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Well, it would seem that the editor and staff of “NorthwesternNorthwestern OntarioOntario

MotorcyclingMotorcycling” are on strike. Actually I’m getting ready to head off on a two
week bike trip through Wyoming, Idaho, Utah and Colorado so between
working and packing and getting the bike ready I don’t have time to put
the newsletter together.

So, as a treat for all of you, I’m sending along a story written by Mel
Albiston. He and his friend Greg were looking for somewhere to ride in
June and decided to try the ride around Lake Superior.

I’ve been corresponding with Mel for a couple of years now and he
always takes lots of pictures on his trips around the country and has
written many stories about their rides. So after much e-mailing back and
forth, Mel and Greg got their trip planned and I was able to share part of
their adventure. It was nice to meet them finally and while the actual ride
was cold, windy and wet I still had a great time being out on the road with
them. Even if I did have to pay for the coffee, pie and ice cream!

Here is a short note from Mel, and the story about their trip follows.
Enjoy!

“Greg and I would like to thank everyone who helped make our ride the
success that it was. We really enjoyed meeting everyone and seeing the
attractions along the route. Thanks to classmates Jim and Wally for
meeting with us and sharing old times, Thanks to my brothers Gary and
Bob for entertaining Greg at dinner and not telling all of the secrets. Thanks
Cindi for dinner and egging Bob to share his stories. Thanks to the Ontario
Retreads Robert and Joe for the tour of Thunder Bay (If you ever find out
what the meaning of the bell is let us know). Thanks to Bruce and Robert
who braved the cool/cold/wet weather to ride along the northern shore on
Lake Superior with Greg and I. Thanks to Robert for the pie and coffee,
and hope you share the “Hully-Gully” experience with the rest of the
Retreads.
We had a great 3.900 mile adventure and enjoyed every mile.

Sincerely,
Mel Albiston”



 

 

                  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
Gitchegumi (Lake Superior) 

 
Unlike all previous rides the 2009 ride did not begin 
with the solicitation of destinations from the 
Breakfast Club members.  The “Breakfast Club” 
asked one member to put together a ride for 2009 
and a date was selected.  It turned out that the dates 
were good for most of the members but not all.  
Greg had scheduled another ride during the same 
time frame and I had sold my bike a few months 
earlier and the planner assumed that I may not be 
interested in this year’s ride. 
 
Greg’s planned ride fell apart and he asked me if I 
would consider renting a bike and taking the Lake 
Superior ride we had been discussing for the past 
two years.  At first I was not very interested in 
putting together a quick ride plan, but I had been 
thinking about the ride for two years, so it was not 
like it was a spur of the moment destination. 
  
I checked on the possibility of renting an Ultra for 
the ride and found that the rental was reasonable 
and an Ultra was available so I decided to go forward 
with the ride.  The majority of the “Breakfast Club” 
members would be leaving for another Colorado ride 
two or three days before Greg and I would depart 
for Lake Superior and Canada.  There was a minor 
problem getting permission to take the rental bike  
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                
 
into Canada, but the dealership modified the 
contract and arrange for a Canadian insurance card. 
 
I picked the bike up the day before the ride was to 
begin and everything went smoothly up until the guy 
handling the rental agreement asked me to start the 
bike and take a spin around the dealer’s parking lot 
to make sure the bike was running alright.  I think 
the real reason was to check to make sure that I 
knew how to ride the bike.  It had been nine months 
since I sold my ultra and I was a little apprehensive 
about hopping on and riding with someone watching 
me.  For a moment I went brain dead “Start the 
bike?”  “What do I do?”  I glanced at the right handle 
grip and the switch said start.  So I pressed it and the 
bike started! 
                                                                                                                           
I made a little loop, gave a thumps up to the guy 
handling the rental and headed for the highway 
anxious to get reacquainted with the ultra without 
the benefit of critical eyes. 
 

 
Gitchegumi Route – 3,900 miles 

 

Gitchegumi Ride 2009 
““BBiigg  WWaatteerrss””  --  LLaakkee  SSuuppeerriioorr  

BByy::  MMeell  AAllbbiissttoonn  
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Greg called the evening before we were to depart 
and told me he was walking down the side of the 
highway looking for his credit/debit card that had 
blown out of his pocket.  Great, a few hours before 
we were to leave and he lost his means of paying for 
expenses along the ride.  Fortunately he called back 
a short time later saying he found the card on the 
highway – what luck! 

 
Day 1 – Tuesday June 23rd   
I planned to meet Greg at Ward’s restaurant at 6:00 
a.m. for a quick breakfast and begin a long 655 mile 
ride from Round Rock, Texas to Topeka Kansas.  I 
was nervous about the day’s ride because it was 
longer than I like to ride in one day and the weather 
had been in the hundreds for the past few days.   
Our luck continued as we were riding the Kansas 
Turnpike.  I put the toll tag in my shirt pocket 
wrapped in a twenty dollar bill to be prepared to pay 
the toll when we exited for Topeka.  When we were 
about eighteen miles from our exit something hit me 
in the face.  For a moment I didn’t know what it was 
and then it dawned on me it was my toll tag and the 
twenty dollar bill!  The toll for the first leg of the 
turnpike cost me twenty-seven dollars.  Seven 
dollars for the toll and a twenty dollar donation to 
the lucky convict that is assigned highway clean-up 
detail and finds the twenty. 
 
When we arrived at the not so new “Quality Inn” in 
south Topeka the heat index was one hundred six 
degrees.  It was really not too bad for me because I 
was still crying over the lost twenty dollars and the 
evaporating tears had a cooling effect. 
 
Day 2 – Wednesday June 24th    
The day started with more of the Kansas Turnpike 
and I made sure my toll ticket and money were 
securely stuffed into my pants pocket.  I did not 
want to pay another twenty seven dollars for a brief 
ride on the toll way.  Today’s ride would be 494 
miles, but Greg made it a little longer by missing a 
turn north of Des Moines, Iowa.  Yes there is a turn 
in Iowa; I believe it was put there so you would not 
be hypnotized by all of the corn fields.  Greg was 
feeling pretty bad about missing the turn and having 
me wait so long for him to come around and meet 
up with me on the correct  road we decided to stop 
at a gas station for a brief butt break and a drink.  I 
guess Greg was still a little shook-up about the 
wrong turn, because he turned the wrong direction 
onto a freeway off ramp instead of into the gas 

station.  Fortunately no cars were exiting the 
freeway so only his self-esteem received further 
damage. 
 
The ride was cooler today, and actually very 
comfortable compared with the previous day’s hot 
weather.  We skirted around a rain squall in 
northern Iowa, but we could not avoid the pungent 
smell of the recently fertilized fields lining both sides 
of the highway. 
 
Our destination today was Richfield, Minnesota and 
the Mall of America.  Greg has an enormous bucket 
list and a visit to the Mall of America was included in 
that list.  We made advance reservations at the 
“luxurious” Motel 6 across the freeway from the 
mall.  After a very short time at the hotel I made the 
resolution to avoid Motel 6 hotels in the future. 
 
I contacted a high school classmate whom I knew 
lived in the area and made arrangements to meet at 
Mall of America for dinner.  I had made contact with 
Jim through Classmates.com.  Jim also rides a 
motorcycle and had made the ride around Lake 
Superior the previous year.  Jim wanted to meet us 
at the hotel on his motorcycle, but I convinced him 
to bring his minivan instead so we could stay off our 
bikes for the evening. 
 

 
Check the Mall of America of the bucket list 

 
  My intention was to discuss the ride around the 
lake, but we never got beyond topics like old 
classmates and high school adventures (it must have 
been very boring for Greg). 
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Jim and Greg at forest Gump’s 

 

 
Mel and the Forest Gump Shrimp 

 
Day 3 – Thursday June 25th    
Rain was threatening as we departed the hotel for a 
short 162 mile ride to Duluth Minnesota.  We put on 
our rain jackets but not the pants hoping that it 
would not rain or that the rain would be light. 
 
The traffic was light at 7:00 a.m. as we rode past the 
Minneapolis Airport toward St. Paul.  I selected a 
familiar route along the Mississippi river and through 
St. Paul to the State Capital building.  It began to rain 
as we approached the capital so we did not waste 

time getting off the bikes.  By the time we got onto 
highway 35 it began to rain harder and the traffic 
was heavier as well.  Fortunately our route avoid 
most of the traffic as most everyone was going to 
work and not “UP NORTH” as they say in Minnesota. 
 

 
Minnesota license plate “Up North” 

 
We made a stop just north of St. Paul at the White 
Bear Lake exit at a coffee shop to wait out the rain 
and since we did not have breakfast to get a roll and 
coffee.  The rain stopped before we finished our 
coffee and we decided to take a brief side trip shore 
Greg where I lived when I was in Minnesota.  My first 
house and the last house I lived in before moving to 
Texas was within a few miles of the coffee shop. 
 
It didn’t take long to ride past the houses and see 
how the neighborhoods had still remained attractive 
and we resumed our ride “up north.” 
 
Greg found the highway to Duluth interesting with 
trees bordering both sides of the road providing the 
allusion that there was no south bound road and 
only the road north. 
 

 
Highway 35 “Up North” to Duluth 
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GPS directions to Duluth 

 
When we reached the top of the hill overlooking 
Duluth we stopped at an overlook to point out the 
city to Greg and describe where I lived on the St. 
Louis River.  From the overlook I called my younger 
brother and invited him to join us for lunch at 
“Sammy’s” Pizza in West Duluth.  Sammy’s is an 
institution and the pizza place we always went to as 
far back as the high school days. 
 

 
The wrong side of the tracks 

 

 
The Bong Bridge to Superior, Wisconsin (West) 

 

 
The High Bridge to Superior, Wisconsin (East) 

 

 
Entrance to the Duluth/Superior Harbor (East) 

 

 
Iron ore loading docks (Central) 
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Ore boat being loaded at the dock 

 

 
Sammy’s Pizza an institution in Duluth 

 
Since we arrived in Duluth around lunch time we had 
time to tour some of the places that make Duluth 
Unique.  We have two nights (one and one half days) 
to see Duluth, meet with another high school friend, 
and my two brothers that were still habituating this 
Liberal Mecca of the north. 
 
We rode along the Skyline Drive (a road that 
overlooks the city) and I pointed out to Greg where I 
spent many late evenings watching the submarine 
races and other important places in the city.  We 
rode down to Canal Park where we saw the very 
unique Aerial Lift Bridge and toured the Maritime 
Museum. 
 
We hoped we would see one of the many larger 
ships entering or leaving the port and under the lift 
bridge but none were scheduled for the rest of the 
day.  We planned to come back tomorrow when 
more ships were scheduled to enter and depart the 
port.   
 

We rode over the lift bridge and rode the length of 
Park Point (a long narrow stretch of sandy land 
stretching far out into Lake Superior providing both a 
rough see barrier and sandy beach recreation area.  
When I was in high school an amusement park was 
located at the tip of the point but it no longer exists. 
 
 

 
Aerial Lift Bridge harbor entrance 

 

 
Channel entrance to the Duluth Superior Harbor 

 

 
Greg at the helm of an Ore Boat 
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Greg at the aerial Lift Bridge 

 

 
Riding over the Aerial Lift Bridge to Park Point 

 

 
Park Point beach 

 
Beach attractions 

 
I could have stayed at the beach all day 
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It’s not all snow shoveling in Duluth 

 
We had a full day touring Duluth and decided to go 
to one last old high school institution for dinner.  We 
rode to West Duluth to get a hamburger and root 
beer at A&Dubs (A&W).  This high school haunt is 
located near the ore dock trestle (practically under 
it), while it is not the most scenic site imaginable it 
was a gathering point on the high school cruising 
circuit every evening.  The root beer was still served 
in the heavy old chilled mugs. 
 
Since we were to have two nights in the same hotel 
we decided it would be a good time to wash our 
clothes for the remainder of the ride. 
 

 
A&Dubs restaurant 

 
A&Dubs root beer, burgers and onion rings 

 
Day 4 – Friday June 26th 
We stayed in the Duluth area today to complete our 
nostalgia tour.  We would only ride 93 miles today, 
but we began with a ride through Jay Cooke Park 
North West of Duluth.  It was an early morning ride 
and there were very few cars but we did manage to 
see a couple deer and one lazy old porcupine 
waddling down the middle of the park road.  The 
road was newly paved and a joy to ride the winding 
curves all the way back to far west Duluth (New 
Duluth/Morgan Park). 
 

 
Riding Jay Cooke Park 
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The water was like glass on the park lake 

 
From Jay Cooke Park we rode to downtown Duluth 
and stopped at the Railroad Museum.  The special 
attraction for me at the museum was the large 
Malley steam engine used to haul the large ore 
trains from the mines to the loading docks in Duluth. 
 

 
Historic old train in the Duluth Railroad Museum 

 

 
Malley steam engine 

 

 
I miss the old steam engines, they were real machines 
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Controls and fire box of the steam engine 

 

 
The Minnatonka engine from Minneapolis 

 
From the train museum we went to tour the S/S 
William A. Irvin ore boat docked in the harbor as a 
display of the historic Great Lakes Ore boats.  I really 
enjoyed the tour and it was interesting to see what 
the inside of an ore boat was like and to imagine 
how the crew worked within the boat. 
 

 
The S/S William A. Irvin ore boat 

 

 
View from the top of the ore boat 

 

 
Engine room of the ore boat (speed 12 mph) 
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The bridge of the ore boat 

 
From the ore boat tour we went back to Canal Park 
to see if we could catch a boat entering or leaving 
the harbor.  As we waited I called another high 
school friend (Wally) and he said he would ride down 
to the park to meet us.  The Minnesota State HOG 
rally was going on in Duluth this weekend and being 
a Harley rider he wanted to come down to register.  
We went to Grandma’s restaurant for lunch and talk 
about the Lake Superior loop ride Wally and Jim 
accomplished last summer. 
 

 
Grandma’s Restaurant – Canal Park 

 

 
Mel & Wally catching up on the good ol’days 

 
Greg having to listen to high school classmates again 

 
After lunch we went down to the canal where the 
boats enter and leave the harbor as a 1,000 footer 
loaded with coal was supposed to be leaving the 
harbor within the next thirty minutes. 
 
The new 1,000 footers are the newest and largest of 
the Great Lakes boats and it was an impressive sight 
to see the large ship navigate the channel and see 
the ancient lift bridge open to allow the ship to pass. 
 
As a side fact, we just learned a day earlier that 
Michael Jackson had died and we solved the mystery 
of how Michael died today.  A very intelligent 
looking guy walked by us at the canal wearing a T-
shirt claiming that he killed Michael so I thought we 
should inform the authorities so they could solve the 
mystery.  On second thought I decided not to get 
involved. 
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Lunch on Grandma’s deck 

 

 
Light house at the channel entrance 

 
 
 

 
1,000 foot Great Lakes boat departing Duluth 

 

 
The large boats attract lots of tourists 

 

 
The Aerial Lift Bridge opens to allow passage 
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Unlike the earlier ships the new ships do not have a fore bridge 

 

 
Leaving the Duluth/Superior Harbor 

 
From Canal Park we rode to Leif Erickson Park to see 
the “Viking Ship/boat.  When we arrived we found 
that the boat was covered up with tarps awaiting 
reconstruction.  It was easy to get to the boat and 
over the years the boat had been vandalized and 
was in dire need of repair.  Leif Erickson is a small 
picturesque park overlooking the entrance to the 
Duluth harbor and a popular place to walk along the 
lake or just relax look out at the lake. 

 
Leif Erickson Viking Ship 

 

 
Relaxing on the shore at Leif Erickson Park 

 
    From Leif Erickson Park we rode to “West End” the 
central part of Duluth to visit the Aerostich factory.  
When we arrived we were asked if we would like a 
tour of the company and we said we would be 
pleased to learn more about Aerostich.  The 
manager of Aerostich took us on a tour of the entire 
facilities and explained the ordering shipping and 
receiving processes.  We visited the upstairs factory 
where the Darin and Ridecrafter clothes were made 
and Greg bought a very loud horn for his Ultra. 
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Aerostich headquarters and factory 

 

 
Aerostich factory 

 
Jeff, manager and tour guide 

 

 
Greg, buying his very loud horn! 
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Jeff, describing the different clothing products 

 

 
Trying on riding clothes 

 
From the Aerostich Company we took a brief ride 
“over the hill” as they say in Duluth to look for the 
Gander Mountain store but found that it had moved 
to a new location.  Since we were short on time and 
had to be in Superior for a dinner with my brothers 

we headed for the High Bridge from Duluth to 
Superior. 
 
We had dinner at my youngest brother Gary’s home 
and my middle brother Bob was also present.  Cindi 
Gary’s wife put on a delicious meal and acted as 
referee if we got on the subject of politics.  Greg was 
very amused by my brother Bob and said he looked 
just like the character in the Jeremiah Johnson movie 
that was buried up to his neck in sand. 
 

 
Mel (Butch), Gary and Bob 

 
We returned to Duluth by way of the Bong Bridge 
and went back to the hotel to prepare for the next 
day’s ride along the north shore of Lake Superior to 
Thunder Bay Canada.  The forecast was for rain but 
we hoped for the best. 
 
Day 5 – Saturday June 27th 
As forecasted the day began with light rain.  The ride 
to Thunder Bay, Canada was to be 192 miles with 
numerous stops to see the attractions. 
 
We took the scenic or “old hwy 61” route along the 
lake to increase our ability to see the lake shore and 
to see the historic attractions like smoked fish 
stores, Betty’s Pies, small resorts and restaurants 
that have long been institutions along the North 
Shore Drive.  I was a little disappointed because 
while the road closely followed the shore line the 
tress had grown up to block much of the lake view. 
 
The first stop on the ride was at Gooseberry Falls.  
When the rain plenty the falls becomes a raging 
torrent and a popular attraction.  Apparently the 
rain fall has been sparse this spring so the falls was 
not as impressive as it might have been. 
 
While at the falls a young couple came up to us and 
asked if we would take their picture exclaiming “He 
just popped the question!”  The young lady showed 
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us her engagement ring and posed with her 
boyfriend for the picture.  They were wearing heavy 
jackets and carrying backpacks and said they had 
been hiking from St. Cloud, MN and her boyfriend 
had just asked her to marry her night before.  I didn’t 
ask their destination, but St. Cloud was about two 
hundred miles from Gooseberry Falls.  For those who 
cannot understand motorcycling, how do you 
explain hiking hundreds of miles in the rain? 
 

 
Gooseberry Falls 

 
The second stop along the route was Split Rock 
Lighthouse.  It was still raining lightly and we meet a 
group of motorcyclists from the U.P. of Michigan.  
The group was riding the “Circle Loop” around Lake 
Superior and apparently the Split rock Lighthouse 
was one of the “check-in” points to confirm your 
ride.  The light house sold “Loop Ride” pins and 
everyone was buying them as proof that they were 
there. 
 
It was 9:00 a.m. and we were allowed to go to the 
light house but not enter the lighthouse or the 
caretaker’s homes as they did not open until 10:00 
a.m.  I believe it cost us $5.00 to ride into the 
Lighthouse location and it would cost another 
$10.00 to tour the inside of the lighthouse and the 
caretaker facilities.  Being somewhat cheep and 
anxious to continue our ride we were happy to save 
the $10.00 and time. 
 
 

 
U.P. Riders at the Split rock Lighthouse 

 

 
Greg overlooking the lake from the lighthouse 
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Split Rock Lighthouse – North Shore Lake Superior 

 

 
Caretakers houses – Split Rock Lighthouse 

 

 
Split Rock Lighthouse 

 

 
View from Split Rock Lighthouse 

 

 
View of lake through birch trees 

 
Our next stop was the Dockside Fish Market in Grand 
Marais for lunch.  One of our objectives on this ride 
was to eat some Walleye and we were running out 
of time.  We ordered our Walleye lunch and Greg 
also ordered some smoked salmon to go with the 
Walleye. 
 
I was impressed with the brief visit to Grand Marais 
and think I would like to return some day and spend 
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a few days to learn more about this quaint city on 
the lake. 
 

 
Dockside Fish Market – Grand Marais, MN 

 
Dockside Fish Market – Grand Marais 

 

 
Is this a fish market or a boutique? 

 

 
Great Walleye, interesting Smoked Salmon 
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Grand Marais bay 

 
From Grand Marais we rode through many small 
state parks and fewer small cities as we approached 
the Canadian border.  I was a little concerned about 
crossing the border with a rental bike, but the 
crossing went smoothly and both Greg and I were 
captivated by the very attractive Canadian border 
agent.  If the rest of our Canadian adventure was 
going to be as hospitable and attractive as this young 
lady we were going to enjoy our brief visit to 
Canada. 
 

 
Enter Ontario, Canada 

 
Upon entering the city of Thunder Bay, Ontario, 
Canada we were greeted with the largest pile of 
wood chips we had ever seen.  It was obvious that 
one of the major industries was wood products.  We 
went directly to the Travel Inn hotel and upon first 
glance I thought I had made another “Motel 6” like 
mistake.  The hotel was old but the hospitality was 
great, and the encounter at the check-in desk was 
something I will never forget.  I only wish I had a 
tape recorder because the gentleman checking in, in 
front of us was very entertaining. 
 

I have always heard about accents in different parts 
of the world and the Canadian propensity to add an 
“A” after every sentence is well know.  This guy took 
this process to a whole new level.  For a moment I 
thought I was being put-on and looked around for 
the hidden camera.  When the guy turned to see us 
waiting behind him he started in with:   
 
“How you doin “A”,  Ridin bikes “A”,  How far did you 
ride “A”,  and on and on and on ……..  I was grinning 
from ear to ear and could hardly talk (he didn’t give 
me much opportunity anyway as he went on and 
on).  I thought this was the perfect first encounter to 
Canada, I only wish I had a recording. 
 
Over the past year I had been communicating with 
Robert Whaley a member of the Ontario Retreads 
motorcycle club, and I had made arrangements to 
meet Robert and some of the Retread’s if he could 
manage to get them together.  Robert puts out the 
Retread’s News Letter and shares a copy with me 
which I forward to the “Breakfast Club.” 
 
I called Robert and he said he and Joe McEachem 
would stop buy the hotel in about an hour to meet 
us and told us the local Harley Shop was just one 
block from our hotel should we want to pick-up the 
obligatory T-Shirt. 
 
Since we were only going to stay in Thunder Bay for 
the afternoon and night before continuing our ride 
down the Canadian side of Lake Superior we went to 
the Harley shop for our T-Shirts and gassed up the 
bikes so we would be ready to leave early in the 
morning. 
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Thunder Bay H-D T-Shirt 

 
The weather was still overcast and threatened 
continued rain, but Robert and Joe came by the 
hotel and took us on a tour of Thunder Bay.  I was 
especially intrigued when they took us on top of a 
hill overlooking the city and showed us a large bell.  
Greg asked what the significance of the bell was and 
Joe said come over to the bell and read the plaque.  
When we got to the bell there was no plaque and 
both Joe and Robert had to admit they had no idea 
what the significance of the bell was. 
 
Before returning to the hotel we went to a Finnish 
restaurant for dinner.  The motif was interesting 
because it reminded me of many of the European 
restaurants I had seen.  If you would like to know 
what Finnish cuisine is, I can only tell you what was 
on the menu.  The featured items were sausage, 
liver and onions and some other form of comfort 
food. 
 

 
Robert, Greg and Joe at the unknown bell 

 

From the overlook the “sleeping giant” was pointed 
out to us on the lake.  The Indians called the island in 
the lake the “Sleeping Giant” because it looked like a 
giant lying down in the lake with his arms crossed 
over his chest. 
 

 
The Sleeping Giant 

 

 
Greg, Robert, Joe & Mel at the Finnish Restaurant 

 
Robert informed us he was going to ride with us as 
far as Sault St. Marie and possibly a little farther and 
possibly one or more other Retread members would 
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ride as well.  That is if the rain didn’t scare them off 
before the morning.  I told Robert that he should feel 
like he needed to ride with us because the forecast 
was for more rain and it would likely be pretty cool if 
not cold riding around the lake. 
 
 
Day 6 – Sunday June 28th 
The next morning Robert was at the hotel on his 
flamed and skulled Suzuki ready to ride and 
informed us that Bruce (another Retread) would ride 
as far is Nipigon with us before returning to Thunder 
Bay.  The days ride to Sault St. Marie was estimated 
to be 454 miles and it proved to be a very cool if not 
cold 454 miles. 
 

 
Light rain greeted in the morning - again 

 

 
Greg, Mel & Bruce preparing for the north shore ride 

 
Bruce, Greg & Robert preparing to ride to Sault St. Marie 

 
We stopped in the City of Terrance Bay for gas and 
coffee, and the chance to teach Robert the game of 
“Hully Gully.”  I was the big winner and got the 
opportunity to buy the coffee and very sweet 
Canadian treat which name I do not remember.  
Canada really needs to learn about Cinnamon and 
Carmel rolls. 
 

 
Canadian “Hully Gully” 

 
Robert proved to be a great tour guide, pointing out 
many of the attractions along the northern coast of 
Lake Superior.   Our first stop was to view a falls 
which ran into a deep crevasse flowing into the lake.  
We visited the Terrance Stanley Fox memorial which 
marked the location at which Terry (a cancer 
amputee) stopped his run across Canada for Cancer 
and soon after died from his illness.  We visited the 
home of Winnie the Pooh in the City of White Lake.  
We stopped in the City of WaWa (Indian for big 
goose) for lunch, visit Young’s General Store and see 
the “Big Goose.” 
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White Lake – home of Winnie the Pooh 

 

 
Falls in Canada 

 
Posing at the Falls 

 

 
Young’s General Store WaWa, Canada 
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The Big Goose – WaWa, Canada 

 
The road along the northern cost of Lake Superior 
was a surprise to me.  I assumed that this part of the 
ride would have been through brushy mosquito 
infested country.  I was only half right.  The scenery 
was very hilly if not mountainous (depending on 
your definition of a mountain).  We received many 
warnings about moose on the road and signs 
warning such were everywhere.  The moose were 
driven out of the forests by the bugs and they stand 
on or by the roads to get relief from the breeze. 
 

 
Ontario Hwy 17 

 

 
Gitchee Goomi ? 

 

 
Watch out for moose! 
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Watch out or moose! 

 
We also made a stop to see ancient Indian paintings 
on the cliff overhanging the Lake.  The path down to 
the lake was both strenuous and slippery.  I was glad 
to have my raingear on and wished I had kept my 
helmet on to avoid the cloud of mosquitoes that 
attacked us as we fought our way down to the cliff 
paintings.  When we got to the location the rocks 
were too slippery to walk out on to with our boot 
footwear.   
 

 
Taking a break along the Canadian north shore 

 

 
Lake Superior Canadian shore line 

 

 
Path down to the rock wall paintings 

 

 
AGAWA Indian rock wall paintings 
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Slippery ledge to rock wall paintings 

 

 
AGAWA Indian rock wall paintings 

 
 

 

 
Remote, scenic hwy 17 

 
We arrived in Sault St. Marie in the early evening 
ready to get off the bikes for awhile and walk to the 
nearby Appleby’s restaurant for dinner and turn in 
for the evening to rest for the following day’s ride to 
Milwaukee. 
 
Day 7 – Monday June 29th 
We awoke to another overcast gray day that 
threatened more rain.  I really can’t complain 
because what rain we did receive was very light and 
made for comfortable riding.  My only complaint was 
that my pictures would not have the punch that 
sunshine would provide to the subject.  The plan was 
to ride 416 miles to Milwaukee, WI to visit the new 
Harley-Davidson Museum. 
 
Robert planned to ride with us for awhile before 
splitting off toward Rush City, MN to visit the Dennis 
Kirk motorcycle warehouse and then north to 
Thunder Bay completing a loop of the lake. 
 
Our first stop was at the viewing area to see the 
Mackinaw Bridge connecting the Upper Peninsula of 
Michigan with Michigan State.  The bridge was 
another item on Greg’s bucket list and I was afraid 
that he might want to ride across the bridge or the 
fog might be so thick that we could not view the 
bridge.  When we arrived at the viewing area we 
could plainly see the bridge and there was no 
discussion about riding across the bridge. 
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Mackinaw Bridge 

 
The route along the northern shore of Lake Michigan 
was both interesting and scenic.  Lake Michigan is a 
shallow lake and the shoreline looked very accessible 
for swimming and boating, and many small resorts 
dotted the shoreline.  As we rode I received a CB call 
from Greg saying that his shifter foot pedal had 
fallen off so we stopped to search for the pedal.  We 
were unable to find the pedal so Greg used a small 
vice grip pliers as a shift pedal and we proceeded 
forward.  As we rode I saw many signs advertising 
pasties for sale, and I wondered what pastes might 
be.  I narrowed the options down to either sweet 
rolls or maybe this is where all the old strippers go to 
retire and there was a glut of old pasties available. 
 
Eventually we stopped at a pie and pasty place for 
coffee and to solve the pasty mystery.  This also gave 
me another chance to introduce Robert to the Hully 
Gully game.  This time Robert was the winner and 
had the opportunity to pay for our coffee and pie. 
 

 
Robert wins at Hully Gully 

 

We had planned to ride to Escanaba before Robert 
would leave us for Minnesota but we misjudged 
where we were and said our good buys fifty miles 
earlier than planned.  I guess this caused Robert to 
wonder where we were and he stopped to check his 
map.  Since Robert did not have a CB he could not 
tell us he was stopping and by the time we noticed 
he was not behind us we did not know how far 
behind he was or whether he turned off toward 
Minnesota already.  We discussed whether we 
should turn back to look for him, but decided that he 
must have begun his route east toward Minnesota.  I 
sent Robert a message from my Blackberry and was 
relieved to hear back that he was well and had 
stopped to check his map and took a new route 
toward Minnesota. 
 
We continued riding into Wisconsin and I looked 
closely for the sign announcing that we were 
entering the dairy state.  Robert had told us to look 
for it and I really wanted to get a picture of the sign.  
I never saw the point where we rode into Wisconsin 
or the sign “Welcome to Wisconsin, come smell our 
dairy air.”  
 
 Milwaukee surprised me, I do not know what I 
expected but I was surprised to see such an old 
looking city.  We rode through many blocks of 
rundown buildings and it did not look like a very 
diverse population at all.  We stopped at the 
Comfort Inn Downtown because it was close to the 
Harley-Davidson Museum. 
 
After checking into the hotel we showered and 
changed clothes went to look for a close place for 
dinner.  Our choices of restaurants within walking 
distance were Greek and Italian so we selected 
Italian.  As we walked to the restaurant it began to 
rain harder but we persevered.    
 
We had planned to stay in Milwaukee for two nights, 
but at dinner we decided to cut the stay one day 
short.  The weather wasn’t great and the town did 
not excite us so we made the decision to checkout in 
the morning and leave Milwaukee immediately after 
visiting the museum. 
 
The museum opened at 9:00 a.m. and we were at 
the museum at 8:00 a.m.  The museum coffee shop 
was open so we had some coffee and walked around 
the grounds to kill time.  The museum was very 
interesting and well worth a visit, but I would not 
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rate it as better than the museum we visited in 
Maggie Valley in Tennessee. 
 
 

 
H-D Museum Milwaukee 

 

 
Waiting for the museum to open 

 
Hill climb statue in front of the museum entrance 

 

 
First display – original Harley of a soldier who did not return 

   



 

27 
 

 
The “First Harley-Davidson?” 

 

 
The evolution of the H-D engine 

 

 
Military Harleys 

 

 
Harleys on display 

 

 
Harley tanks over time 

 

 
Early Harley racing bikes 
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Hill Climb bike display 

 

 
Gaudy bike display 

 

 
Very Gaudy bike display 

 
Two seat, two engine ridiculous bike 

 

 
Was this Elvis’s bike? 

 

 
Lots of bikes on display – do not touch! 
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Two engine drag bike display 

 

 
Easy Rider bike replicas 

 

 
Riding a military Harley 

 

 
I want one of these when I grow up 

 

 
Bike restoration shop behind the fenced area 
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Lots of bike stacked on shelves awaiting restoration 

 
 
Day 8 – Tuesday June 30th 
Today’s ride takes us from Milwaukee to St. Louis, 
Missouri, A distance of 383 miles.  From here on we 
are on the road home.  As with horses, the ride 
home always seems to pick up speed as the horse 
seems to smell the barn.  I do not recall anything 
outstanding on this portion of the ride except the 
view of the St. Louis Arch as we rode through St. 
Louis.  We had left the rain behind in Milwaukee and 
the sun was reflecting off of the arch making it look 
very attractive.  The traffic in St. Louis was heavy and 
to make it worse people were coming into town for 
a Cardinals baseball game.  The heavy traffic caused 
me to miss our planned exit but thank goodness for 
the GPS rerouting feature we did not lose any time 
and provide for an interesting detour directly in 
front of the baseball stadium. 
 

 
Arch, St. Louis, Missouri 

 
We checked into a Holiday Inn Express (my favorite 
hotel chain) ordered pizza to be sent to the room.  
Our interests were on getting home, and the 
thought of riding around St. Louis in search of 
entertainment was not a question. 

 
Day 9 – Wednesday July 1st  
Our plan today was to ride 387 miles from St. Louis 
to Tulsa, Oklahoma.  It looked like we would not 
have to be concerned with rain for the rest of the 
ride, and thankfully the temperature was moderate.  
I actually prefer the cool light rain to the extreme 
heat we will surely face as we get closer to Texas. 
 
Along the route we began seeing lots of Honda Gold 
wings and Trikes pulling matching trailers.  I found it 
interesting that these Honda riders were even older 
than the Harley riders.  We had the opportunity to 
speak to a few of the Honda people at gas stops, and 
we learned that the Honda Rally was happening in 
Tulsa this coming weekend.  When we got to our 
hotel we found that many of the rooms were taken 
by the Honda people as bikes and trailers were 
parked everywhere.   
 

 
Honda trikes everywhere 

 
We arrived in Tulsa around 3:00 p.m. and went to 
the nearest restaurant and discussed options for the 
final day’s ride from Tulsa to Austin.  We learned 
that the temperature in Texas was in the hundreds 
and we kicked around the idea of riding very early to 
avoid some of the extreme heat. Eventually we 
decided to go to bed early and get up at midnight 
and hit the road.  We had never ridden at night 
before and I have to admit I was more than a little 
apprehensive about doing so. 
 
We went to bed around 4:00 p.m. hoping to get 
some sleep but it was difficult to sleep at that time 
of day.  I finally feel asleep and my phone began 
ringing.  My son was calling to ask me if I had an 
extra key to his storage shed.  I went back to bed 
and as I fell asleep again my phone began ringing 
again.  This time it was my wife to tell me that the air 
conditioner that had quit the day after I left on this 
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ride had been replaced by the same bandits that had 
replaced the last two units within the last five years. 
 
I went back to bed again but could not sleep, and 
Greg got up and left the room.  I got dressed and 
went out to the lobby to find Greg working on the 
hotel computer checking his internet messages.  
Greg informed me he had ordered Chinese food 
because he was hungry, and I walked back to the 
nearby Denny’s for nourishment.  If we actually left 
at midnight it would be awhile before we stopped 
for anything to eat (that is if something was open in 
the middle of the night). 
 
We went back to bed again and the alarm woke us a 
midnight.  We loaded the bikes and headed for the 
highway.  Our first turn took us the wrong way down 
a poorly marked off-ramp.  Fortunately there was 
very little traffic at this time and we managed to cut 
across to the adjacent (and correct) on-ramp to the 
correct highway. 
 
I have to say I do not recommend riding at night 
because it is almost impossible to see the many large 
sections of truck tires that threaten bikers and 
motorists on highways when it gets hot.  We 
changed our route to avoid smaller roads in favor of 
the turnpike to minimize the threat of deer and 
other animals encroaching on the highway.  We 
stopped in Oklahoma City around 2:00 a.m. for gas 
and coffee.  It is interesting to see who is out and 
about at this time of night.  At the gas stop a very 
attractive young lady wearing short, shorts and 
driving a Cadillac Escalade stopped for a drink and 
never stopped talking on her cell phone all the time 
she was in the gas station.  Outside the gas station 
two Harleys pulled up to the gas pump.  Both bikes 
were Road Kings, the first had ape hangers and was 
ridden by a plump burly man with a full beard and 
only a leather vest as a shirt.  Bothe bikes pulled up 
to the same pump and the second was ridden by a 
plump woman with a young lady on the back.  The 
young lady (about 15 years old) went into the station 
to pay in advance for the fuel while the couple 
stayed with the bikes.  It looked as if a biker family 
was traveling very late at night.  You cannot help but 
wonder what is going on in these instances. 
 
It was very early when we rode through Fort Worth, 
and we decided to continue riding until we reached 
Hillsboro.  When we finally got to Hillsboro the sun 
was just coming up and we decided to stop for gas 
and breakfast at the IHOP. 

 
I arrived home in Austin around 9:00 a.m. and 
everyone was still in bed when I got home.  Even 
though I got home at 9:00 a.m. it was still a hot ride.  
The day would prove to be another 102 degree day.  
I do not know how we would have managed 440 
miles of 100 degree riding. 
 
All in all it was a very interesting and satisfying ride.  
I have already marked the rout on the large map I 
have hanging in my garage documenting all of the 
major rides I have taken over the years.  
 
 

 


