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Friday, July 28th 
The second of two abbreviated sport rides started early for JeanClaude.  The need for money, coffee and fuel sent him out into a fine drizzle at 6:30 on Friday morning.  The weather had an ominous feel and looked as though it could get very bad, very fast.  However, by the time BB and FJ pulled into Evans Quick Mart the misting had ceased and face shields were clear.  Little did the ‘usual suspects’ realize that rain would be the least of their visibility problems as the trip progressed!  
For the 2000 Canadian Sport Tour the ‘usual suspects’ are the same motley crew as the earlier Pennsylvania Ride.  DucGili astride his 1998 Ducati 748 Biposto.  BlueBall piloting his 1999 Kawasaki ZX9R.  FJames at the controls of his 1999 Suzuki TL1000Rx, and JC pushing his CBR1100DozyGeese.  
After checking maps and a brief discussion, BB led east out of Manchester onto Rt. 43 and 202a.  Each passing moment brought an improvement in the weather and by the time the group had circumnavigated the city of Rochester, the sky had cleared except for fair weather cumulus clouds.  Expectations rose, speeds increased, and the games began with some nice three man formation passes. 
Just outside of Rochester FJ assumed the lead.  In short order he left BB and JC hung-up behind a truck and 2 cars with anxious drivers.  As a passing zone appeared BB started to pull out but held back as the car in front made a move.  That car was held back as the first car showed an interest in passing.  All this time clear passing lane was being eaten up and finally, JC exhibited his usual patience and pulled out and committed.  So did car two.  Jean Claude moved to the shoulder and executed a three abreast parallel pass with car two and truck one.  BB was right behind and all moved safely into the travel lane and eventually caught up with FJ who was moving smartly and smoothly ahead!  YAR!
Route 17 should have been a perfect mid/high speed run.  The road was newly paved and lightly traveled.  However, water spots had accumulated all along the road and strongly suggested oily, slippery conditions.  The ride was fine but JC admitted later that he might have been gripping his handlebars a tad tighter than usual! 
We arrived in Norway, Maine at 10:15 where we spied DucGili strategically placed to cover all possible intersections.  The more fuel hungry TL1000 provided an excuse for all to fill up, and to observe the remarkable gas pump jockeying skills of the attendant working the island.  BB was so amazed at how she performed her tasks that his eyeballs seemed frozen in their sockets.  Meanwhile, a local fellow with a crescent shaped scar on his cheek, was equally fascinated with the smorgasbord of motor vehicles our group offered.  As his gaze slid from the XX to the ZX he wondered aloud at how fast are the bikes.  As the TL came under his wistful look, he asked where we were going and where we were from.  Finally, his eyes settled on the Duck and he exclaimed,  “Ah, a Ducati! A real bike!”   Although we all understood his sentiment, we were a bit surprised by this local yokel’s discriminating taste. DucGili, ever the diplomat, was quick to point out that they are ALL real bikes.  Thanks for the thought, eh fellows!
The people in Norway practice an unusual method of disposing of their garbage.  Apparently they simply deposit their sealed garbage bags in the center of the road anywhere within the city limits.  One assumes that town workers later drive through town and recover the bags for proper disposal.  We were struck by the fact that while this seems most handy for the residents, it must be rather inefficient for the collection staff.
Routes 117, 140 and 142 proved perfect for establishing a rhythm as the quartet headed north toward the border.  The weather held steady and lead changes occurred as the spirits were moved.  The countryside was beautiful. Rugged and remote with mountain views, wooded tunnel runs, and sparkling lakes strewn gemlike along the road.  
It was on this stretch that we began to realize that rain isn’t the only thing that can impact visibility.  If bugs strike one’s shield often enough, a residue of death, which starts innocently as a spot here and there, begins, inexorably, to accumulate.  Although the first two layers remain reasonably transparent, the third layer creates significant vision distortion and cleaning the visor becomes imperative.  
Fortunately, or so it seemed, the center and side lines were recently painted, and helped guide the group as visibility decreased.  On we rode through Buckfield, Peru, Dixfield, Cartharge and into Weld.
FJ and DucGili, making the hard left to follow 132 as it intersected with 156, led the way out of Weld.  JC, following BB was witness as BB applied reasonable acceleration at the apex of the turn. JC watched aghast, as the rear tire of the ZX spun as if on ice, in the fresh yellow paint.  Time slowed down as the ZX lay gently on its side, rear tire still spinning in protest, and slid uphill in a vague counterclockwise motion for 25 feet.  BB bounced immediately to his feet and was bent over the now silent ZX before JC had a chance to decide where to park.  
JC set the XX on its stand safely off the road.  One look at BB and he knew that there was no serious injury and that there would be time to talk after the ZX was back to vertical.  BB and JC lifted the bike just as a fellow who had been working at the rise arrived to help.  After affirming that BB was physically sound the Samaritan left and FJ and DucGili arrived.  Apparently DucGili saw a pedestrian point backward and realized that something was amiss.
Once we were sure that he was OK we backed off from the heat emanating from BB as his anger began manifesting itself and he assessed the damage. Remarkably the result was some minor scratches and cracks but nothing that would limit riding in any way.  After a few minutes of self-flagellation BB gathered himself and allowed JC to apply first aid to a quarter sized burn on his arm.  Although a Band-Aid would have been sufficient, BB insisted on tape, a gauze patch, and a healthy dose of antibiotic.  (Some witnesses claim that it was actually JC that dictated the treatment.  His reply was,  “It is better to have it and not need it than to need it and not have it and you can quote me on that.”)
Everyone was pleased to remount and resume the trip.  Given our style of riding and our tolerance for risk…however mitigated…this sort of incident is a fair contribution to the ‘Karma Wheel’.  
A fast ride from Weld to Kingfield found everyone ready to eat lunch.  As we parked a couple of Harley’s pulled in behind us and two large ‘Biker Chicks’ dismounted.  Although their sexual orientation was completely unambiguous, none of us cared because we could NEVER have found ourselves disappointed that they would not be making further contributions to the gene pool. When we asked about where to eat they said that they were looking for a couple of beers and suggested that the bar at the hotel might be a good choice.  YIKES!  DRUNK DIKES ON BIKES!!!  We took a pass and went into Longfellow’s Restaurant.  
The food was good and the service fair.  We had a nice chat with a couple of Custom’s Agents.  One was a supervisor and he told us that he was responsible for over 300 miles of border and 5 stations.  That’s a lot of territory, n’est pas?!
From Kingfield we turned northwest and followed 27 to the border, which is very fine piece of road with little traffic and practically no access. We all hit triple digits and were happy to say so!  
We arrived at the Canadian customs, (Douane), at 2:50pm having covered 288 miles.  FJ and JC pulled up together.  As he suggested, FJ did the talking.  (He denies implying that JC would talk them into trouble and said that ‘It will just be faster if I do it.’)  As they were waved on DucGili and BB rolled to up to the agent.  Sure enough, as if BB hadn’t had enough excitement for one day, they decide to take his license and run a full background check. We all took the opportunity to dismount, stretch, eat some Newtons and drink a little water.  After 15 minutes BB retrieves his license and we are free to go.  We cross into the town of Woburn and are soon wicking our way toward Quebec City.
DucGili demonstrated his skill on the Duck.  He led the group on a high-speed romp that included hillcrest passing on double yellow lines.  Later we discussed and agreed that you can only make judgements about the safety of a move from your own position and that the perception of danger is usually greater than the reality.  (Rationalize? Us?  YAR!)
An occasional missed turn and long triple digit lopes along 204 and 73 and we arrive at the Hotel Maison du Forte at 5:30pm.  A quick glance at the odo indicates 380 miles for the Litchfield contingent and a tad less for DucGili. 
BB greets Marielle with hugs and smiles and we are made to feel welcome.  BB and FJ grab the Suite and DucGili and JC take room 5.  A fair arrangement given that the boys in the Suite had a half-hour climb upstairs to their room.  The hotel is an immaculate Inn with 11 rooms.  The hardwood floors are shiny and the decoration is fresh and country.  It was a comfortable and pleasant place to spend the night.  Kudos to BB for making the arrangements!
After changing our money, we cleaned the bikes in the street in front of the Hotel.  As we came back outside after showering in preparation for dinner, we were greeted by a Quebec City PD member with his ticket book in hand.  Apparently we were not only parked in a no parking spot, but there is a prohibition against motorcycles circulating in the Old City.  Marielle engaged the Gendarme in a rapid paced but friendly discussion and after explaining the law several times we were allowed to take the bikes to the parking garage under the City Hall.  
FJ and BB entered the garage first and passed through the gate without problem. JC and DucGili, in spite of passionate assistance from a driver waiting to follow, ended up losing an argument with the ticket vending machine and had to wait for the attendant to acknowledge the problem and manually raise the gate.  Eventually the motorcycle parking area was located on sub-level 3 and tickets were obtained from the attendant.
After drinks at The Hotel Frontenac, and a walk on the boardwalk overlooking the St. Lawrence, BB led us to Au Parmesian for dinner where we had a reservation for 8:30pm.  
Shortly after we arrived, a couple was seated at the next table.  This proved to be an entertaining distraction as the young lady was quite model-class beautiful.  They were joined after a few minutes by another couple.  The second young lass, (I hesitate to call them women…they were barely old enough to escape being called girls), was equally attractive.  The situation led to some interesting dialogue.  JC would be elaborating on some fine point of political intrigue when he would notice the everyone else had stopped responding appropriately.  A glance would be all it took to realize that they were lost in some fruitless fantasy while dreamily watching the adjacent diners.
We took heart however, when we saw that the attractive young ladies had the same effect on the wait staff.  This explains how they mistook a request for Sparkling Water as Scotch and Soda, and how, when JC declined interest in extra cheese he promptly had a healthy sized portion sprinkled over his meal.    ‘Ah pheromones….’, as the French say!
Since it was a beautiful evening and a beautiful city, we followed BB through the streets of Old Quebec to La Café Bonaparte where coffee and after dinner drinks prepared the younger contingent for the famous, and risky, Castle Wall Walk.  
DucGili and JC followed BB and FJ through the gates of Forte Park and up to the wall that is bounded by a 30+ drop into what appears to be a dry moat protecting the ramparts of the Forte proper.  As the daring lads walked along the edge of the wall in a death defying exhibition of balance and night vision, DucGili and JC were treated to splendid views of the city, The Hotel Frontenac, The City Hall and Churches all nicely illuminated to wonderful effect.  
As we came to the end of the walk there was a marker explaining the significance of the Forte and the Battle of Quebec.  JC was wondering aloud if anyone had a flashlight when a spikey haired young man came by with a bicycle.  And what do you know?  He had a flashlight.  Before JC could open his mouth the lad threw his bicycle against the wall and then threw himself over the marker and down the cliff.  He slid into the woods about 10 yards down the steep slope and disappeared.  We could hear a violent thrashing about and after a few moments there was silence and then he suddenly reappeared and scrambled back up the slope to retrieve his bike.  JC got his attention and asked if he could shine his light on the marker so we might learn a little something.  Surprisingly Spike obliged.  
After we thanked the strange and reluctantly accommodating young man, he manhandled his bike over his shoulder and moved rapidly down the stairs to a patio where he once again threw himself over the wall and was lost in the darkness.  
We all looked at each other amazed.  In life there are so many things we see and experience and will never understand.  C’est la vie! 
Nearly midnight we return to our rooms and sleep to dream, perchance, of tollbooth scofflaws.
Canadian Signage
DucGili was the first to point out that the Canadian species of moose have a much fiercer disposition than their cousins to the south.  In Maine, motorists are warned of moose crossings by a yellow sign depicting the black silhouetted profile of a placid, fully racked moose. He could be chewing his cud or simply reflecting on how nice it is to stand in the road on a cold day with the sun beating down and reflecting off the pavement.  Indeed, it is less a ‘Moose Crossing’ and more of  ‘Moose Standing’ warning.  In Canada however, it is clear that moose are not content to stand, or even simply to cross.  The yellow and black signs on rural Canadian roads indicate an angry, hostile creature preparing to charge the unwary passer by.  You can practically see the steam pouring from its nostrils and sparks chinking from its feet as it paws the edge of the road.  Why the two species, so geographically close and genetically similar, should behave so differently when confronted by a road, is a mystery to this writer.   However, DucGili suggests that it is a Darwinian Principal of evolution and that Canadian Moose have a more highly developed territorial imperative.  
While the moose signage caused consternation and peaked the interest of at least some of the group, all agreed that the Road Curve signs, even in kilometers, were very useful and well executed.  Once you internalized what they meant by a 60kph curve you could count on consistency in every instance not only with 60kph signs but between 60 and 80 kph signs as well.  This proved to be confidence inspiring and enabled us to eat up distance safely and at prodigious rates.  
Canadians have a real love of Traffic Lights.  This is not to suggest that the engineers and politicians misuse lights…in fact, they show real restraint and you only encounter traffic lights where they make perfect sense. However, as population has increased so has the need for traffic lights and wherever a new light is installed it is preceded by a large, colorful sign, indicating ‘NEW LIGHT AHEAD’!  Apparently they have such pride in these additions that they want to be sure that the local citizens take proper note of the installation!  (BB thinks that it is simply a warning to the natives that there is now a signal where there wasn’t a signal before…perhaps preventing accidents. Whatever….)   
Another interesting observation about Canadian Traffic Signals is that many begin indicating GO with a frantic blinking of the green light.  The first time we encountered a blinking light FJ nearly had all of us in his exhaust cans as he started… stopped… started… stopped  -  4 times in rapid succession  -  trying to synch with the lights.  Eventually we assumed that it meant GO but if someone was coming the other way they might GO too.  (JC investigated to make sure that the counterpart to a Blinking Green wasn’t a Blinking Red…if this were the case it would create a 5 second virtual stop/go block of time and lots of potential for interesting encounters. It wasn’t!) 
 Saturday, July 29th
Arose at 6:00 and DucGili and JC went on a fruitless search for coffee.  Walking through the streets of Old Quebec the only folks they encountered were the occasional jogger and street sweepers.  None of the restaurants were opened and they got back to L’Hotel Maison du Forte just as BB and FJ emerged.  We retrieved the bikes from the garage and returned to the Hotel to load up and leave.  Marielle saw us off at 7:00 exactly.
The weather was holding as we departed Quebec City and headed southwest along route 38 parallel to the St. Lawrence River.  The road was well maintained, straight, flat and dull.  It would prove to be like this most of the day and the group found that managing traffic, 4 man in line close formation passing, and the occasional high triple digit romp was all it took to keep interest alive!  
We passed through Donnaconna, Batiscan St-Luc, Deschambault, and other small towns before stopping in Cap de la Madeleine.  Each small town in the Province of Quebec was dominated by what can only be described as a small Cathedral.  These imposing stone structures, similar in form though different in execution, were often placed at the high point in town and were visible for miles.  Each of these edifices had a gray, almost metallic looking, coating on all roof surfaces.  It must have been a significant windfall for some local contractor who cleverly sold his services at the Provincial level.  What fun it would have been to follow the internal Church politics as that contract was awarded.  Who kicked back what to whom! YAR!
Cap de la Madeleine is a small strip town just outside of Trois Rivieres.  We stopped for breakfast in what appeared to be a sports bar called Le Breu un Bouffe  ("The Beer and Beef").  The sign said ‘Open’ and there were several cars in the lot. Fate, once again, beamed broadly on the quartet as they parked in the gravel lot, unaware of what was just a short distance away, through an unimposing door.   Inside, waiting on tables, and waiting to be discovered, was an astonishingly, ‘Star Quality’ beautiful babe in a miniskirt.  Her blond hair was slightly disheveled…no doubt as a result of the early hour.  Her skin was fair and flawless.  Her mouth begged to be kissed and her legs were shaped as if by a Platonic Lathe operator with a clear notion of perfection.  Further description would likely cross the bounds of good taste…if you are one of the four witnesses no further elaboration is needed…if you are reading this as a voyeur, assume that your imagination will come up short of reality!  JC, inspired by the notion that a photo op was in the offing, suddenly became fluent in a combination of Pig French and Sign Language.  He effectively explained that we would like to have her picture taken with the group and she graciously agreed.  An innocent diner was enlisted and, amid many laughs, smiles and slightly lecherous looks, the picture was taken and a new tradition was born!  Oh, and I think we had breakfast too….
Southwest on 138 carried the boys on through towns with wonderful names like Yamachiche, Maskinonge and a slew of St. Somethings.  The road changed little as the morning progressed and entertainment was found in formation flying and, in some stretches, relaxed upright slow cruising.  At one point BB pulled up next to JC at a stop and asked JC if there was cruise control on the XX.  Duh…how else could you explain JeanClaude’s steady speed, no hands, lane weaving, body shifting, arm flapping antics.  DucGili nodded as he now understood how he had nearly been taken to the shoulder by JC’s unsteady piloting.
The group stopped once for fuel then sped into Ottawa on Rt. 158.  At this point they began anxiously watching the sky as a large thunderstorm began building due west.  A couple of conferences occurred en route and finally DucGili led onto Rt. 50 and smack into the middle of Ottawa proper.  It turned out to be an interesting detour and we passed a mile long section of huge and elaborate Government buildings.  Ottawa has the appearance of a lovely city worth a follow-up visit.  
A brief relief stop and another conference doesn’t seem to bring us any closer to a known road.  The boys traveled another couple of kilometers and pulled into a Walmart parking lot.  While the 3 leather baggers donned rain gear…it was clearly time…JC sought directions to route 417.   The rain began, accompanied by lightening, just as they pulled out of the parking lot.  Route 417 was a short section of 6 lane and the rain, which felt at times like hail, was so heavy that the road assumed a frothy appearance that gave the impression of riding through slippery, soapy water.  By the time we transitioned on to Route 7 the rain stopped and at 3:30pm the slickers came off and the sun was shining.
This stretch began to be a little more heavily traveled and there were a couple of breath catching passings of the Ontario Provincial Police (OPP).  No lights however and the group pushed on.  Somewhere, between Madoc and Havelock, JC assumed lead.  Moving smartly along and passing where possible, the day was winding down and the group had started looking for lodging.  JC passed two cars before diving into traffic at the crest of a hill.  Just the other side an OPP Officer flipped on his lights, U-turned and followed the hapless fool as he pulled into a safe parking area.  A friendly enough encounter occurred resulting in a souvenir for JC and a little revenue for the County of Hastings.  
Gradually, the suddenly missing entourage began to regroup and the rest of the story unfolded.  (JC didn’t hear this until later since he had departed in a frustrated…OK,  pissed off…huff.)  It seems that FJ was trailing DucGili who was trailing JC when a different OPP Officer turned around and pulled over FJ to discuss his recent fine riding skills and handling of his high speed machine some 20 miles back.   BB, trailing FJ by minutes continued on, passed everyone including JC who was having his own discussion with the local Constabulary.  DucGili, a VT Sheriff Deputy had turned around to see if he could offer assistance to FJ.  The ‘get out of jail free’ play was unnecessary however, since the officer who was talking with FJ hadn’t actually gotten a radar reading and was unable to write a ticket.  FJ, DG and female OPP officer had a pleasant chat.   (Also, JC was already being solicited for his contribution and their revenue needs are not as heavy in rural Canada as they are back home!)  JC was cited for 110kph in an 80kph zone…which turns out to be something like 68mph in an 50mph zone…not nearly as dramatic as it appears at first blush…(and certainly no where near what it could have been…217 kph…now that would have been dramatic!)
After the group caught up with JC they rode into Peterborough and begin checking Motels for vacancy.  A Lacrosse tournament had most of the rooms occupied but we eventually found facilities at The Nite Owl, a vintage late 50’s 20 room independently owned Motel.  The décor was nothing to write home about but the water pressure was great and we soon had our cycles shining and ourselves scrubbed and ready for dinner.  Murray’s Pub was staffed by a friendly lass and we were shortly seated outside in the settling dusk, unwinding and chuckling over the day’s misadventures!  
During dinner BB suggests that JC might better be referred to as “Magellan, The Navigator” or “Dave the Deaf”.  Flattered at the recognition of his map following skill and infallible sense of direction, JC nonetheless declined the moniker change and obviously never heard them suggest “Dave the Deaf”.
After a group photo with our waitress we rode back to the Nite Owl and to bed.  
The Leather Bag Fart and A Scientific Discovery
BB is acknowledged by the entire crew as the master of the Leather Bag Fart or LBF.  FJ and JC are mere pretenders to the throne and the whole sordid mess leaves DucGili wondering, at particularly poignant moments, how he got involved with the three dueling flatulists.  As measured by tonal quality, length or duration, and volume, BB sets a standard FJ and JC can only dream of attaining.   Indeed, JC has never experienced an LBF since it requires riding gear constructed from the skins of dead cows or pigs and the Ballistic Fabric gear worn by JC does not qualify.  Leather definitely resonates in a unique and identifiable manner and once one has heard a well executed LBF it is easy to recognize.  FJ has the proper clothing but lacks the resonance and sphincter control of the true fartiste.  
It has been observed that BB seems to giggle involuntarily following each LBF…or even a Standard Issue Fart (SIF).  (He claims it is a chortle or chuckle but the rest think that is putting a rather fine point on the matter.)  This observation proves to be relevent however.  The question was raised by JC, following an especially spirited Fart Fest on Sunday morning, as to whether one can fart in ones sleep.  It seemed to be generally accepted that a fart is a conscious activity requiring the flatulator to be awake.  
The following morning, DucGili reported a breakthrough discovery.  A light sleeper to begin with, he was awakened in the wee hours of the morning by a series of resonant SIF’s from the master himself…(not even BB wears his leathers to bed)…followed by NOTHING.  No giggles, chuckles or chortles.  Nothing but the slow breathing of a person sound asleep. Conclusive evidence that a sleeper can fart and that it can be an involuntary event. FJ suggested submitting the data to the AMA, (no, not the American Motorcycle Assoc), and DucGili promised to research the literature and check with his scientific advisor. And to think, we were all there when this momentous discovery was made.
Sunday, July 30th
Up at 6:30 and gone by 7:00, the crew has decided to humor JC with a ride through Algonquin Park.  Route 36 takes us to Bobcaygeon where we refuel and BB, FJ and DucGili engage in an animated discussion of their last visit to this amusingly named town.  
As the tour heads north on Rt. 28 the terrain gradually changes from the flat straights to gentle hills and curves.  The elevation changes are welcome and the riding becomes more interesting and challenging.  Somewhere between Cardiff and Wilberforce, with BB leading on Rt. 121, the boys, tightly grouped, coming over a right handed rise, spot a yearling buck on the right shoulder.  Long legged and lanky, he had the unmistakable look that all teenagers exhibit.  Hard brakes for all as we watched the deer fix us with a slightly amused look, take three mincing steps into the road, then launch himself with a powerful thrust of rear haunches a good 20 airborne feet into the woods.  BB later exclaimed that he must have had 2 minutes of hang time!  
A few more corners, past a smoldering stinky pile of hay on the side of the road, and into Haliburton for breakfast.  We are clearly in the heart of tourist back country and the tourist business must be good if the new schools and generally prosperous look of the town is any indication.  
DucGili, FJ and BB order the usual assortment of eggs, potatoes and meat.  JC, feeling a bit guilty about earlier culinary excesses, tries for oatmeal.  No go. ‘How bout  fresh fruit?’ he inquires hopefully.  ‘Sorry hon. Not today.’  ‘Cereal?  Raisin Bran?’ Success!  Sort of!  The milk in Canada is processed differently and it took two days for JC to stop whining about the taste it had left in his mouth! 
On a more positive note, BB and JC had encountered a boater/biker in the restroom and as we finished up he and his very attractive wife stopped at our table to offer suggestions for our ride.  She was standing a scant inch from FJ and DucGili had to keep nudging him as a reminder to breathe.  BB had a different breathing disorder but his panting seemed to be taken for heavy sighs.
After breakfast we took 121 west, 35 north and jumped on Rt. 60 in the town of Dwight.  This is the only road through Algonquin Park and it proved to be well maintained, very scenic, cut through mountains and speckled by lakes. DucGili and JC were treated to a demonstration of deep leaning, turn carving, close coupled riding, by BB and FJ as they took turns leading through the park. With no access, little traffic, and our powerful rides, we traversed 62 miles through the park in less than 45 minutes. 
FJ led the group on to Rt. 517 which was a pretty good road but had a lot of loose sand which kept the speeds down and attention up.  He pulled up after a left onto 28.  Visors had become opaque from insectile death.  As other needs were attended to, the 3 boys who needed to look at maps to know where they were, conferred.  
At 1:15 we stopped for gas and a quick Newton lunch in the one store burg of Griffith.  JC, who has been reluctant to lead since his encounter with the OPP, is cajoled into taking point by subtle prodding from his peers.  “Get your ass up there and do your share you pussy....”  Or something similar...  
Route 28 was a twisty, fun and fast road and JC did his best not to slow down the rest of the crew.  Cresting a hill, with a short stretch to a diving right hander, JC passed a pick-up with three teenage boys in the back.  Eyes wide and fists pumping they encouraged the riders to do something fast or foolish!  Since we are all mature adults we opted for fast.  
A couple of miles later the group stopped at an intersection and began sorting out the next leg.  The pick-up pulled alongside and the passenger in the front seat shouted something that JC, (The Deaf), took as “Are you crazy?”, but FJ claims was actually “Do you need directions.”  The young fellows in the back looked confused for a moment when they realized that we were all well past being teenagers ourselves.  After some elbowing and pointing they must have decided, “Cool!  Old guys on fast bikes!” and gave us the thumbs up, high sign, and some vaguely Hawaiian thing that looked familiar but out of context!   The truck took off and to the delight of the three teenage boys, we smoked them again minutes later.
Route 41 led us back to Route 7 and through, briefly, the County of Hastings.  Having already contributed to the revenue stream of Hastings all were happy to get on to Route 2 heading east.  
Back on the flats, the ride became more urban and the group settled into traffic management and more upright and relaxed mode.  Wicking up where we could and backing down in the towns, we continued right into Cornwall where BB led us to the “Anchor Motel”.  Although the group insists that flexibility is the primary operating principal for these tours, JC is convinced that there are some unwritten rules that apply.  One of these is that it is not enough that our lodging be simply cheap. Ideally it should have been built circa 1958, seedy is OK as long as it doesn’t seem outright dangerous, and a restaurant attached is important…even if eating there is completely out of the question. 
The Anchor Motel did have the benefit of a heated pool and once FJ, DucGili and JC had wiped down their bikes they were happy to soak and talk.  Meanwhile, foregoing the pool, BB used Qtips and a magnifying glass to clean the ZX in preparation for…to get ready to…ah, because it is …well shit…because it pleases him and that’s all the reason anyone needs! 
By 7:00pm hunger led the group across the street to East Side Mario’s.   After eating a pail of peanuts while waiting to be seated, we were led outside to the terrace.  The boys jockeyed for position with all the earnestness of racers seeking the pole.  BB, FJ, and JC tied for first and DucGili, occupied with closing the bar tab, lost.  And not graciously either.  The winners had an unobstructed view of the table across the way, which was occupied by…well, you can guess!  
As we perused the menus, FJ, anxious to try and establish a moment of note, let loose a sonorous SIF just as the table behind him was seated.  While our neighbors tried to act as if nothing had happened they could not control the slight up-tick at the corners of their mouths as their eyes flicked over to our table.  Later, FJ would fall asleep giggling…(yes FJ, giggling)…as he replayed the moment in his mind!  
After the requisite photo with the waitress, and JC looking through a viewfinder at her butt, the boys went next door for after dinner drinks and then back to the ‘Early Reign of Terror’ décor of the Anchor Motel where all slept soundly.
Vehicles
While most of the vehicles we saw on our journey were unremarkable, there were a few sightings worth noting.  First, there were lots of motorcycles everywhere we went.  And the riders were unfailingly polite.  Everyone waved at everyone else.  None of this "Harleys only" waving to Harleys, cruisers to cruisers and sport riders to sport riders.  Every bike passed was a left-handed acknowledgement of a shared pleasure.  Every rider we passed was also attired appropriately.  We saw no bare chested boys with scantily clad girls speeding down the road.  Lots of riders were wearing the same sort of riding gear that JC has adopted and others wore the leather of LBF fame.  At the very least a leather jacket, heavy jeans and a full face shield helmet were worn by all the Canadian cyclists.  Clearly Canadians love their motorcycles and take safety seriously.  DucGili speculated that the short riding season probably contributes to an attitude of not taking the joy of the sport for granted.
As we wandered, lost in Ottawa, we spied, within a two-block area, an electric scooter and a rickshaw.  The scooter was like a skateboard with a handle and a motor and the rider was moving along at a brisk 15 or so mph.  It looked pretty efficient, fun, and, as FJ put it, “…dangerous as hell!”  
The rickshaw was fascinating.  It was made of the latest materials, lightweight and well balanced.  The driver (?) was a very athletic young woman wearing jogging shorts, a muscle shirt over a sport bra, and low white socks under expensive running shoes. She was pulling two very large women up the slight incline of the street.  She was actually running with her rickshaw and it was obvious that she was in terrific condition.  We speculated later on the economics of the rickshaw business and concluded that as long as the owner/operator was fit, it could pay well.  Passengers are likely charged a premium for the ride and that the acquisition and maintenance costs for the equipment are low.  Competition would be minimal and probably friendly.  
On Sunday afternoon, at a brief nature call on a gravel road, a Bandit styled car came roaring around the corner spitting stones, exhaust screaming, and radio blaring.  As it passed us the driver slowed to stare at our machines and we all got a good look at his ride.  What was interesting was that when we tried later to describe what we saw, it emerged that none of us really knew.  DucGili correctly pointed out that it did not have posi-traction since he burned rubber with the inside tire only.  The body looked to be some sort of Dodge of early 70’s vintage and we thought that it might have housed a 225 slant-six.  But we really weren’t sure.  In fact, there was a home-built quality to much of the sheet metal…especially the hood and rear deck.  All in all, it reminded the group of the Steven King car, Christine!
Monday, July 31th
Leaving the Anchor Motel behind, we were off a little earlier than usual at 6:50am.  The weather didn’t look promising and the group wanted to establish an easterly direction that would allow us flexibility in terms of road choice.  We crossed back into the States in Cornwall and took Route 11 East to Champlain.   We drove down route 2 through the grand isle of Champlain, a beautiful ride.
Well into Vermont we gassed up at Chimney Corners and stopped a few miles later at the Milton Diner for breakfast.  DucGili observed that the diner was family owned as an explanation for the homey attitude the staff exuded, abusing the party at the next table as if they were close friends, which they were.  JC thought the Milton Diner might be part of a large conglomerate and FJ assumed it was part of a large Japanese holding company.  BB promised to check D&B upon returning in hopes of finding a pre IPO stock possibility and we all wondered aloud what the Milton Diner symbol would be and on which market it would trade.  
DucGili took over navigation and led the group on a fine ride down VT Rt. 108.  Through the town of Mansfield, over the mountain of the same name, on a road that twisted, narrowed, passed in the fog through cliffs, then switchbacked its way down to the town of Stowe.  In Stowe we refueled and headed north on 100 to Morrisville where we picked up 12.  JC took the lead here, and after getting ahead in the traffic, stopped to wait for the others at a gas station.   JC was subsequently passed by BB and FJ who took no notice of JC.  After waiting a couple of minutes for DucGili, JC sped off to catch the leaders and missed a turn on Rt.12. Realizing his error, he turned back, picked up the right road, and slung along as fast as the rain and traffic would permit.
JC caught up with BB and FJ in Woodstock where they have stopped to wait having guessed, correctly, that the normally infallible JC had taken a wrong turn somewhere and might catch up. 
DucGili. Meanwhile, had turned off for home in Montpelier and rode at high Interstate speeds on tires that were worn to the cords.  YIKES!
Gas in Woodstock and on to Interstate 89 for a long, wet, cold ride home for FJ, BB and JC.  JC's hands frozen in death grips on the handlebars and visors with accumulated moisture inside.   A New Hampshire Civil servant attending the Hooksett toll booth welcomed us back by insisting that we get off our bikes to retrieve a quarter that had been dropped.    FJames happily obliged to the ire of the line of cars waiting.
Everyone arrived home by 5:00pm on Monday.  Wet, tired, and yet exhilarated and pleased.  Altogether we traveled over 1700 miles with only the most minor of mishaps and lots of memories and pictures for future reference.  And for BB, FJ and JC the knowledge that Tuesday was Track Day at NHIS in Louden, NH.  Does it get any better?  Not in my book!
