightweight Trek bikes.  Just enough snacking and nothing to brag or ooh and aah about.  No Gatorade.   When I mentioned the bananas were far too green to eat and if the van driver would pick up some strawberries, I’d pay,  Backroads would have jumped through hoops to get some strawberries whereas Classic did nothing.  We pay lunch, ferry and miscellaneous.  Bring your own luggage down to the van in the morning.  All in all, the right way to go though I’m sure there are plenty of people who want and expect the indulgence of the Backroads folks.  
Classic Adventures does give you a better feeling about supporting a small family run business.  They gave nice high tech shirts, kick stands and back of the seat luggage bags.  All missing at Backroads.  

Tues, 7/04 – Day 2
This was maybe the most perfect day anyone could ask for.  Everything was right.  With an early breakfast and a van transfer back over the only bridge, a very long but old narrow two-lane bridge, we caught the Nevis ferry from Quebec City to the south shore of the St. Lawrence River.  This is the narrowest across which means Quebec and it’s a common tourist excursion to catch this ferry simply to see the Chateau Frontenac from afar.  Of course we got a couple pictures, and remembered that Maricar had camped in Nevis while visiting Quebec City on her way up to Nova Scotia via bike.  
There is a brand new bike path heading northeast, called the Route Vert (aka Chemin des Erables) heading to Le Moulin de Beaumont, a bakery with museum that still turns out wholewheat flour on buhrstones, and a magnificent setting.  A mansard-roofed mill built in 1812 for the surrounding “seigneury”, is a modern-day tribute to the milling industry and the site was lovely but no one chose to do the museum tour but rather to keep pedaling on this flat and gorgeous route under a perfect sky.  Well, maybe a touch warm at 26 degrees centigrade but fine for biking.  We are on our way to tour the next couple days within what’s called the fertile valleys of the Chaudiere-Appalaches area, where strawberries, apple orchards, cider shacks and vineyards abound.  We end at the river’s edge, via a long and perfect bike path in Montmagny.  We did the entire route which was just short of 50 miles.  

The hotel for these two nights is Manoir des Erables right in the center of Montmagny on the river. It’s a magnificent country manor, over 150 years old and though even smaller than last night’s hotel, it is transformed into a sumptuous 4-star hotel.  From the website www.manoirdeserables.com:  The Manoir des Érables was built in 1814 and was converted to a hotel-restaurant in 1975 which became renowned for its fine gastronomic cuisine.  About 35 minute drive from the Quebec City bridge that links to la Côte-du-Sud.  Only 23 rooms/suites with consistency of refinement and unique cachet à la québécoise.   
When Tom checked in, he was directed up to the 3rd floor where our luggage had been placed but in what turned out to be a rather non descript room, begging the question if there was anything else from which to choose.  Well, there just happened to be two suites in the main building and it was a hard choice with our finally choosing the old 50s style bathroom in order to have the huge expansive living/bedroom that swept from one end of the building to the other complete with fireplace, settee, multiple chairs and tables and a large dressing room.  It was worthy of a number of pictures.  It’s also just above the main dining room which is also worth writing home about, but other than to tell you that we ate from 7pm to 10:15pm, I’ll leave that description to Tom.  

We never got to touring the gardens or the other houses which have guest rooms, all of which bothered me that I hadn’t seen the lay of the land.  Nor ran even a mile.  It was hot and the room didn’t cool sufficient for my hot flashes despite all the windows being open.  The walls are about 1 meter thick so there was some cooling remaining.  
Wed, 7/05 – Day 3
Breakfast began with a buffet of cheeses, multiple fruit platters, cereals, yogurts, juices and coffee but then came along a menu with a full cooked meal.  My French toast and sausages, including another bikers left over bacon, went into a picnic for mid morning.  

Fortunately the day was planned for a slightly shorter loop which was intended to wind through L’Islet, Cap-St-Ignace, some port towns and villages, and back to Montmagny.  We decided to take the longer option and go all the way to St-Jean-Port-Joli, a unique cultural town, considered as the woodcarving ‘mecca.’ In addition to the woodcarving, a blacksmith shop and other artisan shops, our prime spot might have been the chocolate shop.  We managed to get to St-Jean-Port-Joli and then after a bit of looking about, hopped in the van with our bikes to return home the easy way.  Thank heavens, as the second half of the trip was into a head wind and extremely hilly.  I’m not sure what we did, but we biked from 9 until about 1pm, and it was to be from 35 to 52 miles so maybe we did something between 25 and 30, only to return to Montmagny and walk the little village and indulge in still another coffee with Larrianna in tow.  
This day was like yesterday in that the weather held up beautifully with the rains coming much later.  Even at breakfast today there was a sun shower, but never did we have anything but perfect weather for our biking.  Did I say that our first few days in Quebec City were mixed with pouring rain and some of the loudest thunder I can remember?  
This was our second dinner at this location and one to be remembered.  The chef used foie gras in many dishes and everything was inventive and a work of art.  I was edgy about these 3 hour dinners and generally disappeared a bit to take a walk, saying I had to go pee.  
Thu, 7/06 – Day 4 

We packed up and left this idyllic setting on the river’s edge and our old fashioned suite of rooms, and probably the best food we’d encountered for a long time, to cycle the quieter country roads from Montmagny into the Chaudiere-Appalaches region.  With picturesque farmlands, and rural hamlets, there weren’t many restaurants so a grocery store was on the agenda for purchasing a picnic lunch to be consumed at our lunch destination, Le Ricaneaux, where we enjoyed a tour of a small family run and unique winery.  They have created their own berries, a chockberry and gooseberry combination, and they also use a variety of wild berries in their hand production of wine, sparkling wine, liqueurs and jam.  Fortunately we had van support, not only to carry our wine purchases, but also to carry US!  With a 25mph headwind and expectation of many hills, we chose to do all the wine tasting we could and then after a picnic lunch we hopped into the van to return via ferry to Quebec City.  I’m not sure of our mileage as the options were 36 or 48 miles and I’m sure we did even less, but enough for us to feel like bicyclists.   

Our home for the next two nights would be the most famous of all hotels in North America and definitely the most photographed one, the (Fairmont) Le Chateau Frontenac.  Standing high on a bluff overlooking the St. Lawrence River, the hotel is not merely in the heart of Old Quebec, it is the heart of Old Quebec.  Famous too for offering exquisite dining and a distinctive Gallic charm, this stately hotel stands above historic old Quebec, a United Nations (UNESCO) World Heritage Site.  It probably needs no description as everyone has seen this Norman-styled structure with green copper roofs that has dominated the area since the late 1800s.  
I was thrilled that this would be our first night alone for some time and we chose to have a very early dinner or late lunch, depending on how you look at it, and returned to the Aux Anciennes Canadians restaurant, the one housed in the oldest home of the region, and home to a lot of gorgeous waitresses that we later learned were mostly Irish.  I wanted the Quebec meat pie of wild game and Tom wanted the maple syrup pie floating in cream again.  

Fri, 7/07 – Day 5
It was a good thing we didn’t have a big and late dinner, so we could be ready for the buffet breakfast.  At about $32, it was still a bargain and to be talked about all day.  Everything you could imagine, spread out in five long bars of food.  Omelets to order, egg pizza, all meats, salmon, rosti potatoes, all cereals, bars of exotic fruits to include big fat fresh black figs, my very favorite, cheeses, wow, just everything.  Of course I managed to make a sandwich of big bangor sausages, cheese and bacon to consume mid-morning.  We hurried out for our 9:30am guided walking tour of historic Quebec City with a gal named Sylvia who was one of the best, and who we paid to stay with us until nearly 1pm.  We only left her then because we wanted to make the 1:30pm bike departure.  Syliva gave the 4 of us a private guide through the local history, culture, and important landmarks, circling the upper and lower city.  Then it was time to rush into bicycle clothes and cycle to Montmorency Falls, about 13 kilometers each way.  These falls are higher than Niagara but not nearly as much water.  16-18 miles?  Remember that we had to pedal carefully down steep hills and then up to return to the hotel, which necessitated walking the bikes as it was so steep.   Our 24 year old guide managed to bike all the way back up to the top but he couldn’t speak for sometime afterwards.   It was the nearby Continental restaurant for our farewell dinner, a lovely old wood paneled restaurant with French bistro type etched glass panels throughout.  The menu and food all sounded good, but it wasn’t going to compete with the memory of the chef’s specialties at Manoir d’Erables.  
Sat, 7/08– Day 6 

After another huge and decadent breakfast, the tour was ended and I must say that my butt didn’t miss that bicycle seat.  I hadn’t trained properly and had suffered somewhat and had expected it.  We packed out of the Chateau Frontenac, parked our bags with the bellman, and took off by 9:30am for the Changing of the Guard ceremony at the Citadel, followed by a tour of the museums and battlement area.  By 2pm we were on a mini bus tour of the Plains of Abraham, also known as Battlefield Park, and by 4pm we were back into our favorite hotel, the Hotel Dominion 1912 -- again for a welcomed 2 nights.  We’d courageously dropped by and drank their wonderful coffee while still staying at the Frontenac and they seemingly welcomed us non-residents, so it was with more comfort that I enjoyed coffee as a resident on Saturday late afternoon.  
Sylvia who gave us a tour had told us about a noted French restaurant called Saint Amour and it is there we took dinner Saturday night.  We’d dropped by between tours to check out the tasting menu and to choose our table.  The ceiling that is of glass and might open in the main dining room and reminds us of Lassere in Paris.  Their specialty was fois gras necessitating Tom taking the appetizer course that consists of 6 tastes, with about double that number of sauces or touches to accompany the fois gras.  
Sun, 7/09

It had been forever since I’d ran and thus I felt like doo doo on my 1:05 jaunt, though I did make it so far around the corner that I ran/walked far beyond the hill of the Frontenac, and all of Battlefield Park, and down to a crossing.  My goal was to go out 35 minutes and make it back in the same, but little did I realize that it was slightly uphill the whole way back, making it even more embarrassing how rotten I felt on the way since it was downhill at that.  
David Clarke wants to talk to me in the morning so I spent some time Sunday evening on the agenda for this next week’s west coast trip.  
Mon, July 10, 2006
My morning was consumed with preparing for a conference with my boss in the morning, all of which wasn’t worth it at all.  The call told me that I’d have plenty of time to dry my laundry between trips, as I wouldn’t need to leave to the west coast within hours as previously planned.  Tom took a walk after having breakfast alone, I talked and planned, and we caught a taxi to the airport at 11:30 for a 1:55pm departure.  Everything to include customs and Tom’s luggage pick up and the car service being at the exit door went perfectly.  Tom has however advised that there will be no more organized bicycle trips in his future.  

Participants: 

Mary Larres of Hobe Sound, FL looks to be in her early 40s, a lab technician who was trained in the air force.  She’s a bit independent, starting before everyone else and not seeming to need company.   It’s hard to get her excited about anything and she’s not very gregarious.  I guess its better to have someone who causes no trouble, but she didn’t seem to be having very much fun.  
Dan and Heidi Leugers of Cincinnati, OH are serious bikers, he having been a Navy seal and now working as a financial advisor with a noted company.  She works for Fidelity as a project director.  They might be 50s, nice looking and fit, and Heidi having the cutest and prettiest face.   They talk of living in another big and old house and collecting art, having two dogs plus a neighbor’s dog who they sit for since the owner has a swimming pool that he’s dedicated to the dogs.  They had taken a 2 week trip through southern Germany which was their favorite guided tour and maybe their only other major trip.  
Larriana Liew of Mukilteo, WA is quite the character.  A Singaporean, she’d lived in New York City but now just north of Seattle, and works as a travel coordinator (and thus never travels in the back of the plane.)  She’s biked all over the world, mentioning going to Tasmania and New Zealand with a ‘man friend.’  She said she was a very slow biker but she was ahead of us most of the day.  She must be about 4’9” and a little bit tubby, but she rides better than one might expect.  Maybe late 30s, though she joked that she was 61 and of course there’s never a way to tell with oriental women.  She refused to say!  Interesting to learn about Singapore’s education and their recent independence.  We later learned that she’d had an 18 month marriage and now has an American boyfriend who resides in Paris. 
Benton Hart is our main guide and of course part of the Hart family.  He fortunately speaks some French though maybe not as much as Tom.  Daddy Dale just started his bike journey from the Golden Gate Bridge in SFO and mommy Dianne just met up with him in Denver, but will leave him in St Louis due to other commitment and her worry about keeping up with him.  He’s 66 and sounds like he’s suffering change of life or a health crisis and decided to do this trip on a whim.  He came back from Greece and went direct.  Benson’s wife Sarah works in the business part time but has 3 little ones about ages 5 to 11.  Benson is gone up to 6 weeks at a time.  Benton told us about being 19 and his father getting a call from a famous man who was traveling around the world using natural transports and needed a French and Russian speaker to take him via bicycle from Paris to Moscow.  Since Benton had studied in France and had basic French speaking skills and had just completed a year of intensive studying of the Russian language, daddy volunteered Benton.  It turned out to be the trip from hell when the guy’s wife traveled via motor home with them and she was scared to death of the travel.  The guy arranged for the sponsoring of a mountain bike tandem with Benton taking the lead, but the guy not keeping proper cadence at the back, creating arguing about how to bicycle and how to handle repairs, continually.  
Mike Prohaska, as assistant guide, was trained in international business but figured out he lives and loves biking so much that he’s been part of the family business for a couple years now.  Neither guide is as charismatic as any of the Backroads leaders but dedicated bikers and nice people and they do plenty enough for us.  We learned that he grew up near to Rochester, near to Classic Adventures headquarters, where there’s a major Polish enclave, his nationality.  
Tourist Notes:  Biking by ClassicAdventures.com.  Historic Quebec, La Belle Province.  Renowned French cuisine at sidewalk cafes, dramatic cliff top vistas of the Saint Lawrence River, evening strolls along the romantic Duffferin Terrace are a few of Quebec City’s highlights.  This cradle of French civilization brings Old World flavor in warm historic surroundings.  Touring in the 23rd season, introduces the finest of Quebec.  Cycle through charming countryside and visit major historical landmarks around Quebec City.  A tour of Ile d’Orleans takes you past homes of 18th century traditional architecture and roadside stands that abound with maple products, fruit, homemade bread, and woven crafts.  The tour starts on the Ile d’Orleans and continues along the Saint Lawrence southern shoreline on its way to Quebec city.  

Highlights of cycle trip:  Chateau Frontenac, Montmorency Falls, Orleans island, Woodcarving, le Ricaneux, Moulin de Beaumont.  Lodging:  Premier 4-star Hotels and Inns

	L'Île d'Orléans 

Jacques Cartier was the first to discover this green covered island, which he immediately named "Ile de Bacchus" (Bacchus Island) after the wild vines that were growing everywhere. But well before the arrival of the Europeans, the natives were already calling the island "Ouindigo", an Algonquin word meaning "bewitched place". Still today, the islanders are sometimes referred to as the "Sorcerers of the Island". As the years went by, the island was given a succession of different names. But it eventually came down to one of its original names, Ile D'Orléans, again supplied by Jacques Cartier, who, on May 6th 1536, gave it this name after François the 1st, son of the King of France, Duke of Orleans. 

The Île d'Orléans is considered as one of the earliest populating places in Nouvelle France! 

The MRC Île d'Orléans

The MRC of Ile d'Orleans has more than 7500 inhabitants scattered among six parishes. The island is 35 km wide long and 8 km wide. The main road, the Chemin Royal, goes all around the island and goes through each parish, and a single bridge links it to the land, 

Résumé Historique

From the beginning of the colonization, the island was part of the vast domain of Beaupre. Most of the settlers called for to populate the island came from Normandie and the Poitou region, in France. A census carried in 1685 counted 1205 inhabitants (and 917 livestock).

For a short period, in 1759, the island was occupied by the Englishmen, but few traces of that presence remain.
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Witnesses to the past, more than 600 buildings are recognized by the Government of Quebec as being part of our cultural and historical heritage, including the oldest church in Nouvelle France. Some bakeries dating back to the 18th and 19th century are still active today. Unfortunately, the dozen or so flour mills, tanneries, shoe-repair shops and saddle factories that made the islanders self-sufficient have all but disappeared today. 

Maritime History

The very first wharf on the island was built in 1855, at Sainte-Petronille. With this new link to Quebec, the island experiences an important economic expansion. The wharf is used as a pier for trade exchange as well as a landing dock for visitors now coming in growing numbers. By the turn of the century, the Saint-Laurent Shipyard (now a maritime information park with activities) became one of the most important industries in the region. In the summertime, they built wooden ships, and in the winter, the space was used to store schooners. And all over the place, between 300 and 400 "chaloupes" (small boats) are built yearly by some twenty "chalouperies". 

The Legacy of the Elders
The inhabitants of Ile d'Orleans always worked jealously at preserving arm of their cherished island. Félix Leclerc, a renowned signer and poet, says it very well in his songs, where he talks about the land and the spirit of its inhabitants. And those who like genealogy will probably be surprised to learn that the island is the ancestral land of 317 great families from Quebec, and that 35 of them have commemorative monuments or plaques scattered all over the territory.
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Agriculture
Thanks to its fertile land, the island produces 27 % of the potatoes and more than 520 % of the strawberries of the Quebec region. The land is also knowned for its many orchards, and people gather from everywhere in autumn to pick their own baskets of freesh apples.

Many sugar shacks can be found on the island, and the Maple Syrup from Ile d'Orleans now has a reputation that crossed the borders.

	


	
Quebec! Is it a country, a province, a region, a city or a community? The name can cause a great deal of confusion, at least for non-residents.

The fact is that there are many ways to interpret the meaning of the word «Québec»: Province of Quebec, Quebec City, Quebec Metropolitan Region (Quebec Tourist Area and two South Shore MRCs), Quebec Tourist Area (the one that we are referring to) and finally the administrative Region of Quebec.

	Consequently, when you arrive in Quebec City, you are in the Province of Quebec. When speaking about Quebec City, the Quebecois have coined descriptive terminology. Depending upon the context to which they are referring (topography, history, day-to-day life, archeology, culture ...) the city takes on a different name (The Old City, The Old Capital, The Lower-Town, the Upper-Town, or Old Quebec)!!!
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"Located where the river narrows, Quebec City has survived four centuries of tumultuous history."
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Quebec has one of North America's richest historical legacies.
Quebec's earliest population included Native Americans, as well as settlers from France and England. This probably explains why "les quebecois" are so warm and welcoming. The name "Quebec", from "Kebec" in the Algonquin (Native American) language means: "Where the river narrows".
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	Considered for a long time as the most likely passage to the continent, the Quebec region was successively conquered by the French, then the English, and invaded by the Americans.

The whole situation led to Quebec City receiving special favors in military defense and fortification matters, with these defenses being integrated harmoniously into its contemporary architecture. The area offers five of the Province's ten classified historical sites. 
 


	
The Quebec City Area is a unique region, offering in seemingly limitless spaces, the advantages of urban living, and the charms of rural life ...  The Quartier Petit-Champlain neighbourhood is unique in North America. On the shore of the St.Lawrence River, bordering Place Royale and the Quebec Old Port, it hosts the oldest church, the oldest street and… the oldest commercial district on the continent. Shopping in the Quartier Petit-Champlain, you will discover boutiques such as you will rarely find anywhere else. Arts and crafts, collectors' items, designers clothing, confectioner's shops, glass-working factories, it's the ideal place to come up with an original gift, an unusual decorative object or a distinctive piece of clothing, in a setting filled with history, strolling through narrow cobblestoned streets between centuries-old houses. Between your discoveries, you can relax in a café, a restaurant or a bistro, and quietly enjoy all that this unusual place has to offer.


The Côte de Beaupré MRC: French colonization cradle and birth of New France 

"Côte-de-Beaupré" was populated in the beginning of the colonization in 1623 due to the extremely fertile soil. Samuel de Champlain (Quebec City's founding father) built the first farm, later destroyed during the British conquest. By 1650, the municipality already counted some 700 inhabitants, while Quebec City had only 500.  The architecture reflects the styles of the people who successively conquered the land. The oldest homes have a Normand style. The Côte-de-Beaupré is therefore an important historical place; a must see. Visitors will be spellbound by the charm of the past discovering many attractions on the site namely: old ancestral homes, vegetable vaults, traditional exterior bread ovens and finally the famous sugar shacks (where maple syrup is made). 

BOISCHATEL and MONTMORENCY FALLS
The first French colonists settled in 1657. Their former houses have been preserved like those of the Vézinas and the Garneaus, to the greatest pleasure of the lovers of ancient architecture. With the Lauréat Vézina home first appeared metal roofing with a prolongation to cover the front porch. The windows were symetrically aligned, the door remaining in the center. 

It's also on the Vézina home's porch that was born the era's prosperous industry: the crocheted carpet - Once washed, the carpets were stretched on the porch's balustrade to be dried, until one day a rich American tourist saw them and bought one for what was at time a huge amount of money. With the news traveling rapidly through the countryside, people everywhere in their rural homes began making famous handcrafted carpets destined for the Americans.

Rustic landscapes - Here in Boischatel, the natural environment had to the greatest influence on soil utilization, the layout of buildings on the territory and the location of certain industries. In fact, that's what gives this municipality all its charm. As for the architectural heritage, it is comprised mainly of some fifty homes built around 1850.

Natural riches on a historical background: falls, parks, conquests - Samuel de Champlain gave the name Montmorency to the falls, in honor of Charles de Montmorency, vice-king of New-France. An important part in the national history of Quebec unfolded here.

As part of a plan to take possession of Quebec city, general Wolfe posted some of his troups next to the falls. But, from the cliff's elevation, the French general Montcalm watched. The later with the help of troups stationned in Beauport, pushed away the enemy during a first battle. Unfortunately, some months later, Quebec fell to the British (Battle of the plains of Abraham).

The falls: A hute water mass rushing down from a height of 83 meters (one and a half times the height than Niagara Falls!!!). In winter, an ice column of conical form cristallizes itself at the fall's feet. The people call it «The sugar loaf».  It's only upon reaching Montmorency Park (at the top of the falls) that one can admire all the serenity of the St-Lawrence River and the savage beauty of the Island of Orleans.

From Wikipedia: Quebec City (French: Québec) is the capital of the province of Quebec in Canada. Located at a commanding position on cliffs overlooking the St. Lawrence Seaway, Quebec City's Old Town is a United Nations World Heritage Site and the only city north of Mexico with its original city walls. 


Understand - 

Quebec City fashions itself the "national capital" of Quebec. Much of the business here is of the administrative and bureaucratic nature, which would normally make the city quite dull. Fortunately, the city has a remarkable history, as the fortress capital of New France since the 16th century. Although the town's day-to-day life leaves things a little yawn-y at times, the vibrant historical center makes for an incredible visit. 

· Old Town. Surrounded by a stone wall built by both French and British armies. It is now a tourist district with many small boutiques and hundreds of historical and photographic points of interest. Some of the buildings are original structures, while others are built in the same style and architecture as former buildings. 

· Chateau Frontenac. Quebec City icon. Claimed to be the most photographed hotel in North America. http://www.fairmont.com/frontenac/ 

· Dufferin Terrace. Boardwalk situated alongside the Chateau Frontenac, and offers a grand view of the St. Lawrence river. 

· Musée de la civilisation, http://www.mcq.org/english/index.html, 418 643-2158. 

· Place-Royale, historical site, http://www.mcq.org/place_royale/aaindex.html. 

· Plains of Abraham Battlefield Park, now used for public events, sports, and leisure activities. 649-6157. http://www.ccbn-nbc.gc.ca/_en/ 

· The Citadel, this fortification at the juncture of the Old City wall and Grand Allée holds a changing of the guard ceremony mornings at 10 am, weather permitting. 

· Chute Montmorency. At 83 meters, it stands 30 meters taller than Niagra Falls. http://www.chutemontmorency.qc.ca 

· Ile d'Orléans. Beautiful biking or driving excursions. http://www.iledorleans.com/ 

· Horse-drawn carriages. A one hour tour of the Old City. 

· Ferry to Lévis. Beautiful views of the Chateau Frontenac and the Lower Old Town, and the other side of the river. http://www.traversiers.gouv.qc.ca/trav/quebec/index.asp 

· Festival d'été. Beginning to mid-July, a lot of almost free music shows (you buy a button for $12 or $15 and it gives you access to all the shows, for the 10 days of the festival) in and around the Old Town, with international and local artists.  http://www.infofestival.com/ 

· Visit a sugar shack (cabane à sucre) on the nearby Ile d'Orleans in the middle of the St. Lawrence River. The maple season typically runs from March to April. 

· The Basilica of Saint Anne de Beaupré is an enormous church which is reputed to have healing powers similar to those of Lourdes. 

· Montmorency Falls is a nice spot to visit if you are driving outside the city. 

Sightseeing Overview
Quebec City is a delightful place for visitors to wander around for a few days. The main areas of interest are in Vieux-Québec (Old Quebec), which is divided between Haute-Ville (Upper Town) within the city walls and Basse-Ville (Lower Town) at the foot of the cliff on which Upper Town stands. Attractions in the Upper Town include many museums devoted to recounting historic events and those set up by religious organizations, such as the Musée des Augustines de l’Hôtel-Dieu de Québec – recounting 

	


the history of the nuns who founded the first hospital north of Mexico.

In the Lower Town, the charming Quartier Petit Champlain is a cobblestone street filled with restaurants and boutiques. It is supplemented by history museums and the renowned Musée de la Civilization, which hosts excellent archaeological and anthropological exhibitions. The nearby Vieux-Port (Old Port) has a promenade bordering the St Lawrence River.

The imposing Citadel was added to supplement the fortifications guarding Old Quebec, protecting it from attack across the Plains of Abraham, which stretches as far as the Musée National des Beaux-Arts du Québec. Parallel to the plains and separated from it by the bars and restaurants of Grande Allée is Parliament Hill, where the provincial legislature sits in the ornate Second-Empire Hôtel de Parlement.

Key Attractions:
Vieux-Québec/Haute-Ville (Old Quebec’s Upper Town) 
The first thing most visitors head for when they visit Quebec City is the Old Town’s Haute-Ville (Upper Town), where the towering Château Frontenac is located. This hotel was built in 1893, although the tower that gives it its distinctive appearance was added in the 1920s. Tours are available by reservation (tel: (418) 691 2166; website: www.tourschateau.ca). It sits between Place d’Armes (a central square with the narrow lanes leading off it filled with street artists and an artist’s market) and the Terrasse Dufferin – a wide wooden boardwalk offering a terrific view of Lévis, on the opposite shore. The Dufferin Terrace is filled with street entertainers and visitors milling around or promenading past the cannons and kiosks that predate the Château Frontenac. 

Nearby, the Place de l’Hôtel de Ville contains the Hôtel de Ville (City Hall) but is dominated by the Basilique-Cathédrale Notre-Dame-de-Québec, the city’s main Catholic cathedral. This imposing edifice has suffered numerous disasters over three-and-a-half centuries. 

Vieux-Québec/Basse-Ville (Old Quebec’s Lower Town) 
The oldest part of Old Quebec, Lower Town is clustered on the narrow streets between the ramparts of Haute-Ville and the Old Port, linked to the Upper Town by the funicular, the escaliers casse-cou (breakneck stairs) and the steep Côte de la Montagne. At its center, Place Royale has been faithfully restored to its former glory, the 17th- and 18th-century houses surrounding the one-time market square now in pristine condition. The Center d’interprétation de Place-Royale displays period artifacts and has panels that illustrate the area’s history. The historic Maison Chevalier recreates domestic scenes in the 17th century. Between the two, the Quartier Petit Champlain is a lively and crowded area of shops and restaurants along a romantic cobblestone street. 

Fortifications de Québec (Quebec Fortifications) 
One of the city’s most unique features is the 4.6km (2.9-mile) rampart encircling the Old Town, making it the only walled city north of Mexico. It is possible for one to walk along the top of the fortifications, which offer sweeping views of the city and the St Lawrence River. Near the Citadel, at Porte St-Louis (one of the four surviving city gates) is the Center d’interprétation des Fortifications-de-Québec, which includes displays on the city’s history and a restored powder magazine. It is the departure point for 90-minute guided tours (from June to mid-October) by costumed Parks Canada staff and is also the best place for self-guided walkers to set off from. 

Continuing clockwise, the walls adjoin the Parc de l’Artillerie (Artillery Park), which was built by the French to defend the city from attack, before becoming the garrison for British officers until 1871, when it was turned into a munitions factory. Today it comprises an interpretation center featuring the 1808 model of Quebec City inside the foundry, the 1712 Dauphine Redoubt, which housed French soldiers and now replicates the 19th-century British officers’ mess, and the 1818 British Officers’ Quarters. Further along, cannons are ranged along the wall, overlooking the St Lawrence River and the opposite shore. Beyond where the fortifications join the Terrasse-Dufferin, it is possible for walkers to continue along a boardwalk on the cliff below the walls that surround the Citadel. 

La Citadelle de Québec (Quebec Citadel) 
The Citadel, dating from 1820, is one of Quebec City’s most distinctive features and a legacy of the British occupation. On the heights of Cap Diamant, the star-shaped fortress was built to withstand a repeat attack on the city from across the Plains of Abraham to the southwest. Today, visitors are given a compulsory 1-hour guided tour of the site, which includes the Governor General’s residence, the powder magazine and a former prison that now houses a small museum. In the summer, the daily Changing of the Guard takes place at 1000, with the Regimental Band and the Citadel’s mascot (‘Batisse’, the regimental goat) joining the garrison personnel. The pomp continues on selected evenings, when the Royal 22nd Regiment performs The Retreat as part of the flag-lowering ceremonies. 

Parc des Champs-de-Bataille nationaux (National Battlefields Park) 
The National Battlefields Park, occupying the 108-hectare (267-acre) Plains of Abraham, situated to the southwest of the Citadel, is the site of the decisive battle of 1759, which saw the British, under General Wolfe, defeat Montcalm’s French forces. Today, it is a wide green space popular for summer concerts and as a place to stroll. For those with a taste for history, the Discovery Pavilion (in the same building as the tourist office) has a large diorama of the site and the Canada Odyssey historical multimedia exhibition. Midway through the park, Martello Tower No 1 has costumed guides who explain the role of these defensive structures (during summer only). Abraham’s Bus connects the sites, with the driver providing commentary as it winds through the park during summer days and autumn weekends. 

Musée de la Civilization (Museum of Civilization) 
One of the city’s strongest museums, the Museum of Civilization, situated in Lower Town, hosts excellent temporary shows in addition to its two permanent exhibitions. One of these focuses on life in the province of Quebec throughout the centuries of European inhabitation, with displays of artifacts, photos and recreations of historic and domestic scenes. The other is a tribute to the First Nations peoples who live in the province, with videotaped oral histories, birchbark canoes, teepees and many smaller artifacts.  

From www.classicadventures.com - Renowned French cuisine at sidewalk cafes, dramatic cliff top vistas of the Saint Lawrence River, evening strolls along the romantic Dufferin Terrace are a few of Quebec City’s highlights. This cradle of French civilization brings Old World flavor in warm historic surroundings.

This tour, in its twenty-third season, introduces the finest of Quebec. Cycle through charming countryside and visit major historical landmarks around Quebec City. A tour of Ile d'Orleans takes you past homes of 18th century traditional architecture and roadside stands that abound with maple products, fruit, homemade bread, and woven crafts. The tour starts on the Ile d’Orleans and continues along the Saint Lawrence southern shoreline on its way to Quebec City.  The lodging for our Quebec tour is simply exquisite. The Auberge La Goeliche, a peaceful country inn located on the shores of the St. Lawrence River will be our home for two nights. Near Montmagny, we will lodge at the Manoir des Erables (4-star) a magnificent country manor more than 150 years old, which has been transformed into a sumptuous 4-star hotel. We spend our last two nights in the heart of Old Quebec City at the renowned 4-star Chateau Frontenac, a Norman-styled structure with green copper roofs that has dominated the area since the late 1800’s. (If you're in Quebec, there's no place else to consider!) 

By Frommers Quebec City (Overview of Quebec City) 

The duality of Canadian life has been called the "Twin Solitudes." One Canada, English and Calvinist in origin, is said to be staid, smug, and work-obsessed. The other, French and Catholic, is thought of as more creative, lighthearted, and inclined to see pleasure as the end purpose of labor. Or so go the stereotypes.

These two peoples live side by side throughout Québec and in the nine provinces of English Canada, but the blending occurs in particularly intense fashion in Québec province's largest city, Montréal. French speakers, known as Francophones, constitute about 70% of the city's population, while most of the remaining population speaks English -- Anglophones. (The growing number of residents who have another primary tongue, and speak neither English nor French, are called Allophones.) Although both groups are decidedly North American, they are no more alike than Margaret Thatcher and Charles de Gaulle.

Over the past decade, a bleak mood prevailed in Québec, driven by lingering recession and uncertainty over the future. After all, it still remained possible that Québec would choose to fling itself into independence from the rest of Canada. Lately, though, passions have cooled, and now, something else is going on.

Ripples of optimism have become waves, spreading through the province and its largest city. The Canadian dollar has been strengthening against its U.S. counterpart. Unemployment in Québec, long in double digits, shrank to under 6%, the lowest percentage in more than 2 decades, and below that of archrival Toronto. In another (perhaps connected) trend, crime in Montréal (already one of the safest cities in North America) has hit a 20-year low. Favorable currency exchange and the presence of skilled workers have made the city a favored site for Hollywood film and TV production. The rash of FOR RENT and FOR SALE signs that disfigured the city in the 1990s has evaporated, replaced by a welcome shortage of store and office space and a billion-dollar building boom that's filling up vacant lots all over downtown. The beloved old hockey arena was converted to a dining and entertainment center called Forum Pepsi, and La Ronde, a popular amusement park that was experiencing a sharp decline that threatened to end in bankruptcy, was saved by its sale to the Six Flags empire.

Québec City is less sophisticated, more conservative, and more French (than Montreal.) With its impressive location above the St. Lawrence River and its virtually unblemished Old Town of 18th- and 19th-century houses, it even looks French. Probably 95% of its residents speak French, and far fewer are bilingual, as most Montréalers are. (In the province as a whole, about 81% of citizens are Francophone.) With that homogeneity and its status as the supposed capital of a future independent nation, citizens seem to suffer less angst over what might happen down the road. They are also aware that a critical part of their economy is based on tourism, and they are far less likely to vent the open hostility that American visitors occasionally experience in English Canada.

Quebec City (Frommer's Favorite Experiences)

Admiring the Skyline from the Lévis Ferry. The ferry provides quite a view for very little money, and passengers can stay on board and come right back without disembarking.

Discovering the Blossoming Lower Town. All but abandoned to shipping and grimy industry, the old riverside neighborhood is being reborn, with antiques shops, bistros, and boutique hotels filling its rehabilitated 18th- and 19th-century buildings.

Lingering at an Outdoor Cafe. Tables are set out at place d'Armes, in the Quartier du Petit-Champlain, and along the Grande-Allée -- a quality-of-life invention the French and their Québecois brethren have perfected.

Relaxing in Battlefields Park (Parc des Champs-de-Bataille). This park is beautifully situated, overlooking the St. Lawrence River, and is particularly lively on weekends, when families and lovers come here to picnic and play.

Strolling and Lounging on the Terrasse Dufferin. Captivating Québec City is at its best here, with the copper-spired Château Frontenac rearing up behind, the Lower Town below, and ferries, freighters, and pleasure craft moving on the broad, silvered river.

Quebec City (Best Dining Bets)

Best Spot for a Romantic Dinner: Stars above, tables illuminated by the flicker of candlelight, unobtrusive service, and even the name, Le Saint-Amour, 48 rue Ste-Ursule (tel. 418/694-0667), bespeaks romance.

Best View: Revolving rooftop restaurants rarely dish out food as elevated as their lofty venues. L'Astral in the Loews Le Concorde hotel, 1225 cours du Généralde Montcalm (tel. 418/647-2222), is an exception. The food here is above average and the cost is entirely reasonable.

Best Bistro: In a city that specializes in the informal bistro tradition, L'Echaudé, 73 rue Sault-au-Matelot, near rue St-Paul (tel. 418/692-1299), is a star. Classic dishes are all in place, from confit de canard to steak frites. The dining terrace is on a pedestrian-only street.

Best New Restaurant: Best New Restaurant: Stepping into the spot commanded last year by Yuzu, Toast!, 17 rue Sault-au-Matelot is getting everyone's attention with a kitchen that threatens to rival the top places in town.

Best Restaurant (No Arguments!): Laurie Raphaël, 117 rue Dalhousie (tel. 418/692-4555), is named for the owners' children, a choice that isn't lost on those diners who devote great care to things they hold important -- family, friends, and the tables around which they gather.

Best Seafood: The owner of Le Marie-Clarisse, 12 rue du Petit-Champlain (tel. 418/692-0857), selects all the just-off-the-boat seafood served at his comfortable bistro at the bottom of Breakneck Stairs. There's a fireplace inside and a terrace outside.

Best Sugar Pie: Québec's favorite dessert reaches its apogee at Aux Anciens Canadiens, 34 rue St-Louis (tel. 418/692-1627). Think smooth maple sugar with a crust, at the ideal end of a traditional meal.

Best People-Watching: The few outdoor tables at Le Marie-Clarisse -- perched above the main pedestrian intersection of Quartier du Petit-Champlain -- monopolize an unsurpassed observation point. 

Wow, Diana, what a trip report!  I can't believe how detailed and extensive it is ... and it gave me a great feel for your trip.  We had a similar itinerary with VBT and enjoyed it very much, also staying at Manoir des Erables and Chateau Frontenac.  I don't remember any weather issues, and certainly not head winds.  We really enjoyed that adventure and count it among our best.

We really missed you, also, on last week's NY trip.  We didn't have anyone that we really wanted to be with like you guys -- although everyone was certainly nice -- and we always appreciate your encouragement, Diana.  And I know that my dad likes having you to pal around with, Tom.  Is there any way we can try to do a trip again together in 2007?  We would LOVE to travel with you guys again.

I agree with both of you on varying points re: Classic Adventures.  I also think that they are a 6 relative to Backroads' 10.  They do a good job, but they are just not Backroads.  I missed all of the extra special -- albeit sometimes small -- things that they do, and I sure didn't like dragging out my luggage several times during the week.  

I also felt that they did not have the customer service ethic that Backroads does -- you always feel that Backroads will do anything to make your trip perfect, whereas I felt that Classic Adventures had a set itinerary and process, and they weren't going to deviate. 

I liked Benton and think that he is a fine young man, but it felt like he was running a business as opposed to fulfilling a passion.  I think Backroads excels at hiring fresh, young, enthusiastic leaders who just love what they're doing.  You didn't feel that with Benton.  It was more like "I'm running Dad's business and I have to watch every penny."  I also sensed a bit of jadedness -- "Boy I've done this a thousand times and it's a bit boring."

 I know that there is a cost savings with CA vs. Backroads, but, to me, if I'm spending precious vacation time and energy on a trip, I think it's worth some extra bucks to make it an A+ experience instead of a B or B-.    

So, all in all, I would chose Backroads over CA any day.  I have one exception, though.  I am interested in their Classical Greece trip, because Dale is a super expert on that area and has travelled there extensively.  He probably knows it better than any one else and therefore would be a good guide.  It is a trip I would consider for 2008 (Backroads Vietnam is in serious contention fo March 2007 -- one big trip a year is enough).

Changing subjects, yes, I am getting VERY excited about my party.  It's hard to believe it is almost here, as I have been planning it for almost a year.  I had my final meetings with the caterer and D.J. last night; and will meet with the photographer on Thursday and the florist on Friday.  After that, I will be done with most of the planning.  

You're right, I think it will be an amazing bash, with Backroads-like attention to details and lots of delightful surprises.  I am very sorry that you will not be able to join us.  I promise to send some photos, though.

Please think about a trip for 2008 -- we so enjoy traveling with you!

And good luck on the SFO marathon!  You go girl!  I am so impressed ...

Much love, Linda

 --- Diana E Burton <dianab@juno.com> wrote:

 > Hi Linda:

> So glad you mostly enjoyed your trip.  Sounds like a lot of good there, but I wouldn't be too happy with the hills.  Guess I'm getting lazy.  We had a lot of headwinds but decent weather otherwise. My much too lengthy trip report is attached.  It also has a comparison of Backroads to Classic Adventures.  Tom might prefer the charismatic leaders of Backroads to those of Classic, and the spoiling features of Backroads he definitely missed, but I appreciated the major price differential and I really didn't miss the extra treats of Backroads.  Whereas he felt Benton was out of his element without a lot of PR ability, I felt Benton was a very fine young man with good character and ability. Having said all that, Tom has declared that he doesn't want to do an organized bike trip again and bailed out of the Burgundy trip in September.  We are going it alone but sticking closer to Paris and probably renting an apartment in Montmartre.  I think we really missed having you girls and Mort on the bicycle trip which was a perfect combination for Tom and me.  I always wanted to keep up and do the whole thing, whereas Tom wanted the van ride when the going got rough.  He needed Mort.  I needed you.  (Though Tom has better bike legs than me and was more capable, he doesn't like to push.) 

> I bet it was hard to focus on your bike trip with this wonderful party you have coming up?  It sounds like the party to be at.  Of course I'm with mixed emotions at missing it, as I'm very excited about a Yosemite hike followed by the running of the SFO marathon.  The marathon includes a run over the bridge which is new last year.  We've also booked a night time guided tour of Alcatraz for the evening of the marathon. 

> Thanks for the note and keeping in touch.  Good luck with the party and happy 25th!  

> 

