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Motorcycles and the perfect Moment
The perfect moment is a mystical experience. It is not
something unique or exclusive to holy people, saints or
mystics. The perfect moment is something all of us have had,
just like we have all experienced deja vu. The perfect moment
is when you are at one with the world, and everything is fine
just the way it is.
You can experience a perfect moment watching a sunset,
walking a beach, looking at the Aurora Borealis, eating ice
cream, or riding a motorcycle. And like the deja vu experience,
the perfect moment can seem overwhelmingly familiar, as if
you have been here before.
In the perfect moment there is this powerful sense, that
everything is perfect, just as it is. It can last for just a second or
stretch on seemingly forever. It is easily lost the moment the
rational mind kicks in. Beliefs can kill a perfect moment
instantly. Just think "I am bad, so this moment can't be good"
and the moment will be gone. Or "Gee, this is a wonderful sun
set, look at all those colors in the sky" and it is also gone. The
perfect moment is not about thinking. The ego plays no part in
the experience.
For myself, a motorcycle is the easiest way to get into a state,
where I can experience a perfect moment. The rational mind is
occupied handling the riding of the bike. It has to watch, listen,
lean, move the body, change gears, add gas and control the
machine. The mind must look out for obstacles in the road,
anticipate the actions of other vehicles and be alert to
dangerous situations. This keeps the rational mind occupied,
giving space to allow the perfect moment to happen.

In the spiritual traditions of the world, many methods have
been developed to keep the mind busy and allow space for a
transcendent experience. Singing, dancing, prayer, fasting,
intense physical exercises like running, have all been used to
change one's state of being. The Buddhists have sat in one
place and counted their breaths for hours at a time, just to keep
the mind occupied, while waiting for the transcendent. The
Catholics use the repetition of a prayer said over and over. All
of these techniques work, but for me, the easiest way is riding a
motorcycle.
This book is essentially a memoir. It is my story as it relates to
my experiences with motorcycles, and how these experiences
have changed my life.
Albert Huizinga
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Chapter 1. The Perfect Moment
The two lane highway was pitch dark, lit only by the feeble
headlight of the 1949 Triumph 650 Thunderbird. There was no
traffic on the road. The air was warm despite it being late in
the season. I had no jacket on, just a black Tshirt with the
name Cyclonics, in white lettering, silk screened on the front.
Stuart's Dad had silk screened the club's Tshirts. They cost us
$10. each. I was making $1.25 per hour at the time as a
Safeway bag boy, so that meant a full eight hours of work to
pay for the Tshirt. But the club was a big part of my life, so I
needed that Tshirt. Our only other proof of belonging to the
Cyclonics Motorcycle Club was a small handmade membership
card.
The road was rising gently as I made my way west along
Refinery Row. In 1965 the refineries were not all lit up as they
are today, looking like so many sparkling Christmas trees
parked in the field along the well lit four lane road. This night
they were more like dark ghosts. Just an outline against the
stars and the faint lights of Edmonton that peeked over the hill
at the end of the rising road. There was no moon, just that
promise of the city in the distance.
It was about 11:30 pm . I was riding west by myself as I had
left the other club members in Sherwood Park, a small
community about 10 miles east of Edmonton. We had gone for
hamburgers and root beer at the Sherwood Park A&W. The
Cyclonics were a motorcycle club made up of about 12
members, and Friday night was our club night. Most of us were
still in high school and every week we would meet at the
parent's home of one of our members. If it wasn't snowing, the
meeting would be followed by a ride to a hamburger or pizza
place. This was the highlight of the evening, and it was the
highlight of the week for me, everything else being filled with
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school, homework, a part time job, and church.
On this particular night we decided to go on a longer ride out of
town to Sherwood Park. This was no small thing since some of
our members were on small 80 cc bikes and the large British
bike I was riding was anything but reliable. There was a real
possibility of being left stranded 5 miles from nowhere.
We sent the small bikes on ahead while those of us on larger
bikes waited in a service station parking lot at the edge of town.
I recall there being 4 of us waiting in the parking lot. Stuart
Wilson was on his 61 cubic inch Harley Hydraglide. He was
the only Harley rider in our club and was also our President.
The other two members owned Honda's, one a 305 Super Hawk
and the other a 305 Dream. These bikes were new, reliable,
beautiful, and expensive costing around seven hundred dollars
each. The owners had had paper routes throughout high school
and had worked their way up from Honda 50 Cubs to those
incredibly beautiful machines.
I followed Stuart as we left the parking lot turning east along
Refinery Row. He accelerated slowly and his foot clutch made
a jingling sound as he hand shifted through his four gears. He
rode at about seventy miles an hour and even though my
machine shifted a lot faster than the Harley, this was a speed
my machine did not like. At the end of Refinery Row Stuart
turned south toward Sherwood Park. I was determined to keep
up with him, and we soon passed the smaller bikes. We turned
south again and went into the A&W parking lot.
The club gathered at the A&W and did what we always do at
an A&W. Eat food, gawk at the girls, dream about "if only that
girl were mine", and talk about bikes. I however had a problem.
I had a strict twelve o'clock curfew. With many protestations
from my mother, it had taken me a full year to have my eleven
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o'clock curfew raised to a twelve o'clock curfew. So if I wasn't
home on time my mother would be up waiting for me. And
then my Dad would be upset with me, because I had upset my
mother. This was a no win situation and was why at about
eleven twenty I left to go home by myself.
Tonight the engine was running perfectly with that particular
rumbling sound that only an old Triumph can make. Twin
pistons were rising and falling together and firing alternately in
a design that dated back to 1939. Other motorcycles are
configured that way but the Triumph sound was unique, and on
my machine it was accented by a pair of megaphone exhausts
that had a small baffle in them ... to appease the sound police.
I was riding at a steady 60 miles per hour, a speed at which the
bike felt comfortable, and tonight the bike and I felt like we
could maintain that speed forever. The wind was warm on my
face. The Lucas headlight was doing it's best to keep the road
lit. There was a steady drone from the engine and a slight
vibration through the handlebars and the foot pegs. And I was
at one with the world.
As I came to the top of the rise, there, stretching out before me,
were the lights of Edmonton. I stopped the bike and turned off
the headlight. It was as though I were seeing a painting, and
somehow the bike and I were in that painting and some part of
me was back observing the whole thing. The scene was
overwhelming, but not as an emotional experience. I was
witnessing total perfection. A perfection with no judgment, and
no explanation, just perfection. It was just ... a perfect moment.
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Chapter 2. The NSU Quickly
From grades five to grade nine I had to travel six miles to get to
school. I did this on either four Edmonton Transit buses, or on
a bicycle. And yes, it was uphill both ways. By this I mean that
I had to cross the river valley twice each day. And while you
could coast down the hill to the North Saskatchewan River, you
had to peddle up the opposite side, and it was a long steep hill
both coming and going. The buses were hot, smelly, and
crowded, which meant that I often had to stand, holding on
with one hand, and holding my books with the other hand. The
bicycle was the better option, since I could breath relatively
clean air, and I could carry my books in a cardboard box
mounted on my carrier. The trip took an hour by bus or by bike
and the bike option had the added benefit of physical fitness.
My bicycle was not a good one. It was a fortynine dollar
special bought on sale at Eaton's for my tenth birthday. But it
was transportation so I didn't complain. The problem with the
bike was that the frame crankshaft housing had worn threads.
This caused the bearing races to turn along with the pedals and
make a clunking sound with each rotation because the bearings
were not properly secured. I took it apart many times trying to
come up with a way to fix it, but the bike was a factory lemon
and really not fixable. It was however my first exposure to
actually taking something mechanical apart for the purpose of
trying to fix it. My first use of real tools so to speak.
The reason I went to a school, that was so far from my home is
as follows. My parents and my older brother and I were part of
the wave of immigrants that came to western Canada after
WWII. We came to Edmonton from Holland in 1952 when I
was just five years old. As with most immigrants my parents
brought their work ethic and their religion with them. In my
case this meant Dutch Calvinism. Calvinism is a stern religion
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with a strong work ethic, and a strong community spirit that is
centered around the church. Within the first year of coming to
Canada the Immigration Coordinator showed my Dad how to
get a small loan from the bank to help pay for the new church
that was being set up. And once the church was set up, the
community needed to set up a Christan school just as was done
in Holland. However in Holland the school was paid for by the
state. In Alberta all the costs were born by the parents who also
had to pay public school taxes. Only the Catholic school had
government support, and to a Calvinist that was a worse option
than the public school. So this is why, while I lived in a house
on 73 street in southeast Edmonton, I went to the "Calvin
Christian School" on 143 street, in west Edmonton, about six
miles away.
The "Calvin Christian School" was an austere school. The
teaching staff, though dedicated, were mediocre. There was no
gymnasium so physical training consisted of outdoor sports.
And I was together with the same core group of students for
five years. We functioned, if you can call it that, like a large
dysfunctional family.
There was no Christian High School, so the transition to grade
ten was a difficult one. Our school community was now
scattered all over the city and we as individuals had to fend for
ourselves. We did not know how to function in a public school.
One thing that was very clear in 1962, is that you did not ride a
bicycle to high school. It just wasn't done. The word 'nerd' did
not exist at that time so if you rode a bicycle to school you
would just be irrelevant, invisible, nonexistent. This did not
change until the ten speed bicycle was introduced and it
became cool again to ride a bicycle. So in grade ten, being only
fifteen years old, the bus was a necessary evil.
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Bonnie Doon High School had a large parking lot in front of
the school. The teachers parked their cars there and the
students, those who had cars, parked on the street in front of the
school. At lunch we would watch the teens who had cars ride
them back and forth in front of the school. Inwardly we were
envious of the freedom these cars represented. There were also
a few motorbikes in the parking lot. A Lambretta scooter was
held in particular high esteem. I remember that it had a
windshield wiper on its windscreen, four speeds on the
handlebar and that it could do eighty miles an hour because the
speedometer said so. The owner would nonchalantly walk up to
his machine, kick it once, and ride away. It was always clean
and would always start on the first kick.
Some one also had something called an Allstate Compact and
insults were yelled at it as it rode by. I didn't know why this
was done, because I would have gladly owned it. The Compact
was sold by Sears, was red in color, and looked like a cross
between a motorbike and a scooter. It had a tendency to misfire
which may account for the insults that were heaped upon it.
There was a guy called Lance a few blocks from my house
who had a paper route and rode something called a Tohatsu
Runpet Sport. It was small but definitely not a scooter or a
moped. Those of us who stood around admiring it, as it was
parked at the community playground, decided it was a 'cycle'. I
guess we didn't want to call it a motorcycle because it was so
small. But it was definitely impressive. I learned later that it
was a 49 cc two stroke with a 15 to 1 compression ratio and an
expansion chamber exhaust. A diesel engine has a compression
ratio of 16 to 1 so for a motorbike to have a 15 to 1
compression ratio was unheard of. Most cars and bikes at the
time had a compression ratio of about 8 to 1.
The Tohatsu had three gears and I could hear the engine
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winding up from blocks away. It seemed to accelerate forever
in second gear and at night I could hear it screaming along the
road that was across the ravine from our house. If there is such
a thing as a perfect sound that was it. I was thrilled every time I
heard it.
The summer after grade 10, I got my first real job. I was hired
as a 'page' at the Bonnie Doon Public Library and was paid
seventyfive cents an hour. This amounted to about twentyfive
dollars a week, so in a month I had about one hundred dollars. I
had been taking my old bicycle to work, and after the first
week it got stolen. I must say that I was not sorry to see it go,
but it left me without transportation again, so it was back to the
bus.
My parents had some friends who lived in the Highlands. They
had a son, Marinus, whom I had known for years, and who was
a year older than me. I would see him a couple of times a year.
In early July of that year, we went to see them and Marinus
took me to the garage to show me his motorbike. He took me
for a ride down Ada Boulevard which was a twisty little road,
and he never slowed down for the corners. We just went full
tilt, with the wind in our hair, leaning over through the corners
with this feeling of exhilaration and freedom. I wanted that
bike. I neeeeded that bike. Here was transportation. And here
was a perfect moment that would change the direction of my
life forever.
My parents really had no opinion about me getting a moped. In
Holland they had been quite popular as cheap transportation
and even grannies rode them. I asked Marinus if he would be
willing to sell me his bike, and how much he would want for it.
He said sixty dollars. I said OK and somehow the machine
ended up at my house. This was July 16, 1963.
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So what did I get for my sixty dollars? I got a 1958 NSU
Quickly moped. It had a clutch and two speeds that were
controlled from the left handlebar. A leading link suspension
with an inch of spring travel with no damping in the front end,
and a rigid suspension in the rear. The engine was 49 cc and
put out 1.4 horsepower. The compression ratio was 6.8 to 1,
and the absolute top speed was thirty miles an hour. It had
lights and a horn and I loved it. OK, so I had to pedal it to get
it going, but a half turn was usually enough. You also had to
mix oil and gas in a 15 to 1 ratio, but it could go a long way on
a tank of gas. There was a passenger seat and foot pegs, added
by Marinus. The seat was home made, just a piece of foam on
plywood wrapped with leatherette and mounted to the carrier.
These bikes were never meant to carry a passenger, but I could.
Not only that, I could carry a girl passenger, which is what it
was all about.
Marinus showed me how everything worked on the bike, but he
did not teach me how to ride it. There were no motorcycle
training courses at that time so I learned by doing. The clutch
was the hardest. With only 1.4 horsepower it was very easy to
stall the motor at a traffic light and I quickly learned that a
clutch was something you had to get a feel for. Later I would
rev the engine to maximum in first gear, about 15 mph, and
without letting up on the gas, change to second gear, thus
getting maximum acceleration. We called this a speed shift. An
added advantage of this skill was that whenever my Dad got his
car stuck in a snowdrift, I was the one to get it out, because I
understood the operation of a clutch. To him it was just a lever.
His car, a Studebaker Lark, went through several clutches in it's
lifetime. I never did know why. It couldn't have been me
because I only speed shifted it occasionally.
After about a week the bike stopped working properly. It would
miss and cough and sputter, so I called Marinus to ask him
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what to do. He came over and took the two screws out of the
top of the carburetor float bowl. He took out the float, wiped it
clean, blew on the carburetor and put it all back together. It ran
perfectly. What an amazing discovery. You could actually take
something apart on the bike and it would still work when you
put it back together. When I later broke a clutch cable Marinus
introduced me to the parts counter of Alberta Cycle and Motor
company. This was an intimidating place full of new Honda
motorbikes. Hondas were just starting to fill the streets of
Edmonton at that time.

So what do you do with an old NSU Quickly motorbike? You
go exploring. One of the places I liked to go, was the then
gravel pit at Gold Bar park. It had a small track consisting of a
couple of tenfoot drops, a fiftyfoot flat section and a couple of
ten foot hills.
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Two guys on Honda 50 Cubs were going around this track one
evening. These bikes had three gears and an automatic clutch.
Their four stroke four horsepower engines could take them to
forty five miles an hour with ease. I talked with the guys,
admired their bikes and they encouraged me to go around the
track. The tenfoot drop was at about a forty five degree angle,
but to me it looked like a hundred foot cliff. It took twenty
minutes of oohing and aahing before I finally let my bike go
over the edge. I was then committed so I went along the fifty
foot flat section and flew up the hill on the other side. The two
guys said good job. I was in heaven. Another perfect moment.
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Chapter 3. A New School and the Honda Revolution
The fall of 1963 would bring a lot of unwanted changes into
my life. I was informed by the Department of Education that
because of school zoning changes I was now required to go to
Victoria Composite High School. I was told this the first day of
the fall term at Bonnie Doon High. I had already gotten my
class schedule. It had taken me a year to develop some new
friends at Bonnie Doon. Peter, John and Jack went to Bonnie
Doon. I had been with them since grade five at Calvin Christian
School. I had pedaled across town with Peter many times to get
to school. He lived three blocks from my house. He didn't have
to transfer!
I didn't know any one at Victoria High! All the bad kids went
to Victoria High! It was the biggest school in Edmonton. No, it
was really two schools since Victoria Vocational school was
attached to it. This was totally unfair! There must be an
obvious mistake. I decided to go to the School Board to
straighten this out. As it turned out, the school board was
across the street from Victoria High. I don't know who I talked
to but I was flatly told, these are the rules, this is where you
will go to school. Report to the principals office at Victoria
Composite to get your class schedule.
It had taken a lot of courage on my part to actually confront
some one in authority, e.g. the School Board, and I felt like an
injustice had been done. I had not been heard, by a system that
didn't care and with a very sour attitude I went to the office at
Vic. High. The office staff turned out to be quite nice. They
suggested I take two vocational subjects as options as well as
my academic subjects. I took drafting and basic electronics.
Neither of these were offered at Bonnie Doon High, so at least
the course selection at Vic. High was an improvement over
Bonnie Doon.
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That first day at Vic., a guy cames up to me in the hallway. "Hi
my name is Benny. I live a few blocks from your place. You're
new here  let me show you around the school." This was so
welcome. The school spanned two city blocks. Most of my
classes were in the old part. The new part contained all of the
vocational shops as well as the electronics labs. I had seen
Benny around the streets where I lived. He rode an old Vespa
scooter that was painted blue. This was not a prestigious bike,
but then again it was transportation and any bike was a good
bike to me.
People were bussed in to Vic. High from all parts of the city.
They used big yellow school buses for this purpose. The buses
were free, you just had to show a student card to get on. They
followed the same route across the river valley that I used to
take on my bicycle. The buses had a four speed manual
transmission with a high low range. With a full load these
buses would slowly grind up the hill east of the Dawson
Bridge. The good drivers would take a run at it, accelerating
across the bridge and speed shifting through the gears using the
high low range between each gear. But two thirds of the way
up they would be reduced to twelve miles an hour. There were
two lanes going up on Dawson hill and those with motorbikes
would scoot by as the buses ground their way up in a low gear.
"There goes Lance!" some one would say as the little Tohatsu
went screaming by in second gear. This was music to my ears.
"There goes ...". I never knew his name but he had a red Honda
150 Benly with a windscreen and white fiberglass saddle bags.
He was on the top of the heap. This was a full fledged
motorcycle.
There was a certain camaraderie on the bus, but I didn't know
any one so I wasn't part of it. There were about eight buses
heading my way so I never sat with the same people. I

Motorcycles and the Perfect Moment

13

remember two guys who got into a call and response verse at
the back of the bus:
"You remind me of a man."
"The man with the power."
"The power of voodoo"
"You do"
"You remind me of a man."

response
response
response
response

"What man"
"What power"
"Voodoo?"
"Do what?"

The school buses were definitely an improvement over the city
buses. I always had a seat, and there was no wait for the bus,
but I wanted to be on my bike.
On September 23 I took my NSU to school. I went down
Dawson hill, across the bridge and up the other side. I went up
the Alex Taylor cut off. This was a very steep little hill which
had often defeated me on my bicycle forcing me to walk the
last hundred feet. The NSU could just make it in first gear. At
the top was a stop sign facing Jasper Avenue. I crossed Jasper
Avenue and there was a cop. He stopped me and told me I had
failed to come to a complete stop at the stop sign. He asked for
my registration and then "Why don't you have a vehicle license
plate?"
I needed a license plate? Marinus hadn't told me about this.
And I didn't stop? If I had actually come to a complete stop that
little engine might never have started again. There were three
charges: a stop sign violation, a failure to produce registration,
and no vehicle license. The fine was twentyfive dollars. That
was almost half the price of the bike and represented a weeks
worth of work, and now that I was only part time at the library,
that was almost a months worth of work. This was my first
encounter with the cops.
Actually it was my second encounter. The first time happened
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when I was six years old. My brother Hans is nine years older
that me so when I was six, he was fifteen. We lived on the
south side in the Allendale neighborhood and because of our
age gap we didn't do much together. But one day my brother
decided to take me on his bicycle. We were going to Whyte
Avenue for some reason or other and I was on the cross bar of
the bicycle. And of course we were stopped by a cop because it
is against the law to ride two up on a bicycle. Hans was given a
ticket and I was told to get off. I was totally distressed. We
were a long way from home. How was I going to get home. We
went down a side street and my brother said "get on". He was
my hero.
In 1963 quite a few motorbikes went to Vic. High, and the
bikes had their own section in the parking lot. There were lots
of Honda 50 Cubs and a few Honda 50 Sports. Unlike the Cub,
which was a three speed step through with an automatic clutch,
the Sport had a backbone frame with an upswept exhaust, four
speeds, and a manual clutch. I would look at a picture of the
Honda Sport in a magazine during class and dream of owning
one. There was also the Benly and the Tohatsu, and then one
day some one showed up on a Honda 90. This was not the S90
which came later, but the C200 push rod 90. The bike was
white, had a low pipe, and was reputed to be able to do 60 mph.
There were soon several of them in the parking lot, and at the
same time Honda Cubs and Sports started coming out in
different colors. You could now get green and blue Honda 50s
rather than just red.
You could buy a new Honda 50 Sport for $285, and the Cub for
$245. Next spring in 1964, Honda started the "You Meet the
Nicest People on a Honda" campaign. It was in all of the major
magazines complete with a picture and price. Sales just took
off and Honda has never looked back. There were other bikes
of course. Zellers in Edmonton sold the Suzuki 50 and Sears
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sold the Allstate Compact, Moped, Puch and the Cruisaire
scooter, but nothing was more popular than the Honda Cub.
On one of my Saturday rides, I went to Rainbow Valley which
was about five miles from home. At certain times of the year
motorcycle racing was held here. Something called scrambles,
which was some kind of dirt racing on a dirt track. I liked to
putter along the dirt trails at Rainbow Valley, but I could not
climb the steep dirt hill on one side, not even when I took a
long run at it. The Honda 50's couldn't climb that hill either, but
I remember a Honda 90 making it to the top.
As I was starting home that day the chain fell off my bike. The
master link was gone. What am I going to do now, I had no
spare link. It is a long way home and the only tools I had with
me were in the little tool case below the headlight of the bike. I
usually had a screwdriver and my Dad's channel lock pliers in
there, but that was all the tools I had. So I carefully removed
one spoke from the front wheel and bent it in the shape of a
link. I broke off the excess spoke by bending it until it broke,
and then, very slowly, putting as little stress as possible on the
chain, made my way home. Halfway home I made a second
link and I have no idea where I came up with this solution to
my problem.
The NSU moped had a lot of faults. I was forever fiddling with
it and always abusing it. The head gasket blew out once and I
found that Marinus had made that blown head gasket out of a
piece of cardboard lathered with house paint. His Dad was a
house painter. I went to Alberta Cycle and got a proper head
gasket for the bike.
One time I was five blocks from home and ran out of gas.
There was a service station nearby, but I had no two stroke oil.
Usually I premixed my gas at home, in a container meant for
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that purpose, and a full container had enough premixed gas for
several tank fulls for the bike. But this time I put straight gas in
the bike thinking it was only five blocks. I learned another
lesson that day. It almost destroyed the engine
At that time there was an older man riding around Edmonton
on a new Harley that was painted a 'candy apple' purple. The
man had a reputation for picking up young girls and being a
little creepy and he was nicknamed 'The Candy Apple
Cowboy'. But his machine was beautiful and that winter I
decided to rebuild the NSU Quickly and paint it 'candy apple'
purple. 'Candy apple' was a paint designation like 'metal flake'
or 'wrinkle paint' was later. It had a very deep luster to it and
was almost transparent, allowing the silver base coat to shine
through. The final color was finished with a clear coat and this
made for a paint job with a lot of depth. I didn't know any of
this at the time.
From the factory the Quickly was grass green in color. Marinus
had repainted the bike white, and the gas tank blue, using his
fathers house paint which he had brushed on. I was going to
make it 'candy apple' purple, so that winter I disassembled the
bike in the basement of our house, laying out the parts on
pieces of paper on which I had written a description of where
the piece came from. My dad had very few mechanics tools, his
forte being carpentry, so I bought a tiny inexpensive socket set
at Zellers and I seemed to have enough tools for the job. I was
not at all aware that the nuts and bolts on the bike were metric,
the bike being built in Germany, but I could usually find a
socket that was close. A local bicycle store had a brand new
paint dispenser called an aerosol spray bomb. It also had the
exact color I wanted, 'candy apple' purple.
The cans were very small and needed a silver base coat, a
concept I didn't understand, and the paint was very thin when it
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came out of the can, not really covering the old paint. It also
ran down the side of the fender that I was trying to paint. It was
as though I were spraying on colored water. And while the
color was correct, it just didn't seem to cover the old paint and
left a streaking mess. This would not do. The cans were very
expensive and I would need a lot of them even if I worked slow
and carefully.
Marinus's dad was a house painter so I asked him for advice
and showed him a sample of the color I wanted. He mixed up a
can of house paint that was ... well ... purplish pink! I painted
the bike with it using a brush and I now had a pink NSU
Quickly. I reassembled it all and in the spring, it was all set to
go, and I was ready for another season of riding.
My friend Peter, who lived three blocks from my house, and I
belonged to the same church, and the church was putting on a
hayride out at Cooking Lake. Cooking lake was about forty
miles outside of Edmonton, and Peter and I decided we would
go there on my NSU. Now a hayride was basically an excuse to
roll around in the hay with a bunch of girls and not get into
trouble, so of course we would go. That the NSU was not
meant to haul two at all, let alone for forty miles one way,
never entered the equation. It just took us a little longer to get
there. After the hay ride we went to a farm near Beverly for a
wiener roast. Beverly, being on the north east side of
Edmonton, added another five miles to the return trip. We just
screamed along with the throttle wide open doing thirty miles
an hour until we caught up with the other kids who had gone in
their Dad's cars. I rode the bike right into the barn and yes, I
was showing off hoping to impress the girls. It should be noted
that a motorcycle was really not the chick magnet that I hoped
it would be. But at the time I felt I needed all the help I could
get.
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I remember coming home from Beverly that night, through
Edmonton along Jasper Avenue. The street lights were so
vivid. I turned down Alex Taylor hill, across Dawson bridge
and then up Dawson hill, a road I had struggled with so often
on my bicycle when I was in grade school. The air temperature
was perfect. We had had a great night. The little machine just
kept screaming along. It wasn't even bothered by the fact that
we were two up, going up hill in first gear at 15 mph. It was
another perfect moment.
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Chapter 4. What Does 650 Mean?
My friend Peter, had a brother, Charley, who was one year
younger than us. The three of us did everything together. My
own brother was nine years older than me and he had already
moved out of the house by the time I was a teenager, which
meant that I was like an only child. Peter was the oldest of nine
children and at times I practically lived there. It was so much
more exciting than my own home. And of course once I had the
motorbike, I had to ride it the three blocks to Peter's house. I
would proudly park it behind his garage.
Charley decided he wanted a motorbike as well. His budget
was limited and he couldn't afford a new machine, so we
looked through the want ads for something that might be
suitable. There was something for sale called a Triumph 650
for $175 dollars. We didn't know anything about British
motorcycles then and the model 650 had no meaning. It was
just a string of numbers. The price of $175 was within
Charley's budget so Charley wanted to check out the bike, and I
came along, because I was the expert on motorbikes.
The man showed us the bike and I was somewhat unimpressed.
It was painted a dull color and was a bit grubby. The man
started it up for us, and after we oohhed and aahhed for a while
I asked if I could take it for a test ride because I knew how to
ride a motorcycle. Now the Quickly has it's gear change on the
handle bar while the Triumph had a foot operated gear shift. I
understood this because Hondas had foot shifts, but I had never
ridden a Honda so I didn't really know how the gear changer
worked.
I understood clutches so I pulled in the clutch, pushed down on
the gear lever, and gingerly let the clutch out. The bike moved
forward down the gravel alley and I was careful not to
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accelerate until I got the bike on some pavement. There was
some luck here because some British motorcycles have the
gearshift pattern in the reverse direction and if I had been
riding one of them I would have started in second gear and
probably stalled the bike.
I turned on to the paved road and once the bike was moving in
a straight line I did what I always did with my Quickly. I turned
the throttle wide open. What happened next was totally
unexpected. The bike lurched forward almost pulling out of my
grasp. It went faster in one hundred feet than the maximum
speed possible for the Quickly. And this was just in first gear. I
was overwhelmed. I had never even heard of this. I didn't know
that this much acceleration was possible. And just to make sure
that I wasn't dreaming I tried it again. And then again. It was
wonderful. I carefully rode the machine back to Charley and
told him to get on. I went back to the pavement section and did
the same thing. Charley almost fell off.
So this is what 650 means. It means 650 cc. That is 13.2 times
bigger than my 49 cc Quickly. The Quickly puts out 1.4
horsepower, the Triumph puts out 34 horsepower. That is 25
times more powerful than my Quickly. This was a defining
point in my life. I was hooked. I convinced Charley he needed
to buy this machine which he did.
Charley's Triumph had no lights because it had no battery. The
ignition was by magneto which was independent of the lights.
But this meant you could not ride the bike at night.
His brother, my friend Peter, had a summer job on a farm about
10 miles east of Edmonton past refinery row and past
Sherwood Park. About a week after Charley got his bike we
went out to visit Peter one night. I went with him and was
driving as we went out past refinery row. I brought the bike up
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to about 70 mph when all of a sudden something went very
wrong. A big object went past my head and the bike started
spraying out oil. I stopped the bike and found that there was a
round hole about an inch across at the front of the bike where
some device had been. We looked in the ditch and at the side of
the road for some device that would fit in this hole in the
engine and couldn't find anything. We finally gave up and
Charley drove us home with oil spraying on our pant legs. So
this is what Triumph 650 also means.
It turned out that the device that fit the hole was a generator
whose function was to charge the battery that ran the lights. But
since there was no battery it didn't seem to make a whole lot of
difference. I felt guilty for the loss of the generator because I
had been driving at the time, so the next day I manufactured a
patch for the hole out of a piece of tin can and some gasket
goop. Charley had the bike for maybe six weeks after that and
then he sold it again. He got his money back for which I was
grateful because I felt that buying it had probably been my
idea. A Triumph 650 in inexperienced hands is a bit like
holding a wildcat by the tail. I, of course, had experience. I
wanted my own Triumph 650 in the worst possible way.
But, I had a Quickly, and that summer I rode it to summer
school to bring up my math marks. Summer school was at Vic.
Vocational High. It had a motorcycle parking area at the south
east entrance to the building, and I remember that some one
had an Allstate 250 Puch parked beside my Quickly. I was
quite impressed. Grade 12 was going to be the year of the big
bikes.
It was the fall of 1964. Harry, a student I knew, had a new bike.
Harry made money by running a paper shack. A paper shack
was an Edmonton Journal distribution site and Harry had
worked his way up from paper boy to running the shack. He
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already had a Honda 50 Cub in grade 11, but in grade 12 he
traded it in on a Honda 305 Dream. It was red, it was gorgeous,
and I think his Honda Dream was the first one in Edmonton.
The Honda Dream was Honda's touring motorcycle and it had a
twin cylinder overhead cam 305 cc engine which put out 23
horsepower. There were lots of new bikes in the parking lot
that fall but the Honda Dream was the cream of the crop.
I met Benny in the hallway at school. "Albert. I have joined
this new club. We meet every Friday night. We all own
motorbikes. You should come to a meeting."
Next Friday night I told Mom, "I'm going out for a bike ride".
"Where are you going?" she asked?
"Just to visit these guys who all ride bikes". I said.
"Well, you just be home by 11 o'clock". My parents gave me
some freedom but they had a very strict curfew. If I came home
one minute after 11 she would be waiting up for me saying
"Why are you late? Where have you been? What have you
done?" so I was usually home on time. I went to Benny's house
and then we rode together to Stuart's house where the meeting
was to be held. Benny was on his Vespa and I was on my
Quickly. After the meeting a small group of us went to the
parking lot of an nearby IGA store.
Stuart was a quiet person with twinkling eyes, a ready smile,
and an offbeat sense of humor. He was tall and skinny, with
thick dark hair, and he also went to Vic. High. I had seen him
in the parking lot at school. He was the one with the old
Harley. This bike was in a class by itself. The engine was 1000
cc or 61 cubic inches and it just didn't fit in with all the
Hondas. This wasn't a motorbike. It was a motorcycle of the
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old school. The kind of motorcycle somebody's uncle might
have, not the bike of some high school kid.
Stuart came up to me and said "You know, I really like the
little bikes! Would you let me take your Quickly for a spin
around the parking lot?"
Thinking that he was poking fun of my bike I replied "Sure, If
you let me take a spin on your Harley!"
"OK" he said. Oh my God, what have I done now! I don't know
how to ride a Harley. It has a foot clutch and a hand shift and a
throttle on the right handle bar and a manual spark advance on
the left handle bar, and it must weigh a thousand pounds! What
have I gotten myself into.
Stuart started the Harley, showed me how to use the controls
and I got on it. I rocked the foot clutch back to disengage the
clutch and carefully put the shift lever into first gear. Balancing
the bike on my right leg I moved the clutch forward with my
left foot and the bike chugged ahead and I was off. I rode to the
end of the parking lot, made a wide turn back, and rocking the
clutch back, put the bike in neutral. I stopped the bike and said
"Thank you very much" and I really meant it. There are some
things you don't lend out to just any one, and bikes are high on
that list. Stuart and I became good friends.
My parents were not pleased that I was hanging around with a
bunch of motorcycle teens. I think they had visions of juvenile
delinquents or something like that. Their solution was: "You
have meetings? Well, have the next one at our house." We did.
I had pop and chips and we talked about organizing a
motorcycle film night to attract new members. Four of our
members were also members of the audio visual club at Vic
High. They knew where to get projection equipment and films
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and how to run the equipment, and my parents were pleased to
meet the club members and find out that they were just
ordinary guys.
The NSU Quickly had to go. It was too slow to even keep up
with a Honda 50, and most of the club members had bigger
bikes. Besides I wanted a 650 Triumph for $175 like the one
Charley had found.
It was the end of September. My registration on my Quickly
was due in a week and I was again stopped by the cops. I was
given an inspection tag for riding a motor vehicle without a
proper brake light. I was given one week to fix it and bring it to
the police station for inspection. If I didn't comply I would be
issued a court summons. No brake light? The bike never had a
brake light even from the factory. It didn't have a battery to run
a brake light. The headlight and tail light ran directly off of the
magneto, and would be bright or dim depending on engine
speed. How was I going to fix something that was never there
to begin with?
It took me a week. I got a cone shaped red light off an old
truck. At an electrical shop down the block I picked up a
rectangular door bell switch. Power came from a wire
connected to the headlight switch. The back brake of the
Quickly was activated by pedaling backwards like on a coaster
bicycle and this activated a lever that pulled a rod connected to
the drum brake on the back of the bike. I mounted the doorbell
switch to a strap of springy metal that I bolted to the engine
case next to the lever. When I pedaled backwards the
improvised brake light would come on as long as I revved the
engine above idle.
There was just one problem. I had no registration and no way
of getting the bike to the police station which was up town. I
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phoned the police trying to come up with a compromise. They
were not helpful. "Bring it here. Bring it in a truck, but bring it
here or you get a citation." I didn't know what to do. I didn't
want to spend another $25 registering the bike, because I
intended to sell it.
My mother was watching this unfold and it got her ire up. You
don't mess with an immigrant lady who has had Nazis at the
door in Holland, demanding to know where my father was. She
understood bullies and how to deal with them. She phoned the
police station and asked to speak to some one in authority.
"Why are you being so unreasonable? The bike is fixed. You
only need to come to our house to see it. No it doesn't have
registration, or we wouldn't have this problem. Why are you
being difficult? I don't know anybody with a truck. No I don't
want to register it because I am going to sell it! Why can't you
understand this?" she said.
I think that whoever was in charge was just happy to get my
mother off the phone. He agreed to send an officer to our house
to check the bike. The officer came on a Harley sidecar outfit
and took one minute to look at the bike and then he left. I can
imagine him wondering why he had been sent on such a useless
errand.
I sold my NSU Quickly a few weeks later to the brother of a
friend for $60, which is what I paid for it. I remember him
telling me later, that he had gone on it to St. Albert, about five
miles out of Edmonton. I was shocked. Didn't he know that you
can't take a Quickly that far. It's not meant for that kind of
abuse. He rode it for one season and then sold it again to
someone else.
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Chapter 5. The Cyclonics Motorcycle Club
I was looking for a Triumph 650 motorcycle, but in the fall of
1964 I was without a bike. I decided to join the Cyclonics
Motorcycle Club and paid my dues and got a membership card.
Since I didn't have a bike I often got a ride from Benny who
had sold his Vespa Scooter and bought a Yamaha 80. On
Friday nights, Benny would pick me up and take me to Stuart's
house and I would go to the meeting on the back of Stuart's
Harley. Harry, who owned the Honda 305 Dream, was a
member of the club, and one of the first meetings I went to was
at his house. He lived just north of downtown in a small house
behind a church, a church I had once belonged to, until my
parents moved to a house in east Edmonton. It turns out that
Harry and I had the same Dutch heritage. He kept his beautiful
Honda Dream in a shed beside the house.
There were several member's bikes parked in the driveway. A
black Honda 125 cc twin with up swept pipes caught my eye. It
had a pressed steel frame like the Honda Dream and the Benly
and the chrome pipes sparkled with the reflection of the
streetlight. The bike that attracted me most was a Honda I had
never seen before. It belonged to a club member who didn't go
to Vic. High. It was a Honda 305 Super Hawk.
I think if there was one definitive motorcycle of the sixties
decade it was the Honda Super Hawk. No, it wasn't the fastest
or the biggest, but there was something about it that was just
right. This bike looked like a modern motorcycle. It had
telescopic forks, a tubular frame, twin leading shoe brakes, dual
carburetors, a 305 cc overhead cam engine putting out 29
horsepower at 9000 RPM. It was small and weighed only 350
pounds and it could reach 95 miles an hour. This was a serious
sport bike. And they always looked clean because they didn't
leak oil. Their lights always worked and they were always
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bright. The engine had a wonderful sound that only a Super
Hawk could make. This was because, unlike a Triumph where
the pistons go up and down together, the Hawk's pistons
alternated up and down. In mechanic's terms this is called a 180
degree crank while a Triumph has a 360 degree crank. Yes, I
wanted one of these bikes, but, I also recognized the
unobtainable. I was looking for a Triumph 650, and I was only
prepared to pay $175.
My parents allowed me a certain level of freedom, but I had a
strict curfew. I had to be home by 11 PM. This was a problem
because none of the other club members had curfews. And
since I didn't have a bike, some one always had to bring me
home. Often it was Benny. Sometimes it was Stuart or Harry.
The good thing was that I got to ride on the back of a lot of
different motorcycles. Often I was on the back with Harry. And
Harry would bring me home because he understood my cultural
background and my curfew. In the winter the situation changed
because I had access to my Dad's car. Now I would pick up
Benny, and because of my curfew, he would always be home
by 11 PM.
It was March 10, 1965, my Dad's birthday. There was an ad in
the paper for a 1956 Triumph 650 for $175 dollars. I begged
my Dad to take me out to see it, which he did. The bike was in
a trailer park on 111 avenue and 156 street in the west end of
town. The owner was a small glib talking man who praised his
bike high and low. It had a windshield and leather saddle bags
and it started after a couple of kicks. The owner was more than
willing to bring it in his truck to our house, so I became the
owner of a Triumph 650. I parked it on the patio beside the
house, in the snow.
The President of the Cyclonics at that time was Larry. Larry
was in my physics class in Vic. High and was probably one of
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the brightest guys I knew. He was well spoken, polite and he
always pulled off top marks in class. He also had a part time
job at Klatt Motorcycle Sales which seemed to be a bit of a
contradiction since Al Klatt was rough, and could swear like a
trooper if something went wrong in his shop.

Klatt Motorcycle Sales was a dingy Harley shop located by the
railway tracks on 96 street. It was a converted house, and as
well as selling Harleys, Klatt also sold British bikes, and
anything else that might come along. I remember the first time
I went into the shop looking for parts for my Quickly. There
was a row of gleaming Harleys, a Matchless, a Norton Atlas,
and a Tohatsu 125cc twin. I remember thinking "Wow, if a
Tohatsu 50 is fast, how fast can a Tohatsu 125 cc twin be!" At
the back of the shop was a parts counter run by Al's wife,
Mary. Mary was tough. She could be quite nice if you got
along with her, but if you got into a dispute, she would show
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you the door as quick as look at you. She kept telling me that I
needed to buy a Harley and I tried to stay in her good books.
We managed to get along and had a friendly relationship.
Larry had a later model Triumph 650. This bike had an
aluminum head which had developed a crack. Larry was
waiting for a new head for his bike, and he was upgrading it to
make it into a Bonneville. The Bonneville had twin carbs and
other refinements and it was named after the world speed
record that Triumph had set at the Bonneville salt flats. I didn't
understand any of this, I just heard that his bike had a cracked
head.
My brother's first car, a 1949 Mercury, had a cracked block. A
mechanic told him "Get rid of it". Cracked engines are bad
news. Larry's Triumph had a cracked head. Did my Triumph
have a cracked head?
"Lets find out" said Larry. We had a meeting at my house and
brought my Triumph to the basement. We then watched Larry
take off the tank, then the carburetor, the head and the block off
of the machine. "Nope, no crack in the head" Larry said. Unlike
Larry's bike, mine had a cast iron head. In 1958 the Triumph
650 came out with an aluminum head and the first ones were
prone to cracking. There had been no reason to take my bike
apart. "Take the head in to Klatts and have him check the
valves and have him rough up the cylinder walls and get a
gasket set" Larry said. Then the club members all went home.
Instead of a Triumph 650, I now had two wheels and a bucket
of bolts and I had no clue how to put it all back together again.
I did as Larry told me and I kept working on the bike until there
were no more parts left over. Benny and Peter helped me haul
it out of the basement. And to my utter amazement the bike
actually started.
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But the bike ran rough and wouldn't idle. I took it out on the
highway thinking that might clear up the problem, but although
the bike seemed willing enough, it kept missing and sputtering.
I had never worked on a four stroke engine (one that has
valves), and I didn't know that you had to have a gap in the
valve train. Why would you want something to rattle around?
So I had left no valve gap, tightening everything down
securely. I didn't know this was an absolute nono and can
cause burnt valves.
I got a copy of "Modern Motorcycle Mechanics" by J.B.
Nicholson, fifth Edition. This inch thick book was the
definitive word on British bikes. It talked about the valve gap,
so I bought a feeler gauge, set the appropriate gap in the valve
train, and now the engine ran like a clock. Much later, in the
early 90's, I met Nicholson and he signed my old book for me.

The Triumph still had a lot of issues however. It was a 1949
model, not a 1956 as stated on the bill of sale, and as I had
registered it. I bought a battery for it, but the generator would
not charge the battery, so my lights would only work for a short
time before I had to recharge it on my dad's charger. The clutch
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slipped under hard acceleration and it would pop out of first
gear unless I kept my foot down on the shift lever.
That spring I rode the Triumph to Vic High. I would pick up
Stuart and then we would ride to Harry's and the three of us
would come in to Vic's parking lot and make a big show of
parking among all the other bikes. One Triumph, one Harley
and one Honda Dream. Life was good.
It was the May long weekend. The Cyclonics decided to go for
a camp out at Gull Lake, about one hundred miles south of
Edmonton. In my family going to church was an obligation.
You never missed church, even when you went on a vacation.
"Go join the guys after church" my brother encouraged me.
One of the guys in the club had a large tent. Four club members
decided to ride out as a group and set up camp at the Gull lake
campground and I said I would meet them there later. I had
borrowed a sleeping bag from Peter's family which I wrapped
in plastic and tied on to the parcel grid on the gas tank, the
parcel grid being a unique feature of Triumph motorcycles.
It was overcast and there was a slight drizzle that morning
when I went to church. After church it was dry. I didn't know
what to do. "Go!" my brother said.
"Are you sure you want to go?" my mother asked. I decided to
go. There was no rain gear at that time. If it was raining you
just got wet which was OK if you were on a short trip in
Edmonton. I had no special motorcycle riding apparel. I wore
regular leather shoes, corduroy pants, a sweater, a jacket, some
leather dress gloves, and my mother got me to put a tan cotton
rain coat over top of my jacket. This is the kind of rain coat that
you wear over a suit to keep you dry when you walk from the
car to the house, in a light sprinkle.
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It started to drizzle almost as soon as I left Edmonton. By the
time I was at Leduc, about thirty miles from Edmonton, it was
raining and I was cold. Some one on a Harley pulled up along
side of me. He waved and we tried to exchange a few words.
He had some kind of leather apron over his legs and his jacket
seemed to shed water. He wore Harley gear and he didn't seem
cold and he sped off as if the rain didn't matter. I found that the
faster I went, the colder I got, so I kept it to about 55 mph and
hunched over the sleeping bag tied to my tank. I was very cold.
Eventually I reached the town of Lacombe. From there you
leave Highway Two south, and go west for about ten miles to
get to Gull lake. I stopped at a coffee shop and and ordered a
cup of coffee. My hands were shaking as I held the cup. It was
getting later in the afternoon and I needed to find the other
guys. I was looking forward to a campfire and hot dogs. It had
stopped raining and I found the campgrounds and it was
deserted. Nobody, no cars, no bikes, just empty.
My first mistake was going at all. My second mistake was
going on a motorcycle trip without proper clothing and my
third mistake was going on a trip without enough money. I
didn't have enough money for a motel. I was still making only
$1.25 an hour as a Safeway bag boy and I only put in about 10
hours a week. I had enough money for gas and a few extras,
but that was it. What was I going to do. It was raining again. I
contemplated spending the night in the cook shelter but the
other guys had the food. Everything was cold and wet. I
contemplated going back home, but it would be dark and my
lights were not reliable. The Triumph had an electrical system
made by Lucas Electrics. There was a reason why they called
Lucas "The Prince of Darkness". A saying among British bike
owners went "Do you know why the British drink their beer
warm? Because Lucas makes their refrigerators". Besides I was
too cold and wet to ride home.
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I was raised in the Christian Reformed Church that was set up
by the Dutch immigrants that came to North America in the
early 50's, and I had attended church all my life. I reasoned
that, even though I didn't know anybody in Lacombe, there was
a Christian Reformed Church there, and maybe the pastor
would let me spend the night at the parsonage. I don't know
what the pastor's wife must have thought when she saw this
drowned rat on a motorcycle at her front door trying to explain,
through chattering teeth, who he was, and what he wanted. She
just said "Come in", and gave me a towel, took my wet clothes,
gave me a warm sweater and a place to sit. There were some
young people there playing ping pong and every one seemed to
accept this situation as perfectly normal. I was given a bed in a
bedroom to myself and experienced that hot sleep that only
someone recovering from hypothermia experiences.
The next morning I got a hot breakfast from the pastor's wife.
It was raining heavily and the paster suggested I put some
newspapers inside my pant legs to help keep me warm. They
also gave me some plastic bags that I tied to the outside of my
shins to try and keep the rain out. I thanked them very much for
all they had done for me and was on my way home.
The rain was steady and it was cold. In no time at all the plastic
bags tore from my legs and I was wet to the skin. Because the
bike had no air filter, road grit was getting into the carburetor
causing the carburetor slide to stick open. Now the bike would
accelerate to 70 mph and then I would press the kill button in
the center of the headlight nacelle until I slowed to 50 mph,
release the kill button and accelerate again. I had to fix this so
when I got to Wetaskiwin, about 50 miles out of Edmonton, I
stopped at a Husky Service Station. I explained to the operator
that I was having carburetor problems and I asked him if could
use one of his bays to take it apart and clean the slide. "I have
my own tools" I said.
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"Get lost!. Get the fuck out of here!" he said. It was as if I had
been hit by a baseball bat. Never had I experienced such hatred
and prejudice. I have no idea where this came from or what it
was about. I rode away from the station, and a mile down the
road I tried to fix the carburetor in the rain. To this day I get a
shiver whenever I see a Husky Service Station.
By the time I got to Leduc I needed gas. The station attendant
took one look at me and took me inside to the boiler room of
the station and told me to stand there and warm up. He took my
bike inside and while I was warming up he took out the bike's
spark plugs and cleaned them in a machine meant for that
purpose. It took me a half hour to stop shivering. I was so cold
and so miserable and so grateful to the station attendant for
letting me warm up.
It was another 30 miles home. When my mother saw me at the
door she went to the bathroom and started running a tub of
warm water. After a long soak that revived me somewhat she
said, "OK and now to bed". So how cold can it get on a
motorcycle? If you have been there, you know.
Some of you may be wondering whatever happened to the
Cyclonics guys who were supposed to set up a tent at Gull
Lake. They looked at the weather and decided to go on to Red
Deer and get a motel together. I guess they never expected me
to come out in the rain.
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Chapter 6. The Hill Climber
The Cyclonics needed a project and Al Klatt suggested we
build a Hill Climber. We could get a bike for $150, Al Klatt
would do the engine, and we could all go hill climbing,
whatever that was.
This was a hard decision for our club members. It would
require each club member to invest about $15 in the project.
That was a lot of money that we were unlikely to see back. We
voted on the idea and decided to go ahead with the project.
The base for the Hill Climber was a war surplus Harley 45. The
Harley 45 had a 750 cc side valve engine of low compression
that was coupled to a three speed hand shift gear box, by a foot
clutch. Al Klatt redid the engine putting in high compression
pistons and a high lift cam. Everything else was stripped from
the bike including the generator, so the ignition ran on a
battery, that needed regular recharging. There was no front
fender, the back fender had been cut short, and a chain was
wrapped around the rear wheel for traction.
Hill climbing is a contest that works like this. You place a
motorcycle at the bottom of an impossibly steep hill that is way
too long and way too steep, and you try to see how high you
can climb it. It is an individual sport so one person goes up at a
time. This doesn't make the sport any safer since the
overpowered bike can go careening out of control at any point
up the hill, only to flip over and tumble back down, and woe to
any spectator who gets in the way. My first exposure to hill
climbing was on my Quickly in Gold bar park, gathering the
courage to go down a tenfoot drop. My second exposure was
on the back of Stuart's Harley.
We were in the parking lot at the bottom of Dawson Bridge.
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There was a steep hard packed dirt foot path, that went up from
the parking lot, to the top of the river bank where there is now a
high school, but then, just an open field. The hill was at about
a fortyfive degree angle. Stuart rode his Harley straight up the
dirt path, with me on the back, and I was scared to death. That
Harley had an incredible amount of low end torque. After that I
took my Triumph up ever steeper dirt hills, making sure to keep
my foot down on the gear shift lever to keep it from popping
out of gear. If it did pop out I would loose control and the bike
and myself and any passenger would probably fall. I was at
Rainbow Valley one time for a church wiener roast and was
giving people rides, and I had a girl on the back of my bike,
when it popped out of gear, as I was going up a steep hill. I
pulled the clutch in, slammed it back into gear and barely
managed to recover the bike. I asked her recently if she
remembers the incident. She did and she had been scared. Even
so she married me several years later. Her name is Bertha.
Much of the work on the Hill Climber was done by Larry in his
garage but when it was finished we decided to move it to
Stuart's garage on the other end of town. He lived close to what
is now Wayne Gretzky Drive, but was then Capilano ravine,
and it had lots of dirt hills and roads in it because it was once a
coal mining area. This was a good place to get familiar with the
bike and since we didn't have a truck, I suggested we tow the
bike across town. Stuart's Harley did the towing and I was the
towee. The ride was rough because of the chain on the back
wheel but the Harley 45 was very light and towing it was no
problem. A number of us learned to ride the bike in that ravine,
trying first to master the foot clutch and later gather the
courage to take it up one of the steeper hills.
There was a new festival in Edmonton called Klondike Days.
Well it wasn't really new, it was just the Edmonton Exhibition
with a new theme commemorating a gold rush that had
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happened two thousand miles away. In any case, it included a
parade through Edmonton and the Cyclonics decided to enter
that parade with a float.
By now Larry had his Triumph Bonneville back together and
he had put a trailer hitch on the back of it. Somewhere a small
trailer was obtained on which we mounted the Hill Climber.
The trailer was decorated, and a sign was made and put on the
trailer that said "Cyclonic's Motorcycle Club, Hill Climber,
sponsored by Al Klatt".
We were given a number and waited on a side street for the
parade to begin. Next in line to us was the radio CHED float,
and, as we ogled the girls on the float in their scanty Klondike
outfits, they gave us "CHED A GO GO" buttons. A phenomena
called Go Go dancing was gaining popularity which accounts
for the wording on the buttons.
The parade started late, as these thing always do. It was hot and
the constant stop and go riding is very hard on those of us with
British bikes. We hadn't really planned this event very well,
other than that we would ride two abreast behind Larry and his
trailer. There were about ten of us, and ideally we should have
been doing formation riding patterns, but no, we just went stop
and go, stop and go. Finally, one of our group broke ranks and
started riding figure eights around our group on his Super
Hawk. At the end of the parade, the Bonneville seized because
of the heat and we had to wait for it to cool down before we
could take the Hill Climber back to Stuart's garage.
We were not invited back to the Klondike Days parade,
because our display did not meet the now required Klondike
Days theme. This never seemed to be a problem for the men
with the fake beards and funny Arab costumes who rode
scooters or Honda Monkey bikes or Honda Dreams. They were
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always in the parade. But then, they at least practiced some
formation riding.
Now girls were a problem. And the problem was that we didn't
have any. Even though we were riding these incredible
machines, girls were not swooning all over us. As a matter of
fact, none of us had a girl friend. Basically we were all very
shy when it came to girls.
The club decided to have a wiener roast out past Whitemud
Park. This is now the location of Fort Edmonton park, but at
that time this was a picnic area that was isolated enough, so
that other people wouldn't be bothered by our motorcycles. At
our club meeting we talked about, "Do we or do we not bring
girls to this event." The consensus was that "yes" we will all
bring a girl. So now I had to find a girl who would be willing to
go to a wiener roast with a bunch of motorcyclists.
Peter and Charley had a sister who was two years younger than
me. Since I was at their house so often I knew her well.
Sometimes when I would be waiting for Peter to get ready for
us to go somewhere, I would help Jackie do the dishes and we
would talk. And later when we came home, she would
sometimes make Sloppy Joes for the four of us. Jackie had five
brothers in total, two of them older, and I think that she thought
of me as just one more brother in the family. However, one
year I had asked her to come with me to my brother's place for
New Years Eve. We played board games all night with my
brother and his wife, and I kept worrying about how I was
going to kiss her at the stroke of midnight. I had never kissed a
girl before. Do I take my glasses off, or do I keep them on?
What if my glasses get in the way? Would my intentions look
too obvious if I took off my glasses. Damn these glasses! I
experimentally took them off to see what it would feel like. The
room was a blur. I put my glasses back on. It was midnight. I
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think I took my glasses off. Our lips touched. It was my first
kiss. It had been a wonderful evening.
I asked Jackie to come with me to the wiener roast. Once we
got there I found that only Stuart and Harry had brought a girl.
Jackie found herself among eight unattached guys who were all
fascinated with her easygoing charm. She flirted with them
outrageously. Stuart and his girl said "Don't let her do that".
How could I stop her? Harry and his girl said "You've got to
stop her". I was fuming. I later dropped her off at her home in
silence. Some of the club members actually tried to pick her up
at her home the next day but she brushed them off. I guess I
was in love with Jackie and we went out a few times after that,
but it seemed that it was always inbetween boyfriends for her,
and our relationship never went beyond that. My relationship
with some of the club members, however, cooled significantly.
I no longer felt I could trust them. High School was over.
I would regularly go to Stuart's house to pick up the Hill
Climber and ride it around the Gold Bar park area for about an
hour, which was about as long as the battery would last. One
day I was out riding and the bike stopped. The battery was
dead, and because the bike had a constant loss electrical
system, there was no way I was going to be able to ride it home
under it's own power. There were a couple of young boys on
small motorbikes who had been watching me. One was on a
Honda Cub and the other one was on a new Honda S90. The
S90 had replaced the C200 push rod 90 and it was an
impressive little bike. Many young kids, who were buying their
first Honda were buying the S90, just as they had bought a
Honda Cub, when I was learning to ride.
Since I had a rope with me I asked the boy with the S90 if he
would be willing to tow me back to Stuart's garage which was

40

Albert Huizinga

only about a mile away. This was not a good idea. It might
have been a good idea if we were on a straight paved road, but
we were in an old gravel pit with bumps and dips and rough
areas. However the boy said "Sure" and we tied the rope to the
back of his bike.
Now for one bike to tow another bike it is very important to
keep both bikes in a straight line. You learn this by experience.
Somehow the young boy got the S90 at right angles to the rope
and he got pulled inward, much like a tether ball winding itself
around a pole. I seemed to watch this all unfold in slow motion,
and there was nothing I could do to stop it. He went down. I ran
to see if he was OK. He was a little shaken up but the gravel
was loose and he only got a few scratches. His bike seemed
OK, but I didn't want to look too closely. If you are playing
with a bike in the dirt you will go down sooner or later. I just
felt bad that I had been the cause of his first fall.
I didn't feel so bad that I wouldn't ask him for more help
however. I suggested that we go to Stuart's garage, pick up my
Triumph, and I would tow him out of the ravine with him on
the Hill Climber. He said "Sure" and this is what we did. I
made sure to keep my foot down on the shift lever as I pulled
him and the Hill Climber up the hill, on to pavement, and home
to Stuart's garage. I like to think that the boy was thrilled to
ride the Hill Climber even if it was just being towed. I know I
would have been.
We did actually take the Hill Climber out to one real
competition. This was held just past the town of Bon Accord,
about forty miles north of Edmonton. It was a CMA sponsored
event (Canadian Motorcycle Association) and there was a large
crowd of people, lots of entries and an ambulance waiting in
case the unthinkable happened. Stuart, Bruce, and I were going
to enter the competition. Stuart was one of the first to make it
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to the top of the practice hill, but that hill was hard packed,
while the real hill was composed of loose dirt. The three of us
had a strategy session. Should we start in second gear to get
more speed or first gear to get more torque? If there was
enough traction the bike could climb a brick wall, it had a lot of
torque.

But in my case it didn't matter. I was not allowed to enter the
competition because I didn't have a CMA membership. I asked
if I could get a membership right there. "Well, yes", but I
wouldn't be processed and covered by insurance, so I still
wouldn't be able to enter. Bummer! I watched Stuart and Bruce
each take a turn. They only got a third of the way up the hill
before the back wheel of the bike dug a hole for itself. One
person actually made it over the top on a new CZ Scrambler.
When the competition was over and the awards had been given
out, I decided to give the hill a try. Insurance be damned. I put
the bike in first gear at the bottom of the hill, gave it full
throttle and let out the clutch. The back wheel spun furiously as
I picked a course up the hill. About a third of the way up the
hill the bike slowed and started to dig a hole for itself. I wasn't
going anywhere and I let the bike fall to one side killing the
engine. Then I dragged the front wheel around so that it faced
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down the hill and I coasted to the bottom. In my mind I had just
completed my first real hill climb.
On my way home the Triumph blew the copper head gasket
and I managed to limp home on one cylinder.
I don't know the reason, but that winter I was over at Stuart's
house one evening and I decided to take the Hill Climber out
for a ride. It was dark and the bike had no headlight. There was
enough light from the streetlights reflected in the snow for me
to see clearly. Stuarts house was three blocks from a huge grass
expanse along Capilano ravine and the snow was about ten
inches thick on the grass. I took the Harley onto the snow and
started to do huge fiftyfoot doughnuts. The snow was flying
everywhere. It was like skiing and boating and flying all rolled
into one. The bike responded like I was controlling a feather. I
flew around the park in a state of ecstasy. It was a perfect
moment.
At some point the Hill Climber got parted out. I don't know
why or who got the good parts. The springer front end got
chromed and put on someone's chopper. The engine went to
someone else, both non club members, and I ... I got the seat. I
kept it for a few years and then threw it out. I didn't need the
seat. All I needed was the memory of that perfect moment in
the snow.
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Chapter 7. Two Strokes Verses Four Strokes
No one in the club had a more extensive knowledge of
motorcycles than Bruce. He was a walking encyclopedia on
bikes and a great storyteller. Bruce joined the club shortly after
I did. He had found the club through an ad, in the Edmonton
Journal, advertising a film night that the club was putting on.
The films were about British motorcycle racing, and after the
films we went around the group and held introductions, each
one of us giving our name and our bike interests.
Bruce went to Scona High School and owned an AJS 650,
which impressed me because I was looking for a Triumph 650.
I did not know what an AJS was and I never got to hear his
engine run, because the one time that Bruce actually ran his
bike, a connecting rod broke and put a hole in the crankcase.
Bruce had been brought up in France, where his parents were
attached to a military base. I guess you could say that he had
been raised as an army brat. His stories from Europe were
mostly about his adventures with a small DKW motorbike that
in many ways resembled my NSU Quickly moped.
We had a meeting at Bruce's house and discovered that he
owned hundreds of motorcycle magazines. This undoubtedly
accounted for his extensive knowledge about motorcycles and
often at our meetings we would be perusing through bike
magazines, comparing the relative merits of the different
models.
Bruce, Stewart and I had an intense discussion on the relative
merits of four strokes versus two strokes. We all agreed that,
Honda notwithstanding, (who only made four strokes), two
strokes were better because of their simplicity. A two stroke
only has three moving parts. A piston, a connecting rod, and a
crankshaft. The three of us all had unreliable four strokes, so
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we decided that if we ever had a chance to buy a brand new
motorcycle, it would be a two stroke. Russell, another club
member, disagreed with us, but Russell had a part time job at
Alberta cycle, which was a Honda shop and, so his opinion
couldn't be trusted.
My Quickly had been a two stroke, but my first exposure to a
modern Japanese two stroke came when I got a summer job at
Sears in the summer of 1966. Sears sold the Allstate line of
motorbikes but they also sold Yamaha. And Sears repaired
what they sold, so my summer job was helping the small
engine repairman. I got the job because I owned a Triumph
motorcycle which I had rebuilt.
The previous winter I had done a ground up rebuild of the
Triumph. I had a few Whitworth tools given to me by Bruce. It
consisted of a cheap socket set and a few open end wrenches
and they helped me do the job. Whitworth was the British nut
and bolt system and it is not compatible with anything else, so
having the proper tools is essential. The bike was once again in
the basement of my house and I took everything apart including
the transmission. I was trying to find out why the transmission
kept popping out of first gear, but I was never able to solve the
transmission problem, so I just put it all back together and just
lived with the problem. I stripped the old blue paint off
everything, primed all the pieces, and painted the bike 'Ox
Blood Red' using spray bombs. The spray bomb paint cans had
improved a lot since the day I had tried to paint the Quickly
and it produced a satisfactory result. Unknown to me, Stuart
had also rebuilt his Harley that winter, and had also painted it
red. So in the spring, we both came out with 'new' red
motorcycles.
The Sears repair shop was in the west end of Edmonton in the
Sears warehouse, and I only worked there for ten days before I
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got laid off. There wasn't enough work for me to do, so I was
told, but I suspect that it may have had something to do with
the fact that Alberta Cycle took over the Yamaha dealership.
The last time I saw the repairman, he was fixing an outboard
motor.
While I was at Sears, there were two bikes that caught my eye.
One was the Yamaha Twin Jet, which was a 100 cc two stroke
twin that was as popular with young people as the Honda S90.
The Twin Jet had oil injection so mixing oil and gas was no
longer an issue, and the Twin Jet was fast, being easily capable
of 60 mph.
The other bike that caught my eye was the Yamaha 250 YDS3.
The repairman and I were doing a 500 mile check on one and
he said "The owner doesn't run it right. He lugs it around in the
wrong gear and it is all carboned up. We need to blow the
carbon out of it."
I suspect that the repairman didn't ride himself because he had
me take the Yamaha out, with him sitting behind me. We went
west on Highway 16 and at the Winterburn corner he told me to
open it up. The little 250 had a five speed gearbox and I wound
it up to maximum in each gear. Before I knew it , we were
doing an indicated 80 mph. The bike was so smooth!
Absolutely no vibration was coming from the engine. It
handled superbly. The brakes were fantastic. The air was warm
it being early June. This wasn't work, this was heaven. This
was perfection. Another perfect moment.
It didn't last. After ten days I was out looking for a job. I got a
job with Beverly Bakery and needed to memorize three
different bread routes, so that I could take over on these routes,
while the regular guys went on holidays. The company used
British Bedford trucks for it's delivery service and these trucks
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helped foster my dislike for all things British. It was impossible
to change gears on the 'tree mounted' four speed transmission
without grinding the gears, even with careful double clutching.
But the trucks did have radios and it was the summer of
Motown, the Supremes, and songs like Downtown by Petula
Clark. The first day by myself, on my first route, my truck
broke down. I had to wait until they brought me another truck. I
had started work by 7 AM, and I didn't get home before 8:30
PM.
For this I was paid a base salary of $250 a month, plus
commission. At the end of each day the money was collected,
unsold bread was returned, and an order was filled out for next
days bread requirement, by each driver. Saturday was the big
commission day and my boss would yell at me for not bringing
in enough money. I just wasn't a salesman, and I had no interest
in the housewives in their housecoats, leaning over my bread
basket, with their breasts hanging loosely, looking for a
package of cookies or a pound of cheese. I just wanted to get
the job over with, go home, and ride my bike. In real dollar
terms, I was making less money than I was making in my
previous job as a Safeway bag boy, about $1.40 per hour.
Between my second and third route, I worked in the bakery
itself. The crew were a happy enough group of people, but
being lowest on the totem pole, I got to do the cleaning.
Everything was covered with bread dough, and the sticky stuff
was hard to get off. The huge sinks were always overflowing
with dirty pots, pans, and utensils. Nothing was ever really
clean, and the job was never done.
Making cinnamon buns involved four of us, standing around a
four by eight foot wooden table, rolling four inch pieces of
dough in a mixture of sugar and cinnamon, and then tying the
dough in a knot and putting the dough in a muffin tin. The
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place was hot and dirty. I couldn't wait for the end of the day
when I could ride my bike home. It also took a few years
before I could eat cinnamon buns again.
The last route I did that summer was run by a man who had a
1954 Buick Super in his back yard. It was canary yellow with
green side panels and it was for sale. "How much do you
want?" I asked.
"Ninety nine dollars" he said. The car had a three speed stick
shift on the floor. This should have been a warning for me, but
it also had carpeting on the floor. Something I had never seen
before. "There is a little bit of a rattle from a loose brace
underneath. It needs to be welded. But the engine is good," he
said.
I had Stuart come and look at it. "Car looks good" he said. My
Dad came along and he also said it looked good, so I bought it.
I took the car to a welding outfit near our place. I said "There is
a little bit of a rattle from a loose brace underneath the car.
Could you weld it for me please." A half hour later I get a
phone call.
"You need to come and have a look at this" The bottom of the
car was a grid of welded angle iron, some of it loose.
Obviously some amateur welder had tried to make the car into
a hot rod, with questionable success. I had the welder weld the
loose stuff as best as he could. So I now had a car. A car with a
slipping clutch that got 5 miles per gallon of gas and used oil.
But it was beautiful and you could put four people in the front
seat with room to spare.
I also met my first real girl friend that summer. This girl lived
on my bread route and she would ask me in on Saturday
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mornings. She would offer me a glass of juice while her mother
rummaged through the bread basket. She was pretty and easy to
talk to, and it took me till the last day on that particular route to
work up the courage to ask her out.
We went out for a couple of months, but her interests were not
the same as mine. I took her out in the Buick. We went on a
wiener roast with her friends, and to movies, and I learned the
advantages of a car over a bike when taking out girls. The car
deteriorated as did our relationship. Most of that winter the car
just sat in a snowdrift. It was my second year at NAIT taking
Electronics Technology. This was a tough year in the three year
course.
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Chapter 8. A Trip to Jasper
The Cyclonics bought new club jackets. The club jackets we
had before were a thin nylon shell with a strange looking crest
on the front of it. The crest looked like a bike made up of
accessories without the bike being present. People in school
would say, "Hey there's no bike there". We needed new jackets.

Our new jackets were dark blue leather with white pin stripping
and white snap buttons on the front, and the new crest was in
the shape of a Bell helmet and read " Cyclonics Motorcycle
Club". The jackets had been made by an Edmonton company
called Marv Holland. Marv Holland had a virtual monopoly on
doing club jackets in and around Edmonton at that time. The
jackets were blue, but when we first got them they were so very
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blue that it was almost embarrassing to wear them. About eight
of us went into a pizza place, and Stuart, as if to point out the
elephant in the room that no one wanted to talk about but that
everybody knew was there said, "Hey Look! They're all the
same!" He didn't like the jackets. They had no belt for one
thing, and no zippers just snaps. They were not ideal, but at
least they were leather and better than anything I had ever had
for riding on a motorcycle.
The Cyclonics started going to the pool hall after our meetings.
I convinced my parents that we needed a pool table in the
basement of our house. I suggested that we split the cost and
they agreed to buy a pool table and we got one for $150.
Because we had a pool table, I got to be fairly good at playing
snooker. Many, many years later, when my own sons
discovered the pool hall they said "Dad, You have to come and
play some pool with us!" They were surprised that I could not
only play, but that I could beat them at a game of snooker.
"Well son," I explained, "When I was growing up I spent a lot
of time in the pool hall."
In April 1967 I sold my Buick and I was without a car until
June, when I bought a 1957 Chevrolet. This was no Chev
dreamboat, it was a fourdoor, six cylinder oil burner with
bumps and bruises, that I got for $150 dollars. I also got
another summer job. This time with the CBC, the Canadian
Broadcasting Corporation. It was a dream job.
I worked in the television production studio doing lighting and
sound work. A lot of this work involved stringing audio cables
and hanging lights from a lighting grid to light sets. While a
show was being taped, I would do jobs like hand Tommy
Banks his microphone as he went on stage to do his show. I
always remember how he would smile at me and how polite he
was. Sometimes I would be queuing a tape recorder in the
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control room for doing sound bytes. Or maybe I would just get
the crew coffee during the election production of that summer.
It was wonderful, it was show business. It was my first job
involving electronics, which I had been studying at NAIT for
two years now.
After work the crew might go to a bar. If we were doing a
remote shooting, I would go along, because they had the car
with which I would get back to the studio where I had my bike.
I was underage. The legal drinking age was 21 at that time. The
crew would buy me drinks and say "Hey Albert, how old are
you?" I worried about being charged with underage drinking
but I would just laugh and pretend I was 21. The bar tenders
just ignored it. I'm sure they knew, but why upset eight good
customers just because one of them is underage
During Klondike Days I was the driver and technician for Colin
McLean, one of the announcers. Announcers were forbidden
by the union to drive cars or handle radio gear. This meant that
I had to switch on the mobile radio in the car and hand the
microphone to Colin McLean so that he could make live
reports to CBC radio about what was happening in Edmonton
during the Klondike Days festival. Colin would call me A. J.
Foyt after the famous Indy Car driver of that time, because I
had a tendency to drive fast. "Hey, slow down A. J. Foyt" he
would say.
One of the places we went to was the Chateau Lacombe. The
Progress Club was having a Klondike Days Breakfast there.
Colin was like a celebrity and everyone seemed to know him.
The breakfast drink was called "Sluice Juice" which was a
mixture of orange juice and vodka, and because I was with
Colin McLean and had a CBC badge, people were continuously
giving me another "Sluice Juice". They were cool and
refreshing and by 10:30 in the morning I was a very drunk

52

Albert Huizinga

underage technician. I was sitting at a table with Colin and a
number of people that he seemed to know, when an absolutely
gorgeous woman asked me to dance. "I'm sorry, I don't know
how to dance" I said. She wouldn't take no for an answer. I
tried my best not to step on her feet. The breakfast was over by
11:00 AM and on the deserted stage a microphone was howling
with a piercing noise. I went up on stage, disconnected it and
got a round of applause from the people at the table.

The first person in the Cyclonics to buy a new two stroke
motorcycle was Bruce. He bought a new 250 cc Jawa. This
bike was something called a trials bike, trials being a
motorcycle sport, that is predominantly done off road over an
obstacle course. The Jawa had all the requirements to make it a
street legal bike, but it was without oil injection, so it still
required mixing oil and gas.
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Bruce and I decided to go on a one week holiday to Jasper, he
on his Jawa and I on my Triumph. Jasper is about 220 miles
west of Edmonton with the halfway point being a town called
Edson. There used to be a saying in the motorcycling
community about Edson, "Why are there so many used
Triumphs in Edson?" answer "Because that is as far as they got
on their way to Jasper." This was not a problem that I had on
that trip, but I did loose a baffle from one of the megaphone
mufflers right at the park gate. This made the Triumph sound
like a noisy single so I wrapped a rag around the bracket to
keep the noise level down. Bruce's bike had a very small gas
tank and he ran out of gas just outside of Jasper, and I ended up
towing him into town, much to my delight.

We got a cabin just outside Jasper along the Athabasca river
called Pine Bungalows. It had a little kitchenette and a fireplace
and the motel's manager would delight in suggesting onepot
meals for us from her little store. She would suggest spaghetti
one night and stew or soup the next night and ask us where we
had been that day. This was our first trip to the mountains on a
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motorcycle and for me at least, my first trip alone. Bruce was a
wonderful travel companion. We only argued once, when he
wanted to ride a trail, in an area that was well beyond the
capabilities of my old Triumph.

We went to all the scenic places, Pyramid lake, Jasper Park
Lodge, and Maligne canyon. At night we would ride through
the town site looking to meet girls. We never did meet any.
This was before the mass migration of young people that
started in the summer of 1967 in San Fransisco. A few years
later Jasper would be crowded with young people all lounging
around and hitchhiking to who knows where. So instead of
meeting girls, we would read about them from cheap novels
beside the little fireplace in the cabin. "Hey Bruce, has the one
in your book got laid yet?" There are all kinds of twisty roads
around the Jasper area that are ideal for a motorcycle. The
Mount Edith Cavel road is a steep ten mile climb, full of
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hairpin turns. I especially liked the road to Maligne Lake.

It was almost deserted, so we could go fast, and we staged a
couple of photo sessions around one corner, next to a cliff. I
would lean the old Triumph over as far as possible in the
corner, trying to look like a road racer, while Bruce took the
picture.
This was not easy since the Triumph had a ridged rear
suspension with something in it called a sprung hub. The rear
wheel had an axial mounted to a spring inside the hub, and this
gave the rear end about an inch of up and down movement. It
was Triumph's unsuccessful attempt to provide a suspension in
a frame that had none. The Triumph 650 didn't get a real rear
suspension until 1955. My bike was from 1949, and the sprung
hub made for a squirrelly handling motorcycle if you leaned it
over too far.
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The trip was uneventful and just what we both needed. To get
away, just for a little while from the pressures of college, work,
and growing up. On the Mount Edith Cavel road there is a
pullout overlooking a large valley. We parked our bikes to look
over the fence. The air was warm with that fresh mountain pine
smell. The scarves from our open club jackets flapping in the
breeze as we stood beside our bikes looking down into the
valley. What could be more perfect than that.
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Chapter 9. Getting Arrested
Police harassment of motorcyclists in the mid 1960's in
Edmonton was a weekly event. My friend Stuart on his Harley
and I on my Triumph, would be out on a Friday evening going
to a club meeting, and we would invariably be stopped for an
ID check, a license check, or a vehicle check. Speed traps
consisted of double hoses on the road and could be spotted well
in advance, but annoying charges like improper lane change,
not coming to a complete stop at a stop sign, or not signaling
were common. This had nothing to do with gang violence or a
connection of motorcycles with crime. It was just a result of the
proliferation of motorcycles in the mid 1960's. Motorcycles
were suddenly everywhere, and as with any new phenomena
involving transportation, the government demands a
crackdown.
We would talk about this at our club meetings in a naive kind
of way. There were stories about people outrunning the police
on their bikes. The urban legend was that city police could not
follow you out of the city since that was the domain of the
RCMP, so if you could make it out of the city you were OK. At
least this is what we believed. We were never bothered by
police on our club rides since there were too many of us, and
we tried to avoid main roads at other times, but I had my share
of tickets.
It was May of 1968. NAIT was almost over. I would soon be
hunting for a real job and I was still living at home. It was
shortly before supper and I told my mother I was going out for
a short ride for about a half hour. I was heading east from the
Bonnie Doon traffic circle past the high school, and I saw a cop
in the parking lot in front of the school on 82nd street. I saw
him pull out and start to follow me. I stopped at the four way
stop sign on 79th street. He was a few cars behind me. I kept

58

Albert Huizinga

going east through the green traffic lights on 76th street. he was
a little farther behind me now. I stayed on 90th ave going east
and could see that the cop was still pacing me. At this point I
was staying at the speed limit wondering when he would turn
on his light. Shit! I was almost broke. I couldn't afford another
ticket. The road makes a slight bend at 68th street and I could
see him in my rear view mirror about a half block back. Fiftieth
street was at the edge of the city. It was two lanes wide with
few roads connecting to it, and was separated from the
residential area by an alley. By now I had a lot of adrenalin
going through my system.
I turned north on 50th street. I saw his lights come on, half a
block back. He had been tailing me for 32 blocks. I was angry
and at the edge of the city. The road was clear of traffic. I
cranked it open. You have no idea how fast even an old
Triumph would respond compared to the cars of that time. My
idea was to go north to 101 avenue from where I was on 90th
avenue, and head east out of the city. Ten blocks farther east, I
could again head north on a dirt track to the river area, at what
is now Gold bar park, but was then a gravel pit. No car could
go there. Besides the city police couldn't go outside of the city
limits, could they?
With no traffic on 50th street and my high speed it took almost
no time to turn east again on to 101 avenue. I was now on the
highway . . . and there was now a second police car behind me
with his lights on. My bike was fast, but not faster than radio. It
was rush hour. Traffic was heavy on the two lane highway with
refinery workers coming home. For me to continue running,
since it was clear now that the police were not going to stop
coming, even out of the city, would mean riding on the
shoulder of the road and dodging cars. This could now become
very dangerous very quickly so I made the decision to stop. I
stopped the bike, pulled on to the shoulder of the road and
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walked to the patrol car that parked twenty feet behind me. The
two officers in the patrol car were friendly enough, asking for
my license and registration, which I gave them. About ten
seconds later the first patrol car came to a screeching halt
behind the second one. The cop, who I will now call 'Old
Frank' because he was an old cranky officer, stormed out of his
car, ran up to me, put me in an arm lock and quick stepped me
to the back of the patrol car. He slammed me over the trunk of
the car and yelled abuse at me as he searched my person and
roughed me up. He said to me "I should rub your face in the
dirt right here at the side of the road".
It quickly dawned on me that 'old Frank' would like to do me
serious harm. All he needed was the slightest excuse, so I said
nothing and let him push me around without offering any
resistance. He finally forced me into the back of the patrol car
and got in beside me. He now said. "What am I going to charge
you with. I could charge you with . . . no. I am going to charge
you with Criminal Negligence".
He was expecting some kind of reaction from me, but since I
didn't have a clue what he was talking about, I gave no
response. I expected to be taken to the police station by this
time but I was surprised that 'Old Frank' decided I needed to be
taken there in a Paddie Wagon. A Paddie Wagon is a jail on
wheels with no windows.
They had also called a tow truck to take away my bike. I was
outside again with one of the young officers. 'Old Frank' was
doing paperwork inside the car. I naively walked toward my
bike and one of the cops said, "Hey where are you going?."
"I need to turn off the gas on the gas tank of the bike or it will
leak gas all over and it could start a fire." I responded.

60

Albert Huizinga

"Oh, OK" he said. In hindsight this was dumb on my part. 'Old
Frank' could have used this as an excuse that I was trying to
run, and he very well might have if he had been standing
outside of the patrol car.
The ride to the main police station was, well in a jail on wheels
with no windows. The Paddie Wagon went into an
underground garage at the downtown police station. I was
taken into the building and told to sit down near a counter.
There were several officers joking around. After a while I was
asked to come to the counter and give all my stuff. My wallet,
keys, belt etc, and I had to sign a piece of paper listing what
was taken.
One of the officers down the hall said "Oh 'Old Frank' got you
did he." and the others laughed. I was then put into an 8 by 10
foot cell with no windows, and a bench along the wall. By now
I was starting to get very worried. I had not been allowed to
make a phone call and my parents did not know where I was. I
was under the illusion that being able to make a phone call was
a right under the law. It was a right in U.S. law at that time, but
not in Canadian law. Don't believe what you see on U.S.
television as applying to Canada.
I was in that cell for quite some time when the door opened.
Someone was drop kicked into the room with me. Yes, he was
drop kicked in, and he was also very drunk, dirty and talking to
himself. Now I was scared. What if he attacked me? Nobody
would hear me if I yelled for help. I stayed in one corner of the
cell and was eventually taken to a place where I was
fingerprinted and photographed.
After this procedure I was taken to a cell block where I was
finally allowed to call home. The phone was in the cell block
wall with the dialer outside the cell block. So an officer dialed
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the number and every one in the cell block could listen in while
I talked to the receiver mounted on the wall. "Dad, I am
downtown in jail. Please come get me out. No, Dad, listen. I
am at the downtown police station. Come here and get me out
of jail."
The cell block had about 16 cells. Two rows of 8 cells that
faced each other separated by about 15 feet. The cells were
separated by cement walls the front of the cells were bars with
a bar door on each cell. There was a toilet with no seat and a
bed on which one could sit. It was a noisy place. One person
yelled at me, "Hey! What are you in for?"
"I ran from the cops." I replied.
"Good for you!" he yelled back. This was unexpected. These
people were human. There was a strange kind of camaraderie
here. My tension eased somewhat. Now all I could do was wait.
It was a long time before I was taken out. My belongings were
returned to me. I was taken upstairs to an office where I saw
my parents talking to a man in a suit. I could tell that my
parents were in a total state of shock. Well beyond anger or
upset. I was told what I was charged with by the man in the suit
and that I was to appear in court the next morning. When we
left the building my Dad took me to the impound compound. I
picked up my bike. We all went home. It was about two in the
morning.
I found out later why it took so long for me to get out of jail.
Bail had been set at one thousand dollars. This was an
incredibly large amount of money at that time and my dad
didn't have it. He was forced to put the house up for bail. The
house was jointly owned so he had to go back home, pick up
my mother, and have her cosign the document that put their
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house up as bail. No wonder they were in a state of shock. The
next morning I went to court alone. The judge was a crotchety
looking old man with a gruff voice. Great, I thought another
old man. "Albert Huizinga, you are charged with Criminal
Negligence How do you plead?"
"Guilty" I said, not having a clue. The prosecutor then called
'Old Frank' to the stand to tell what had happened. 'Old Frank'
told how he had seen me drive by, probably speeding so he
started to follow me. He wasn't sure if I had signaled changing
lanes or if I had come to a complete stop at the four way stop
sign.
He continued to ramble on in this vein about how I may or may
not have done something, when the judge stopped him and said
"You know, I don't hear anything here that sounds like
Criminal Negligence". I was wondering what was going on
now. Hadn't I plead guilty. I had run from the cops after all and
isn't that what Criminal Negligence meant?
There was a short debate happening at the prosecutors table.
"Your Honor, we would like to change the charge to Dangerous
Driving". Can they do that? I never even heard what the new
charge was much less understood what it meant.
"Guilty, fine, one hundred dollars, next case" and it was all
over.
So what did all this mean? 'Criminal Negligence' usually means
wanton destruction and mayhem usually causing death. It is not
a traffic offense, it is part of the criminal code. 'Dangerous
Driving' involves wanton destruction, bodily injury or death
using a motor vehicle. It is also part of the criminal code and
did not fit my case.
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But I had no lawyer. I had no idea what just happened. I said
only one word in court. "Guilty". I had no clue, no time to
think. I had spent a good part of the previous night in jail. No
rights were read to me, no person suggested I might need a
lawyer and that I had a right to one. I thought the Judge had
acted as my lawyer and then only fined me one hundred
dollars. I was happy that it was all over. I thought it was all
over. It was not.
Two weeks later I get a letter in the mail. My driver's license
is, as of this moment, suspended, it said. In order to get my
drivers license back I must file financial responsibility. This
will be in effect for the next four years. So what does that
mean? I did not know.
I borrowed my girlfriend's cast iron ladies bicycle, so I had
some form of transportation other than the bus, and I went to
find out what was going on. It should be understood that at that
time I did not have either car or motorcycle insurance. I had
something called a green card. This was a government permit
to drive without insurance. It cost twentyfive dollars a year
and protected other people against an unsatisfied judgment. All
of my friends drove with a green card. Only our parents had
insurance.
I went to my Dad's insurance agent and found out that I could
now only drive if I had insurance. "OK. So how much is
insurance?"
"Well the government specifies a 100% surcharge on your
insurance which will be in effect for the next four years. So that
will be four hundred and twenty five dollars a year."
"What! That is seventeen hundred dollars in four years! You
can buy a nice car for that! No, you can buy a new car for that!
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Then I just won't drive for the next four years," I said.
"Sorry, this ruling is in effect anytime you start to drive again.
Even if you wait ten years you will still have four years for
which you have to pay a 100% surcharge on insurance and you
will have to file financial responsibility."
My Dad was a member of the AMA. We went to consult the
AMA legal office. I finally went to see a lawyer and told the
lawyer the story. He said "You got screwed". No, those were
not his exact words, but that is what it amounted to. And he
said, "To fight it now, a couple of weeks after the fact is going
to get very expensive."
I was penniless, out of school, and needed to hunt for a job, so I
needed my car. I thought there was no option. I sold the
motorcycle for three hundred dollars. That was May 4, 1968,
and I used the money to buy car insurance.

Even though this had been the most difficult experience in my
life, in hindsight I wouldn't have missed it for the world. I
learned so much from the experience. I learned that:
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The people in the cell block are human.
Do not mess with the powers that be. You don't know
the rules, and they will come down on you like a ton
of bricks.
Don't go to court without legal advice. They play by
their own rules and the average person does not know
what those rules are.
It isn't about right or wrong, it's about the rules.
The powers that be make the rules.
If ever your family member or a friend ends up in jail,
do all you can to get him the hell out of there.

Now this may sound somewhat cavalier. As if I don't admit that
I made a grave error. That is not the case. I know I made a
grave error. I allowed myself to be provoked. When you allow
yourself to be provoked, you stop thinking clearly. Never allow
yourself to be provoked. I am sure that this was what Jesus
meant when he said "Turn the other cheek." Do not allow
somebody to provoke you.
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Chapter 10. My first Modern Motorcycle
I was not without a motorcycle for long. Because I loved riding
so much, that same May of 1968, I bought a used 80 cc Suzuki
for fortyfive dollars. It was stripped down for dirt riding and
came with a carrier that I could hook on to the bumper of my
1957 Chev. I could ride it on the river flats in Gold Bar park,
where no license or insurance was required, because it was an
off road vehicle. This type of riding was pure freedom. My
friend Stuart had a 50 cc Suzuki in the same condition, and
while mine was faster than his at least in the straight sections, I
could never keep up to him in the twisty parts, even though my
bike was 30 cc bigger. He was just a better rider than I was.

The fun was short lived as mandatory vehicle inspections were
introduced that year. I knew that my 57 Chev would not pass
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the inspection so it had to go. I got ten dollars for the car and
now there was no way to transport the Suzuki, so I was again
effectively without a motorbike.
After a summer job at the Stelco Steel Mill, and a short stint
with RCA Canada, I got a job with the University of Alberta in
the Electrical Engineering department. A real job, doing
electronics, and getting paid $415 per month. My boss Ted
owned an old 1956 Cadillac which he called the "Blue Goose".
He also owned a six passenger aircraft called a Cessna 205,
which sparked an interest in flying with me. Ted was fascinated
with my Suzuki 80. He felt it was the ideal size bike to
transport in his airplane. I reluctantly sold it to him for one
hundred dollars. I was again without a bike.
The following spring my girlfriend bought a car and I got
another motorcycle. She got a used Vauxhall Victor FB. I
should have known better than to let her get a Vauxhall,
because the Vauxhall is British and made by the same people
that gave us the Bedford truck that I used on the bread routes
with Beverly Bakery.
We got the car for four hundred dollars and I would live to
regret this buy. Over time the valves, the brake system
hydraulics, the rear end, and the ignition system all went on it.
It was an endless source of problems that wouldn't be solved
until I bought a Japanese car some years later. The Vauxhall
was the last British transportation device I ever bought and it is
small wonder that the British motorcycle industry went under.
They didn't do quality work anymore and British management
just didn't seem to care.
My girl friend, Bertha, bought me a new helmet for my
birthday in March 1969, since she knew I was buying another
motorcycle. "Why are you getting a helmet. You don't have a
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bike?" my mother asked me. To her motorcycles were nothing
but trouble. She was very unhappy that I was getting another
motorcycle. I picked it up a few days later.
It was a one year old Bridgestone 350 GTR from Klatt
Motorcycle Sales, for the sum of six hundred dollars. I also
discovered a loophole in my insurance problem. I could insure
a motorcycle for about one quarter the cost of a car, and it gave
me my license back, so I could then legally drive a car. This
probably saved me one thousand dollars over three years which
was the cost of the bike plus the car.

The Bridgestone Tire Company was a Japanese company that
made tires, and in the 60's they also made motorcycles. By
1967 they came out with an oil injected 350 cc two stroke twin
of 40 horsepower at 7500 rpm. It had a nine to one
compression ratio, chromed cylinder bores with no iron liner,
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just a hard chromed bore inside the aluminum block, and it
also had something called Rotary Disk Valves. With it's six
speed gear box and weighing only 360 pounds, the company
claimed a quarter mile time of 13.7 seconds, zero to sixty in 5.2
seconds and a top speed of 100 to 110 miles per hour.
Never believe company claims, but the bike was fast and in
1967 it was probably one of the most innovative bikes from
Japan, easily capable of keeping up with the 650 cc British
motorcycles of that day. And if it wasn't as fast as the British
bikes, at least it didn't leave bike pieces and oil lying all over
the road. I bought the bike because it was a two stroke, it was
Japanese, and it was technically innovative.
By 1969 better bikes were coming out of Japan. This is
sometimes referred to as the beginning of "The Super Bike
Era". First to come was the Suzuki 500 two stroke twin, soon to
be followed by the Kawasaki 500 two stroke triple, the Yamaha
650 twin, and the last and foremost, the Honda 750 four. This
was soon followed by the Suzuki water cooled 750 triple.
At the end of the 1960's and the beginning of the 1970's new
and vastly improved bikes were coming out from all over the
world. Ducati had a 450 and soon came out with a 750 V twin.
Laverda came out with a 750 twin that was sometimes referred
to as a "twowheel Ferrari". BMW came out with three new flat
twins: a 500, a 600, and a 750. And Moto Guzzi had a 750 V
twin touring bike. The British also brought out new machinery,
notably the Triumph and BSA's 750 Triples and the Norton 750
Commando but it was almost the end of the line for the British
motorcycling industry.
As bikes got bigger, faster, and more reliable, cars became
smaller and more economical. Japan came out with it's first
line of small cars, the Datson 510. It was indeed a time of
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transition, but at the beginning of 1969, I bought a one year old
Bridgestone and was very happy.
Bertha was quite willing to ride on the back of my Bridgestone.
It was smooth, reliable, had good lights, and it didn't leak oil all
over the driveway like my old Triumph used to. We would go
for rides in the country and one day we rode southeast to the
town of New Sarepta. The town of New Sarepta was famous
because it was often featured in the editorial cartoon of the
Edmonton Journal. The cartoon often had a sign in it
somewhere that said "New Sarepta Tire and Girdle Company".
I guess the cartoonist, Yardley Jones, found something
fascinating about the little town.
We stopped and took a picture in front of the New Sarepta
railway station, there not being a "Tire and Girdle Company",
and then we drove on to Miquelon Lake park. The last time I
had been to Miquelon Lake park Bertha and I had gone by car.
We had left very early in the morning, and told our parents that
we were going to watch the sunrise. It was raining. "Aha ...
sure you did", our friend Peter and his girl friend said. Well
that was the intention. This time we didn't go to the park but
found a different lake in a farmers field. No one there and we
had the lake all to ourselves. I rode the bike onto the field next
to the lake and parked it and Bertha and I spent the afternoon
there. It was warm and we suntanned on a blanket that I had
taken with me in my saddlebag, and later in the afternoon a
farmer came on his tractor and talked to us, admired the bike,
and took a picture of us with our camera.
These were still very innocent times and the sexual revolution
had not yet come to Edmonton. At least not in the circles that
we were in. The pill was still a very new form of birth control
and getting pregnant usually meant one had to get married right
away, so anything even remotely suggesting that sexual activity
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might have taken place was usually pounced upon by our peers.
When we showed Peter and his girlfriend the pictures of that
day Peter asked "So how come in this one picture Bertha is
wearing long pants and in this next one she is wearing shorts?"
Good question.

I have searched for that spot by that lake on other motorcycles
but I have never been able to find it again. It is gone, as is the
Yardley Jones editorial cartoon, and New Sarepta is all but a
forgotten little town.
We were invited to spend a camping weekend in Jasper with
Bertha's sister and family. Bertha's sister Joan was 17 years
older than Bertha, Bertha being the youngest and Joan being
the oldest of her family. Joan and her husband Bill and their
four sons lived in the town of Grande Prairie about 300 miles
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north west of Edmonton. We had decided to meet by the
railway station in the Jasper townsite. Bill and Joan would
bring all of the camping gear including sleeping bags for us,
and all the cooking equipment. We just had to bring ourselves
and some extra clothing. This sounded ideal so "yes" we would
go. There was no way that Bertha and I could have gone out on
a weekend together alone and not incurred the wrath of both
families, but since we were going with relatives, it was OK.
And of course I wanted to go by motorcycle.
How cold can it get on a motorcycle? If you have been there
you know. One important thing is to stay dry. This was to be
Bertha's first long trip on a bike, and proper rain gear was still
hard to find. I bought a plastic rain coat and pants from the
Army and Navy Dept. store in Edmonton, and Bertha bought a
plastic poncho. Ponchos may work on a bicycle, but they don't
on a motorcycle. We both had boots, and Bertha wore a suede
jacket. I wore a pair of jeans and Bertha had on a pair of fortrel
pants.
Because fortrel doesn't provide much warmth Bertha had
stuffed some newspapers in her pant legs. It was cold when we
left Edmonton and our first stop was at a little town called
Gainford, about 45 miles west of Edmonton. Gainford had a
service station and a hotel with a restaurant and Bertha went
into the hotel to use the bathroom. It took her a long time to
come out of the hotel and I asked her what was wrong. She said
she had gone into the bathroom and thought that there was
someone in the stall, because she heard a rustling noise. She
waited for a while and then heard some more rustling noises. It
took her a while to realize that the rustling noises were coming
from the newspapers inside her pant legs.
We went on to Jasper and started to look for Bertha's sister,
brotherinlaw, and their kids. They were nowhere to be found.
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At about 4:30 we started to seriously think that we might have
to get a motel for the night. This was a bit awkward because we
were not married but it seemed that we might have little
choice, and at some level I was probably hoping this would
happen.

However, Bertha's sister and family showed up at 5:00, and we
joined them in the campground. They had a big eight person
canvas tent which we all set up. Then Bertha's brother in law
Bill made a campfire, while Joan made supper for us all. Later
in the evening we played games, talked, sang songs, and
enjoyed sitting around the fire. The funny thing was that Bertha
and I had to sleep at the opposite ends of the tent. I guess that
this was to make sure that Bertha wasn't going to get pregnant
during Joan's watch. As if we would have done anything if we
had been sleeping side by side in two separate sleeping bags
with six other people present. It was rather funny. The night
was cold, and the youngest boy complained because he only
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had some blankets to keep warm, not a sleeping bag like the
rest of us. I felt guilty because I was probably using his bag,
but they put another blanket on him and all was OK.
We spent the next two days exploring the sights of Jasper just
as I had done with Bruce two years earlier and since I knew the
area, many of the spots we visited were at my suggestion. This
was Bill and Joan's very first trip to Jasper. I gave the boys
rides on the bike, and the last day we soaked in the warm
waters of Miette Hot Springs. It was a lovely weekend that I
shall always remember, and it showed Bertha the pleasures of
motorcycle touring. I was delighted to have found a girl who
would ride with me and we got married that November.
Both Bertha and I had taken up skiing, so it seemed logical that
we spend our honeymoon in Banff and do a little downhill
skiing while we were there. Neither of us had ever skied in the
mountains before, skiing still being considered something of an
elitist sport. We planned to be gone for a week, which was all
the holidays I could get from work, and we left for Banff late
Saturday morning. About 30 miles out on the highway I knew
we were in trouble as the Vauxhall started sputtering and
missing. It lurched down the highway like a Jackrabbit. It got
progressively worse as we came to the town of Red Deer and
we were reduced to a top speed of about 25 mph.
This was not a good way to start a vacation, a honeymoon, or a
marriage for that matter and I pulled into the parking lot of the
McLeod's store in Red Deer. I looked under the hood of the
Vauxhall and found that the entire distributor assembly had
come loose. What happened was that the ignition had retarded
causing the spark to happen at the wrong time. I had no tools,
we were on a honeymoon after all, why would I need tools? So
I asked Bertha to buy a long handled flat bladed screwdriver
from the McLeod's store. In the mean time I adjusted the
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ignition by hand until the engine stopped missing.
The screwdriver Bertha gave me rotated the nut that was
underneath the distributor, so now I asked her to buy me a pair
of pliers. We managed to get the Vauxhall running again and
continued on to Banff. The one thing about British machinery
was that you could keep things running with just a screwdriver
and a pair of pliers. The thing about Japanese machinery was,
that you didn't have to.
We arrived in Canmore in the early evening. It was dark and
snowing heavily as we turned off Highway One to Banff. The
tires made no sound in the soft snow, and the snow lit up like
cotton balls in the headlights. It was almost like floating with
the tall pine trees on the roadside marking the road, the road
itself being invisible. It was another magic moment forever
imprinted on my mind as we entered main street Banff. The
long icicles hanging from the eaves of the chalets lining the
deserted street, and everything covered in snow. Like a scene
from one of those kitschy Christmas cards they used to make,
with fake snow. But this was real, and we were in the scene.
I turned into the parking lot of the motel that I had reserved for
our stay. We had a little log cabin to ourselves. The cabin had
one of those beds that you could put a quarter in and it would
vibrate for fifteen minutes. I put in a quarter. Damn, how do
you turn this thing off.
We had a delightful week adjusting to each other, eating out,
seeing the sights, getting drunk, getting angry, going for long
walks, and one day we went skiing. We decided to go to
Sunshine Village Ski resort by bus from Banff for a full day of
skiing. About halfway up the road to Sunshine lodge there had
been a land slide blocking the road. A heavy Caterpillar road
scraper was working on the slide and we were told to get off
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the bus and walk over the slide to another bus that would take
us the rest of the way. We were on an incline next to a cliff,
the road dropping off steeply on our left and rising on our right.
It was just one lane wide because of the slide and the open cab
scraper was facing us about 50 feet away. The young operator
of the scraper got out for some reason, to pick up something
from the road in front of the scraper. He must not have set the
brakes properly, for the giant machine started to roll toward us.
There was no place for us to go and I watched in slow motion
as the driver scrambled up the ladder in front of the big front
wheel and then slam the machine into reverse. Gravel spun up
from the wheel as the machine came to a stop about 30 feet
away.
Another bus came for us and took us the rest of the way to
Sunshine Village. We got off and I went to the men's bathroom
and threw up in the men's urinal. Between the trip, the
adjusting, the previous night's rum, and the scare, it had all
became a bit much.
By the time we got to the top of the hill with the chair lift we
were in for a new discovery. You will get much the same
feeling of freedom by skiing down a long mountain slope as
you do riding a motorcycle. The air in your face, leaning into
the corners, snow flying everywhere. It was like that time at
night, in the snow on the Hill Climber. Pure magic.
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Chapter 11. Off to British Columbia
It was dark, but the Bridgestone had good lights, so I could see
clearly. I was coming back from Sherwood Park on the
Sherwood Park freeway with Bruce on the back of my
Bridgestone. This was a different Bruce than the one from the
Cyclonics days. The Cyclonics had split up by now, and Bertha
and I had gotten married last November 1969. We now spent a
lot of time with Bruce and his wife Jane. Bruce was also an
electronics technician at the University of Alberta. He worked
in a laser lab, and I worked in an electronics lab, both of us in
the Electrical Engineering department.
Bruce wanted to get a motorcycle, and I had taken him out on
the freeway to Sherwood Park so Bruce could feel what it was
like to cruise down the highway on a bike. The four lane
divided freeway was almost deserted at nine in the evening.
This was the early seventies, and the roads were not filled with
traffic twenty four hours a day as they are now. There was one
other vehicle on the road, a 650 BSA motorcycle, and it passed
us. I recognized the BSA from the engine shape, and I was not
about to be outdone by a British BSA, so I accelerated and
passed him. The BSA was riding two up and he pulled past me
again. We continued to pass each other until we were at the
outskirts of Edmonton. My speed was about 95 mph by now,
which was about top speed for the Bridgestone with a
passenger and a windscreen. Just as the BSA started inching
past me a chunk of it fell off. I saw it bouncing down the
highway in my rear view mirror, and this was almost like a deja
vu experience, as I remembered the generator that had come
off, the first time that I had driven a Triumph on the highway.
The BSA slowed down to go back and look for whatever had
come off, and I felt proud and arrogant that I had made the
superior choice of a Japanese two stroke.
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Alas, it was not to last. Bridgestone stopped making
motorcycles in 1971 and parts dried up almost immediately.
You can still get parts for almost any BSA today, but not for a
Bridgestone. Rumor has it, and I have never been able to
confirm this rumor, that Honda approached Bridgestone and
said 'You want us to buy your tires, you stop making
motorcycles'. And since the tire business was much bigger than
the motorcycle business, the motorcycles were dropped. The
story sounds plausible to me, and I was again stuck with a
lemon for a motorcycle. While in many ways it was a
wonderful machine, it had some major annoyances. The kick
starter was weak and would break, and there was no electric
start. The gear shift lever was also weak, but I found a
Kawasaki part I could substitute. The dry clutch was very
grabby. The throttle slides would stick open. The points and
condenser were quick to burn out, etc, etc. So if anything went
wrong with the bike while we were on a trip, we were on our
own.
I still tried to get parts at Klatt Motorcycle Sales, but Mary, the
lady behind the parts counter, kept telling me I should get a
Harley. I guess she finally got tired of me coming in because
one day she handed me the service manual and parts manual,
and suggested I look for parts elsewhere. That was the last I
ever saw of Al and Mary Klatt. They moved to BC a few years
later.
The Bridgestone was more reliable than our Vauxhall,
however, so we decided to take the bike on our first summer
holiday. Summer holidays had been a tradition in my family
and I was determined to carry on that tradition. My parents
had land in the town of Vernon, B.C., where they planned to
build a house and retire, so this seemed like a logical
destination. This was to be our first motorcycle trip that was
longer than a weekend, so some careful planning was required.
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We decided that since we did not have a lot of money we
would do some camping along the way.
We had no camping gear so that was our first priority. The
only tent I was familiar with was something called a tourist tent
that was made of canvas, had a pole in the middle, and could
sleep four people. This was a heavy bulky package that could
fill up the trunk of a car and it would not do. Bertha and I were
visiting "Uncle Ben's Sport Shop", where we had obtained our
skis, when the salesman, who was an acquaintance, said, "I
want to show you something new that has just come in".
He brought out a small package that he spread out on the floor
and low and behold we saw our orange nylon pup tent,
complete with blue waterproof floor, and nylon screened
window and door. This was perfect and it only cost $35. It had
four short poles, some stakes and rope and it all came in it's
own small bag.
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We set the tent up in the living room of our apartment. And we
added two plastic air bags, plastic rain suits, a tire patch kit,
some tools, and a sheet and blanket to serve in place of the
sleeping bags, which we didn't have. I attached a carrier and
sissy bar to the bike to carry all the stuff and with one saddle
bag holding tools, the other one holding our extra clothes, we
were set to go.

We left on July 1st and rode to Banff and stayed in the same
motel where we had spent our honeymoon. Next morning we
went through the Rogers Pass. Even though it was bright and
sunny it was very cold on the bike. We still had not figured out
what to wear on a motorcycle journey. By early afternoon we
were in the northern part of the Okanagan valley and now it
was hot. So hot that Bertha wanted to take off her suede jacket
and ride in shirt sleeves. I insisted we keep on our "riding
leathers" for safety reasons. It must have been one hundred
degrees Fahrenheit when we came into Vernon and we were
still wearing leather. Not smart. We stayed at a motel and I
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took the ailing Bridgestone to the only motorcycle shop in town
which was a Honda dealer.
A cylinder head bolt was loose and was causing a leak in the
head gasket of one of the cylinders. The man in the Honda shop
tightened it up but this only partly solved the problem. It would
continue to go loose that entire trip. On the Bridgestone, each
cylinder head is held in place by four, six inch long studs that
go through the cylinder head and cylinder, and screw into the
engine block. The problem with my machine was that one of
the studs had stripped the thread in the engine block. Al Klatt
had known about this and had tried to fix the problem with
something called a Helicoil. A Helicoil is a precision formed
screw thread of stainless steel wire having a diamond shaped
cross section. When they are installed into HeliCoil tapped
holes, they provide permanent conventional 60' internal screw
thread that accommodates any standard bolt.
The job had not been done properly and the six inch stud with
it's attached Helicoil was slowly being pulled out of the
aluminum engine casing. Not only had I bought a machine for
which I could get no parts, I had bought a lemon, made from
poorly cast aluminum and it had been incorrectly serviced.
The next winter I brought the engine casing and stud into the
machine shop at work, and had one of the machinists make a
new stud, and drill and tap a new hole in the engine casing.
This solved the problem permanently.
We left Vernon and went on to Kelowna where we got a spot in
a campground. As I brought out our tent several young boys
came running up all excited about this new tent that they had
heard about. They were eager to help me set it up, one of the
boys claimed to be an expert on this particular type of tent.
The tent was great, the plastic airbags were not. They were
really beach toys and not meant to sleep on and only provided
padding for about an hour. But the ground was soft and sandy,
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the air was warm and we were finally able to relax.

Down the road from the campground was an expensive
Mexican restaurant. We walked in, dressed in the best clothing
we had with us, which meant that I put on my 'other' pair of
pants and Bertha put on her polyester genie outfit. This was a
slinky colorful sleeveless one piece pantsuit that I always
thought she looked cute in. I never knew how she managed to
sneak it into the saddlebag, since I was very particular about
what we packed.
The drink of the day was something called a Margarita, which
we had never heard of before. The glass had a salt rim that was
painful drinking from, because our lips were sunburned and we
laughed between attempts at drinking from our glasses. Our
table was on a veranda by a weeping willow overlooking a
stream and it being early in the afternoon, we were the only
guests. Our waiter was a charming gentleman as he explained
the various Mexican dishes. The setting, the drinks and the
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food created a perfect timeless moment.
Penticton was our next stop and it was very busy. This was the
summer of 1970 and it was probably the height of the hippie
movement. Okanagan lake in Penticton was a gathering place
for hippies and there were thousands of young people milling
about on the beach and surrounding parks. You didn't need to
fear hippies, but crowds are unpredictable so we stayed in a
small motel rather than in the campground. The motel cost six
dollars a night and had a courtyard and a small kidney shaped
swimming pool where Bertha learned how to swim. From there
we went from Osoyoos to Radium Hot Springs and home. All
in all a great first trip.
That winter I overhauled the Bridgestone engine in the lab at
work. I found a source of parts in Saskatchewan and by next
summer we were ready to go again. My parents had built a
house in Vernon, so that would be our first stop on our way to
Vancouver. We obtained two duck feather mummy bags to
replace the sheet and blanket we had used the previous year.
We also got a pair of good airbags, all from the Army and
Navy Department Store.
Leaving right after work on a Friday afternoon and thinking we
could easily reach Jasper and spend the night in the Jasper
campground turned out to be wrong. The campground was full,
they would not allow even a pup tent to enter, and the next
available campground was at Mt. Robson, a full hour down the
road. We went on. The night was warm but it was pitch black.
Riding on a motorcycle in pitch blackness is not like doing the
same thing in a car. In a car you are still surrounded by the
walls of the car. It gives you a frame of reference. On a
motorcycle, you are just in the blackness.
When we came to Mt. Robson there was a sign for the turn off
to a campground but nothing was lit up and you couldn't see
anything. We rode in and stopped the bike and set up the tent
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by the light of the bike headlight since we had no flashlight and
no clue where we were. We didn't bother with air bags since
the ground was soft and it didn't seem necessary.
The next morning the view from the tent was of a lake in the
mist and we found that we had put our tent in a little gully right
next to the road, not in a tenting spot. We packed up and left.
Everything was damp, but we had had a good nights sleep,
woke up to a great view and didn't have to pay.
The ride to Vernon was uneventful. My mom and dad had built
a beautiful house on a hillside overlooking Kalamalka lake. My
brother and his wife and three kids were also there and you
might say it was a bit crowded. We only stayed one night and
went on to Vancouver. Near Princeton we stopped at a
viewpoint overlooking the Hope slide, when a Honda 750 four
pulled in beside us. We talked for a while and I watched him
ride on, effortlessly climbing the steep hill that I knew my
overloaded 350 would soon struggle to climb, with the engine
screaming in a lower gear.
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By now the Bridgestone had a broken kick start lever. Since
the bike did not have an electric start, the only way to start it
was to push it. This Bertha did for the rest of the trip.
Fortunately the bike was not hard to start but it was annoying,
especially if I stalled the bike in traffic, which was easy to do
because of the grabby clutch. At a bike shop in Vancouver I
tried to get a kick start lever but they didn't have one that would
fit. All the personnel in the shop had to come out to see the
famous Bridgestone because they had never seen one before.

We camped in a place near White Rock right on the US Canada
border. White rock was a small fishing community built along
a beach that was really a mud flat. When the tide was out, you
could walk a quarter mile out on the sand. The town had a park
with a small band shell and it offered free concerts to the
hippies traveling through. Although the town and the
campground were on the same beach, there was no direct road
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connecting the two. This made for a very private beach at the
campground. The sand and water were warm and there were
hidden places to put down a towel and suntan, and we were in
love.
Our favorite place to eat in Vancouver was at a place called
Mr. Mikes. It offered a small steak, salad, and baked potato
with garlic bread for a very small fare and one night we added
a bottle of wine to the mix. White Rock was about thirty miles
south out of Vancouver and it was dark when we rode back to
our tent. This was again one of those rare moments when
everything seems to come alive. All the colors were so bright
on that ride and we were in a state of ecstasy. I specifically
remember going under the Frazer river through the George
Massey Tunnel that night. How the engine seemed to humm
and everything was right just the way it was. That scene was
imprinted on my brain. It was another magic moment.
We went back to Alberta along the southern border of B.C.
spending a few days at Waterton Lakes National Park.
Waterton is one of my favorite national parks. It is beautiful,
has a waterfall and campground right in town, and it is off the
beaten path, so it is not as busy as the other parks in Alberta.
From there we rode home in one day. From Calgary to
Edmonton we had a strong head wind and I knew the bike was
straining under the load. It didn't feel right and I knew more
work was on the way . . .
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Chapter 12. In search of Campbell's Kingdom
It was the summer of 1972 and Bertha didn't want to have
another 'Push the Bridgestone' holiday. We had a brand new
car, a white Mazda 1800cc with which we went to the U.S. We
went to Spokane, Mt. Rainier, Seattle, and by ferry, to Victoria.
Since we were traveling by car, we took a kayak with us that
we carried on the roof of the car. The kayak had been given to
us by Bruce who had decided to move to Australia with his
wife. When we got off the ferry in Victoria, we had to go
through customs, and the female customs agent was
rummaging through our stuff in our trunk giving us a bit of a
hard time when she raised her head and slammed it into the
point of the kayak. "Get the hell out of here!" she yelled
holding her head. Oops!
We went across the Island to Long Beach National Park and
the little town of Tofino. It was a wonderful holiday and my
first view of the open ocean. At that time the last eighty miles
of road to Long Beach was still under construction and it was a
very rough ride. Long Beach was a hippie destination and there
were lots of improvised homes made of driftwood along the
beach.
That winter we were living on the north side of the High Level
Bridge. My work was on the south side of the High Level
Bridge and I rode the Bridgestone to work all winter. One
morning there had been a blizzard and the snow was about one
foot deep and the cars on the south end of the bridge were
having trouble climbing the hill, but the bike just scooted past
the sliding cars. I have never had another street bike that could
do that. I guess the Bridgestone had just the right power to
weight ratio.
That spring we bought a house, and in the summer we decided
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to go to see relatives in Los Angles and San Fransisco. This
meant another car trip which, while it was a great adventure,
had nothing to do with motorcycles. My bike by this time had
been reduced to being a transportation device used to go back
and forth to work. By the summer of 1973 there were so many
great motorcycles on the road that the name Bridgestone was
all but forgotten. Bridgestone made tires, that was it.
When I was growing up my family did a lot of reading. My
brother introduced me to science fiction novels and Zane Grey
westerns and my parents introduced me to action adventure
stories, especially those of Hammond Innes. Hammond Innes
was a British author who wrote great adventure stories, three of
which were made into movies. One of them was a book called
"Campbell's Kingdom". This fictional story takes place in
western Canada and mentions such places as Calgary,
Edmonton, Jasper, and Hundred Mile House in British
Columbia. When I was growing up I had never read a story
book that described real places that I actually knew well. The
author talked about the McDonald Hotel in Edmonton, a place
I had seen every day on my way to school.
"Campbell's Kingdom" is set in the Rocky Mountains where
the hero, Bruce Campbell Wetheral, has gone to take
possession of his inheritance, a piece of property high in the
mountains that might contain oil. A large evil mining company
wants to turn the property into a lake for a hydro electric power
project and the story is a typical big guy verses little guy
struggle in the wilderness.
What got me about the book was the description of the
protagonist's journey into the interior of BC. The author had
spent three months in the area researching his book. His
description of the protagonist's journey, in an old army truck,
from Hundred Mile House through the towns of Hydraulic and
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Keithley Creek, to the fictional town of Come Lucky fascinated
me. All of these places were on a map of BC and I wanted to
see these places. Bertha had read the book as well and was as
enthusiastic as I was in planning the trip.
This was the land of the Caribou Gold Rush and when I told
my fellow employees of my planned trip one of them said "Oh!
you are going to the land of Twelve Foot Davis. You must see
Barkerville." On the map there was a road linking Barkerville
with Keithley Creek. The map description of the connecting
road said "gravel or dirt trail". I thought his couldn't be a
problem since we would be on a motorcycle and I could handle
a dirt road.
Barkerville was a preserved ghost town and in the 1800's had
been the biggest city west of Toronto and north of Chicago. It
was the heart of the gold rush and the story goes that one man
found a twelve foot piece of unclaimed land and struck gold.
He became rich and became known as Twelve Foot Davis. So
now our planning included looking into the history of the
Caribou Gold rush. We left right after work at the start of the
July long weekend.
The bike started running badly almost right away. We made it
as far as Edson and got a Motel and I was very discouraged and
was ready to turn around and go home to get the car, but Bertha
encouraged me to work on the bike and get it running properly.
The next morning I changed spark plugs, reset the points and
the bike seemed to run OK. This sort of thing was not
uncommon with two stroke engines. Because they burned a
mixture of oil and gas, spark plugs had a tendency to foul and
short out. You needed the correct heat range spark plug for the
type of riding you were doing. Sustained rides on the highway
required different plugs from those used to travel back and
forth to work. In the case of the Bridgestone, the points had a

90

Albert Huizinga

very short life span and needed a lot of attention.
We rode on to Jasper and got a camping spot and set up our
tent. By now we had a "fly" for the tent because the tent alone
was not waterproof. There was another couple on a motorcycle
in the campground and we talked bikes. He asked if he could
take my Bridgestone for a spin around the campground, which
he did, and I rode his Suzuki 750 triple. The Suzuki was also a
two stroke, but it was unique in that it was water cooled and the
Suzuki 750 triple would later be nicknamed the "Water
Buffalo". I found it big and rough running at low speed in the
campground but the "Water Buffalo" solved most of the
problems that plague a two stroke and today the bike has an
almost cult status.
From Jasper we rode to Prince George, about 250 miles west,
and the bike seemed to have sorted itself out and was running
smoothly. Prince George was an unattractive industrial city in
1974. It was a lumber, mining and transportation center, being
at a railway crossroads connecting eastern Canada through
Edmonton to the Pacific Ocean, and south to the interior of BC.
The next day we rode south on Highway 97 and then east on
Highway 26 to Barkerville. The last ten miles was under
construction and it was raining, so there was a lot of mud. We
had good rain gear but that didn't prevent us from getting
covered with mud. The prospect of camping in the Barkerville
campground in the rain was not pleasant, and while we were
standing at the campground entrance we had our first
experience with the infamous black fly. These tiny little teeth
with wings would find any exposed skin and bite out chunks
and leave huge welts. They were persistent and a constant
annoyance, especially in the rain.
We rode back to the town of Wells, about three miles west of
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Barkerville and looked for a motel. Wells is a living ghost town
and didn't have a motel. There was a large abandoned gold
mine nearby and several streets of abandoned row houses
formerly used by the mine workers. Nearby there were some
tiny one room log cabins that one could rent for eight dollars a
night. They had no water or bathroom. You had to share a
bathroom in another building, but the cabin was dry, and the
heat was by a wood stove, and it was a lot better than the
campground. The cabins were run by a couple from Los
Angeles who, with their two young boys, had moved to Wells
to escape the Los Angeles lifestyle. At night they would invite
us in to their cabin for coffee and talk and they would give tips
on what to see and describe what it was like to live in Wells in
the middle of winter with six feet of snow.

Much of the town of Barkerville has been preserved or
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restored. It should be a major tourist destination but it isn't,
because it is forty miles off the main highway. A park ranger
told me that the 'road' from Barkerville to Keithley Creek was
impassable due to there still being six feet of snow on parts of
the trail. This meant that if we still wanted to see the road to
Campbell's Kingdom, we would have to go back to Highway
97, south to McLeese Lake and east again to the town of
Likely.
Barkerville has a restored theater which has a daily vaudeville
type show which is a must see attraction. Court is also held at
the courthouse which is a mile east of Barkerville on a
footpath. The actor playing the "Hanging Judge" bawled us out
for not rising as he entered the courtroom, and then told us
stories of some famous historical cases he had judged. It was
snowing on the way back to Barkerville.
We left Barkerville for McLeese Lake a few days later and
turned east to the town of Likely. This was definitely not a
tourist area. The road was good hard packed gravel, still a little
wet from the previous day's rain. There were a few ranches
along the road and free ranging cattle, but for the most part this
was still wilderness, where logging had not yet devastated the
landscape. At one point we went past a large area where all the
trees had been flattened as if some giant hand had broken off
all of the trees like so much matchwood. It must have been a
very powerful storm or a tornado to cause so much devastation.
There was something very ominous about this scene.
A few miles later we came upon a faded sign that read "World's
Biggest Man Made Hole, one quarter mile" with an arrow
pointing down a small footpath. We got off the bike and
walked the quarter mile through the tall spruce trees till we got
to a sharp drop off that reminded me of standing on the edge of
the Grand Canyon. At the bottom was a small stream.
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Apparently this hole had been a gold mine that was dug
entirely by hand by Chinese coolies. At some point the walls of
the hole had become almost vertical and it had become
extremely dangerous to continue digging. The place is called
the Bullion Mine, and the workers had lived in the town of
Quesnel Forks in 1859. I would find this out years later on a
return trip to the area.
The town of Likely is reached by crossing a long bridge over
the Quesnel River right at the spot where Quesnel Lake flows
into the river. The weather was still very uncertain, so we
wanted to find a motel to stay in for the night, but there was
nothing in the town of Likely. We followed a road along
Quesnel Lake and came to a resort on the lake that seemed
deserted. We called for service and were met by a hostess in
formal dinner attire who looked at our mud spattered rain gear
and suggested that we probably couldn't afford to stay there.
This was a flyin fishing resort catering to wealthy guests with
float planes. She suggested another facility a ways down the
road. That facility turned out to be full, and while the friendly
people there offered us tea and peach pie, the only other place
to stay at was the campground near Likely.
The campground was on the lake shore and unattended and
since it wasn't raining we set up our pup tent in a little hollow
underneath a huge pine tree. The hollow was filled with pine
needles and the ground was very soft so we felt it wasn't
necessary to blow up our air bags. Blowing up our air bags was
always a major chore which left us feeling tired and light
headed, so it was a welcome change not to have to blow them
up. An open cook shelter and some outhouses were the only
buildings in the campground, and an old man in a camper truck
with a power boat was the only other occupant.
Since we now had a place to stay we decided to follow the rest
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of the way on the road to "Campbell's Kingdom" and headed
for Keithley Creek, the last real place in the book. It was late
afternoon and it had started raining again. The road came to a
wooden bridge that crossed a gorge in which flowed the
Cariboo river. Four plank tracks crossed the bridge and you
could see the raging river below as we rode across one of the
tracks. There was no railing and the wet surface made for a
very scary crossing.
Keithley Creek turned out to be an abandoned farmstead and a
cemetery. At this point there was a fork in the road and the one
leading up had a sign on it saying "Road to Barkerville
impassible at this time". It literally felt like we were at the end
of the earth. I could not conceive of a place more isolated, or in
it's own way, more beautiful. How people had crossed this
wilderness on foot was inconceivable to me. It was getting
dark, the rain was getting heavy and it was time to turn back.
The ride back had a surreal quality to it. My headlight didn't
show the raging torrent below us as we crossed the slippery
bridge, but we could hear it. All we could see was the rain
bouncing off the board planks. As we entered Likely we
stopped at the small cafe, the only one in town. Two drowned
rats walking in the door dripping water on the linoleum, to be
met by the strange looks from the few local people who were
huddled around a table sipping coffee. We asked for a hot
chocolate and sat at a table warming up and feeling giddy as we
contemplated going back to our small tent.
We stayed for a while until the worst of the rain let up and then
rode to the campground. There were no lights anywhere. With
the rain, the trees and the mountains all around us, there was an
absolute blackness everywhere. I had a small flashlight that we
used in the tent and when we crawled in we found that there
was a half inch of water on the tent floor. We had violated the
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first rule of camping. Always allow for drainage. The second
rule is blow up your air bag to keep your sleeping bag dry.
Our sleeping bags were soaked. What to do now? Well, first of
all we had to get out of the water, so we needed to blow up our
air bags, which we did. Bertha said "I am going to put my air
bag on top of my wet sleeping bag and just sleep in my clothes.
At least I will be dry."
My response was "Well you know, we are in the mountains. It
is going to get real cold at four in the morning, so I am going to
wring out my bag as best I can and crawl into it. I may be wet,
but at least I will be warm".
Bertha was absolutely furious with me for being so stupid.
"How could I do such a stupid thing! It is much better to be
dry! Why are you being so stupid!" I crawled into my bag.
Fifteen minutes later Bertha asks in a soft voice "Are you
cold?"
"Well I'm kind of damp, but it isn't too bad" I replied. Bertha
wrung out her bag and I could hear her crawl in. In the morning
there was a fog hanging over the lake and campground. Bertha
took the cooking equipment to the cook shelter since it was
drizzling again. She managed to cook us some porridge as I
packed up the camping equipment and tied it on to the bike. As
soon as breakfast was over we left. It was about 325 miles from
Likely to Vernon where my parents lived. We left in the drizzle
and fog as we headed south for Kamloops. Soon the sun came
out, and by the time we reached the head of the Okanagan
valley it was warm. When we reached Vernon it was absolutely
hot and very dry. As I unpacked our sopping wet camping
equipment to dry on my parent's clothesline, they couldn't
believe how wet the stuff was. Vernon hadn't had rain in weeks
and we were so grateful to be dry and warm.
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Chapter 13. The Accident
Time slowed down as it so often does when you see an accident
unfold. I was riding the Bridgestone east on 82 ave when the
accident happened. This wasn't the first time I went down on
my bike. The first time I went down I was on my Triumph and
it was definitely my fault.
Time didn't slow down on that first occasion. It happened so
fast I almost didn't know what hit me. I was going home, after a
four hour shift working at Safeway as a bag boy, and I was
riding west when I came to the street corner where I normally
made a right hand turn north. One of the checkout girls, who I
had a crush on, was walking home and I waved to her as I
turned the corner. I leaned the bike way over in an exaggerated
manner trying to impress the girl. This is something you should
never do on a Triumph with a sprung hub rear suspension, and
I didn't watch for the patch of sand right there in the corner. I
was down instantly, with the bike skidding away from me, and
it all happened so fast I never had time to think.
The girl ran up to me and said "Are ... you ... OK ...?". I
wasn't, but I didn't want to let her know that.
"Yeah, I'm fine" I lied. "I just didn't see that patch of sand", I
offered as a lame excuse for my stupid behavior. I picked up
the bike, noted the bent foot peg with the torn rubber and again
confirmed to the girl that I was OK. I just wanted to get out of
there as quick as possible. As I rode away I looked down at my
torn pants. There was a large area by the knee where the
corduroy was gone and blood was oozing from a four inch
patch of skin. It was starting to hurt.
When I got home my Dad took me to emergency. I was
basically OK, just a bad scrape on my kneecap and a very
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bruised ego.
This time I was on my Bridgestone and I could see the whole
situation unfold. I was in the curb lane heading east on 82nd
ave. Ahead of me on my left was the parking lot of Bonnie
Doon Mall. A car was pulling out of that parking lot and didn't
see the second car that was going west. The two cars hit with a
deep thud and like two pool balls on a billiard table, both cars
came toward me at a 45 degree angle. This is where time
slowed down. I did a quick mental calculation and determined
that if I hit the brakes hard, I would hit the first car. If I sped up
I would hit the second car. The two cars were coming at me in
a vee and would be separated by about a car length by the time
they crossed the road to my lane.
I determined that it was best to slow my own velocity as much
as possible before the collision so I opted to brake hard. At this
point there was a voice in my head that kept saying, "Don't go
under the car, don't go under the car, don't go under the car".
The thought of dying pinned underneath the front wheel of that
car provided a very vivid picture in my mind.
I stood up on the foot pegs of the bike and timed it so that just
before the car hit me, I jumped as high as possible. I was in the
air, off the bike. My body hit the side of the front fender of the
car and I rolled away as the front wheel of the car went over the
front of my bike and both came to rest against the curb.
I lay there for a second and scrambled up and stood wobbly on
my feet. Nothing hurt, not even any scrapes. It was amazing. A
cop appeared right away. He had been in the parking lot and
saw the whole thing unfold. "When I saw you go down, I
thought you were dead for sure", he said to me.
The driver of the car was bleeding from his mouth where his
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face had hit the windshield. This was before seat belts were
mandatory."I'm bleeding," he said.
"Ah ... you're OK," the cop told him, without any sympathy for
the young driver that had just caused a three vehicle crash.
Three tow trucks were called, information was exchanged, and
my bike was hauled home about two miles from where the
accident had occurred. Bertha and I had bought a house in the
Bonnie Doon community, a semibungalow and it had a single
car garage, and that is where I parked my broken motorcycle.
An insurance adjuster came to look at it a few days later and I
had an instant dislike of him. "Oh ... That's not so bad. That
front fender can probably be straightened." he said as he
pointed to the crumpled front fender. The man didn't have a
clue and was trying to keep his payout as small as possible and
belittling me in the process. He didn't care that my pride and
joy was laying there with a lot of broken pieces due to no fault
of my own. He almost made it seem like it was my fault.
Wasn't it always the motorcyclist's fault? I despised him.
There was a bike shop in Edmonton that was actually doing
some work on Bridgestones. It was a small shop and it was into
motorcycle racing using modified Bridgestones. In 1969
"Cycle" magazine had done a three part series called "Son of
Secret Weapon" that talked about how to turn a 350
Bridgestone into a very competitive road racer. This shop was
doing that kind of work. They were getting some amazing
performance out of these discontinued 350cc twins and they
were still getting parts from a place in the U.S. I took my bike
to that shop to have it repaired.
The handlebar was replaced with a Bridgestone 350 Street
Scrambler handlebar, because that was all they could get. The
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front fender was straightened out, not replaced and it still had
all the scrape marks on it from where it had hit the pavement.
They couldn't get a new fender. The fork tubes had been
replaced, as well as the headlight, and the controls, and that is
how I got the bike back.
I wasn't too pleased. I had to do a lot of fiddling with it myself
to get it back to where it was a reliable motorcycle. It was no
longer the gleaming machine it had been before the accident.
The handle bars, with the scrambler cross brace, seemed a bit
strange but the bike still handled well and I continued to ride it
to and from work from April to October.
In June 1975, after five years of marriage, Bertha and I adopted
a beautiful little girl. She was three weeks old when we picked
her up in Calgary. We just went to the adoption agency and
they handed us a baby. We had been approved of course, but it
still seemed strange to just walk out of there with a baby.
Bertha carried her in her arms as we drove home to Edmonton,
something that would never happen today. We called her Renee
because she had been reborn into our family.
We still needed a holiday of course, so a couple of weeks later
the three of us drove to Vernon to see my parents. Bertha was
acting very strange. She was moody, not her usual cheerful
self, she didn't feel well, and she kept wanting to stop and eat.
Being only five weeks old, Renee was very easy to travel with
and my parents were happy to see us. My parents had never
camped, but Bertha convinced them to join us as we went to
Pacific Rim National park. The trip took two days and when we
got to Long Beach I put up our big cotton tent. That first day on
the beach was very warm and sunny. I carried Renee in
something called a snuggly. My Dad went for a swim in the icy
water of the Pacific Ocean, we had supper and then it began to
rain. This can happen at any and all times at Long Beach. It is a
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rainforest area after all. When we woke up next morning
everything was wet. My Mom and Dad said "Well, that was
nice" and they packed up and left.
Bertha was relieved they were gone. She just wasn't feeling
well. We stayed a few more days and managed to relax, well, I
managed to relax. Pacific Rim National Park is beautiful and
although it was wet and cool at times, Renee was warm against
my chest as we walked along the beach. She was no trouble at
all and in the mornings I would heat up her formula in my
sleeping bag just using my body heat to heat up her breakfast
and all seemed well.
When we got back to Edmonton, Bertha went to see her
gynecologist and he confirmed that she was pregnant. Later he
told her that there were ... at least two babies in there and she
needed to go for another ultrasound. When we got this news we
sat in the kitchen and cried.
It turns out there were only two babies. Bertha's gynecologist
had given her a fertility pill back in February. I never realized
that fertility pills have multiple births as a side effect, or maybe
I wasn't paying attention. In any case, since the adoption
procedure started, I had stopped being interested in anything
the gynecologist was doing.
The following April, Bertha was in the delivery room. I was
there to coach Bertha through the breathing process, as I had
been taught in the prenatal classes, but I felt more like I was in
the way of the four nurses, who were busy giving Bertha
contradictory instructions. It didn't really matter because by
now Bertha was on so much Demerol that she was hardly
aware of what was going on anyway.
It was early afternoon, and the delivery room was full of
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people. Twins were to be delivered and at least ten more staff
and students, that were on a break, were in the observation
area. The gynecologist strutted in like some conductor of an
orchestra and when he hauled out the forceps he said "I think
it's time that the father leaves now". The father. I have a name
you know! Twenty people could stay, but I had to go. You
would think the gynecologist was the father.
Tom and Brent were born while I was out wandering the halls
wondering what to do and what was happening. I had never felt
so alone.
We now had three babies. This changes life a bit. It sounds so
very sweet and romantic but the reality is a lot of dirty diapers
and a lot of feedings. Bertha and I were in survival mode. Just
make it through the day.
When you have twin boys you get to see relative development.
Tom, who had been on the bottom, so to speak, and was the
first out, had a problem. We took him to an old ear nose and
throat specialist to be examined and that doctor confirmed that
Tom had a major hearing loss. While he was examining Tom,
Bertha and I heard him say "Those damn forceps".
Since we caught the problem early Tom got hearing aids almost
right away and he learned to speak and with some
physiotherapy he learned to walk and we could function as a
normal family.
We also had a guardian angel sent to us in the form of a
boarder. In exchange for room and board, this NAIT student of
dental technology would take care of the kids from four to six
in the afternoon and give Bertha a chance to make supper. She
would also babysit a few evenings a week so that Bertha and I
still had a life other than taking care of kids. She and Bertha
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would do exercises at a the local gym and she stayed with us
for a year. She was indeed a godsend if there is such a thing.
Indeed the universe does seem to provide us with what is
necessary. But whether this was because of a God I was
beginning to question. In 1977 I was at the beginning of a
religious crisis.
I was taking a night course in music at Grant McEwan college.
This required traveling to the West Edmonton campus and I
would take the Bridgestone. The bike still ran well and coming
back at night on Groat Road in the cool autumn air was still
thrilling. The nine sweeping turns on that stretch of road is just
made for motorcycling. You don't have to be scraping your
knees on the road in the turns, as so many people on modern
sport bikes do today, to appreciate this road. Any bike feels
great on Groat Road and that autumn the Bridgestone felt great.
When a bike is running right and it is going through a series of
corners, every corner feels like a perfect moment. You are at
one with the machine, the machine is at one with the road. You,
the air you are breathing and the environment, are all one.
It was the fall of 1978. We had a gravel alley behind our house
in Bonnie Doon. I took the Bridgestone to the end of the alley a
little too fast. A car was on the main road so I had to come to a
complete stop. I locked both front and rear brakes on the gravel
in a panic. The front wheel slid out and the bike went down. It
didn't fall hard, but hard enough to break the clutch lever.
That summer the bike had been giving me a few problems. The
throttle slide on one of the carburetors had a tendency to stick
open and I wasn't able to fix the problem. I even carried a bent
paper clip with me to push the slide back down when it got
stuck. This could be a bit of a challenge when it happened in
rush hour traffic. The bike was starting to show it's age. All
parts sources had dried up and with three kids there wasn't a lot
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of time to tinker with the bike. When I dropped it in the alley
behind our house, I stopped riding it, and parked it in a corner
of the garage.
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Chapter 14. The Yamaha SR500 and XV750
During 1979 I was effectively without a bike. The Bridgestone
was broken and in a corner of the garage and while it had no
value I couldn't bear to dispose of it. Bertha needed the car
during the day, so I took the bus to work. The bus connection
was not a good one so I started walking to work. It took about
forty minutes and I found that it was possible to read a book
while walking.
At this time I was going through a reevaluation of my religious
beliefs. All of us are brought up with a world and life view, and
it colors how we see everything. In my case it also colors how I
view motorcycles and the transcendental experiences I have
had while riding them.
Our world and life view is influenced by the society we are
born in, the views we are taught by our parents, and the school
system we were brought up in. Perhaps this is an over
simplification but what I am trying to get at is that I could not
have written the preceding chapters, with the world and life
view I had, while the events were unfolding. The concept of
being at one with the world was not part of the mental construct
I had at that time. In fact the opposite was true. The view of
reality I was raised in separated the individual from his
environment.
In my particular upbringing an individual was born evil and
unworthy, fit only to die and go to hell unless God, for no
particular reason, chose you to go to heaven, which you didn't
deserve, but was due to God's love for humanity.
I know that Calvinist Christianity, stated in these few words,
does not make a lot of sense. But as a theological system it is,
more or less, consistent, as long as your thinking stays within
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the system. Questions that fall outside of that system cannot be
asked. They fall into the realm of God's Wisdom, which you
are not allowed to question. I had started to ask questions that
were outside of the system, and as a consequence I had to look
for answers elsewhere.
The University of Alberta, where I worked, had an excellent
library, and
large sections dealing with philosophy,
psychology and religion. During 19777879 I was reading
continually trying to come up with common threads in the
world's religions and philosophical systems, and in 1979 I was
even reading while I was walking back and forth to work. I was
32 years old and in a transition period in almost every part of
my life.
In 1979 I was also having discussions with a third year
engineering student about the motorcycles available at that
time. I felt I had grown out of touch with the motorcycling
community that I was no longer actively involved with. I
missed motorcycles. It was a part of my life from which I felt I
had now been cut off. I would see new machines on the street
and wonder what they were. The two strokes had all but
disappeared from the roads, to be replaced by machines like the
Yamaha XS750. This Japanese bike had cast aluminum wheels,
disk brakes, a three cylinder 750cc four stroke engine with
double overhead cams, and most amazing of all, a shaft drive.
It seemed that all four Japanese manufacturers were now
making four cylinder four stroke machines of various sizes.
And even six cylinder machines were being built by Honda and
Kawasaki. At the same time British machines had all but
disappeared from the streets, to be replaced by European
machines like Ducati and Laverda.
The bikes all seemed big, heavy, complex, and expensive. I
wanted simple, reliable, and cheap. Having three small children
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and limited finances made it seem like a selfish act to even
think of buying another motorcycle but I felt I had cut myself
off from a part of my life. So even though I had a guilty
conscience I decided to look for another bike.
The engineering student favored Suzuki and the SP370 single
cylinder dual purpose machine, but he also suggested I also
look at Yamaha's SR500 street machine. On May 19, 1980, I
obtained a 1978 SR500 for $1500. It was a beautiful machine
with disk brakes front and rear, cast aluminum wheels, a very
large round headlight and a beautifully designed single cylinder
engine. Engine oil was stored in the motorcycle frame and the
machine was kick start only. The Yamaha reminded me of the
old BSA and Norton singles that had won so many races in the
late fifties and early sixties. It had the looks but not the
temperament and unreliability of those machines.
The bike was also in some ways a disappointment. The cast
wheels made the machine heavy. The single front disk brake
caused the fork legs to flex. The beautiful looking engine
vibrated badly at highway speeds, it having no counterbalancer
or rubber engine mounts. The Yamaha didn't have the power or
acceleration of my old 350cc Bridgestone, but it was a
beautiful machine and I was happy to have it. We moved to the
west end of Edmonton in July of 1981 and I was able to ride
the Yamaha back and forth to work, down Groat Road. This ten
minute ride to and from work was a great way to start and end a
work day and the Yamaha was at it's best on this road.
The SR500 was strictly a street bike, but because it was so
small and narrow I would often take it home through a trail in
a ravine, a block west of Groat road. This was before the city
made the ravine into a park. I would end up climbing a steep
dirt hill out of the ravine and emerge in the old Glenora
community. On weekends I would take one of the kids on
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behind me and we would explore trails along the river valley.
The 500 single had a lot of torque and could climb hills that I
wouldn't dream of trying on the old Bridgestone.

I picked up a pair of fiberglass saddle bags from Alberta Cycle
that were on sale. They were meant for a Honda 650 four, but I
adapted them to fit the SR500. I had always wanted fiberglass
bags and they were on sale for half price and the color matched
the red of the Yamaha. Fiberglass bags and long distance
touring went together in my mind and this is what I longed to
do. The bags did spoil the clean lines of the Yamaha, which
was never meant to be a touring bike, and they looked out of
place. They also made the bike wider.
The University campus had a maze of narrow roads between
buildings that I would traverse to get to the engineering
building where I worked. There was a motorcycle parking area
right behind the building. To prevent cars from using these
roads, metal posts were placed in them at intersections. My
bike could easily slip between the posts because it was so
narrow. The first day I had my new bags on I rode between the
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posts as usual forgetting about the bags. One of the bags
scraped along the side of a post almost knocking me off the
bike. This was very embarrassing for someone who professes
to be a seasoned rider.
I never did do any touring on the SR500. There were a few day
trips out in the country but mostly I used the machine as
transportation to work. By 1987 the machine needed shocks,
sprockets, a new chain, tires and other maintenance items and I
decided to get rid of it. I sold it for $500 to a man who just
wanted the engine out of the bike to use for ice racing. This
was a shame since today the SR500 is considered a collector
bike. I kept the BUCO windshield that had at one time been on
my old Bridgestone, and I also kept the fiberglass saddle bags.
I had been looking at a used 1983 Yamaha 750 Virago in one
of the bike shops. It was a Midnight Special model and had
been modified by the previous owner with leather saddle bags
and black chrome exhaust pipes that exited on one side. The
machine was exceptionally beautiful to me and I bought it on
February 11, 1988 for $2000 dollars.
The Yamaha Virago was introduced in 1981 as an air cooled V
twin available as a shaft drive 750cc and a chain drive 920cc
machine. This had been a bold step by Yamaha since it was a
direct challenge to Harley in the V twin marketplace. In 1984
the basic Virago underwent a radical redesign that would be
around for the next fifteen years.
Mine was an 83 model without all the chrome and glitter of the
later models, and it was a midnight special which meant that
the engine was painted black and the frame and body panels
were black with gold highlights. Mine also had gold pin
striping and gold fleck paint on the side of the gas tank,
something that the previous owner had done with an epoxy
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paint called Endura. The early eighties was a time when all the
manufacturers were making 'Specials'. These were the
forerunners of the cruisers that are made today and like them,
they are not meant for touring or long distance riding. They are
used for Sunday fair weather rides to bike and car gathering
places, usually a restaurant near "the strip", a road where
people go to show off their machines and where they ride
endlessly back and forth.
There was an article in one of the bike magazines about
modifications one could make to the basic Virago to make it a
good general purpose motorcycle. The single disk brake up
front needed a fork brace to keep the fork legs from flexing. A
gas tank from the XV920 Virago, only made in 1981, was
larger and would give the XV750 Virago some range. I picked
up a fork brace and a used tank and decided to paint it to match
the Midnight Special Virago. I would also paint the fiberglass
saddlebags black to match the bike and the lower part of the
Buco windscreen that I had kept when I sold the SR500.
It is too bad nobody ever wrote a book called "Zen and the Art
of Motorcycle Painting". I had no idea what I was getting into.
I had a very small diaphragm compressor and paint spray gun
meant for house painting, that I had inherited from my Dad,
with which I intended to paint the parts. I set up a paint booth
in the garage using plastic drop sheets and picked up the
appropriate paint from the Endura paint store. The parts to be
painted were hung from coat hangers to the garage rafters, and
after reading the instructions from the paint manufacturer I
primed all the parts. So far so good.
The next day I put on a coat of black paint. It was ... well it was
pitted in places, had run in a few places, and had a texture
called orange peel. My problem was that I was not a painter,
and I had the wrong equipment. My paint came out of the
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sprayer as a mist. The droplets were too big. You want it to
come out as a fog. This requires a big compressor that puts out
a lot of air, and you need a proper spray gun.
I stripped the parts again, sanded them again, primed them
again and working a lot slower, put on a black coat that was
acceptable to me. The tank now required the pin striping, gold
fleck highlights, and a final clear coat.
It just didn't work out. After the fourth attempt I just couldn't
get myself to strip the paint of that tank again. I had been using
a chemical paint stripper that was messy and very hard on the
hands. So instead I took it to a sandblasting outfit and had them
blast the paint off.
The sandblasting almost destroyed the tank and left it with a
very rough texture that I now had to sand smooth by hand.
More work. My frustration level was reaching new highs. By
the time I was ready to put on a final clear coat, I just couldn't
do it. I decided to pay someone else to put it on and I ended up
with an OK looking tank.
A lot of lessons were learned here and one of them is that it
doesn't always pay to be cheap. For a cheap Dutchman, this
was a hard lesson. I am a frugal person by nature, but I also
have an appreciation for quality. If I think something is too
expensive I might try to build it or do it myself. This isn't
always the best answer. Sometimes you just need to pay for
quality. I should have had the painting done by a professional. I
had no interest in becoming a painter, and like all skills, they
take time to develop.
The Virago was now a good road machine. I quickly learned,
the hard way of course, that it is not a good off road machine. If
a dirt path is even slightly wet, dirt sticks to the tire and plugs

Motorcycles and the Perfect Moment

111

the small space between the front fender and the tire, and it
clogs almost immediately. The bike goes down to the ground
before you can even blink your eyes. This happened a few
times before I learned to keep the Virago off dirt trails. No
more trail exploring.
The perfect moment was becoming very elusive. I had had a
radical shift in religious perception over the past decade. I had
done a lot of external searching, a lot of reading, and a lot of
meditating and introspection on truth and the meaning of life.
But every time I felt like I was beginning to understand what
life was all about reality would shift and I would again be
looking through a glass darkly. It would be another fifteen
years before I would have some understanding of what the
perfect moment is.
I now had a machine on which I could go touring. It was
powerful, had good brakes, handled well, and with the newly
painted fiberglass bags I was able to take along everything I
needed for a long trip.
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Chapter 15. My first Long Trip
There was a two week long workshop happening at a retreat
center in New Mexico in August 1989. It involved music and
multicultural spiritual folk dance, and I badly wanted to go to
this workshop. I had had a keen interest in something called
"Dances of Universal Peace" for some time and this workshop
was a chance to deepen my understanding and musicianship in
that dance form.
I had never learned to dance as a teenager because the Dutch
Calvinist Religion I had been raised in forbade dancing. So I
never went to 'sock hops' in high school, or to community hall
dances, or parties that had dancing. There was a saying in the
Calvinist church that went "You can never have sex standing
up, because it might lead to dancing". Dancing, card playing,
movies, TV, women in any role in the church, doing anything
not church related on a Sunday, had all been forbidden at one
time or another, and while the rules on dancing in the Calvinist
church has been relaxed over time, the saying accurately
reflects a gender and interpersonal attitude that is still there
today.
Dancing is universal. It is done all over the planet and in almost
every culture. Children do it without thinking about it. Without
dancing the body maintains a certain stiffness, and this bodily
stiffness gets reflected as a stiffness of the mind. It wasn't until
I took a Tai Chi class in the early 80's that I increased my range
of motion. I found I could move in new and interesting ways
and I appreciated the new flexibility.
The two week dance workshop I wanted to go to was
happening at a retreat center in the mountains near the city of
Taos, New Mexico. This is about two thousand miles from
Edmonton and counting on a week to get there, and a week to
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get home, the trip would take me one month. And of course, I
wanted go on my motorcycle.
I had always wanted to see Devil's Tower Monument in
Wyoming so I planned to travel east to South Dakota, then
south through Nebraska, thereby avoiding the congestion of
Denver Colorado, and from there I would head southwest to
cross into New Mexico.
I had joined a new motorcycle club the previous year.
Edmonton had formed it's own chapter of "The Canadian
Vintage Motorcycle Group" (CVMG). We called ourselves the
"Northern Alberta Chapter" or NORAL for short. I still had the
old Bridgestone and it qualified as a "vintage machine of
interest" by now, so I went to the first meeting of the new
chapter and have been a member ever since.
I had also obtained a 1971 Triumph 250cc single, which was all
in pieces. Why would I get another old British machine? Well I
thought I would teach my twin boys, who were twelve years
old now, some basic mechanics with this machine. They were
not really that interested. Just as my Dad never taught me to be
a carpenter, I never taught my boys to be mechanics. But at the
time I thought they might find it interesting, and the CVMG
was big into British bikes so the effort was not wasted. In the
next few years all of our family learned basic motorcycle riding
skills on that 250 Triumph and Bertha would later practice on
that machine before she got her motorcycle license.
Larry, one of the club members, loaned me his tank bag for my
trip to New Mexico. Tank bags were new to me and it proved
to be a very useful way to carry extra stuff like rain gear, a
camera, maps, and extra clothing that was quickly accessible
when the weather turned cold.

114

Albert Huizinga

I left early in the morning on a gray day. Since it was August, I
didn't think it would be cold. I had on a leather jacket, a
sweater, and jeans. By the time I was at the town of Camrose,
about 50 miles from Edmonton, I was shivering and I stopped
at a clothing store to see if I could get some long underwear.
The store attendant gave me a strange look and said "This is
August. We don't get Long Johns until the end of September."
I rode on.
The first night I camped in Cypress Hills Prov. Park, just south
of Medicine Hat, in my new dome tent. I had put about 550 km
on the bike and it had been a good first day. The next morning I
crossed into the US at the port of "Wild Horse". I was the only
one on the narrow paved road. This part of Montana has large
shallow valleys where you can see for many miles in all
directions. To be here is to know why Montana is called "Big
Sky Country". I proceeded south east to Harve and then south
to Billings. I was starting to see a lot of motorcycles on the
road, mostly Harleys. From Billings I headed east on I90 and
couldn't believe how many motorcycles there were now.
Forty miles later I left the Interstate to go east onto Highway
212. The Harleys kept going on the interstate which was fine
by me. It was late afternoon and I needed to find a
campground. Highway 212 went through the Cheyenne Indian
Reservation and I stopped in the town of Lame Deer for gas,
and to ask if there was a place to camp nearby.
"There is a trailer park three miles down the road" I was told.
The trailer park turned out to be just that. An abandoned house
trailer park. There were a couple of old house trailers amongst
the weeds that may or may not have been abandoned. I rode
back to town and stopped by a house to ask an old native man
if there was any place in the area to camp for the night. He
smiled and said "Well you can camp in my front yard if you
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like. If you need to pee just do it in the bushes". I thanked him
and set up my dome tent on his front yard in the dry grass.
About twenty feet away, under a tree, there was a dome sweat
lodge, a little bigger than my tent. The frame of the sweat lodge
was made of bent willow poles and the covering was made of
several large canvas tarps. This was my view for the night and
it reminded me of the time I had attended a sweat lodge.

The sweat lodge is a ceremonial sauna used by native
American people, but it is much more intense than any normal
sauna and it is done in total darkness. Inside a sweat lodge, in
the center, there is a small hole in the ground into which hot
rocks are to be placed. There is an elaborate ritual performed in
making the lodge, preparing the participants, and making the
fire to heat the rocks. Once all the people are inside the lodge
hot rocks are place in the hole and water is sprinkled on the
rocks to raise the temperature. People stay inside for about
forty five minutes during which prayers are said. This is
considered a round. At the end of a round the door is opened to
allow in fresh air and more hot rocks. There can be several
rounds to a sweat.
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The first time I experienced a sweat I thought I was going to
die, it was so intense. Since I could not physically get out of the
lodge, I let my mind leave my body, and had it sit outside as it
waited for the round to end. This was an imaginative process of
course, but it seemed real. When the sweat ceremony is over
you come out and feel purified in both mind and body.
The next morning I left the town of Lame Deer and continued
east. There were more motorcycles on the road and I asked an
attendant at a service station why there were so many
motorcycles on the road. "They are going to a big bike rally in
the town of Sturgis in South Dakota. It happens every year at
this time" he said. Now some might ask that if I consider
myself a biker why didn't I know about the Sturgis rally.
Several reasons. The rally was American, it catered to Harley
club types, it was anti Japanese bikes, I didn't read bike
magazines and I was not into the bike image phenomena.
The whole biker image thing would explode over the next ten
years, as rich middleaged men started buying motorcycles,
especially Harleys, in a desperate attempt to recapture some
lost youth. Within ten years, hundreds of thousands of these
new "bikers" would be trailering their bikes to within a hundred
miles of the town of Sturgis, and then ride that last hundred
miles. You would be able to buy T shirts that said "I Rode My
Bike to Trailer Week" by the end of the 90's, But in 1989 the
rally was still pretty hard core.
I turned south at Alzada on Highway 112 toward Devils Tower
Monument and was overtaken by a pack of Harleys. They were
traveling two abreast and there might have been a hundred of
them. I pulled over to the side of the road to let them pass. Yes
I was intimidated. The service station attendant had told me
that Japanese bikes were not welcome and I was on a Yamaha.
But I continued on and set up camp in a KOA just outside
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Devils Tower Monument. Later I rode up to the base of the
volcano core where I found the parking lot overflowing with
bikes.
It takes about an hour to walk around the rock core of Devil's
Tower and it is a sight worth seeing. In the evening, at the
KOA, they show the movie "Close Encounters of the Third
Kind". They show it every night on a TV screen set up outside.
How very fitting, and a great end to a great day in a beautiful
campground with a gorgeous sun set. What can be better than
that. Another perfect moment.
I continued south to the town of Custer where I found another
KOA campground. There is a museum in Custer in the old
court building that talks about the area. What it doesn't mention
is that this courthouse had been the scene of a near riot in 1972
in a case dealing with Native American rights. In 1973, Marlon
Brando, who was then active in native rights politics, sent
"Indian Princess" Sacheen Littlefeather to the Academy
Awards ceremony in his place, as he had been nominated for
Best Actor for his portrayal of Vito Corleone in The Godfather.
This public protest took place during the American Indian
Movements attempted liberation of Wounded Knee. The
museum doesn't mention this, or talk about the massacre that
had taken place at Wounded Knee, about 50 miles from the
town of Custer. When I asked a museum attendant why this
wasn't mentioned anywhere, she claimed she knew nothing
about it.
There are several caves in the Black Hills area and the next day
I went on a guided tour of Jewel Cave, ten miles east of Custer.
I also went to see Mt. Rushmore. Again the parking area was
overflowing with bikes. By this time I had lost all apprehension
about the number of bikes and I felt like I fit right in. No one
was going to mess with mine. I had also been told by the tour
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guide at Jewel Cave of a great swimming hole west of the town
of Hot Springs, south of Custer. It was at the end of a ten mile
stretch of gravel road and I spent an afternoon there bathing in
the warm waters.
It was time to put on some real miles now and the next day I
went straight south through Nebraska and most of Colorado.
This was flat country and very hot and dry. I ended up at a
campground in Walsenburg not far from the New Mexico
border and I experienced a tremendous rain and wind storm
there and had to run an extra rope to keep my little tent from
blowing away. A man in a truck camper offered to shelter me if
things got too intense.
By noon next day I was in Taos, New Mexico in a motel. It was
time to clean up and do laundry before I went to the retreat
center. Taos is at an elevation of about seven thousand feet and
the retreat center is another thousand feet up the side of a
mountain. The sun is very intense but the air is cool and the
weather unpredictable. You can have sudden intense rain
storms followed by bright sunlight. The two weeks I spent at
the retreat center were wonderful. One night we circle danced
outside in a cleared area on the mountain side, during a full
lunar eclipse. The first week I slept in the lodge and the second
one I set up my little tent among the pine trees. But I was a
long way from home and the last day on the bike, riding into
Taos my bike had made a funny noise. Kind of a zeeeet sound
that went away after a second but it left me feeling that
something was not right.
As I started my homeward trip I headed west and crossed back
into Colorado near Durango. I wanted to stop and spend a day
at Mesa Verda National Park and see the cliff dwellings, so I
camped at a KOA just outside the town of Cortez. Cortez is at
six thousand feet and it was hot and dry as I explored the
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ancient cliff dwellings of Mesa Verda. The following morning
it was warm as I turned north on Highway 145. I started to
climb and it cooled off quickly even though the sun was bright.
I stopped to put on a sweater. By now, even though the sun was
bright, I was freezing cold and I stopped to put on my rain gear.
It was the only way I could keep from getting hypothermia. I
passed a lake that had a film of ice on it and I was at well over
ten thousand feet before I started to descend. Within half an
hour I was hot again and I had to take off all the extra clothes.
It was a long day on the bike, so I got myself a motel room in
the town of Grand Junction, Colorado.
Highway 139 is a long straight road going north with not much
of anything on it and very little traffic. The strange noise in the
engine came back, and I stopped at a bike shop in Rangely to
have it checked out. They found nothing and suggested I keep
going so I crossed into Wyoming at Flaming Gorge National
Rec. Area and continued north into Yellowstone Park where I
spent the night in my tent. Yellowstone Park had had a major
fire the year before and had not yet recovered. Everything was
still brown.
The next day I went north to Great Falls, Montana. That
strange sound was coming more often now and I again stopped
at a bike shop to have it checked out. Since I was only two days
travel from Edmonton now the bike shop suggested I just keep
going and hope for the best.
It was drizzling the next morning when I left Great Falls. By
now I wanted to get home. I had had enough. The wet road
reflected my mood and about forty miles north of Great Falls
the engine made a loud bang and I stopped at the side of the
road. There was no way to tell what was wrong but the forward
cylinder was no longer working. The engine would still run on
the rear cylinder so I turned the bike around and limped back to
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Great Falls. I took it back to the same bike shop and now had
them look at a real problem.
The cam chain tensioner had broken loose which had jammed
between the cam chain sprocket and the cam chain. The cam
chain and cam had both broken, and fortunately the valves
were closed which allowed me to still run on one cylinder. It
would take a while for the shop to fix the bike so I decided to
take a bus home to Edmonton.
The next day I boarded a small rickety old bus that stopped at
every town and village from Great Falls to the US Canada
border. It was way past noon by the time I was at the border.
A trip that normally takes two hours had taken five. Bus riding
has it's own culture and protocol and you could tell who the
seasoned passengers were. The thing to do is to take up as
much space on a seat as possible so that no one will want to sit
beside you. That way you will have the whole seat to yourself
and you might even be able to take a nap. At the border I
walked through customs and got on a different bus. At last I
was back in Canada and the new bus took me through
Lethbridge to Calgary. In Calgary I finally got on to a modern
bus, but there were no empty seats. When I got to Edmonton I
had spent sixteen hours on a bus. What a way to end my first
long motorcycle trip.
It would be November before the bike shop had all the parts to
fix my bike. By now it was too cold to take a bus back to Great
Falls and ride the bike home. Larry, who had loaned me his
tank bag, now loaned me a motorcycle trailer with which to
pick up the bike. The repair cost $650 which was a good price
if the repair had been done correctly. The engine should have
been taken fully apart and cleaned. This was not done. The
result was that there were tiny sparkling metal bits in the oil
whenever I changed it. This did not clear up no matter how
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often I changed the oil. If it wasn't for the excellent oil filter on
the bike it wouldn't have lasted a week with those metal
fragments. I kept the bike for another year before I traded it in
for something better.
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Chapter 16. Off to Sturgis
The fiftieth anniversary of the Sturgis Motorcycle Rally was to
be in 1990. This was going to be the big one. Over a million
people were expected to descend on the town of Sturgis South
Dakota for the second week of August 1990. The town of
Sturgis, with a normal population of 3500, encouraged the
rally. It had started as a motorcycle racing event on a half mile
dirt oval, and had expanded to where the money brought in by
the week long event was now a substantial part of South
Dakota's annual budget.
I had been through the Black Hills of South Dakota the
previous year but had bypassed the town of Sturgis. This time I
knew more about the rally and I wanted to be there to
experience the fiftieth anniversary. The theme of the rally this
year was Indian motorcycles. Indian had stopped producing
motorcycles in 1953 but had once been a proud American
manufacturer of flat head V twins and four cylinder
motorcycles. An Indian was now a very collectible motorcycle
but I had yet to see a four cylinder model. I intended to take
along my son Tom, as a passenger on my Virago. He was now
fourteen years old.
I was trying to get the whole family more interested in
motorcycles and in the spring of 1990 my wife, Bertha,
enrolled in a motorcycle safety course. The course ran for a
whole week and at the end of the week you could take the
motorcycle exam. It is highly recommended that anyone
interested in motorcycles take such a course. The bikes are
supplied, and even if you never buy a motorcycle, the course
teaches you valuable driving skills. Bertha was having some
trouble with the course, and in the evening I would push her
around in a parking lot on the 250 Triumph to help her with
low speed maneuvers. She did get her license, and that year she
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also bought her own motorcycle, a 1984 Yamaha Virago 750.
In 1984 Yamaha redesigned the Virago and it would stay in
this new form until production stopped in 2000. It was a special
or a custom before specials, customs and cruisers were all the
rage. While I found my 83 model a bit roomier, the 84 was
outrageously beautiful. Even though it wasn't the greatest
handling bike, it was surprisingly comfortable. Unfortunately
the tiny gas tank made it somewhat impracticable for long
distance riding. We would find that out next year.
Bertha and I made a small trip to Lesser Slave Lake to a
weekend event called the North Country Fair. This was a folk
music festival that had been going on for a number of years at
Lesser Slave Lake. It was a smaller and more relaxed version
of the Edmonton Folk Music Festival, and a number of the
performers would perform at both events. The fair was about
250 kilometers north of Edmonton. We went on the two
Virago's and Bertha showed that she could handle her new
bike. It was fun and a new experience to travel with one's
spouse on two separate bikes.
My long range plan was to do a cross Canada trip with the
whole family, but this year I was taking my son Tom, who was
now fourteen years old, to Sturgis. There was also a Vintage
British Bike Rally to be held on a farm near the town of Biggar
Saskatchewan and several of the CVMG club members were
going to it. It was to be held the weekend before the Sturgis
rally and I thought it would be great to go there as well, and
maybe meet up with some other bikers who were going to the
Sturgis rally and travel with them. The campground I intended
to stay at in Sturgis was called Glencoe. There would be about
twelve thousand people staying at the Glencoe campground and
I found that to be somewhat intimidating, so I looked forward
to being able to travel with a group. Glencoe was now the
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closest campground to the town of Sturgis, the former town
campground having been closed. The other campground,
"Buffalo Chip", was reputed to be a Harley only campground
with a lot of "outlaw biker club" types there, so I wanted to
avoid that place. Rumor had it that the "outlaw clubs" were
enforcing a strict no conflict rule among themselves so as to
not jeopardize the continued existence of the Sturgis rally.

My son Tom and I left on the Virago for Biggar Saskatchewan
on a Thursday. We camped for the night at a campground in
the town of Unity and next morning we rode to Biggar and had
breakfast in town. After breakfast I almost missed the small
sign on the highway saying "Biggar British Bike Rally". The
farm where the rally was held was about a mile down a gravel
road from the highway.
There were lots of vintage bikes parked on the grass between
the house and the barn, and a small tent village was forming in
front of the farmhouse. Those with trailers were parked in a
field on the other side of the farmhouse. It was a friendly group
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of people and a number of them had come up from Edmonton
for the weekend. One of them was John, who was riding a 750
Norton and was also planning to ride to Sturgis.
The Biggar rally was a very laid back affair. We looked at old
bikes, talked with old friends, ate food and relaxed. On
Saturday it was a tradition to ride the vintage bikes to the town
of Handel. To get from Biggar to Handel you went west about
35 miles on a narrow two lane road that was straight as an
arrow. The town of Handel consisted of a few houses and a
very small bar and I think that the bar probably had its biggest
single day crowd on the Saturday of the Biggar rally. In the
evening back on the farm there was a BBQ followed by a
campfire, and if there was a guitar, maybe even some singing.
Sunday morning would be a pancake breakfast followed by
awards for best restored bike, farthest ridden bike etc. By now I
had connected with other people who were also going to
Sturgis and we left Biggar around noon on Sunday and headed
south. Four other people joined Tom and myself. It was a
strange group of bikes. John was on a Norton, Gino on a Moto
Guzzi, Carey on a BMW, Mike was transporting a Honda 750
in an old pickup truck, and Tom and I were on my old Virago.
At the U.S. Canada border the security agent searched our
bikes and our jackets for drugs, after which we rode on until
early evening until we were about a hundred miles north of
Sturgis. We tried to get a motel in a small town but everything
was full. We did manage to get one motel room with one
double bed and took it because that was all there was. Tom and
I shared the bed while the rest spread sleeping bags on the
floor. Apparently every motel, hotel and cabin was booked
within a hundred mile radius of Sturgis. After supper Tom and
I went for a walk around the town. I remember it being very hot
and dry. Somehow the six of us managed to sleep in that one
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small room. It had been a long days ride, and we were all very
tired.
We arrived at Sturgis around noon the next day and there were
Harleys everywhere. The first thing you noticed was the
rumble. The sound wasn't deafening but it was like a
continuous background thunder. One of our group, who seemed
to know where he was going, led the way. We came to a four
way stop sign. Two lanes in all four directions. Two bikes per
lane. That makes 16 bikes all ready to go next. This was not for
the faint of heart. Who goes next? ME!!!!
The road we were on was not main street and we road out of
town almost as quickly as we had entered it. Ten miles later, in
slow moving traffic, our group of four bikes and one truck
arrived at the Glencoe campground. There was a flat rate of
$50 per person to get a wristband that allowed you to stay in
the campground, at which point you were on your own. There
were no assigned places to camp. Somehow Tom and I got
separated from the group right at the entrance. The campground
was a maze of twisting little passages all leading  where?
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With twelve thousand people in this small area, finding my
group would prove impossible, so we went back to the entrance
and just waited. About a half hour later one of the group came
to get Tom and myself. They had managed to find a spot to
camp that had some shade, which was important because it was
so very hot. We unpacked, set up our tents, had a pop, and
decided to go to town to see what was happening, and get some
supper.

Our group parked in the parking lot of a supermarket. Parking
was hard to find, even for our motorcycles, it was so crowded.
On the corner heading into main street was a free Gatorade
stand run by senior citizens. Because it was so hot, it was easy
to get dehydrated and these stands were a welcome service
provided by the towns people.
Main street was an unbelievable sight. It was about five blocks
long and blocked off to car traffic. There was single angle
parking at the curbs and double angle parking in the center of
the street. This left two eight foot wide lanes for bikes to move
along, which they did, continuously. For five blocks there was
almost no open space to park a bike. About ninety percent of
the bikes were Harley's. Interspersed between the regular
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Harley's were some of the most unusual bikes I have ever seen.
There were "rat" bikes, trikes, sidecars, customs, vintage bikes,
choppers, a dual engined Harley, and the most unusual, a 5000
cc V twin made from two cylinders, cut off of a Merlin V
twelve aircraft engine. There was a constant thunder of bikes
along main street but when that 5000 cc bike started up you
could hear it all over town above all the other noise.
In the side streets there was row after row of vendors selling
food, drinks, biker clothing, anything in leather all at rock
bottom prices, and of course, an endless supply of Harley
parts. It was like a fair, a parade, a carnival, and an exhibition
all rolled into one. There were so many people it was hard to
move from one place to another. We managed to find the
registration office where there was a large world map on the
wall. You could put a pin on the map to mark the city from
which you came. People had come from as far away as
Australia to be at this rally.
That evening we had pop, beer, and snacks back at the
campground. The campground had no logic to its layout. It was
on about a half section of land, some of it treed, with a stream
meandering through it. It was grassy and campers formed little
pods on the landscape, and little roadways formed between the
pods. There was a constant stream of bikes on these little
roadways. The campground owners had set up garbage cans
and portapottys throughout the grounds, but not enough of
them and I entered one portapotty near our camp spot where
the excrement level had reached the seat rim.
Near our camping area was a group of people from Germany,
and beyond them, a different group who had came all the way
from Australia. Another group, with a table supporting a
military flag, claimed to be Vietnam Vets, and were trying to
raise money for disabled vets. Our group, the Canadian group,
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as we were called in this little united nations, had the most
diverse collection of bikes. A Norton, Moto Guzzi, BMW,
Honda, and a Virago.
Showers were available at the registration office at the grounds
entrance. They were large, but even so there was a lineup to get
in. Once inside the men's shower area I found that, oh!, there is
a woman in here too. Good for her, I thought. The lineup for
the women's shower was a lot longer than for the men's. There
were also clean toilets available, which was a relief.
Back at our camp spot it was getting twilight, and a random
bike parade was going past. Custom bikes, vintage bikes and
bikes with ladies on the back who were quite willing to pull up
their T shirts whenever they passed a sign that said "Show Us
Your Tits". This got Tom rather excited and me facing a moral
dilemma, and Mike, egging Tom on by saying, "Tom we need
to make our own sign!". Mike pulled a piece of cardboard out
of a garbage can and scribbled on it "Show Your Tits", and he
and Tom held it up along the side of the trail. It was hilarious,
and at the same time I felt like I was being a terrible father for
exposing my child to this blatant display of sexuality.
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My Calvinist upbringing was raising its ugly head. It was quite
alright to burn your former friend at the stake, in public, which
Calvin did, because his former friend disagreed with him over
some theological point, but it was a mortal sin to see, talk, or
think about anything involving sex. This puritanical attitude
still pervades north American society where it is considered
patriotic for a little ten year old girl to carry a sign in a parade
that says "Support our Troops", but it is considered obscene for
a fourteen year old boy to carry a sign that says "Show Your
Tits". We support our troops for pillaging maiming and killing,
men, women, and children in a country that never attacked us,
but if a tit falls out of a dress on public TV, it is a national
crisis. What a screwed up society we live in.
It was getting dark, and some one at the next camp spot yelled
"Smokie Burn Out!". A young man poured a cup of water in
the dirt under the back tire of his seventy four cubic inch
Harley. A crowd started to form and four big bikers dug in their
heels in the dirt, and held the front of the bike. The young man
put the bike in gear and the back tire started to spin. Smoke
started to pour out of the back fender of the bike. The smoke
got more intense and started to obscure the bike itself. The bike
went into top gear. There was thick black smoke everywhere.
finally the spinning tire went pop and the bike wobbled off.
"Smokie burn out. Smokeer till she pops!" yelled the young
biker.
"Now what is he going to do, he has a ruined back tire?" I said
to Mike.
"Well, tomorrow he will just go into town and get another one"
Mike said.
In the morning, when we woke up, we saw two guys yelling at
each other about twenty feet from our camping area. A guy
from Iowa called a big guy from Texas some name, and the
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next thing we knew they were in the dust hitting each other.
One of our group tried to jump in and separate them. "Hey!
We're here to have fun, not to fight", but he was held back by
two big bikers who said in a soft voice "Look, but don't get
involved".
A small lady came running up to the fighters and grabbed both
by the hair. "You woke me up!" she yelled at them as she
yanked them apart. The two separated and left in opposite
directions and that was that.
Iowa had a bloody nose. I am sure that if either guy had laid a
hand on the lady, twenty five people would have instantly
pounced on them. There was probably not a safer place for a
woman anywhere than in that campground. Later in the day the
guy from Texas apologized to us for having created a
disturbance.
Considering how many people attended the rally the actual lack
of violence was truly amazing. To my knowledge no one was
killed, a few people were arrested for drunkenness, there were a
few accidents of a minor sort, and the police kept a low profile.
Compare this to what happened in Edmonton after an Oilers
hockey game where a riot ensued resulting in major property
damage, a police confrontation, arrests, and people getting hurt.
Sturgis was truly amazing. Most people were very well
behaved, and I know there were rival bike gangs present that
week.
Our group went to town for breakfast. In a church basement we
got a great pancake breakfast for five dollars, served by elderly
parishioners. It was almost comical to see these friendly old
people walking around with extra pancakes and coffee and
serving this mass of leather clad, bandanna wearing dirty
looking bikers. Mike said to me "Look at you, your wearing tan
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corduroy pants and a striped shirt, and you ride a Yamaha for
Pete's sake. You don't fit in here! You're the rebel" He was
right of course. In this sea of bikers I was the nonconformist.
By now my son Tom had acquired a black T shirt and a black
bandanna and he fit right in. Oh well! As one spiritual teacher
once told me, or it might have been my Dad, "Never do as
others do".
We walked around the town, looked at the bikes and vendors
and saw the excellent motorcycle museum in town. In the late
afternoon, after more food, we went to see the vintage flat track
races. This was held on a half mile dirt oval which is twice the
size of a high school track and field oval. The track is a flat
hard packed dirt oval about forty feet wide and the bikes were
coming around at probably eighty miles an hour. As the bikes
turn left, the front wheel is pointed to the right and the back
wheel is spinning. The bike is low to the ground and the rider is
keeping it upright with his left foot, which is sliding on the dirt.
His left boot is covered with a steel shoe so it can slide and the
whole thing looks impossible and very dangerous. I had only
seen movies of this type of riding up to now and had always
admired this ability to control a bike and I had no idea how it
was done.
This was a vintage race but that doesn't mean it was slow.
There were Triumphs, BSA's, and other British bikes, as well
and an Indian 500 cc twin. The 500 cc Indian was built in the
early 1950's and was reputed to be the bike to cause the
downfall of the Indian factory, because of it's unreliability.
True to form the Indian broke down on the track. The fastest
bike on the track was a 650 cc Yamaha. The Yamaha was from
1969 and it was hard to think that this Japanese bike was now
considered vintage.
"Indian Bikes" was the theme for this years rally and there were
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a number of beautifully restored Indian Chiefs sitting under a
tent in the pit crew area. I also saw my first four cylinder
Indian. These were built in the 1930's and they were beautifully
restored by Bob Stark of Starklite Cycle in California. Bob
Stark is well know in the world of Indian Motorcycle
restoration.

In one heat an unrestored bike from around 1914 was entered.
This V twin with the words American Legion still visible on
the rusted gas tank, had been obtained from a ninetytwo year
old widow somewhere in New England. It had not run since the
1950's and was a Board Track racer. Board Track racing used
to be done on wooden ovals in front of grand stands and was
popular in the early twentieth century. The bike was started up,
and to a standing ovation, was allowed to win it's heat. This
was followed by a parade of fifteen Indian Motorcycles around
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the track. This was truly a highlight of my time in Sturgis.
The Sturgis rally is unique in many ways. It is essentially a
Harley rally, but there are other Harley rallies across North
America. It is a very large rally, but Daytona Bike week in
Florida is larger. What makes the Sturgis rally unique is place.
A small town in the Black Hills of South Dakota.
I have been there three times, well, four times if you include
my first long bike trip of 1989, and it has taken me a while to
come to grips with what I have seen and experienced. I
attended the 50th anniversary of 1990. I went back again in
1997, and in the year 2000 I went back again, taking along my
wife Bertha.
By 2000 the rally had changed and it was getting harder to see
the insights I gained at the 1997 rally. To me what Sturgis
represents and what makes it unique is that it is a 'Gathering of
the Tribes'. 'Gathering of the Tribes' is a north American Indian
concept, not a European concept. This is important because the
people who attend the Sturgis rally are predominantly of white
European descent. What could they possibly have in common
with the North American Indian and why do they gather at this
place?
First of all, the place. The Black Hills of South Dakota is a
place of great beauty. It contains a number of large caves and
national monuments. The Mt. Rushmore Memorial is in the
Black Hills, as is the even larger Crazy Horse Memorial. Crazy
Horse was a Sioux Chief who had been a great warrior and had
never surrendered to the white man. The Black Hills was once
a sacred hunting ground to the Sioux nation. Great herds of
buffalo once roamed the prairie grasslands surrounding the
Black Hills. The many Sioux tribes, would gather in this area to
exchange goods and hold ceremonies. It has always been a
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native gathering place, and it is also the area where the final
genocide of the north American Indians, as a nation, took
place.
Custer's last stand took place here. The massacre at Wounded
Knee took place here. And the last remaining Indians were
rounded up and put on reservations in this area, where they
were then systematically starved. This was the place of the end
of the free plains Indian, and what I want to emphasize is the
word free. What the Sturgis rally represents to me is Native
American values, and freedom.
Robert Pirsig in his book "LiLa" makes a great case for western
values really being Indian values. He asserts that the
frontiersmen, the mountain men and the western pioneers did
not bring European values to the Indian, but instead adopted
the native value system for themselves. Phrases like, to be "the
strong silent type" or to be a "straight shooter" can be used to
describe both the cowboy, and the Indian. The man with these
values does not speak with a "forked tongue". That is a
European concept. The native people of the west have a
generosity of spirit while also being reserved and dignified. In
speech they can be direct and plainspoken and can give an
impression of being badmannered and insolent. Above all
there is the idea of freedom and independence.
The motorcycle represents this idea. It represents freedom. The
motorcycle is to the horse what the buggy is to the car. The car
represents a cage, the motorcycle (horse) represents freedom.
And no motorcycle represents this idea better than the Harley
Davidson. It is an American Motorcycle. In 1990 it was the
only American motorcycle and it represents American values.
Western American values. Native American Values. The
Harley of today looks a lot like the Harley built in the 1930's.
This is intentional and the fact that parts for the machines come
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from all over the world and that the redesign of the engine was
done in Germany is irrelevant. What is being sold is an idea.
The western idea of freedom. And the same way that a cowboy
hat and western clothing worn to a country and western bar, in
the middle of a big city, is a way to try and regain some control
over one's life, so too the lawyer or dentist facing a midlife
crisis might buy a Harley to try and obtain that freedom from
the pressures of modern society. And once a year they come to
Sturgis for a "gathering of the tribes".
In 1997 I made it a point to visit the Wounded Knee memorial
in the southern part of the Black Hills. It was interesting to see
bikers in their leathers paying homage to the old men, women
and children, who had been slaughtered in this valley in 1890
by the US government, using the equivalent of several machine
guns. The 200 dead Sioux had been thrown into a mass grave at
this site. I think those of us looking at the grave marker
understood that this did not represent a battle of good white
man verses bad Indian. It represented a death of freedom.
An old native man hobbled up to me at this spot and with great
emotion said to me. "This is the place, this is where it
happened". I had never seen a native man with such an open
expression of emotion. He was not referring to the 1890
massacre but to the 1973 incident which took place in a small
church near the Wounded Knee Memorial. In 1973, a large
group of armed Native Americans reclaimed Wounded Knee in
the name of the Lakota Nation. They held out for 71 days
against the Bureau of Indian Affairs (BIA) demanding their
treaty rights. In the end when the siege was over the
government made nearly 1200 arrests. This was followed by
three years of FBI and BIA instigated harassment and arrests
and unsolved murders.
Outraged by the governments actions, Marlon Brando, who
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was then active in native rights politics, refused his academy
award as a public sign of protest. For 71 days the Lakota
people in that small church experienced traditional life
including birth, marriage, and death. For a short time freedom
lived.
In some way, the phenomenon of Sturgis is about this. It is a
gathering of the tribes and an attempt to regain one's freedom.
In 1997 when I next went back to Sturgis we heard music in
one corner of the Glencoe campground. When John, Mike, his
wife, and I went to check it out, a man came up to us and said.
"Every year I come here and I come early so I can camp by this
tree." He pointed to a large weeping willow next to a small
stream. "I consider this my tree and I come here every year,
and this year I arranged for this band to play for us. Here have
a beer and some food and feel free to stay." We stayed till the
wee hours of the morning.
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Chapter 17. Vive le Quebec
This is a chapter about control  not only trying to control the
events in one's life, but also trying to control the people in one's
life. Control requires an incredible expenditure of energy. So
much so that we do not notice the perfect moments happening
all around us, because we are too busy doing other things . . .
namely trying to be in control.
Part of the "being in control" aspect of my life is cultural. The
man must be the provider. You must control your kids. You
must work hard. You must get good grades in school. You
must get ahead in your job. Being in control was also taught by
my parents. My Dad was the perfect person to teach control.
He planned all the family activities. His emotions were always
under control. He ran organizations and was the chairperson at
meetings. And he planned all of the family holidays. This is
what a man does. He is in control.
This is a very difficult thought pattern to unlearn, because
ultimately the only thing you can control is yourself, and even
this is a very difficult task, one at which most of us are not
successful.
I like being in control of a motorcycle. A great feeling of
satisfaction comes over me from being in control of a two
wheeled machine. The other day I was riding a twentysix year
old Suzuki  GN400 single built in 1981. The machine has a lot
of faults. It vibrates badly. The seating position is wrong. The
pulled back buckhorn handlebars puts a strain on the arms and
a limit on maneuverability. If you decelerate too quickly the
engine gets starved for fuel and the machine will stall, and
since it only has a kick start you don't want to stall it in traffic,
because to kick start a 400cc single requires a specified
procedure that takes time.
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All of this I know because I am in control. I also know that the
GN400 will pull away quickly from a stoplight and its low
center of gravity and light weight makes it easy to flick
between lanes in traffic. It is surprisingly maneuverable for a
mini chopper built in the early Eighties. Part of the satisfaction
from riding an old machine like this, comes from understanding
its quirks and limitations and being able to control them. This is
a legitimate form of control. It's when we try to control the
events in our lives and other people that we run into trouble.
Tom and I had parted from our Canadian group in Sturgis and
went home by ourselves. We left the black hills in the pouring
rain heading for Montana, and three days later we were home.
The Virago had run well on that trip but there were still
sparkling metal bits in the oil when I did my next oil change.
My feeling was that the problem was only going to get worse
and I needed to get rid of this bike.
I used to visit a bike shop run by a man called Jim who did bike
repairs and bought and sold used bikes in Edmonton. In early
1991 I was in Jim's shop and described the problem with my
Virago to him. He suggested I might just want to trade it in so I
looked at his collection of used bikes.
One bike caught my eye. It was a 1985 BMW R80GS PD. I
have never liked BMW's. They don't look right. Those two
cylinders sticking out sideways looked like they were just
waiting to hit something or scrape the ground in a turn. And I
had always felt that BMW owners had an attitude. I felt BMW
owners acted superior and were arrogant. And they tended to
talk with strong German accents. Just like I didn't like the
attitude of Harley owners, I didn't like the attitude of BMW
owners. But I was also becoming disillusioned with Japanese
bikes and the BMW was the most interesting bike in Jim's
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shop. It had removable fiberglass bags and a very large 30 liter
gas tank on which a signature was written. The signature was
that of Gaston Rahier, winner of the 1984 and 1985 Paris to
Dakar rally. The PD in the model name stood for Paris Dakar
and the signature on the tank meant this was a special, to
commemorate BMW's 198485 win in what is arguably the
most difficult crosscountry race in the world  a race run by
cars, trucks, and motorcycles, mostly through the Sahara desert.
And BMW had won this race two years in a row.
This was no ordinary BMW. It was a limited edition dual
purpose bike with very low mileage. I could live with that.
"How Much?" I asked Jim.
"Five thousand" he replied.
"Well then I want two thousand for my Virago" I said, never
expecting him to agree because of what I had told him about
the metal in the oil.
"Bring it in and let me have a look at it" he replied.
"And I want to keep the Buco wind screen" I said.
I brought the Virago in. Jim took it for a short ride, and we
made a deal. He agreed to pay me two thousand dollars for the
Virago, the same as I had paid for it, and I got to keep the
windshield. So for an extra three thousand, I was now a BMW
owner. I don't know what happened to the Virago, but Jim put
the original gas tank on the bike, and he sold the tank I had
spent so much time trying to paint, separately, to another
member of the CVMG. I later helped install my old tank on
that club member's '81 Virago. He later gave that bike to his
son in Calgary where my old tank is still being used today.
My plan was simple. Bertha and I would each take one son on
the back of our bikes, and I would get a third bike, for my
daughter Renee to ride, and our family would make a trip
across Canada. I had been taking my kids out on the Virago
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and teaching them how to ride it, and I felt confident that I
could pull this off. After all, I made the plans for our family
and everything would fall into line because . . . I was in control.
Alas, it was not to be. Renee did not want to go on a cross
Canada motorcycle ride. When I informed her that she would
have to travel light, with no hair drier and a minimum of extra
clothes, she didn't want to go. It was beyond my
comprehension why a young girl would not want to ride a
motorcycle across the country. I guess I didn't understand
young girls. But worse than that, I was losing control of my
family.
So we let Renee stay in our house with a friend, while Bertha,
the boys and myself went to Quebec.
"No parties or more than one or two friends over at a time. And
no overnight stays!" Bertha and I said.
So the four of us planned our trip across Canada. We made
exploratory trips into the country and I started planning how I
would load four people, two tents, four sleeping bags, four
sleeping pads, and enough clothing for four weeks all on two
bikes, one a cruiser with a small tank, and the other a dual
purpose bike. We also needed good rain gear for everyone,
leather jackets, boots, gloves, and helmets with face shields.
All of this was obtained in the spring of 1991.
It is never fun leaving on a motorcycle trip in the rain. I have
learned to ride in almost any kind of weather by now, and I
even like a day of rain because the air has a different smell and
the motorcycle runs different. Often it runs better because of
the denser, more humid air. But to start a trip in the rain gives it
a somber, ominous feeling.
We left home on the July long weekend, 1991, (the beginning
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of 6 days of riding in the rain), wearing three dark colored and
one bright yellow rain suits. We all had "Totes" rubber over
boots on, over our leather riding boots. First you have to slip a
plastic bag over your leather boot before you can pull on the
"Totes", because the rubber "Totes" are almost impossible to
pull on over leather. But as long as water doesn't dribble in
from the top of the "Totes", your feet will stay dry and warm,
and that is important because there is nothing worse than cold
feet when riding a bike.

The real problem with riding in the rain is that rubber rain suits
don't breath very well. They contain your body moisture and it
can feel like you are riding in a sauna or like you just stepped
out of a shower and are getting chilled. There are vents on the
suits that help a little, but for the most part, rubber rain suits are
uncomfortable. Fortunately modern motorcycle clothing has
solved this problem with materials that will breath properly and
still keep rain out, but our family didn't have them in 1991, so
whenever it stopped raining we would stop and pack up the
rain gear as soon as possible. This would became a regular
ritual on our trip across Canada.
The first day we traveled east as far as Saskatoon. A long
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freight train traveled beside us for part of the way. The
Engineer would wave to us and we would wave to him. It felt
like we had a companion who was encouraging us as we rode
through the rain.
I had been leading on my BMW, and this was a mistake. We
got separated as soon as we entered Saskatoon and came to a T
intersection. I could see Bertha turning the wrong way in my
rear view mirror. I made a U turn and sped up to catch her
before we became permanently separated. This could become a
real problem since we did not have cell phones, and there was
just no way we could find each other if we were ever separated.
Bertha did not feel comfortable riding real close to another bike
so from here, I decided that Bertha would be in the lead. I had
no problems riding close to her when we were in congested
areas, so I gave up the "leadership" position in order not to
become separated. The next morning we again left in a heavy
rain storm.
Bertha's Virago had a very small gas tank. With its heavy load
and our brisk speed she had a range of about 110 kilometers
before the bike was on reserve. And then she had about another
20 kilometers before the bike was out of gas. This happened
somewhere in eastern Saskatchewan. Bertha was about 1/4
kilometer ahead of me when she pulled over, in the rain, to the
side of the road.
"What's wrong?" I asked
"I'm out of gas." Bertha replied
"Well why didn't you get some at the last town?" I asked
"I thought I could make it to the next town. I'm all wet and I
didn't want to get off the bike in the rain!" she said.
The BMW has a 32 liter tank. I had lots of gas, but the question
was  how to get it into the Virago. We needed a container so
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we started looking in the ditch for anything that would serve
the need. One of the boys found a pint chocolate milk
container. It was a bit soggy but it would have to do. I
disconnected the gas line on the BMW and poured over several
pints of gas into her bike. Enough to get to the next town and a
service station.
Later in the day we crossed into Manitoba and stopped at a
small town to get more gas and some coffee to warm up. Two
RCMP officers warned us about bad road conditions ahead and
more heavy rain. We went as far as Portage la Prairie that day,
and found a motel. Everyone was grumpy.
"You think this is fun! I'm miserable, and I'm wet down to my
shorts!" Brent yelled at us. Sure enough his rain suit had a
problem. The rubber and nylon were starting to separate and
water was getting in. I had a large roll of duct tape with me,
and made patches to his rain suit. This was to become a nightly
ritual for all of us.
"OK, give me your rain suits and show me where they are
leaking". I would say. Our rain suits became very stiff after a
while because of all the duct tape, but at least we were staying
dry . . . sort of .
We were eating supper that night, in the restaurant by the
motel, when Bertha had a suggestion. "We should change our
names for this trip. It would be fun, and we wouldn't be yelling
at each other, but at a different person" she said.
So I became Frank, Bertha became Lorraine, Brent was Barry
and Tom was Chuck.
"Frankly Frank, I'm not having a lot of fun" Bertha said.
"Don't be a pain Lorraine!" I replied.
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The next morning we left in rain and skirted around Winnipeg
stopping only for gas, much to the protestations of Barry and
Chuck.
"There is nothing to see in Winnipeg" I said.
"So when are we going to SEE something!" the boys replied.
We rode on into Ontario and stopped for the night at Lake of
the Woods at a little town called Sioux Narrows. We gave the
boys some money to eat on their own and explore the town,
while Bertha and I ate at a small restaurant overlooking the
lake. The view was beautiful. The rain had stopped and it was
starting to feel like a holiday. Seeing Bertha look out the
window at the mist over the pine trees across the lake, was
another perfect moment.

Unfortunately perfect moments don't last very long. The next
morning started out dry but by late afternoon it was raining
heavily as we entered Thunder Bay. We found a motel, and
after a few rain suit repairs we went out to get a new rear tire
for the Virago. We then went to see a model railroad museum
that had been advertised somewhere, and was located on the
water front inside an old train station. It was just a short ride to
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the museum. It wasn't raining at the time, so we left the rain
suits in the motel. A few hours later, we ended up riding back
to the motel in a downpour and literally got soaked to the skin
because we had no rain suits on.
The next morning we left Thunder Bay in heavy rain. This part
of the TransCanada highway, along northern Lake Superior, is
a narrow two lane road with a lot of truck traffic. Trying to pass
an 18 wheeler in a heavy rain storm is a very dangerous
maneuver, especially on a motorcycle. With no windshield
wiper , both it and your face shield get covered with spray. You
take your life in your hands every time you pull out to pass. At
one point I pulled out in front of Bertha and told her pull over
at the next restaurant. We had to stop and wait for the
downpour to subside or we could have a serious accident. I
remember the four of us walking into a restaurant, dripping
water all over the place, and feeling very alive. The locals
looked at us as though we were crazy.
An hour later the rain had stopped, we were back on the road,
and Brent was singing at the top of his lungs behind me. Mood
swings like this can happen on a bike. One minute you can be
in the dumps, and the next minute you are riding high. An hour
later we made another stop, at a little bay, and the boys and I
went skinny dipping in Lake Superior. Somewhere at this bay,
Brent lost his wallet. It had $65 in it. His savings from a whole
winters work delivering flyers. That was a real blow for him,
but he took it in stride.
We ride on. Tom is now behind me. The boys were changing
bikes every time we stopped. Both boys wore glasses. It is
raining again. Tom is pounding me on my back.
"What?" I yell.
"My Glasses, I lost a lens" he replied.
"Where is it?" I ask.
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"Back there on the road". I keep going. It is pointless to stop
and look for that needle in a hay stack.
We are now starting to appreciate just how big Canada is. A
whole day's ride and we were still beside Lake Superior. The
next day we had breakfast at Sault Ste. Marie and continued
east toward Sudbury. The sun is now shining and we take off
our rain suits. In the next town, North Bay, Bertha has a
moment of panic. Up to this point her riding has been
magnificent for a rider of her limited experience. Many people
would have just given up with all that rain, but not her. We are
on a very steep hill pointing down, waiting for a traffic light. I
pull up beside her, holding on to the front brake of my bike, my
feet on the ground. I see panic on Bertha's face.
"What do I do?" she asks.
"When the light changes, just release the brake and let the bike
coast. Then let the clutch out" I say. She does as instructed and
all is fine. I hate to think what could have happened if our two
overloaded bikes had been stopped on the uphill side of that
stoplight.
We spend the night in the town of Mattawa on the Ottawa river
and do our laundry as the boys explore the town. The next day
we find a campsite on the outskirts of Ottawa. It has finally
stopped raining and we can set up a tent. Six days of rain to
reach Ottawa, our first major destination.
Ottawa is the political capitol of Canada. This is evident
everywhere  in its people, architecture and museums. We rode
into town from our campsite, and parked somewhere close to a
parliament administration building. Bertha quickly pulled off
her leather pants and bike gear. She had on a pair of shorts
underneath and a short sleeved white top. And before my eyes
she transformed herself from biker babe to sophisticated tourist
woman in less than thirty seconds. Two young women across
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the street walked over to us. "Wow, you rode all the way from
Alberta to Ottawa. That's really great. I hope you have a good
time here." One of them said. We spent several days in Ottawa
seeing the sights. Once we even took a bus from the
campground (the last bus stop) into town for the day.
I was especially interested in seeing the Aviation Museum, and
it proved to be worth the trip. Outside was a private helicopter
company offering 20 minute rides over the Parliament
Buildings. The small helicopter could take two passengers at a
time and a ride cost $85. We were on a tight budget, but to the
boys delight and surprise, I told them to go. Bertha and I went a
half hour later. The pilot pointed out the Governor General's
house, the Prime minister's house, and the features of the
parliament buildings, as we flew over at 1,000 feet. I cannot
imagine being able to do this in today's climate of fear. It is one
of the best snap decisions I have ever made, and another perfect
moment.
Our next stop was to be Quebec City. Over protestations, I
wanted to bypass Montreal. I just couldn't face the prospect of
that large metropolis full of French speaking people. Our goal
had always been Quebec City so we went north of Montreal,
bypassing that great city. At the first gas station in the province
of Quebec a man runs up to me. "I see you are riding a BMW. I
am a member of the BMW club here. If you have any problems
at all call this number." he said as he hands me his card. What a
great welcome. As we make more stops, we are quickly finding
out that, yes indeed, most people in Quebec speak French. It is
one thing to know this, but another to experience it.
It was a long day's ride to Quebec City, and we enter the city at
rush hour. We are on a freeway and there is nothing to do but
go with the flow. This was an industrial area and we were
looking for a motel, but we didn't pass any. After a half hour of
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hard riding we find ourselves in the heart of the city, on a hill.
We pull into a parking area to get our bearings. I feel totally
lost and confused. I see a business man with a briefcase and ask
him. "Pardon Messieur. Ou A a Motel?" This is all that remains
of my high school French.
"Do you speak English?" he replies. I am so relieved, and
explain to him that we are trying to find a motel. "There are no
motels anywhere around here." he says "If you can wait ten
minutes, I will be back and will lead you to the motel district."
We end up following his car for twenty minutes as he brings us
to an area where there are several motels. I thank him profusely
and he refuses any offer of payment.
What a great introduction to the province of Quebec. All the
bad stories we had been told seem totally false. Once again
people are basically kind, considerate, and helpful, no matter
where you go.
If Ottawa is the political capital of Canada, then Quebec is the
historical capital. We end up taking a bus from our motel that
goes right into old Quebec City. It is like stepping into an old
part of Europe. We just don't have buildings and churches that
are several hundred years old out on the prairies. The boys are
amazed that we are actually walking on the Plains of Abraham
that they had only read about in school. There is so much
history here that it is hard to take it all in. We delight in
walking the narrow streets and eating in the outdoor cafes.
On the boardwalk in front of the Hotel Frontenac a man comes
up to me and asks which chapter of the CVMG I am a member
of as I am wearing my CVMG sweatshirt. He tells me he is a
member of one of the eastern chapters, and we spend a few
minutes talking old bikes. Again I am impressed with the
friendliness of the people here.
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That evening we attend an outdoor concert in a park. There are
several thousand young people here. We attempt to find out the
name of the group, from a group of teenage girls. They speak
little English and we speak even less French, but somehow we
manage to communicate. A street person strikes up a
conversation with me in English. Our conversation quickly
becomes philosophical. I realize I am in the presence of some
one who is not at all what he seems. This man has a great
grasp of the human condition, and we spend the next twenty
minutes talking. Our conversation seems to transcend time and
space. Another perfect moment? Or as my wife might say "I'm
just full of it."
We call our daughter back in Edmonton. "How are you" we
ask.
"I feel terrible. I'm sick. Are you coming home soon?" Renee
says. It turns out she has mononucleosis. Her friend had left her
and Renee was alone, aided by our good neighbor, Marty. She
ends up staying with my brother and his wife, who take good
care of her, but at the time we felt somewhat worried about her
and helpless.
We leave Quebec City to head south across the St. Lawrence
river and then turn west. At Montreal we crossed to the north of
the river and found traveling there very stressful. We were
heading for Kingston but it was too far so we stopped at a
campground in Grenville Park along the St. Lawrence. We ate
in camp that night. It was buggy but it was also the first time
we ever saw fire flies.
The next day we went to Kingston and spent five hours touring
Fort Henry. We stopped for gas and at the next stoplight I
asked Bertha,
"Did you pay for the gas?"
"No" she said "Didn't you?"
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"No" I said
"What should we do?" She asks.
"Ride on" I reply. By now we could be in more trouble if we go
back than if we just keep going.
I insisted that we continue on to a campground in Hamilton,
near Toronto, and make that our base to see Toronto and
Niagara Falls. Bertha wasn't happy with that, she wanted to
stop, but soon we are on the 401 heading for Toronto. The road
is wide, divided, and busy with fast moving traffic. It is all I
can do to keep up with Bertha. She is not in a good mood. It
turns out her bike is a little faster than mine and when she is far
ahead I have a hard time catching her. She is doing a steady
140 km/hour (84mph) and the gap between us is widening. At
one point the road splits.
"Turn Right" I yell, as if it would do any good. If she goes left
we will go into metro Toronto, and in the heavy traffic we
could easily get separated. She goes right. The strain of the trip,
and the responsibility, is starting to take its toll on me. We end
up at a campsite outside Toronto at about 9PM and phone
home from the campground. Renee is staying at my brother's, it
turns out, so at least that worry is taken care of.
This campground will be our base, from which we explore the
Toronto area. On one day trip we ride into Toronto and Bertha
drops her bike. We are in a parking lot where I make a tight U
turn and back into a parking stall. Bertha tries to do the same,
but her bike has a much larger turning radius, and she ends up
locking the handle bars all the way over to one side. This
makes for an uncontrollable bike, and she and Tom go down.
No one is hurt, but Bertha is very shook up. I have seen very
experienced riders do the same maneuver on an unfamiliar
bike, locking the handlebar to one side, and go down. I was not
able, at the time, to explain to her what she was doing wrong.
She wanted comfort, and I failed to give her that.
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The BMW needed a new rear tire so we picked one up at a
Kawasaki shop in the city of Hamilton, on our way to see
Niagara Falls. After seeing the falls and the surrounding area,
the boys and I get separated from Bertha. We spent half an
hour looking for her. In my mind, my greatest fear had finally
happened. When I finally saw her in the distance I was furious
and stomped toward her. She must have seen the anger on my
face, and to diffuse it she started to stomp toward me. A part of
me saw the humor of the situation and the angry part of me just
went into a sulk. The strain of the trip was finally getting to me.
The boys bought a Frisbee which they used the rest of the trip.
From here on the pressure eased up. A man on an old 1976
BMW rode with us most of that day when we left Toronto. The
weather was warm, and soon turned hot. We crossed into the
U.S. at Sarnia and turned north at the deserted city of Flint,
Michigan. It was strange, seeing all those closed auto factories
in a city made famous by Michael Moore's documentary
"Roger and Me". We stopped for the night on the west side of
Lake Huron in Bay City, Michigan.
The next day we headed north and west and camped at
Manistique on Lake Michigan. While the boys swam and
played Frisbee, Bertha and I went to a small bar nearby where
we spent part of the evening. From there it was on to Duluth
where we got a motel. It was hot, and there was a huge thunder
storm. Brent and I toured an old "whale back" freighter while
Tom and Bertha ordered pizza. They were tired and didn't want
to tour the ship. It had been a long day. Next day we would be
leaving the Great Lakes and Brent remembers swimming in all
five of them.
It was damp when we left Duluth at 6:30 in the morning.
Breakfast was at Leech Lake where we ate delicious fry bread.
We rode 675 KM that day to the town of Rugby, North Dakota.
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It was so hot we were riding without jackets on. The motel had
a pool, and the restaurant had a 'happy hour' where we talked
with a man who was riding a Gold Wing. Turns out we had
common acquaintances back in Edmonton. It's a small world.
We rode around the small town without helmets on. The cool
breeze felt good on our heads.
The next day we crossed into Saskatchewan at Estevan. I had
bought a large bottle of vodka at the duty free shop.
Somewhere, before we made it home, that glass bottle would
crack, and my saddlebag and its contents would reek of
alcohol. We stopped at a restaurant somewhere near Moose
Jaw. I made a tight U turn in the gravel parking lot and backed
my bike into a parking stall. Bertha again tried to do the same
thing as me, and again went down, this time in front of a
restaurant full of people. She was mortified and stomped off
away from the restaurant toward a small river, while the boys
and I picked up her bike. There was a large puddle of oil on the
ground that seemed to have come out of the air filter of her
bike. I got the bike running, but it was running rough. Half way
from Moose Jaw to Saskatoon we got a motel and I started to
work on the bike.
Because of the way the bike had fallen, the engine oil had come
out, through the engine head breather pipe, and into the air
filter. After cleaning it all out with gasoline, the engine ran
fine. What I remember most, while working on the bike, was
being molested by the worst plague of mosquitoes I have ever
experienced. You can't really swat your face and neck when
your hands are covered in gasoline so you try, unsuccessfully
to use your wrist or arm, with the result that the little buggers
just move on to a new location. Soon there is a cloud hovering
around. It is like they know you are helpless.
The next day we traveled back to Edmonton. The sky was clear
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and the weather was cold. We wore all the clothes we had with
us and still we shivered. Three days previous we had been so
hot that it was almost unbearable. This is the reality of touring
on a bike. You are always immersed in the elements with no
heater or air conditioning. You don't just see the country, you
fully experience it in every way.
Our crossCanada trip had a great impact on all of our lives.
Both boys have a love for traveling, and they are willing to
accept whatever happens on the road. Accepting situations for
what they are and letting go of control was my biggest lesson,
and I don't think I have fully learned that lesson yet. It still
amazes me that my wife made that trip on her overloaded
motorcycle with her lack of experience. We all gained a great
appreciation for the size, diversity, and beauty of the country of
Canada and an appreciation for the goodness of its people. You
can never get that from an airplane or from a TV screen or in
an airconditioned car.
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Chapter 18 The Honda XL500
On our garage wall is a small bird house in which a pair of
sparrows made a nest. In the spring Bertha and I would watch
as the parents worked all day to feed and raise the three chicks.
If other birds approached the nest the male sparrow would
chase them away, and he kept a constant lookout for predators
or rival sparrows. At one point a brave chick dropped out of the
nest and flew to a nearby tree. To encourage the other two
chicks to come out of the nest, the female would force the
remaining chicks to stick their heads out of the birdhouse in
order to be fed. Within a few days, all three chicks were flying
about.
To our great surprise the female laid three more eggs that
spring in the same birdhouse. There is a power line between
the house and the garage that runs right next to the bird house,
on which the parents would land. From there they would scout
around before they hopped to the birdhouse to feed the three
new chicks. One day the first of the chicks hopped out of the
birdhouse on to the wire and then flew to a tree. Soon the
second chick also left the nest, leaving just one last chick. This
last chick was reluctant to even stick its head out of the hole in
the birdhouse. Sometimes the two chicks that had already left,
would land on the wire chirping encouragement as the mother
made the chick reach for food.
Then one morning we watched as the the three original chicks,
plus the two new ones, and the father were all chirping and
chattering at the birdhouse. There was a great racket as the
mother perched on the birdhouse roof and was forcing the last
chick to stretch way up to reach for food. It overstretched, lost
its balance and fluttered to the ground; from there it flew up to
an apple tree, where it was followed by all the other sparrows.
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I don't know what, if anything, happens after that as far as
sparrow parenting goes. But it struck me how resourceful these
little birds were, and how strong the instinct is, to get the chicks
to leave the nest and become independent.
As humans living in a western nation, I sometimes think that
we are losing that skill. In today's complex world children stay
at home for a lot longer than they used to in order to get an
education, or find a job that pays enough for them to get out on
their own. If things don't work out or if kids can't find a good
paying job, it is not unusual for them to move back into the
house long after they should have been out on their own.
Raising children is not an instinctual process. How much do
you do for them, and how much do you have them do for
themselves? It's not an easy question. For instance, all three of
my children had bicycles and inevitably they would get flat
tires. At first I would fix the flat as the child watched, but as
they became teenagers I would say, "There are the tools. Get it
started, and if you have any problems, I will help you."
The tires would stay flat. Why is that? Our kids were not lazy,
neither were they incompetent. They just weren't interested.
From the kids point of view, dad is the one who fixes things,
while they did other things. It never ceases to amaze me how
children become good at things about which their parents
haven't a clue. I became good at fixing mechanical things that
my dad didn't understand. He was good at carpentry, but he
used hand tools. I used electrical tools. He hated electrical
tools.
Tom was 16 and he wanted his own motorbike. His brother
Brent wanted a car so Brent bought an old Volkswagen Beetle.
I learned to hate that car because inevitably I would have to fix
it, and deal with the calls of "Dad I'm in the middle of nowhere
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and the car won't start. Can you come get me?" That car was a
mechanical mess, but this story is about Tom's bike.
Throughout the decade of the 80's, motorcycles had become
more and more powerful. I encouraged Tom to get a smaller
bike, something under 500cc. This was still ten times bigger
than my first bike, but 750cc four cylinder bikes had become
the norm and were known as the "Universal Japanese Four", so
500cc was considered a smaller bike. We saw and tested
several bikes before we saw an ad in the paper for a low
mileage 1981 Honda XL500 for one thousand dollars.
"That's a dirt bike Dad!" Tom said.
"No Tom, it's a dual purpose bike! It's an ideal first bike" I
encouraged. "And . . . it was considered the years 'best buy' in a
cycle magazine report" I said.
We went to look at it. It was under a tarp, and hadn't been
started in several years, but it was complete with no sign that it
had been dropped. I got the price down to eight hundred
dollars, and Tom reluctantly bought it. I couldn't blame him
because it was not a running bike, but I saw the potential and
Tom allowed me to convince him.
Back home, we got a new battery for it, cleaned it up and got it
going. It was a kick start only bike, so I had to teach the boys
the procedure for kick starting a big single. This caused a few
frustrations, but after a while they both got the hang of it. The
bike had dual, counter rotating counterbalancers, so it was
smooth for a 500cc single. It had an unusually large twenty
three inch front wheel, meant for hopping over logs on fire
trails, and the bike only weighed 296 pounds and was easy to
handle. But the XL500 did have some issues. It had a very
small oil capacity and no oil filter, just a metal screen in the
engine sump. One day Tom said the bike was running rough,
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and he found that there was no oil registering on the dip stick.
There was a peat bog about four miles from our house that the
three of us would go to, to practice riding in the dirt. If one of
us got stuck, there were always two other people to help pull
him out. During the week, Tom would ride the bike to high
school.

That winter I bought another Bridgestone that had been stored
in a shed since the early 70s. The bike had been chopped. That
meant that the gas tank had been replaced with a peanut tank,
and the seat was replaced with a home made one. But the
owner had kept the original tank and seat, which were in as
new condition, and the frame and engine were unmodified. It
was an easy restoration, and in the summer of 1993, I wanted to
ride it to the "Biggar British Field Meet" in Biggar,
Saskatchewan. I thought it would be a great family event.
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Bertha, Tom and I would ride bikes, and Renee and Brent
would drive our Toyota van.
All started out well and we were about one hundred miles out
of Edmonton when Tom slowed down and stopped. The engine
had quit and would no longer turn over. "Did you check the oil
before you left Edmonton, Tom?"
"No"
We took off the twenty three inch front wheel and put the bike
in the van and went on to Biggar for the rally. Needless to say,
the destruction of Tom's bike put a damper on the event for our
family.
Now an experienced rider might have felt the change in
behavior of the bike, or heard a change in the sound of the
engine and stopped the bike before the engine destroyed itself,
but Tom had lost all his hearing the previous year, and had just
received a cochlear implant. So there was no way of knowing
what Tom was "hearing". As it was, when the bike started to
slow down, Tom just opened up the gas more, and the result
was that the piston literally melted into the cylinder.
We went on to Biggar and had a fairly good time at the rally.
Our kids were at that awkward stage where they didn't quite fit
in with the adults, and they didn't fit in with the kids either, but
they made the best of it.
We drove home from Biggar in the night, in the pouring rain,
Brent riding his mothers Virago, and me on the Bridgestone.
Both bikes ran flawlessly the 300 miles back to Edmonton and
Brent told me later that he loved that ride.
The XL500 went into a corner of the garage and after a few
months I asked Tom what he wanted to do with it. The whole
'owning a bike' experience had been a bad one for Tom so he
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just wanted to get rid of it. The salvage yard offered him fifty
dollars for the bike so I told Tom I would give him two
hundred and fifty. It would be 2006 before Tom would buy
another bike, a 500cc Kawasaki twin sport bike, which he
loves.
So who was responsible for making sure the XL500 had
enough oil? The easy answer is "the owner of the bike". But
Tom had had a very stressful past year with losing all of his
hearing, being totally deaf for half a year, and then getting a
cochlear implant. So his thoughts were not on maintaining a
bike. A few years ago I went on a weekend ride with a group of
bikers and at the start of the trip one of them asked me "Did
you check your oil?" I hadn't. It's a BMW. I don't need to check
the oil. I checked it and found the oil was down a liter. Not
very smart on my part. To some questions there are no easy
answers but I still have guilt feelings for not checking Tom's
bike.
The XL500, in the mean time, was a mess. The cylinder and
bottom end were not salvageable. I ended up getting a used
bottom end, cylinder, and piston from a bike shop, and had a
different bike shop replace the valves in the head. Over the
winter I rebuilt the engine and trusted that the used piston and
cylinder were in good shape. This was a mistake. The XL500
became an oil burner, but after spending six hundred on the
project I didn't have it in me to take it apart again and replace
the pistons, so I decided to just ride it and check the oil after
every ride. If the boys rode it they were told to also check the
oil before every ride.
The bike spent a lot of time in that peat bog four miles from our
home. It was an amazing machine with an incredible amount of
torque and would never stall from lack of power. I grew to love
its performance and hate its flaws.
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In 1996 I was to colead a dancing workshop in the Kootenays
near the city of Nelson. I knew this area was riddled with old
mining trails so I decided to take the XL500 along. I wanted to
explore some of these mining trails so Bertha and I decided to
take a holiday in this area after the workshop was over. We
took the Honda with us on a trailer behind our van and we
ended up staying at Ainsworth Hot Springs after the workshop.
Behind the springs is a fire road that goes up to a cave, and
beyond the cave you get a great view overlooking the lake.
These kinds of roads are where the XL500 really comes into its
own. On steep rutted and rough narrow fire trails the bike is
almost unstoppable. The next day I wanted to explore farther
and went far into the back country. There were many remains
of old mining camps here and after several hours of exploring I
headed back.
Many of these trails are single lane tracks, so it is important to
be on the lookout for other traffic. You don't always know what
is around the next bend in the road. I passed two women with
several kids and a yappy dog that were on foot at one point.
They must have had a 4x4 somewhere.
As I slowly rounded a corner, coming down the mountain, I
saw a huge grizzly bear blocking my path. He was about thirty
feet ahead of me and seemed to fill the entire road. I realized I
was in a bit of a predicament. To my right the mountain went
straight up, and to my left was a steep drop into a large valley.
The road at this point was about eight feet wide, and the grizzly
seemed to take up half of it. The road was gently descending at
this point so there was no way I could back up or turn around.
I looked at the bear and he looked at me. Not a good thing to do
I was told later. My mind was racing. What can I do? Should I
honk the horn, or rev up the bike to try and scare him? I did
nothing. I kept the bike in gear and it continued to go put  put 
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put. I resolved that if the bear made any move toward me, I
would pop the clutch, jump off the bike and roll over the cliff
and take my chances on the rocks below. I had read somewhere
that grizzlies don't like to go down hill so I reasoned that it was
better to be hurt on some rocks, than by a grizzly's mouth.
The bear growled as if unsure of what it was seeing, turned
around, and went down the road. I heard it thrash into the
bushes around the bend, and I waited several minutes before I
ventured on. Strangely enough I wasn't shaking. It wasn't until
much later, when I saw a TV program with a grizzly bear
crossing fifty feet in about one and a half seconds, that I
realized that if the bear had decided to attack me, it would have
been all over before I could even think of letting out the clutch.
The sight of this majestic bear is etched in my mind forever,
and though I felt no fear at the time, I went to a sport shop and
bought some pepper spray, which I carried on my belt the rest
of that trip.
There is a ghost town called Sandon, just off the highway from
Kaslo to New Denver. It had been my intention to ride the
XL500 up to a fire lookout, overlooking Slocan Lake. There
had been a landslide however and the road was closed. I looked
at crossing the slide, but decided it was too dangerous to make
the attempt. Instead I made my way up into the back country
behind Sandon. I was making my way up a mountain on what
started as a mining road, and became an abandoned forestry
trail. There were lots of downed trees blocking the road. Some
I could jump, and some I needed to go around, which meant
clearing a path. As I went higher the road became a series of
switchbacks, and once I was above the tree line, each hairpin
had a snow drift that I had to navigate. At some point the road
petered out and was blocked by snow, but the mountain peak
was in my sight. I parked the bike on its side stand and left my
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helmet on the seat. The sun was bright and it was hot as I made
my way by foot to the top of the mountain. I could see over
several mountain ranges at this elevation and the view was
spectacular.
As I made my way back down, I could see in the distance that
my bike was laying on its side. I hurried to my bike to find that
because the ground was water saturated, the side stand had
sunk into the ground, and the bike had toppled to its side. The
helmet that I had placed on the bike had rolled off and gone
down the mountain side, and would be useless now, even if I
did manage to find it, and it was nowhere to be seen in the
rocks below.
The day was hot and the sun felt like it was baking the top of
my head so I stopped to fashion a head covering out of a hankie
I had with me, by tying a knot in each corner. Back in Sandon,
there was a group of fifteen Harley riders, all decked out in
leather and hanging around the museum. Bertha said I was
quite a sight riding through this group of bikers on my dirt
bike, in my corduroys and plaid shirt, wearing a white hankie
on my head.
To this day I maintain that somewhere in the Kootenays, there
must be a grizzly bear, wearing a helmet, with a big grin on its
face. The bear that got the last laugh.
We made one final stop on that trip. I had found a book in
Kaslo called "Hot Springs of British Columbia". An
undeveloped hot spring was listed, about fifteen kilometers up
a fire road a few kilometers north of the town of Nakusp. We
parked the van at the side of the road and the two of us went up
the fire road, on the XL500. There was a small pullout area
where the book told us to park our vehicle, and from there we
were to walk down a steep ravine. About three quarters of the
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way down there would be a hot spring fed cement pool about
fifteen feet across. Apparently a road crew had made the small
pool while working on the Nakusp highway. Water flowed into
the pool from a pipe at the spring site and overflowed at the far
end of the pool.
It was a long way down and when we finally came to the pool
we found two naked young lovers in it. The pool was more like
a large dish with no clearly defined sides and was about three
feet deep in the middle. We had come this far so it seemed like
the logical thing to do was to take off our clothes and get in,
which we did.
The young couple did not stay long and for a while we had the
pool to ourselves. The air was hot but we were shaded by giant
trees and the spot was quite lovely.
About a half hour later we were joined by a mixed group of
teenagers who all had bathing suits on. We felt somewhat
embarrassed and decided to leave at that point but there is just
no way to exit that shallow angled slippery pool in a dignified
way. Especially when you are butt naked. With what little
dignity we had left we started to climb up the ravine. What had
been a warm walk down became a hard climb out. By the time
we were at the top we were covered in sweat and were
exhausted. Dust from the fire road clung to our bodies as we
rode back down to the van.
That was the last and only trip made with the XL500. It was a
good bike but in the fall of that year it was becoming hard to
start. There was so much burnt carbon in the exhaust system
that it was choking the bike. I got rid of it for a few old bike
magazines and a Tohatsu parts bike. Sometimes you just have
to let things go.
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Chapter 19. Entering Competitions
It has never been my style to enter competitions. I am just not
that good at most of the things I do. But I do like to try a lot of
different things, and go to a lot of different events, especially if
that thing or event is a bit oddball. This is true in my
relationship with motorcycles as well. For example, I will
never have the best restored vintage motorcycle because I am
just not that willing to spend the time or money on the detail
that is required to do a concourse restoration. But I do like to
get something old and neglected running again and making it
pretty enough to enter an event.
In 1991 I found a neglected 1969 Yamaha Twin Jet, which I
restored and sold to a CVMG club member. This club member
thought that the Twin Jet was the most beautiful bike in the
whole world. He had one in his younger days and he had been
looking for another one, so when he saw mine displayed at a
mall bike show, he begged me to sell it to him. In turn, in 1992
I bought a restored 1964 Honda 50 Sport from him, because
when I was in high school I thought the Honda 50 Sport was
the most beautiful machine in the world. Now, 29 years later, I
finally owned one. That is how these things work.
A club member named Ron had a 1963 75cc BSA Beagle. This
little four stroke bike was BSA's attempt to compete with the
tremendously successful Honda 50 Cub. At club meetings Ron
and I would argue about the relative merits of the Honda verses
the BSA. He claimed that his was obviously faster since it was
20cc larger. I claimed mine was better because they only made
the BSA for two years, therefore Honda built better machines.
We bantered back and forth on this topic for several months.
We needed to have an all out DRAG RACE between the two
bikes!
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On July 16 1994 the CVMG was invited to put on a vintage
bike display at the Capital Raceway's 2nd annual National open
ALL BIKE DRAG. The club decided to put on a display. Ron
said to me "You know, we need to actually enter this event and
settle our grudge match."

I had never been to a competition drag race and it was with
some trepidation that I brought my little Honda to the track that
day. Ron and his friend Harry were already there and they got
me a pit pass and took me to the place where I was to get my
bike safety inspected. There was a problem with my helmet.
The inspector claimed it did not meet safety standards. The
helmet was the one Bertha had bought for me back in 1969 and
the inspector said it did not meet Snell and DOT approval. I
pulled back a flap in the helmet and showed the inspector a
worn sticker that said "approved by the Snell Memorial
Foundation". He let me pass even though there was no DOT
sticker on my helmet. I don't think he realized the helmet was
twenty five years old.
With a felt pen the number 902 was put on the fender of my
bike, and I was told to join the end of the line. Ron had the
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number 901 on his fender. When we got to the front of the line
the attendant showed me where I could spin my tire to warm up
the rubber. The idea is to hold the bike in place with the front
brake, while the back wheel spins. "I will pass on this", I said.
There is no way that my 50cc engine would spin my back tire
on anything other than ice.
We lined up at the start line and the light went red, yellow,
green before I had a chance to think. Ron was expecting this
and he got the jump on me and he ran the quarter in 27.598
seconds at 43.42 mph, to my 29.433 seconds at 40.16 mph.

"Not fair, Ron. I didn't know the lights would change that fast!
I demand a rematch!" I whined. Two hours later we were given
a chance for a rematch. This time I was ready for the light
change and we went neck and neck down the track.
He beat me by .142 seconds. His speed was 41.31 mph and
mine was 41.25 mph.
"You won, get back in line" Ron yelled at me.
"But you had the faster speed?" I questioned.
"This was a 'King of the Hill' elimination run. The person who
is closest to his previous score moves on to the next round"
Ron replied. "You were closer to your previous run time, so
stay in line." I had no idea our last run had been a 'King of the
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Hill' run, whatever that meant.

I got back in line. A half hour later I was standing beside a
heavily modified Suzuki GSXR1100 drag bike. To keep the
'King of the Hill' contests interesting there is a time differential
at the lights, equal to the difference in the 1/4 mile time for
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each bike. This way, if all goes well, the two bike arrive at the
finish line together.
Since the Suzuki was making runs of 9.9 seconds in the 1/4
mile, and I was making runs of 28.7 seconds, the Suzuki had to
give me an 18.8 second head start. Can you imagine the tension
that rider must have been under during those 18.8 seconds? His
engine must have been screaming as he waited for the light to
change.
I was now up against a SemiProfessional Drag Racer! This
was becoming scary. I crossed the 1/4 mile line in 29.391
seconds at 40.49 mph. At that point the Suzuki came screaming
past me doing 133.70 miles an hour doing the quarter in 9.832
seconds. He was ten feet from my left shoulder as he went by.
His run had exceeded his previous run time so, much to my
surprise, I was declared the winner. I had to go around again.
It took a little while before they could find someone willing to
race against me. The next time at the starting line I was once
more up against a semidrag bike. This rider gave me a 17.7
second head start and passed me doing 121.4 mph. His run was
.1 second slower than his last run and he was declared the
winner. I was glad to be out of the contest. This was becoming
way too serious.
Back at the pits Harry was laughing loudly and saying, "It
doesn't get any better than this". At the time I didn't understand
how true that saying was. What do you mean it doesn't get any
better? Wouldn't lying on the warm sand of a tropical beach,
sipping a cool drink, be better? Or any one of a million other
things? Not necessarily!
What the saying is implying is that, at that moment, you are
fully alive. I may have been clueless, but I was fully alive. This
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was a perfect moment. Drag racing a 31 year old 50cc
motorbike against a modern 1100cc super bike, in a fair race, is
so bizarre as to be perfect. I know the spectators in the stands
loved it. Maybe to the 1% to whom drag racing is a serious
business, I could have been perceived as mocking their sport.
But that was not the intent. That weekend I gained an
appreciation for an activity I would never want to do on a
weekly basis. It requires a lot of skill to be a good drag racer.
You learn that by doing it. Not by sitting in the stands, or at
home watching it on TV.
I could see in hindsight that having that Suzuki pass me at over
133 miles an hour had been another perfect moment. But while
a perfect moment is happening you are not necessary conscious
of it. In fact being aware of what it is can destroy the moment.
Our rational mind and ego get in the way.
The title of the eastern mystic Gurdjieff's last book is "Life is
real only then, when "I am"". To really 'Be' requires great effort
according to Gurdjieff . Most of our lives are spent in a kind of
trance or dream state, where we are barely conscious of our
robotic activities, like driving our cars. We drive across town
and barely know how we got there. We spend our lives
thinking about other things.
The phrase "It doesn't get any better than this" acknowledges
the idea of the perfect moment. It doesn't get any better in this
life, than when we are fully conscious of being alive.
My next foray into motorcycle competition came in 1996 when
club member Rick, asked me if I was willing to be a rider in a
six hour endurance race on a frozen lake. "What will be
required of me" I asked.
"The race is on a Sunday and the practice is on Saturday. Three
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of us will be taking turns riding my Honda XL250 on a track
constructed on a local lake. At the end of six hours the bike
which completes the most laps, wins." Rick replied.
On the Saturday of the race weekend the temperature was 23
degree Celsius. I had on feltlined boots, snow pants, jeans and
long johns, a down jacket, down filled mitts, a scarf, and my
wife's full face helmet and I was still cold. The race was held
on Sandy Lake, about thirty miles north of Edmonton. Rick
picked me up in his pickup truck and the XL250 was in the
back along with some tools, gas, and oil. Metal studs had been
screwed into the tires to give traction on the ice.
A large farm tractor had scraped a long twisting track on the
ice. It had some long straight sections and lots of hairpin turns.
A few people were out on the track practicing. Rick and I took
the XL250 off the pickup and tried to get it to start. We must
have kicked it for fifteen minutes, but it would not start.
I said "Lets try push starting it", but the bike just dragged its
locked rear wheel on the ice. Finally we tied a rope to it and
dragged the bike behind the pickup truck until it started. The
oil was so cold it was hard to get that single piston to move up
and down, but once it was running it ran quite well, not unlike
my old XL500.
Because of the cold air we would warm up in Rick's pickup
truck after every lap. On my first lap of the track I very
gingerly went around the corners until I learned to trust that the
traction of the metal studs on the front wheel would keep the
bike upright on the ice. Soon I was even spinning the back
wheel around the hairpins until I found the limits of traction
and went down. The bike and I slid away from each other down
the ice and I had to pick the bike up without benefit of any
traction on my boots. Next day I would be required to do this
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while other bikes with studs scooted past me.
The Sunday of the race was a lot warmer. The temperature was
just below freezing. This was a good start to the day. Rick
brought along another friend who completed our team. There
were a lot of bikes at the starting line. Most of them were faster
and lighter twostroke machines. The four stroke machines
were mostly of 500cc.
In no time at all bikes were spread all along the track. Our team
riders would do three laps and then switch to the next rider.
Sometime in the middle of the afternoon our back tire went flat
and we lost precious time fixing it. It takes some muscle to take
a knobby tire covered in studs, off a rim in the cold, with only
hand tools. I was probably the slowest rider on our team and I
went down at least once. You don't really think about it at the
time, the risk of getting run over by some other bike with studs
on its wheels. You just get out of the way of other bikes, drag
yours to the side of the track and get it running again. This was
the hardest part, kick starting that bike again.
As the day wore on the track developed deep ruts in the
hairpins. Water would fill in the ruts making that part of the
track a slushy mess. Several CVMG club members were out to
watch. One of them said to me, "Hey Albert, most of those
other riders are passing you".
"Yes, and what is your point exactly?" I asked. I was the
slowest rider there, but most of the other riders rode motto
cross in the summer. To me this was not about winning, it was
about being there at all.
At the end of the day trophies and plaques were handed out in a
nearby community hall, as we drank hot chocolate. There were
only a few entries in the 250cc four stroke category so our team
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ended up getting a plaque. It says:
96 E.M.C. / STEEN HANSEN 6 Hr. Ice Race Series  5TH 
and came complete with a picture of our team on it. While I
don't ever need to do ice racing again, I wouldn't have missed
this chance for the world.
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Chapter 20, The Frugal 500
The CVMG is essentially a restoration club. Our chapter
members are not big on going for rides. Perhaps that is because
of the age of its members, or perhaps it is because we don't
want to put a lot of strain on our expensive restorations. But for
a while we had a Sunday ride once a month, that would take us
out of the city, and one Tuesday a month, an evening ride to
some historical place in Edmonton.
One Sunday in the fall we only had three riders come out for an
excursion into the country. Ron, Dave, myself and one of my
sons were stopped at a tintersection where Ron wanted to take
a picture of our small group. We were on the right side of the
road and he on the left when he stepped backwards . . . and
disappeared. "Where did he go?" I asked Dave
We heard some cursing as Ron crawled out of the ditch.
Fortunately for him there was no water in that ditch. This was
one of life's silly moments.
Another time on a Tuesday night ride a larger group of us were
taken to the small town of Beaumont, ten miles out of
Edmonton. Beaumont is a French Canadian community and the
town's main feature is the Catholic church that was built on a
hill overlooking the town. Its bell tower stuck above all the
other features in the area and could be seen from several miles
away.
The ride leader had made arrangements with the old priest of
the parish to give us a tour of the church. We were quite a sight
all decked out in leather wandering around the inside of this
church. I was particularly interested in the pipe organ that was
in the balcony. (I had an old reed pump organ in my basement
and have always had an interest in pipe organs even though I
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had never played one.)
I asked the priest if he could turn it on and show me what it
sounded like. He said he could turn it on, but that the church
had no organist at this time and the priest could not play. So I
got behind the keyboard and even though I am not a keyboard
player I could play "A Whiter Shade Of Pale" which I did,
much to the surprise of my fellow bikers. It was a magnificent
little pipe organ and was another one of those special moments.
The priest offered me the job of Church organist which I
respectfully declined.
This was about the extent to which our club went on rides until
1997. The Frugal 500 started out as an idea I read about in the
November 1996 issue of the CVMG newsletter. An article, by
Gord McLeod of the Sarnia, Ontario section of the CVMG
talked about setting up an event which required a person to buy
a motorcycle and get it running for under $500, and then take it
on a two day, 500 km, road trip.
The rules were simple. The bike had to be purchased that year.
Total bills must not exceed $500 and it should be capable of
maintaining 80 km/hr for a total of 500 km. The purpose was to
fix up an old bike and go riding. It wasn't about finding a
classic machine and restoring it to pristine condition, but just
about finding a neglected machine, scrounging parts for it, and
getting it back on the road.
After I read the article I phoned my friend Harry and said "We
have to do this!" He agreed, and I brought it up at the next club
meeting. I made a crude poster/registration form and we
decided to charge $10 to register, which would go toward the
inevitable Tshirts, which Harry would have printed.
The poster read as follows:
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The CVMG NORAL 1997
FRUGAL500

THE IDEA
Purchase and restore a motorcycle to complete a 500 KM road run
THE MOTORCYCLE
Any motorcycle qualifies providing the motorcycle and repairs do
not exceed the sum of $500.00. This heap can not come from your
collection.
THE ROAD RUN
The run will be 500KM over two days. The tentative date is
Saturday, August 30 at 10:00 am sharp. We will leave from the
Legion and travel 250 km to a camping area to spend the night,
returning on Sunday, 250 km to Edmonton.
THE MOTIVE
The idea is to have fun on the cheap and get back to the basics of
motorcycling. To find a bargain, get it running, and take it on a
scenic 500 km trip with like minded people.
THE RULES
1. There is a $10.00 nonrefundable registration fee. This fee will
go towards fuel for the chase vehicle, and Tshirts for starting
participants.
2. Motorcycles should be able to sustain 80 kmph and keep up with
the group.
3. A lighthearted trophy will be awarded for hard
luck/nicest/rattiest bike.
4. Participants should be CVMG members.
5. All members who wish to ride along are encouraged to keep
within the spirit of the adventure by registering and conforming to
the rules of the FRUGAL 500
REGISTRATION
The CVMG and the organizers are not responsible for anything that
may happen at this event.


Greg was the first to register. He obtained a 1972 Honda 350
for next to nothing, and couldn't wait to get it on the road.
Carey followed soon after with a 1972 Honda 750. His
acquisition was in excellent shape, and he got it for a little over
$200.
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On the other end of the spectrum came Richard with a rough
1979 Suzuki GS1000. He got it for $75 and his wife covered up
all the rust with an old imitation leopard skin blanket. This bike
became known as the Leopardzuki, or as some called it, the
Lepperzuki.
John came on a nice 1973 Honda CB450 and Harry got himself
a 600 Kawasaki.
I picked up a 350 Bridgestone basket case, a 1968 350cc two
stroke twin. It was a bike and a half in several boxes, and I
hoped I had enough parts to make a running machine.
Larry picked up a 1975 Yamaha RS100 and we all thought he
was crazy to try to go 500 km on a 100 cc bike. But he assured
us it would do the required 80 km/hr, as long as there was no
head wind. And last but not least, came Vince who rode
shotgun on his regular bike, a 1980 Suzuki 1100E. He came
along to pick up fallen pieces and lost riders.
Harry and I had planned the trip two months before the event
and our plan had been to visit a number of small towns north
east of Edmonton, all of which advertised a "WORLDS
BIGGEST SOMETHING".
We left the South Side Legion at 10:00 AM on Saturday,
August 30, with me on the Bridgestone in the lead. The old
twostroke was running badly and blowing smoke everywhere.
It wasn't long before the others either passed me, or dropped
way back. Until we got out of Edmonton, Larry's Yamaha
tended to stall at stop lights and was hard to start. This was not
a good way to start a 500 km ride, and he was feeling rather
discouraged.
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Our first stop was supposed to be Andrew to see the
"WORLD'S BIGGEST MALLARD DUCK." But a monkey
wrench was thrown into that plan when the group decided they
wanted to make a side trip to the see the church at St. Michaels.
There are no gas stations in St Michael and because of the
detour, the Bridgestone ran out of gas three miles out of
Andrew and had to be pulled into town by a rope connected to
Harry's bike. From there we went to the Victoria Crossing (of
the North Saskatchewan River) to look at this historic
settlement.
Our next stop was Smoky Lake, and then on to Vilna for the
"WORLD'S BIGGEST MUSHROOM." The Leopardzuki
needed its first duct tape repair at this point, one of many to
come. We went on to Spedden to see an antique shop and then
to Glendon, the town with the "WORLD'S BIGGEST
PEROGY". This was to have been our first day destination, but
the only motel was full. The town was having some kind of
festivity in its park and people were serving perogys. We were
served by the town mayor himself who apologized for not
having any room in the motel, but he invited us to all come
back next year.
Twenty miles further down the road we ended up in the town of
Bonnyville and got a motel for the night. All except Vince,
who insisted on sleeping in a farmers field. It rained that night.
And in France, half a world away, Princess Di was killed in a
car accident.
We woke up to weather that was cloudy and roads that were
wet, and it was cold. But as we left Bonnyville the scenery was
beautiful, and soon the sun came out. Our first stop was St.
Paul and the world's only "UFO LANDING PAD". We
stopped for food and gas at St. Brides and then headed south.
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After crossing the North Saskatchewan River at Brosseau, the
Leopardzuki was in big trouble. It was leaking oil all over the
place. Where the oil plug had been, there was now just a hole.
We explained the problem to a local bar owner who had came
out to watch this odd group of bikers. The bar seemed to be the
only business in this town. The bar man went to his sink and
pulled out the rubber stopper and used it to plug the hole in the
bike, and the oil problem was fixed.
We continued south and then west on Highway 631, our
destination being Vegreville and the "WORLD'S BIGGEST
EASTER EGG". Highway 631 was a ten mile stretch of brand
new pavement, straight as an arrow, and deserted. The air was
warm, conditions were perfect. Now I would never claim that a
350 cc Bridgestone from 1968 can keep up with newer, larger
displacement, multi cylinder bikes. Lets just say that the
Bridgestone never lost sight of those bigger multies in that ten
mile stretch.
When we came to Vegreville, where we took a group picture,
almost 600 km had been completed. All bikes made the entire
trip and we all arrived home safely, and if medals are to be
handed out, one surely belongs to Larry for completing the
entire trip on his 100cc bike. He seldom was below 80 km/hr
and sometimes he was even up to 100.
Although I never organized another one, the Frugal 500 went
on to become an annual event for our club. It has been going on
for ten years now. I don't go every year. I don't like the way
some of the rules have been changed and how big the event has
become, but that is just the controller in me. Almost every year
there are at least thirty riders. Some come on modern cruisers
and Goldwings, but a large percentage still buy bikes for under
$500 and stick to the spirit of the event.
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All of the people on the first Frugal 500, understood that the
adventure is in the journey, not in the destination. There were
many perfect moments on that trip: the mist rising off a damp
road in the early morning, taking a small bike on a highway
trip, and the elegant fix of a mechanical problem by a
barkeeper. You cannot pay for this kind of experience. You can
only recognize and appreciate it when it happens.
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Chapter 21. North to Alaska
Every motorcycle road trip brings its own unique challenges. In
1992, I made a solo trip on the BMW to Seattle to attend two
consecutive and different workshops. On this trip I wanted to
take along a guitar since I was traveling alone and one of the
workshops involved singing and dance.
A guitar is a weather sensitive fragile instrument and not easy
to transport on a motorcycle. Elvis Presley carried a guitar on
his motorcycle in the 1964 movie "Roustabout", but he did not
carry a tent, sleeping bag, sleeping pad, and cooking
equipment. His bike in that movie was a 1964 Honda 305
Super Hawk.

I had a cardboard guitar case that I reinforced with very thin
plywood, and I held the plywood on with duct tape. Bertha
sewed a waterproof nylon bag to fit the case and I put the case
in a plastic garbage bag before it went into the nylon bag. I
placed the guitar flat on top of the camping equipment, tied it
on with two bungee cords, and put some red tape on the part
that extended out past the back of the BMW. This solution
worked very well.
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I remember coming back on that trip through the Columbia
River gorge. It was very hot with no clouds in the sky  too hot
to wear anything but a thin shirt to keep the blazing sun from
burning my skin. I was traveling at a steady 130 km/h and
every half hour I would stop at a gas station and soak my shirt
in a sink and put it on soaking wet. I would get back on the
bike dripping water all over, and after five minutes back on the
highway I would be bone dry.
That following year I took the same guitar setup all the way to
San Fransisco. On that trip I got sick. It is the only time I have
ever been sick on a motorcycle journey. When you are sick on
a journey home, on a motorcycle, you may as well ride as long
as possible and take the fastest route home. I was putting on
600 miles a day and was home in three days.
It would be four years later, in 1997, before I made another
long solo journey on my trusty BMW. My destination was
Vermont for another song and dance workshop so I again took
my guitar along. I left Edmonton to attend the Biggar rally.
From there I traveled with my friend John to the Sturgis rally
where we met up with Mike and his wife Karen. Mike and John
had been with me on my first trip to Sturgis back in 1990. This
year Mike was there with his wife on a new Honda six cylinder
Valkyrie.
I left the three of them to go south through the Wounded Knee
memorial, and then east toward Chicago. The closer I got to
Chicago the more trepidation I felt. Many of the highways are
toll roads, which meant I needed a constant supply of American
coins in a handy place. There are no handy places on a
motorcycle! I had to take my gloves off and fish around in a
pocket about every ten miles on these toll roads. The roads
were hot and filled with smog from the big diesel eighteen
wheelers. Most of the time the roads were at least five lanes
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wide in both directions. Traffic only slowed down for the toll
booths. I saw very few motorcycles. You got gas at an 'Oasis'
which was often built right across the highway like a bridge. I
got gas at one 'Oasis' near the O'Hare airport of Chicago. As
well as a gas station, there are fast food services on these
'Oasis's' and they are air conditioned. I had a quick snack at a
Wendy's while I watched the traffic whiz past below. The
coolness revived me and reinforced my will to travel on.
Ever since my first bike, my NSU Quickly, I have always
turned off the gas tap, whenever I stop and get off my bike. The
carburetor on the NSU did not have a good float bowl and it
would leak gas into the engine if I parked the bike without
turning off the gas. So this procedure has become automatic
ever since. I did the same on the BMW at the 'Oasis' near the
O'Hare airport.
When I left the air conditioned Wendy's, the hot smog filled air
hit me like a wall. I quickly put on my helmet, got the bike
going up to freeway speed, about 130 km/h, and had already
crossed three lanes of traffic when the bike just died.
I was starting to slow down, but the trucks around me were not
slowing down. There was no way to get to the side of the road
with all these trucks. If the bike stopped I could be dead.
'What's wrong? What do I do?' my mind was racing. 'Oh yes!
The gas!'. I reach down to turn it on and the bike sputters back
to life. With my heart out of my throat and back in my chest I
keep going.
To me one definition of hell is to be a toll booth attendant on a
hot summer day on that road. And it didn't just stop once I left
Chicago. The road stayed this way from Lake Michigan to
Lake Erie through the cities of South Bend, Toledo, Cleveland,
and Erie. Cleveland was the worst. The air actually looked
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green. This whole area is filled with truck traffic. American
goods move by trucks. Whatever happened to railways like
they have in Europe?
Once I left Ohio and Pennsylvania and entered New York state
and Vermont, everything changed. Vermont especially is a
beautiful place to go motorcycle touring. It's just getting there
that is a problem. I spent several days on the Atlantic Ocean
north of Boston at a place called Hampton Beach. A sign at one
of the better restaurants there sums up my experience of
Hampton Beach. "No Shoes No Shirt! No Problem!" I spent a
few days there recuperating from my trip before I rode on to
the workshop.
The workshop was in northern Vermont in a town called
Montpelier at an old military college, an easy half day ride
from Hampton Beach, all beautiful country. When I left
Montpelier ten days later I rode north through Montreal and
spent the night in Ottawa. The next day it was raining hard. It
rained all day and I was cold when I stopped at a rundown
motel just outside Sault Ste Marie. I couldn't go on. I was
borderline hypothermic. "I only have one room and it doesn't
have hot water" the motel manager said.
"I need a hot bath to warm up" I say.
"There is a hot shower by the pool. You can use that" he
replies. I took the room and stood for an hour in the shower by
the dilapidated pool. It took me that long to stop shivering.
Well, at least the bed was clean and warm.
I cross back into the U.S. and head west below Lake Superior
to Duluth. The bike ran rough all day. At Duluth I started
fiddling with the carburetors to make the bike run better. There
is the old Sufi story of a man who is looking under a lamp post
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for something.
"What are you looking for?" a neighbor asks.
"For my house keys" he replies.
"Where did you lose them?" asks the neighbor.
"At the back of my house" he replies.
"Well then why don't you look at the back of the house?" asks
the now bewildered neighbor.
"Because there is more light here!" the man replies.
Why was I fiddling with the carburetors when deep down I
knew that the problem was somewhere else? Because after
twenty five days on the road, I didn't want to deal with the
problem!
I continued west to North Dakota. It became very hot and the
bike was running very badly. If the RPM dropped below 3500,
the bike would die. I needed to coax it back to life at every gas
stop. The next day I was escaping from the day's heat in a cool
restaurant where I told my troubles to a waitress. "Well if you
know what the problem is, and if you have the tools to fix
them, there is the parking lot. Go to it!." she said.
That is what I needed  a swift kick in the ass. I went to the
parking lot, got out my tools and started taking the head covers
off the bike so I could get at the valves. On most internal
combustion engines the valve gap, that is so important to a
smooth running engine, gets bigger with time. This leads to a
noisier engine whose performance does not necessarily suffer,
it just wears faster.
On the BMW the valve gap gets smaller over time, until it gets
to the point where the valves never fully close. At low RPM the
compressed air escapes from the cylinder and the engine will
not run. It takes about two hours to set the valves. On that hot
parking lot I think it took me three hours, because after I
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gapped the valves I had to reset the carburetors after messing
with them for the past two days.
So, every motorcycle road trip brings its own unique set of
challenges.
Working in the technology field at the University in Edmonton,
I became very paranoid about the potential computer problem
in the crossover to the year 2000. Due to a massive effort by
I.T. people and an unexpected robustness in western
technology a potential disaster was diverted, but I didn't expect
that in 1999. I said to Bertha "If we are ever to see Alaska, we
should do it this year or we may not get another chance."

We planned to leave Tuesday, June 29, 1999 right after Bertha
got off work. We would ride two up with camping gear, all on
my now14 year old BMW. By 1:40 PM we were on the road.
The skies were wonderful and the weather was great until we
got to Mayerthorpe, about 100 km out of Edmonton. Do we put
on our rain suits? "Not yet" I said. The first shower was light.
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The second one was heavy as we put on our rain suits at the
side of the road. I was following my old mantra of "Do not put
on your rain suit until you are soaking wet". When will I ever
learn?
We camp for the night at the Rotary club campground in Grand
Prairie. We had gone 450 km that day. Bertha got off the bike
to look for a camp site while I tried to put the overloaded bike
on its side stand. The side stand on the BMW is a type that
automatically releases when you pull the bike upright. It
unexpectedly pops back up as I lean the bike over. I can't hold
it up, and down I go. Gas is coming out of the overflow tube. I
call for help and two campers rush over and help me pick up
the bike. I felt so stupid.
The next morning the skies look threatening. Bertha suggests
we put on our rain gear. "No, we will go between the storms" I
say. We get breakfast at a McDonalds and sit out a storm. A
half hour later we are at the side of the highway putting on our
rain gear in a driving rain storm. When will I ever learn?
We take pictures at 'Mile Post 0' of the Alaska Highway in the
town of Dawson Creek and go on through Ft. St. John in heavy
rain. There is little traffic on the road. It is cold, dark, and wet
as we stop at a restaurant at Pink Mountain. We are holding a
warm bowl of soup in our shaking hands when in comes
another biker on a new BMW R1100 GS. He has on a one
piece rain suit with an electric vest underneath. His name is Jim
and he seems quite cozy in his one piece suit. Jim started his
trip by riding down to the southern tip of Florida, and he is on
his way to Prudhoe Bay in Alaska. Jim rides behind us as we
head to Ft. Nelson. It is comforting to have his headlight
behind us on that lonely road. Bertha and I stop in Ft. Nelson
and get a motel for $60 for the night. Jim says he plans to go on
to Watson Lake yet that day. This is the 'iron butt' style of
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motorcycle touring, and he has the bike and equipment to do it.
His is the first bike I have seen, equipped with a GPS.
We have a hot bath, turn up the heat in our room to 75 F, and
eat pizza, soup and salad from the salad bar. The next morning
we leave Ft. Nelson in rain, and as we climb the temperature
drops. We had put on another layer of clothing at the motel and
now had on six layers as we stop at Summit Lake for breakfast.
We talk with some Americans from New Mexico in the
restaurant and then head to Muncho Lake which has a beautiful
blue green color much like the Caribbean. But it stays cold and
soon it is raining again.
We stop at Liard Hot Springs just across a long suspension
bridge across the Liard River and tent there for two nights in a
beautiful campground. We are at an unbelievable tropical hot
springs. There are two pools that are reached by a boardwalk
across a unique ecosystem. The lower one is clear, narrow,
about three feet deep with a gravel bottom and varies from
scalding hot at one end to cool at the other end, as a cool
stream enters and merges with the pool. The upper pool has a
milky color, is cooler and much deeper. There are also a lot
fewer people there. Change rooms are simple wooden
structures on the boardwalk beside the pools and there are pit
toilets available.
To camp costs $15 a night, but the pools are free. We meet
another biker on the boardwalk. He is from Georgia and is also
riding an R1100GS. We see a moose cross the boardwalk in the
distance. There are 250 unique species of plants in this area
because of the unique climate created by the hot springs. We
eat at the restaurant in the lodge by the highway which is a two
minute walk from our campsite. This place is unbelievable. We
soak every night before we go to bed. This is just what we
needed . . . a real oasis.

Motorcycles and the Perfect Moment

189

After we leave Liard it gets still colder. It isn't raining but the
air is very cold. An hour before we reach Watson Lake we pass
a pickup truck that has rolled over and there is clothing
scattered all around it. A woman is anxiously looking through
stuff and a vehicle has stopped to help her. We eat at Watson
Lake and take a quick look at the sign forest.
The sign forest was started in 1942 by a homesick U.S. Army
G.I. While working on the Alaska Highway, he erected a sign
pointing the way home and stating the mileage to his
hometown. Others followed his example and are still doing so
to this day. There are over 10,000 signs in the sign forest.
We camp at a beautiful campground six km from Whitehorse.
The air has a gray haze from forest fires that are burning in the
Dawson City area many miles to the north. There is a row of
old army vehicles parked along the border of the campground.
Many of the construction vehicles used by the army to make
the Alaska Highway were abandoned when construction was
finished. These rusting hulks are slowly disappearing.
There is lots of northern history in Whitehorse and we sightsee
a few days before heading north to Dawson City. We have
breakfast at a place that serves the worlds biggest cinnamon
buns. One bun is a meal for two, and that, plus coffee, helps
warm us up for the trip north. It is cold, but not raining.
Riding into Dawson City is like riding into a moonscape.
There are long piles of rock everywhere. These rock rows are
the tailings from gold dredging that took place in every creek
and valley in the area. These dredges would travel along the
creek beds chewing up everything in their path to find gold,
and in the process, created these long tailing piles that still
remain today.
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Bertha wasn't feeling well so I went exploring by myself on the
BMW. Now released from its burden of saddle bags and
camping gear the bike reverted back to its true nature, a dual
trail and road bike. After seeing Dredge #4, the largest wooden
hull bucket line dredge in North America, I rode on to see the
back country around Dawson City.
Dredge #4 is restored and there are guided tours to see it, but
the dredge I found in the bush was away from the dirt road in a
small creek, and it had trees growing into it. A careful self
guided tour was required here. Part of it was immersed in the
creek bed, but four stories of the structure were still above
ground. In many ways it is more satisfying to experience an
undisturbed bit of history, like this abandoned dredge, which
required traveling on a marginal quality dirt road to even find,
than it is to see the restored Dredge #4, with one hundred other
people from two tour buses. While I have no quarrel with
people who go on tour buses I have found that I seldom
experience a perfect moment in a crowd.

Dawson City is a living ghost town. It is built on the banks of
the Yukon River on a mountain side. This year you could not
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see the mountains because of the forest fires which left a fog
like haze over the town. There is lots of history here. Robert
Service's cabin, Jack London's cabin and Pierre Berton's house
are three landmarks as are Diamond Tooth Gertie's Gambling
Hall and the Old Territorial Administration Building National
Historic Site, which is now a museum.
We left Dawson City by crossing the Yukon River on a ferry
just west of town. From there it is a long uphill climb on the
Top of the World Highway to a vantage point where you can
look down on Dawson City. Unfortunately there was too much
smoke for us to see anything. The name of the highway comes
from its cresting a series of hills from which you can look
down into the valleys below on both sides of the road. Often
these valleys had forest fires burning in them and we would
look down on a smoke haze.

At the Yukon Alaska border the Top of the World Highway
changes to the Taylor Highway and also changes from hard
surface to gravel that is not open in winter. The border guard
asked us if we have any animal parts with us. "No sir" I say.
"What's that your sitting on?" he asks
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"A sheepskin sir" I answer
"You can go" he says.
There is a small rickety cafe nearby that serves coffee and
muffins. The character behind the counter had on a cowboy hat,
wore a beard, and was missing one front tooth.
"Yep! she must love you!" he said "riding behind you all the
way on that thing." He pointed to the bike outside. "You're not
good lookin, so she must love you."
He lived there all year round, even though the road was closed
in winter.
The gravel road was hard, dry and rough in places but the
BMW kept up a steady 110 km/h, it's long travel suspension
absorbing the bumps with ease. Traffic was light so there
wasn't a lot of dust to deal with. We stopped at the town of
Chicken. It has no phone or electricity but has had regular mail
service since 1906 and the town has a yearround population of
about 17.
At some point I lose a bolt securing the wind shield to the
handlebar. I replace it in the town of Tok. We camp at a place
that offers a salmon bake and free camping if you buy the meal.
The meal was excellent. Next door to the campground was a
log cabin construction site. The chain saws went all night long.
Sometimes a deal is not a deal.
We have made it to Alaska, but this is as far as time permits us
to go, so the next day we head southeast. The sky is heavily
overcast. Do we put on our rain suits? "No" I say "we will go
around the rain storm at the next bend". It starts to sprinkle. A
cop stops me.
"Why are you going so fast?" he asks. The cop was the only
other vehicle we had seen in the last half hour.
"Well we are trying to stay ahead of that storm system so we
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don't have to put on our rain suits." I reply.
"Well you are going to have lots of time to put on your rain
suits while I write up this ticket" he says. "You were doing
71mph in a 55 mph speed zone."
"55, Isn't it at least 60 mph on the highway?" I ask
"In Alaska all speed limits are 55 mph" he says. It turns out that
Alaska is still under the emergency response to the 1973 oil
crisis legislation when Congress under President Nixon enacted
a National 55 mph speed limit to conserve fuel. This outdated
legislation had been repealed by most states by then, but not
Alaska.
We cross back into Canada and have to deal with some really
bad road construction. Bikes aren't made to ride on loose wet
rocks the size of baseballs, especially if the bike is top heavy
because of too much gear. We ride gingerly over the rough wet
surface when a truck camper decides we are traveling too slow
and passes us, spraying us with mud in the process. It is all I
can do to keep the bike upright as I am almost forced off the
road and over the edge.
The north side of Kluane National Park has gorgeous scenery
and it is a beautiful ride all the way to Haines Junction. We set
up the tent fighting mosquitoes and after we have supper, we
came back to the tent and I notice it looks all covered in
mildew. "Look Bert, our new tent is already covered in mildew
and we haven't even had it one season!" It wasn't covered in
mildew but in noseeums. You can barely see these tiny biting
insects, but their bites can be very painful and annoying. I said
to Bertha "I'm going in the tent and not coming out till
morning!" She explored the campground and talked to some
other bikers who were there. I guess with leather on she only
needed to protect her face, but I was taking no chances.
Riding from Haines Junction to Haines requires crossing a
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mountain range. We experienced all forms of wet weather on
that short trip. At the top of the pass it was snowing and very
cold. As we descended to the ocean we got fog and more rain.
There is only one road to Haines, Highway 3. The only other
exit is the ferry. I intended to take the ferry to Skagway and
then ride back up to Whitehorse, but I hoped to be able to take
the ferry all the way to Prince Rupert. This ferry normally has a
one year waiting list for cars, so I wasn't hopeful.
We booked the ferry to Skagway and at the ferry terminal we
once again meet Jim. This was the same Jim we had met on our
way up the Alaska Highway and had last seen in Ft. Nelson. He
had not made it to Prudhoe Bay. He had made it to Fairbanks
and was on his way north, but after the third puncture from the
sharp shale on the road he was running out of tire plugs and
thought it better to turn around. Jim was going on to Prince
Rupert from Skagway. We tried again to get a reservation to
Prince Rupert and this time we were told no problem for a bike,
so it cost $415 to go from Haines to Skagway, stay one night
and then go to Prince Rupert. The price included a tiny inboard
room which had two bunks on which we could put our sleeping
bags, and it had space for our luggage.
After a delightful day in Skagway, we had to be at the ferry
terminal at 3:30 AM. We got up at 1:30AM to shower and pack
and get to the terminal. We met a number of German bikers
who had rented Harleys in Vancouver, rode up to Alaska, and
were now also waiting to get on the ferry. The cost of renting
the Harleys for the trip was about $5000 each.
We meet Jim in the bar on the ship and get to know him quite
well. He is big into gokarts and is a major distributor of
Dunlop tires for gokarts. He was also, once upon a time, a
Bridgestone dealer. Sometimes life gives you these very
strange coincidences. The odds of meeting Jim a second time
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on our Alaska trip were pretty small. And then finding out we
both have a history with Bridgestone motorcycles is more than
just small. It is one of life's strange moments.
Going through the inland channel on a large ferry is a
breathtaking experience. Sometimes you are so close to shore
you feel you could reach out and touch it. At night the
waterway is lit by light buoys that show the route and make it
seem like you are on an airport runway at night. When you
experience this you feel like you have been transported to some
other world. The ferry trip took two days and is highly
recommended and has some very nice stops along the way.
We part with Jim at Prince Rupert and exchange email
addresses. That winter he emails me that he and his wife are
going to Sturgis the following summer. We make arrangements
to meet them at the Broken Spoke Saloon in Sturgis at 2 PM on
the Saturday. By now the dreaded Year 2000 rollover has come
and gone so Bertha and I go to Sturgis.
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Chapter 22 Losing My Way
It has been said, mostly by women, that if a man gets lost, he
refuses to ask for directions. Many jokes have been made about
this, usually at the expense of the man. I have been lost many
times while on a motorcycle trip, and I have been only too
ready to ask for directions. Getting lost in Montreal one time, I
asked for directions back to the freeway from people at a
service station. They couldn't speak English and my French
was limited, but we managed to communicate with sign
language, gestures, and a map, and I was shown my way back
to the freeway. I am quite willing to ask for directions when I
am lost on the road.
But there is more than one way to get lost. You can lose
yourself in a problem, you can take a wrong turn in life, you
can lose your ideal, you can lose your faith. You can even lose
the ability to see all the good things in your life and think you
need some kind of artificial change. A new job, a new house, or
a new cause to take up your time. There are many ways of
getting lost.
This . . . is when a man is reluctant to ask for directions, when
he thinks he has made a right decision about something major
in life. A decision based on limited information about that
subject. A man thinks he can figure something out all by
himself, disregarding the advice and years of experience of
other people.
The danger is that you can be in a rut and mistake it for the
road. Or you can be on a freeway and refuse to recognize other
roads. A man can allow one type of thinking to color his
opinion about all roads. He puts his faith in a map and forgets
that a map is not the territory.
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Another way of getting stuck is excepting directions about
something only from people whose beliefs about that
something, are exactly the same as yours. A man seeks
confirmation that the decisions he has already made, are the
right decisions.
In the summer of 2000, Bertha and I went to Sturgis and met
Jim and his wife. The reunion with Jim was a good one, and we
also met up with several people from Edmonton, all in the
Broken Spoke Saloon in Sturgis, South Dakota. We went to the
flat track races in Sturgis and saw the sights in the Black Hills,
including the immense Crazy Horse Memorial being carved out
of a mountain side.
The Black Hills are beautiful but the overall experience of the
rally was a disappointment. Something had changed. Maybe we
were starting to get old. Maybe there were too many rich urban
bikers trailering their bikes to an event where they could
pretend to be bad boys for a few days. I'm not sure. It had been
a very windy trip up and the BMW was starting to feel a bit
underwhelming.
I had obtained a small Honda MB5 that spring and was riding it
back and forth to work. All summer long I rode that 1982 49cc
twostroke. It was imported into North America for only two
years. Unlike Europe and Asia where there are thousands of
bikes of 125cc or less, small bikes have no appeal in North
America where we are constantly forced to contend with
freeways. It is therefore a bit of a rare bike. The top speed is
only 80 km/h and you go fast by never slowing down. Riding it
in rush hour traffic was a challenge and a thrill that started and
ended my working day. I could climb the hill at the end of
Groat Road without holding up traffic if I could get a good run
at it, but if I had to slow down before the start of the hill I
would end up chugging up it at 40 km/h, the engine screaming
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at 10,000 rpm in third gear the whole way up. So it was a daily
challenge to maneuver through traffic and keep the speed up.
Riding it on the Frugal 500 was an even bigger challenge. Up
until this time the smallest bike to ride on the Frugal 500 had
been Larry's Yamaha 100 back in 1997. The MB5 completed
the 500 mile road trip with no problems. On the homeward
stretch there was a strong headwind and I ended up
slipstreaming a club member named Ron on his Honda 750/4.
If I stayed three feet behind his tail light I could just manage to
keep the bike at 80 km/h.
I also rode the MB5 to the hospital every day. Every day in the
summer of the year 2000 I would go to join my mother for
lunch at the hospital. This would be her last summer because
she was dying. In November of that year she passed away at
the age of 91.
My brother and I each got a small inheritance from my mother.
He bought a new truck with his, and I . . . was about to make a
big mistake with mine. I felt I needed something new in my
life. Motorcycles weren't doing it for me any more. I thought I
had done everything with them I could do. I had bought new
bikes, old bikes, rebuilt bikes, and had nursed bikes back from
a basement full of parts to a machine that could be coaxed
along for a lengthy journey. I had loved them, hated them, been
passionate about them, and been disgusted with them. But now
I was starting to feel indifferent.
Perfect moments were becoming few and far between. Or
maybe my vision was just getting clouded. Every moment is
changing and seeing perfection is, in some ways a choice that
we make. But that is philosophy and philosophy was also not
satisfying to me anymore.
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I have always had a secret desire to fly. Ever since I got an
airplane ride from my first boss at the University of Alberta,
where I worked, I have always wanted to fly my own airplane.
This is of course a pipe dream. Airplanes are horribly
expensive to buy and maintain and well beyond the means of a
middle class person. While I had no interest in ultralight
aircrafts, I had been following a small Canadian company in
Saskatchewan called Rotary Air Force, that made gyroplane
kits. I had even stopped at the factory once, on my way back
from Vermont in 1997, to tour the factory and have a look at a
kit. Bertha and I had had a test flight in one of the machines
after an air show in Edmonton. These planes looked like small
two person enclosed helicopters and were advertised as cross
country gyroplanes. Cross country, freedom, to fly in the
clouds, to go wherever I want in three dimensions any time of
year. Two persons, enclosed, heated, this was not an ultralight.
It ran with a Subaru 2.2 liter four stroke car engine attached to
a three bladed prop that pushed it through the air as the thirty
foot rotor blades freewheeled above the machine.
You could haul it on a trailer behind a car when you took the
rotor blades off. It was easy to fly and economical the
advertising brochure said.
A pipe dream! The RAF2000 gyroplane cannot fly over or
around the mountains, it doesn't have the range. The
restrictions on where you can fly it are written in a book that is
two inches thick. And Oh! You are not allowed to fly in clouds
ever, unless you have an instrument flight rating, which you
will never get for a gyroplane. But I didn't know this at the
time.
"If you want to get into flying, why don't you first get rid of
some of your motorcycles!" Bertha said. I reluctantly sold my
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1954 Triumph Thunderbird.
"If it flies, floats on water, or is a woman, it is a lot cheaper to
rent!" the guys at my work said. Two of my fellow workers had
been involved with flying and advised me not to do it.
"I am over 50. Can I even pass ground school?" I asked myself.
In January 2001 I started ground school at the local flying club.
I was the old guy in that class. I had a hard time convincing the
club personnel that I only wanted ground school, no flight
instruction. I would take flight instruction with a helicopter
pilot in the town of Wetaskiwin once I had my ground school.
He ran a part time gyroplane flight school but offered no
ground school.
I learned about weather, navigation, and Canadian Air
Regulations in ground school. The two inch thick air
regulations book should have already been enough to tell me
that I was making a mistake, but I aced the exam 100% and I
was feeling euphoric. My brain still worked. I could still pass
an exam.
The gyroplane instructor in Wetaskiwin told me that by the
time I was ready to solo, I needed to do so in my own
gyroplane. Alarm bell number two should now have been going
off, but what did it matter. I wanted my own gyro anyway, so
that was OK.
To speed things up I decided to buy a used plane rather than
build a kit myself. The instructor in Wetaskiwin connected me
with a person in Ottawa who was selling his gyro. "It has some
'wiring issues', I was told by my instructor. Well I can handle
that. After all I am an electronics tech. In April 2001 I am the
owner of an airplane.
"It's pretty" Bertha says "We can always put it on the front
lawn as a lawn ornament if nothing else".
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It was both more and less than I could hope for. The kit had not
been constructed by a craftsman. The workmanship was awful
and the wiring was hopeless. But it had a beautiful paint job
and came on a light open frame trailer that my van could pull.
It had a custom made covering to protect it from the elements
when on the trailer. There were two sets of headphones with a
control box, an aircraft radio, an expensive GPS, and strobe
lights on the wheel pans.
It took me two months to rebuild the gyro. I was rebuilding an
airplane in my garage and I didn't know anything about flying.
I designed a new instrument panel by looking at pictures of
instrument panels from WWII aircraft. In hindsight this whole
thing was bizarre.
Added to that, the instructor's gyro had been stolen the past
winter by a former student, who then crashed the machine and
killed himself. This should have been alarm bell number three.
That spring the instructor was rebuilding a machine that had
also crashed and I had yet to have a lesson from the man. And
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in June of that year he told me he was off to fly helicopter in
the bush for the summer. See you in the fall. Now I had a
plane, but no instructor. What to do.

There was another gyroplane flight instructor in east central
Alberta in the town of Empress, a little place on the Alberta
Saskatchewan border, in the middle of the prairie next to the
South Saskatchewan River. I contacted him and he said "Sure,
come on down and I will give you some introductory flight
lessons."
I drove the five hours down to Empress Alberta in my old van
and had my first instruction with Len. When he let me control
the stick of his plane I immediately got into pilot induced
oscillation and panicked. This was not at all what I expected or
what the sales brochures had said. Easy to fly it had said. At the
end of that first flight I got out of the plane, got down on my
knees, and threw up on the tarmac. Len laughed and said "I did
that the first time too". At the end of the week and eight one
hour sessions with Len, I was able to keep from falling out of
the sky and was making gentle turns.
Len rented the lone hangar at the Empress airfield. There were
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seven RAF2000 gyroplanes that belonged to other students,
parked in the hangar. I decided to haul mine down to Empress
and rent space in the hangar as well. That September I pulled
the trailer with my gyroplane to Empress. Len and another
student helped me assemble the rotor blades to the mast, and
Len took it up for a test flight. "Flies not too bad" he said. I was
jubilant. I had passed ground school, I had an instructor, and I
owned my own airplane which was in flying condition. Soon I
would have my own gyro pilot permit, I would get hangar
space close to Edmonton and be able to take friends and
relatives for flights. Who knows, maybe Bertha and I will even
be able to go on a cross country trip to visit friends in Toronto.
The nay sayers had all been wrong.
Flight instruction started in earnest. As well as the pilot
logbook, I now had to start filling out an aircraft logbook. This
was required after every flight. Every adjustment or service
done to the aircraft had to be logged. I wondered about the two
months of work I had already done on the machine. I had
completely rewired it and changed all of the hoses. I had
repositioned the body on the airframe, and I had built a brand
new instrument panel. None of that was logged. Did it matter?
Probably, but what did I know.
There is a preflight inspection of the aircraft, done by the pilot
before every flight. This was good. You can't pull an aircraft
over to the side of the road if something goes wrong, like you
can a car. But it seemed like there were two hours of work on
the aircraft for every one hour of flight. I was still tracking
down construction errors made by the original owner of the
aircraft. It just wasn't fun working in a cold hangar with
minimal equipment on a gravel floor.
Trying to extract a broken engine mounting stud out of the
Subaru engine that powered the gyro was a frustrating two day
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experience. Adjusting the rotor to get rid of an imbalance took
many days. It was finally traced down to a faulty mast rubber
isolation bushing. I wanted to fly. I didn't want to become an
aircraft maintenance technician. Also, this was valuable time
that I should have been using to get flight instruction.
Empress is on the prairie on the Saskatchewan border. If the
wind was above a certain speed you can't fly. Well, it is always
blowing in Empress. Whole days would go by where I couldn't
fly because the wind speed was over 15 km/h.

And when I did fly, I was having a difficult time learning to
control the aircraft. A student, who came up from the United
States for some instruction, and who already had a fixed wing
pilot's license, stepped out of the machine after his third lesson
and said "I can't fly this Fing thing!" He left never to return.
The problem with the RAF2000 is that it is essentially an
unstable aircraft. I didn't know this at the time because I didn't
have any fixed wing instruction with which to compare the
gyroplane. I just felt that I was incompetent. In a way it is like
learning to ride a motorcycle in traffic without ever having
been on a bicycle. And your first lesson is in a traffic circle.
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I needed to learn to think in three dimensions, handle airport
protocol, compensate for changing wind conditions, talk on the
radio to other pilots, constantly scan the instrument panel for
rotor speed, airspeed, altitude, attitude and fuel conditions, as
well as providing constant corrections to the rudder pedals and
control stick.
Just as a motorcycle will lose control if you don't provide
constant corrective input on the handle bars or from your hips,
the RAF2000 needs constant corrective inputs even in level
flight. Over time I got the hang of it. I was even able to fly my
machine ten feet above a country road at 75 mph as the road
went up and down and snaked across the country. This was
exciting flying of a type you would never do with a Cessna 150
fixed wing airplane.
My problems were mostly with take offs and landings. These
are the critical times when if something goes wrong you could
have a disaster. If a rotor tip ever strikes the ground the
machine will tip over and destroy itself. Even if you walk away
from an accident it will cost many thousands of dollars to
repair the machine. You need to replace almost everything and
none of it is covered by insurance.
Landings were especially a dangerous time. If you were
landing in a crosswind a sudden gust could flip the aircraft.
After 47 hours of instruction I was finally starting to handle
landings. I was getting ready to fly solo. This was in the fall of
2002 and I now faced my next hurdle, getting liability
insurance.
If you get flying instruction at a flight school for fixed wing
aircraft you do all of your flying in the school's airplanes. The
school has liability insurance and it covers you while you fly
solo with your student pilot permit. With a gyroplane you have
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to solo in your own aircraft. While an instructor is sitting
beside you, his insurance covers you and your airplane. But
when you solo you need your own liability insurance. A year
after 9/11 all aircraft insurance companies refused to provide
liability coverage to student pilots in their own aircraft. Once
you had your license you could get coverage. To get your
license you needed to solo. This was a catch 22.
I called every insurance company in North America. I battled
with COPA (Canadian Owners Pilots Association) of which I
was a member, saying they weren't doing their job. I wrote to
the Minister of Transport saying they made laws but didn't
provide the means for following those laws. All to no avail.
After months of work I found a small insurance company to
whom I explained the problem. "Look I need insurance for
about ten hours of solo flight. I fly in a location where the
worst liability claim would be hitting a haystack". He agreed to
give me one year of insurance provided I tell no one where I
was getting it.
January 29, 2003, I get a phone call from the Sun newspaper in
Calgary. "Can you give me your reaction to the death of
Leonard _____ of Empress Alberta?" I was asked.
"What? Is he dead?" I asked
"He died in a gyroplane crash this morning. Do you have any
reaction. I got your name from a website that says you have a
gyroplane."
"No comment" I said, and hung up.
My friend and instructor Len had died while test flying a newly
constructed gyro from a new student. I was shocked. There had
been a mechanical failure causing a rudder cable to snap. The
gyro had just taken off and was only a hundred feet up in the
air, when it spun out of control causing the rudder to be sliced
off by the rotor. The machine just fell from the sky. Len had
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become a friend. I felt sick from the news.
After the funeral his students cleaned up the hangar and
removed the gyroplanes. I brought mine to Wetaskiwin where I
rented some hangar space and reconnected with the
Wetaskiwin helicopter pilot. He told me he was off to the coast
flying helicopters until the end of September. By then my
insurance would run out again and I would be faced with the
same problem because I still wouldn't have a flying license.
I didn't know what to do. Bertha asked me "What does your gut
tell you?".
"Get rid of it" I said. I put it up for sale. It isn't easy selling a
used gyroplane. I ended up selling it to a man who lived in the
United Stated and I had to deliver it to the US border, south of
Winnipeg Manitoba. We wrote up a contract, did all the
paperwork, and made the exchange. I sold it for a loss and was
glad to get rid of it. That was March 27, 2003.
For two years I was the owner of an aircraft. In that time I
learned that the government does not encourage private
ownership of aircraft. That the small airfields that used to dot
the countryside are disappearing. The day of the "Flying
Farmer" is coming to an end. Those who persevere and get
their own airplanes are increasingly the rich, ultralights
notwithstanding. Basically the government does not want you
in the air unless you are working for a commercial business. I
found that aircraft clubs are just like all clubs. You meet the
same characters and have the same politics at meetings,
whether it is a motorcycle club or a home built aircraft club.
The bigger organizations like COPA are much like national
motorcycle clubs or the CAA. They provide some services but
have very little clout when it comes to influencing the
government. Or worse, they can become a government pawn,
espousing the party line.
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What had I been looking for? Oh yes . . . the perfect moment.
Did I find any while flying? Yes I did, but at a great personal
cost in time, money and emotional wellbeing. I had been
warned that this could happen but it wasn't the message I
wanted to hear. As a result, I lost my way.
It is possible to become so involved with something that it is
impossible to see the perfection that is all around you. Rarely
do I experience perfection when my emotions are tied up in
knots. Perfection is when you are at one with all that is. I had
thought that motorcycles were no longer giving me that chance
to experience atonement, and that maybe I needed to do
something like learn to fly. I was wrong. While I don't regret
having tried it, my advice to people who want to learn to fly for
pleasure is the same as the advice I got from my fellow
workers, don't do it.
In April 16, 2003 I bought a 2002 Suzuki DRZ400S dual
purpose bike. It was time to get back on track.
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Chapter 23. Campbell's Kingdom Revisited
Getting the Suzuki DRZ400S seemed like getting a consolation
prize. It was a good machine and I got it for a good price, it
being only one year old and having low mileage, but any
motorbike, cannot compare with the thrill of owning an aircraft
even if that aircraft is just a gyroplane.
I bought the Suzuki because I wanted to putter around in the
dirt, and the DRZ400S was the best street legal dirt bike
available in 2003. Suzuki built two versions of this 400cc four
stroke dirt bike, and the "S" model stands for street. That
means it has lights, a horn, and a speedometer. The DRZ400E
was the dirt only model and the "E" stands for electric start.
Having an electric start on a dirt bike was a novel idea and has
since been copied by other manufacturers.
The "S" model was named the best dual purpose bike by Cycle
World magazine in 2002. I knew this when I was still trying to
learn to fly, because I kept up with motorbike publications. So
when I sold the gyroplane, and a one year old DRZ came up on
consignment in a bike shop, I bought it.
My son, Brent, was taking a Forestry Degree at the University
of Alberta, and spent his summers in B.C. planting trees, and
had been a tree planter for several summers by 2003.
"You should come and see where I am working" he suggested
over the phone. At this time he was planting trees near the town
of Quesnel. I had not been back to this area since Bertha and I
went there on the Bridgestone in 1972, more than thirty years
ago, and I was curious how the area had changed. So I decided
to ride out on the DRZ, spend time with Brent, and explore the
area.
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Just because the DRZ is a dual purpose bike does not mean it is
a highway touring bike. It has several drawbacks. The engine is
small, limiting cruising speed. The gas tank is small, limiting
range, and the seat is very narrow, limiting the amount of time
I can sit on it without getting a very sore behind. The seat is
about the width of a two by four with a bit of foam padding on
it, which makes it easy to stand up on the pegs when I am
riding on rough terrain, but hard when I sit on it for any length
of time. I soon start to shift from one butt cheek to another as I
try to find a comfortable seating position. The DRZ really is
just a dirt bike that is legal to ride on the street, not the other
way around. However, I didn't let that deter me from riding it
to B.C.

Riding through the mountains in mid May brings with it the
risk of riding in cold weather, rain, and even snow. I had
acquired a new motorcycle jacket made of synthetic material
rather than leather. It had a removable liner, padding on
shoulders, elbows, and back, in case of a fall, and it was
waterproof. It was warm and flexible and I bought lined
waterproof pants to match the jacket. These new synthetic
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materials are really quite wonderful compared to my old leather
riding gear. I also had a pair of zipon rain boots to keep my
feet dry. The only thing lacking was water proof gloves. I was
still using rubber gloves in the rain which will keep my hands
dry, but not warm.
The bike came with a large custom built carrier to which I
bolted a large plastic 'top box' of a generic brand. I needed a
place to store a five liter gas can, tire pump, and tools.
Although it looks odd, on a dirt bike, there is nothing like a top
box to carry everything from groceries to a helmet, and I highly
recommend them. I also put a small wind screen on the bike.
Because of the upright seating position, I needed something to
keep the wind blast off my chest on the highway or fatigue sets
in very quickly. Two small leather saddlebags and a tank bag
completed the bike's equipment.
A tent, sleeping bag, and air bag, were strapped to the
passenger seat. Rain boots, rain gloves, maps, and camera were
in the tank bag. A change of clothing with an extra sweater
were in the saddlebags. With the extra gas and tools in the top
box, I was ready to go.
I set out for Jasper on a clear cold morning. There was frost on
the grass in the fields near Edmonton and I was glad to have
my long johns under my corduroy pants. Over this I had my
new riding pants. I kept the bike at a constant 110 km/h until I
ran out of gas at about 130 km (80 mi). I did this on purpose to
find how far I could go on a tank of gas. The five liter gas can
got me the rest of the way to the town of Edson, 120 miles (or
200 km) from Edmonton. I consider this the minimum range
requirement for any bike I own. In most places in North
America a gas station is seldom more than 120 miles away.
While the 400cc Suzuki is economical, gas consumption goes
way up at speeds much over 105 km/h. The high seating
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position and square windshield is about as aerodynamic as the
proverbial brick wall, which causes the gas consumption to go
up at higher speeds. This machine was never designed to be a
touring motorcycle.
In Jasper I stayed at an 'approved accommodation' which is
what B&B's are called in the town of Jasper. They don't
provide breakfast but are about half the price of a motel and I
was too cold to camp. The next morning it was a cold misty
ride to Mt Robson where I tanked up. My next stop was the
town of McBride where I saw two black bears cross the road
500 ft. ahead of me. By now it was starting to rain and I
stopped to put on my rain boots and switch to rubber gloves. A
little while later I slowed down to give space for two grizzly
bears that were meandering across the road. You can tell a
grizzly bear by the hump on the back and the shape of the head.
These two were a lighter brown in color and looked quite
young.
The weather was turning worse with a steady rain. Soon the
rain turned to slush that stayed on the road and made riding
difficult. I was also running low on fuel and even though I was
staying dry, the slush spray from the bike was chilling me to
the bone. I was very happy to see a gas station with a restaurant
where I pulled in to get fuel and warm up.
The station had just opened up for the season. If I had been
through here two days earlier I would have been stranded with
an empty gas tank. The waitress made pancakes and coffee for
me and I was grateful for the warmth and dryness and the
conversation, my first real stop since Jasper.
When I turned south at Prince George, on to Highway 97, the
sun came out and before long I was hot and needed to take off
several layers of clothing. This is what is so unique about
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traveling on a motorcycle. You are right there in the elements,
and your mind is tuned to a higher level of awareness. If you
are making such a trip in a car your mind and your body are on
cruse control in an air conditioned cocoon of apathy where you
would never stop at a small run down cafe and gas station, and
you would never meet the interesting people who work in these
places. In a car you are just one more customer and the
conversation ends at "bacon eggs toast and hash browns".
At Quesnel I found the motel where I was to meet Brent. He
was sharing a motel room with three other tree planters and
Brent was not happy. The company he was planting for was not
giving him a very good deal and he was thinking of switching
to another camp. In town he brought me to his favorite
restaurant and pub where he introduced me to other tree planter
friends. It quickly became obvious that tree planters formed a
summer community in the forestry town of Quesnel.
The next morning one of Brent's roommates loaned us her car,
a large north American sedan affectionately called 'The Whale
Fish'. The car was a faded gray in color and had little red cotton
balls inside above the windows, like a hot rod from the early
60's. We took it to the town of Barkerville for the day where
we explored the wonderful old ghost town. The area had
changed little since I was there thirty years ago. Even the little
log cabins where Bertha and I had stayed were still there,
although they were boarded up.
Tree planting is a hard and rough life and that evening we
heard from one of Brent's friends, back in Quesnel, that
someone had died at a planting camp. Apparently a truck and
alcohol were involved. The community of planters was quite
shook up over this, as was Brent. The rewards of tree planting
are working in clean air in beautiful locations at your own
speed and with a community of friends. If one in that
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community gets killed, the whole community suffers, and most
in that community probably knew the person who died. Brent
joined a different camp that evening, and started the new job
the next morning. I rode on to revisit the road to "Campbell's
Kingdom".
I went south on Highway 97 to the town of McLeese Lake
where I turned east on to a gravel road. At Big Lake Ranch I
turned north and was back on pavement. Just before the town
of Likely I spotted the sign that told of the Gold mining pit a
1/4 mile up a path. The sign was old and faded and this time I
rode the bike in on the path until I came to the top of what is
called 'The Bullion Pit'.

I was again thrilled to stand on the top edge of a miniature
Grand Canyon. First you ride through a tall cedar and brush
lined path, and then you step out on the edge of the world. The
mine measures three kilometers long by half a kilometer wide
and is an eighth of a kilometer deep. At the top of the canyon,
the walls are almost vertical. Over 64 kilometers of canals
were dug bringing water from nearby lakes and creeks to
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supply the hydraulic nozzles, which blasted away 12 million
cubic yards of gravel to get at the gold. In 1938 the big
hydraulic hoses used more water each day than the entire city
of Vancouver did at that time.
I rode into the town of Likely and stopped at the gas pump to
fill up. There was a female tree planter at the pump and I asked
her if she had heard of the tragic death of a fellow tree planter
back at Quesnel. She was a tree planting inspector so she was
not attached to any particular camp and had not yet heard about
it.
I needed a place to stay so my first thought was to check out
the campground. I rode on to the campground where Bertha
and I had camped so many years ago. It was now a lovely park
with a number of gold mining artifacts including an old steam
shovel and a hydraulic mining nozzle about ten feet long and
six inches in diameter. The campground was cold and wet so I
went back to Likely and found a beautiful motel on a hillside
just outside of town. From the window I could see the town
site, the bridge across the Quesnel River, and past that, a slit on
the mountainside that marked the Bullion Pit.
Once I was settled in and it had stopped raining, I decided to go
back to the Bullion Pit and see if I could ride down to the
bottom. The only road heading in the direction of the pit went
through an abandoned construction site and was gated. I
bypassed the gate by crossing through the ditch along the
highway. It was drizzling again as I went past the abandoned
construction equipment and followed the eroded gravel track.
A half a mile later I was at the top of the pit. The road down
was a very steep and washed out gravel track that zigzagged to
the bottom. There was an old shed at the bottom about a quarter
of a mile farther. This seemed like a good destination and if it
had been dry the DRZ would have had no difficulty getting
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there, but half way down the track another downpour started
and, not knowing how stable the surface was at the bottom of
the pit, I decided to turn around while I still could.
Even turning around was difficult at this point. As I rode out
through the mud I kept thinking, if I fall and break a leg here,
no one will ever find me. But better safe than sorry, even
though I was disappointed not to make it to the bottom of the
pit. I went back to the motel and had supper in the restaurant.
The contrast was remarkable. It was at least a four star
restaurant and I was the only person there. An hour ago I had
been in a mud pit, wet and dirty, and now I had a white cloth
napkin on my lap.

After the meal I rode out on a wet gravel road to the the ghost
town of Quesnel Forks, about ten miles west of Likely. Quesnel
Forks was once the largest town north of San Fransisco and
west of Chicago. It was founded in 1859 as the first Cariboo
'gold camp'. The town of Quesnel Forks has not been preserved
like Barkerville, but there are a number of old buildings and a
cemetery with signage, that gives a history of the place and the
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surrounding area.
The best preserved building is a Tong house. This was a kind
of Masonic lodge for Chinese workers. There are still Chinese
characters written on some of the logs that make up the walls. I
talked to a man who had a truck and trailer parked by the river's
edge. He comes to the area each spring and stays till the fall
snows force him to leave. He told me about the toll bridge that
had once crossed the river at this location, until the flood of
1948 washed the bridge away. He enjoys the area and has been
coming for years.
I don't know why this area isn't more popular with tourists.
There is certainly a lot of interesting history here. I think
because the location is off the beaten track, and there are no ice
cream stands to cool one down in the middle of summer, the
area has never caught on with tourists.
I road back to town and went into the bar. Again I was the only
person there. The bar was like a museum and I walked around
looking at all the old stuff as I drank my beer. It was eight
o'clock and the bartender told me he was closing up. I guess my
buying only one beer was not reason enough for him to stay
open.
The next morning after breakfast I was ready to try and find the
road from Keithley Creek to Barkerville. It was dry that
morning and the Keithley Creek road was hard packed gravel.
The bridge across the Cariboo River was still a two lane plank
bridge with the river raging below, but now there were guard
rails on both sides. A few kilometers past the start of Cariboo
Lake I came to the Keithley Creek Cemetery where I stopped
to read the grave markers.
I turned left from the Keithley Creek road towards Yanks Peak,
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named after Bill Luce, a wellknown American miner. This
was the road from Keithley Creek to Barkerville. The road
soon became a rough single lane gravel path suitable for four
wheel drive vehicles or dirt bikes and there was standing water
in places from the recent rains. The bike soon got covered in
mud and must have been a strange spectacle to the two black
bears that crossed the trail 100 feet ahead of me.
I came upon a place littered with old mining equipment that
was used as a snowmobile staging area for the Yanks Peak
Snowmobile Trail. There was also a quonset hut used by
snowmobilers in winter. Apparently this area gets very heavy
snowfall and is a great place for snowmobiling.
A ways farther a large stream about twenty feet wide and a foot
deep crossed the road. There was still snow along the edge of
the stream and the road. What to do? The current was very fast.
If I was with another person I might have attempted to cross it,
but if I dropped the bike, or fell and broke a leg, no person
would find me even though I had told the owner of the motel
my intentions and the general direction I was traveling that day.
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There was a narrow plank bridge that crossed the stream near
the road. It was meant for foot traffic and was too flimsy to
support a bike, so I crossed it on foot. I walked a ways up the
road and came upon a cabin with a sign in front of it, 'SITE of
VEITH and BORLAND STORE 1885' the sign read. The cabin
was not locked. Inside was a stove, table, chair, bunk and
empty beer cans, and the cabin smelled of mouse droppings.
On the table was an old map, a binder, and two pads of paper
that were used as a log book. Visitors added entries to the log
book and I did the same, giving my name, date, mode of
transportation, and adding a comment on how beautiful the area
was.

It was time to turn back. No, I had not made it to Barkerville on
the old Cariboo trail  it was too early in the season. But I had
come far enough to have a deep appreciation for the courage of
the pioneers who had come here 120 years ago. And while the
town of "Come Lucky" from the book "Campbell's Kingdom"
is fictitious, the location where the characters in the book come
to life, is very real.
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This is still a very rugged and lonely part of Canada. The motel
I came back to, in Likely, with its fancy restaurant, seems
almost out of place here. My DRZ seems a bit out of place here
as well. Its bright, almost florescent yellow bodywork must
have seemed like a lighthouse to the two black bears I came
upon on my way back to town. An odd thing. Out of place.
Better run. And they did, as I puttered past. That made ten
bears in one week. That too was unusual.
The trip home was uneventful. I went south on Highway 97 to
100 Mile House, another marker on the Cariboo trail, where I
turned east on Highway 24. At Highway 5, the Yellowhead, I
turned north to Tete Jaune Cache, to complete the loop. The
weather was warm and I was starting to think that with a larger
gas tank and a better seat, the DRZ would make a pretty good
touring bike.
Next day past the town of Jasper I saw a helicopter taking
water from a lake to put out a forest fire. What had started as a
controlled burn had gotten out of control and smoke was now
covering the highway. I stopped to take pictures because that is
what we do. We try to remember the moments by putting them
on film, or in this day and age, by putting them in little bits of
memory inside of a computer.
See . . . I had a moment. I must have had a moment because it
is on the picture. To have a moment. A perfect moment. A
perfect picture. If I can just get it on film, then I will have it.
But then I won't remember the experience of having had it. A
dilemma. The non attachment of the journalist photographer.
He is too busy taking pictures to experience the moment. "Was
that death and destruction I just photographed? Must have been
because it is recorded in the camera after all. Did I frame it
well?" Do we capture moments on film, or do we miss them
because we are taking a picture? Does the one who has the
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most pictures at the end of life, win?
I was going through the photo albums of my parents the other
day. They had both passed on and my brother had already gone
through the albums. I was left with innumerable pictures of the
homes they had lived in. Garbage. Innumerable pictures of the
trips they had made. Garbage. Innumerable pictures of the
events they had attended. Garbage. Were they there, in the
moment, when they took all those pictures? Are we, with our
digital cameras and digital picture phones? Or do the pictures
become substitutes for the moments in our lives?
As we search for something miraculous in our lives do we take
for granted all the technical miracles around us? They seem
almost invisible to our awareness, unless they are not working.
The cell phone  telepathy
The airplane  the magic carpet
The computer  clairvoyance predicting the future
Television  astral projection
The motorcycle  teleportation
The motorcycle, the ability to travel anywhere. In much of
Southeast Asia it is the only form of personal transportation.
Up to five people plus goods on a 125cc bike. So small, so
inexpensive, and yet so versatile. In North America we have
the whole range, from ten inch tall pocket bikes to one
thousand pound touring behemoths like the Goldwing. From
the versatile scooter to 200 mph racing bikes, it is all there if
we want it. Can we see beyond the plastic and metal to see the
magic beneath?
Motorcycles have been a part of most of my life. I am still
thrilled by them and their ability to transport me to that perfect
moment.
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Epilogue. The Perfect Moment
This book has been an attempt to come to an understanding of
what life is all about using my lifelong relationship with
motorcycles. In this epilogue I would like to express some of
these understandings, as I see them at sixty years of age. It is
not an attempt to express absolute truth, as that is inexpressible.
It is an attempt to see life as it relates to 'perfect moments'. It is
my interpretation of my experiences and I realize that they may
be full of errors. I add them to this book in the hope that you,
the reader, will take them as food for thought.
For many years I had a small saying taped to a filing cabinet by
my desk at work. It said:
"Let me remind you
That the perceived
Cannot perceive"
(Huang Po).
To perceive. to become aware of through the senses. To
achieve understanding or awareness of . . . in the mind. That
saying was by my desk for 23 years, and when I retired I took
the yellowed piece of paper and stuck it on my filing cabinet at
home.
The book I had copied the saying from was called "OPEN
SECRET" by Wei Wu Wei. The author commented on this
saying by Huang Po "If you should ever come to understand
the full significance of this, will you not have understood
everything that needs to be understood?"
Huang Po (?849) was a Chinese Zen Master  a Buddhist. I felt
no particular attraction to Buddhism with it's doctrine of
reincarnation and it's four noble truths and it's eight fold path. It
was just too radically different from the Christian dualism,
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(God  creation, good  evil), and it's doctrine of salvation by
faith, that I had lived with all my life. It also didn't seem to
mesh with the emotion of "a perfect moment". Buddhism and
emotion did not seem to belong together in the same sentence.
But that phrase "The perceived cannot perceive" resonated
with me somehow. To become aware of the perfect moment.
To understand it. This phenomenon of perfect moments, that
was so foreign to my upbringing. To take it apart layer by layer
until I could somehow see the truth underlying it. That object
that I perceive, does it perceive? How about that person, does
he/she? What about my own body, or my ego? And what if the
saying isn't even true? Can I still use it as a tool?
The saying implies a subject and an object  a person doing the
perceiving and an object being perceived. To experience a
perfect moment  an inner reality involving psychology, and an
outer reality involving physics. Another duality? Was there any
way that physics and psychology could even be combined?
By the mid 80s the field of physics had become as radically
strange as the most strange of religions. The only difference
between physics and religion was that physics relied on
measurement and repeatability. In this radical field, space has
become spacetime, the universe is getting bigger, matter and
energy are interchangeable, and everything is connected in the
sense that the object we look at, we change  just by the act of
looking  even at a distance. This sounds very close to the
Taoist saying, "You pull out a blade of grass and you shake the
universe". Bell's Theorem would back this up with
mathematics.
So why is it that, as we grow older, perfect moments seem to
come less often? There are several reasons. One is that time in
our lives is not linear. I am talking about time as a function of
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our total life experience.
You remember when you were in grade two in school, how the
summer holidays seemed to stretch on forever. And once you
got older, how those two months just seemed to flash by. This
is two months compared to the total number of months you
have lived. Two months to a six year old is a large fraction of
the six year olds life, but two months to a sixty year old person
is a tiny fraction of that person's life. Time does indeed go
faster as we grow older. There does not seem to be enough time
to register perfect moments as they happen. That glorious
sunset we experienced at age twenty is just one more orange
sky that flashes past our vision when we are forty. It hardly
registers.
The second reason is the clutter in the brain. The incredible
amount of life experience, at age forty, that rolls around in our
heads, either filed away as unresolved 'stuff', or as data to be
manipulated for new situations. We are so busy in our heads we
miss the perfect moments.
So what is this perfect moment that 'I', as a whole human being,
sometimes experience?
After much inner searching I have come to the conclusion that
there is no moment and there is no I. This is a radical thought
but one that can be demonstrated. In the new age movement the
recurring phrase was to 'be here now'. There was even a book
called "Be Here Now" written by Ram Das. It was said that the
only reality there is, is this moment, this instant. 'So be in this
instant' it was said.
For most people reality is what happens while they are
planning something else. We are not even conscious of our
own being, most of the time. Our minds just keep jumping
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from one thing to another, either reliving the past or planning
for the future, even if that future is just a simple "I want to have
a cup of coffee." Our minds are seldom self aware, or
conscious of being conscious.
The problem with this 'Be Here Now' concept, is that it is
impossible to be in this moment. It is impossible to be in
external reality in this moment!
By the time we are aware of this moment, it has already
changed into something else. By the time the nerve impulses of
our senses create this moment in our brain a number of
milliseconds have already elapsed, and the universe has already
moved on to a different state. You might argue that "it is only a
millisecond" but whether it is a millisecond or a million years
the fact is that you cannot 'Be Here Now'. You cannot be in this
moment. YOU are never IN external reality.
"So what?" you ask. So everything. The 'moment' you think
you may have experienced, may, or may not be part of
something that happened a millisecond ago, since there is also
no absolute past. The universe does not progress like an
opening shot on a pool table, either from a big bang, or from a
moment of creation. If it did, using classical physics, you could
retrace all of the momentums of all the particles in the universe,
until you came back to the initial energy and direction of the
pool cue, or retraced all your steps back to the big bang.
This is not how it works. The universe follows the laws of
quantum mechanics which deals in probabilities. And these
probabilities have built in uncertainties. You could in theory
run the whole show backwards in time, but that does not mean
that the events that occurred in the past would necessarily occur
again. The events, happening backwards, would still be subject
to the laws of probabilities and uncertainties. There would be

226

Albert Huizinga

no absolute past, there would only be many possible pasts.
And now to make it even weirder, it is my experience that there
is no "I" to experience this moment. Most of us identify
ourselves with our egos. It is what tells us who we are. It is the
voice in our heads telling us we need that cup of coffee.
Without the ego we cannot function. We would not have a self.
But the self is not real. It is a construct. A newborn baby does
not have an ego or a self, just the potential for one. And a
person with severe Alzheimer's, has lost the ego and the self. I
say this in the larger measurable context. Just as a dog may be
aware that it is a dog, but it is not likely aware that it is aware.
There was once a six year old you. If you are now forty years
old that six year old you is long gone. Most of the particles
making up that six year old you are gone and the ego of that six
year old has radically changed. You cannot find that six year
old again . . . anywhere. Not even if we could go back in time.
We seem to have lost the perfect moment, both the moment and
the one experiencing the moment, the 'I'. All that is left is the
experience being experienced. In the perfect moment the ego,
the self, observes something experiencing perfection. The ego
is just a momentary observer of a phenomenon. That
phenomenon is the perfect moment.
If you watch the movie "The Last Samurai" in the final battle
scene, when the leader of the Samurai is dying, he gets a
revelation. "Perfect" he says "It is all perfect". His whole life
and all his Samurai training has led up to his being able to get
this revelation. He is surrounded by death and destruction and
he is dying himself, when he sees the blossoms of a bush
blowing in the wind, and he realizes that "It is all perfect."
When all is said and done, all of life is perfect. This is a hard
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pill to swallow because we are in it. We are the actors on the
stage. All of our problems and troubles seem so very real to us.
We do not see the stage, or that we are acting.
It is a lucky event when we are able to transcend this reality,
this moment, and see the truth behind the play. To see the
perfect moment.
I am thankful that the motorcycle has been the instrument that
has allowed me to occasionally glimpse this truth.

