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If someone mentions rough roads I’m usually one of the first

ones to start railing about the sometimes deplorable condition
of our roads here in northwestern Ontario. So needless to say I
was surprised (not pleasantly mind you) to find out that we
aren’t the only folks in Ontario that have to put up with some
crappy pieces of highway.

I recently had to drive to southeastern Ontario so I took the
“Northern” route and drove Highway 11 from Thunder Bay to
North Bay and then took Highway 17 to Ottawa. In Canada, as
in the US, the recent recession has prompted the provincial and
federal governments to start spending some of our tax dollars
on repairing and upgrading the infrastructure of our transportation system – and this is a good
thing! In the northern and eastern areas of Ontario there are areas of good highways, but I was
amazed to be driving on some pretty crappy sections of highway. Even around Ottawa on the 417
there are some extensive areas of cracked and potholed highway that you can barely keep your
vehicle on.

So if there can be a silver lining to the current recession and financial problems that are
plaguing our two countries maybe we’ll end up with some decent highways to ride on. And the
next time that you ride through a construction zone don’t curse the crews too badly, they’re
making us new roads to ride!

The Thunder Bay Retreads would like to say
“Hi” to Ann at the Java Moose in Grand Marais
and thank her for the great hospitality on our
visit there a couple of weeks ago.

The Java Moose is a great place to stop for
coffee and a cookie when you’re visiting Grand
Marais. The coffee is always fresh and hot and
you can sit and relax on the deck and enjoy a
panoramic view of Lake
Superior.

And if Ann can talk her sister into it, the two of them will be coming to
Thunder Bay to visit us on one of our regular Wednesday evening get-to-
gathers. (Ann is secretly trying to set her sister up with Leo, but don’t tell him!)



2009

November 7 – 19th Annual HOG Birthday Party at the Victoria Inn, Thunder Bay
November 13 - Friday the 13th in Port Dover! Chilly for riding but an event to see!
November 15 - Ontario Northwest Retreads Monthly Breakfast – Location TBA…

December 3 - Thunder Bay Harley Christmas Sale – HOG Appreciation Night
December 5 - Retreads and HOG Christmas Party !!!
December 11 – 13 - Toronto Motorcycle Show, Toronto Ontario
December 24 - Thunder Bay Harley Christmas Eve Party

COMING UP NEXT YEAR….
January 15, 16, 17, 2010 - International Motorcycle Supershow, Toronto, Ontario
January 23, 2010 - Biker Bingo Bowling at the Galaxy Lanes, Thunder Bay, Ontario

Feb 5-7, 2010 - Cycle World International Motorcycle Show, Minneapolis Minnesota

June 14 – 17, 2010 - Retreads International Rally, Smokey Mountain Express, Hickory, North Carolina (note change of city)

July 13 – 15, 2010 - Ontario Provincial Retreads Rally, Thunder Bay, Ontario

X-Mas Party

Also Remember: Every Wednesday evening is Thunder Bay Retreads “Meet-and-Greet (and maybe go for a ride)” at Tim Horton's on Oliver
Road at 6:30PM. Everyone is invited and encouraged to come out and check out all the “rides”, whether they be 2-wheel or 3-wheel or 4-wheel.

The Thunder Bay Contingent at Spearfish

Here’s something new: a picture of
my new truck instead of my bike…
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September 30th

was the date of the
final Harley Demo-
Day for 2009 here in
Thunder Bay. It was
a sunny, but cool
day and dozens of
riders turned out to
test ride some of
their favourite
bikes.

Here is some more Harley-Davidson news for you:

Harley-Davidson to Discontinue Buell Sport Bikes and Sell MV Agusta
By Jerry Garrett

Continuing hard times at Harley-Davidson came to something
of a head in October with the announcement that the company
was killing its Buell line of sport bikes almost immediately and
actively looking for a buyer for its MV Agusta brand.

Harley, which is based in Milwaukee, also disclosed
continuing losses at its finance unit and a decline in sales of its
heavyweight Harley-Davidson motorcycles. Overall, Harley’s net
income for the third quarter plunged by 84 percent from last year,
which was also a down year for the company.

The Buell brand, based in East Troy, Wis., will shut down later
this month, although Harley will continue to supply replacement
parts and honour warranty claims. About 180 workers will lose
their jobs.

Just last month, Buell won the American Motorcyclist
Association’s coveted SportBike championship – the first for an
American motorcycle maker since 1986. But Harley had struggled
to make a sales success of the innovative sport bikes; earlier this
summer Harley announced that it would drop plans to build a
$10 million Buell factory.

Harley raised eyebrows in the industry with its $109 million
acquisition just 16 months ago of MV Agusta, a boutique line of
very expensive sport bikes manufactured in Italy.

This years annual Thunder Bay Harley Owner Group
Biker-Steak-Toberfest at the Port Arthur Prosvita was

a sold-out success once again!



NEW for 2010

The New 2010 models are starting to show
up on the showroom floors. One of the first
this year is another new Honda cruiser.

Last year they introduced the Fury, this
year it’s the Phantom. Honda once again is
looking to give its cruisers a tougher image
with the introduction of its blacked-out
2010 Honda Shadow Phantom.

Honda has taken its Spirit and chopped its
front fender, beefed up its fork with large-
diameter matte-finished shrouds, thrown
black covers on the air filter and primary,
added a thicker front tire and added on a set
of new spoked wheels. Matte finishes on the
tank-mounted console and cylinder heads in
addition the fork shrouds complement the
bare-bones look.

Personally, I’m a real admirer of blacked out bikes,
and this new Honda doesn’t disappoint. This
updated Shadow still carries the 745cc liquid-cooled
V-Twin that now has Honda’s new Programmed
Fuel Injection system. The bike still has a low 25.7-
inch seat height, forward-mounted foot controls and
handlebars positioned for upright ergonomics. All
of this will appeal to beginning and smaller-statured
riders.

It has a claimed 549-lb curb weight that
should make it nimble to handle and power
is delivered to the rear wheel via shaft drive.
Stopping power is delivered by a single disk
brake up front and a drum brake at the rear.

Priced at $7999.00
US this sporty
cruiser has a bobber
flair that is very
appealing, plus
there is a host of
accessories available
for it from Honda.



The Ride: – after weeks of careful, detailed and exquisitely fun planning and two rain-day delays, I was able get the
bike on the road to New Mexico on, ominously, September 11! The Kawasaki is affectionately named Molly. (Bev does
not mind, as who in their left mind would ever name a 1500 cc Nomad - Molly). As it had done the two days before, it
had threatened to rain again on the Friday, but the ants in my pants got the better of me and I was anxious to get going
south on my “bucket-list” road trip to New Mexico. My trip would take me through International Falls to Bemidji,
Fargo and then straight south on Federal 83 to Amarillo – through the heartland of America and down tornado alley.
So here I am, four days and 1900 km later in North Platte, Nebraska; home, I am told by the locals, to William Buffalo
Bill Cody who among other claims to fame killed 5000 buffalo in a period of 4 months. Four nights of camping and
budget hotels (I hate paying good money for being unconscious for 7 hours) with internet connections with servers in
Gander making communicating a challenge!

Save for Friday evening when I rode through a couple hours of rain south of International Falls, the weather has
been absolutely spectacular, affording some great riding and wonderful scenery on some of the least used federal
roads in America. Where possible I have tried to avoid the interstate highways, preferring the lesser used routes that
offer stunning landscapes of high, rolling plains, deep coulees and sloughs – often having the highway to myself for
mile after mile of changing scenery. The time I did spend on the interstate on Sunday was tricky as I had to negotiate
cross-winds that were gusting considerably and moving the bike around a bit. It was especially hairy when the big
behemoths – the 38 wheel rigs - bullied aside the wind they encountered as they pass the bike – one learns to adapt,
quite literally by the seat of the pants! Some stretches are particularly long, but the scenery does change from turn to
turn, and particularly out here in the high plains, offer some tremendous views over miles and miles of open
grasslands, buttes and coulees.

This is the country of the Ogallala, of Louis L’Amour and the long-dead buffalo. Every distant bluff leaves the
image of a scouting party atop their paints moving up, down and around the tightly woven hillocks and earthen
waves which seem to be in constant motion. South Dakota long ago decided that it was much cheaper to run the
concrete ribbons right over top of the landscape instead of digging through it. As a result, you feel that the ribbon just
sits there atop everything offering sightlines that are completely unimpeded. For some reason, had I made this voyage
in a car, I don’t think the landscape would have left the same indelible impression.

Alas, somewhere just south of the Dakota border between Flyspeck and Cowpoke, Nebraska, I was finally brought
back down to earth when I made a quick pit stop at a local restaurant. In the next booth was a craggy-faced 70
something man and his partner talking to their lunch mates about how the US was going to hell in a hand basket with
all this nonsense about “communistic health care.” In full red-state, western regalia – the Stetson, a red and white
pearl-buttoned gingham shirt and a belt buckle that would make wrestlemania fans drool, they went on about how
“that upstart president was taking America away from our Constitution”. I wanted to remind them of how Abu Garib
proved them right, and resisted mouthing the metaphor that their Constitution began drifting on a Cheney-made

Hey All, Some of my whining has finally paid off… here is Part 1 of a
story from our very own Peter Globensky about his ride from:

Thunder Bay to New Mexico
To those who have not had the experience, it is difficult to describe

what it is like to travel on a motorcycle. It is not the exhilaration of
speed – my aging body and slower reflexes increase the terror-factor
with the increase of it! Nor is it the much touted “freedom of the open
road” although there is that to it. Rather, especially in the rugged beauty
of the shield and boreal country of northwestern Ontario, it is the sense
that one is moving through the world rather than passing buy it.
Encased in a couple tons of metal, four steel pillars surrounded by glass
and with the air and sounds either controlled or, worse, cut-off, a car
passes by things. On a bike, you notice everything – not only to stay
alive as in, “does that guy turning left across my path see me?” but
bolstered by the panoramic view with the only glass sitting on your
nose, the beauty of the world takes you in. Whether it is the trembling of
the aspen leaves or the sudden whiff of skunk or fresh mown hay every

Peter and Molly

vista and turn is a fresh opportunity to encounter what the world has to offer as you move through it. And even above
the incessant noise of 1500 cc of motor below your butt, you can sense and even feel the quiet and stillness of the
endless forests or the inky black bog stubbled here and there with pussy willows and grasses. Despite the speed, one
actually feels like you are slowing down to appreciate and take in what is so much missed on four tires.



called the beginning of my motorcycle exploits, I promise to offer more of the same!
As it has been so much part of my thinking and planning for the past number of weeks, it was important that I

noted the exact time that I crossed into New Mexico – 17h35 EDT on Thursday, September 17th – 6 ½ days after I left
Thunder Bay – close to 2,800 km of wind-shearing, truck-dodging, road-kill avoiding, monkey-butt-making,
exhilarating, delightful and scenically spectacular experience. Having arrived at my advanced years, I have
experienced the crossing of both Canada and the United States probably a dozen times. Due, perhaps to the monotony
of the single position one has to assume on a bike (and, therefore, the eventual monkey-butt it produces) or more
likely because one is riding through the world rather than passing it by, the landscape tends to absorb as much of my
attention as do the rigours of the road. Re-visiting places and scenes of my younger years in the Dakotas also added
the dimension of history to the experience.

I come from a generation where imagination was your greatest ally in play. The theatre of the mind created,
embellished and shared as much colour, fantasy and challenging times as any mindless Play Station does today. And
in my pre star-wars generation the fantasy was always about cowboys and the range. So biking through the magical
high rolling plains of South Dakota was like history in 3-D. You remember the real history that took place here and the
magnificent horse culture of the plains Sioux, you then remember the last time you were there on the plains and what
that felt like and what memories it brought back and then you remember that you are doing it again – voila – 3D
history in the making.

For those who love wide-open spaces and slowly rolling hills that stretch to the horizon and then some, there is
little to compare to this part of the continent. It is quintessentially western – or it matches the stereo-type of what that
is. The land undulates and gives way here and there to ravines and coulees and its deer-like colour produces hundreds
of variations of that one hue. There was one stretch of such majestic scenery from Fort Pierre to the interstate – some
80 km where there was not a single vehicle in either direction. The road and I were the only interlopers – and the road
made me it’s king.

Kansas, Nebraska and West Texas – now there is a horse of a very different colour. US 83 seems to demarcate so
much topography, and once you approach the Nebraska border, one descends gradually into a landscape that has
fewer remarkable characteristics to it, save what becomes the dominant one which is its flatness. Whether adorned
with miles and miles of corn or cattle or feedlots, the land is as flat as stale beer and almost as little as that to
recommend it. This is country you traverse by thinking, singing and anticipating the next town or stopover. But if the
landscape tends to be less than mesmerizing, the skyscapes more than make up for it. You can almost make out the
curvature of the earth and the combination of white clouds, a deep light-blue and seemingly endless firmament, more
than make up for the tedium. But as you approach New Mexico, you notice the landscape beginning to reassume more
character, with sage grass and endless miles of gentling rolling grazing and wild grass lands.

I’ve been able to camp most of the way here, enjoying State Parks where the nights have been September-chilly but
still bearable. Last might I was in Ute State Park in NM. Many walks, morning doves and Beethoven on the mp3 leave
little to be desired save that I wish my honey were with me! The sun was setting over Ute Lake in spectacular fashion,
there were perhaps four other people in the park and I’ve learned that if you leave the finished Yoghurt cup at the end
of the table, the flies adorn it rather than bothering you.

Stay tuned next month as Peter moves on to Roswell of UFO fame and the 4 other communities that he planned to
visit during his sojourn there. He’ll eventually get around to telling you why he is doing this trip too.

water-board some time ago, but hey – thankfully –
it’s not my country and I’d just be called “socialistic”.
I sometimes wonder if all this vitriol over the health
care debate is a vicarious distraction and simply
masks a much deeper and darker hatred for a
president whose skin pigmentation does not match
their own.
But, I digress.

Anyway, having resisted the temptation to be
rude, I just geared up, got back on Molly, plugged in
The Eagles “In the Long Run” and got on the road
and all that BS, theirs and mine, wafted away as
quickly as the scent of road kill.

Today it is on to Kansas. It looks like sunny
weather, little wind, no road construction and
winding hills – the road to getting there beckons.
Having taxed your patience with a book-length
chapter on what may have been presumptuously


