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CST 2002 – The Revenge Ride
Sunday July 28 – Saturday August 3
Participants:

‘Fast Eddie’ = Edgar Civitello, 1995 Suzuki RF900R

‘Blue Balls’ = Bruce Overton, 1999 Kawasaki ZX9R

‘DucGili’ = Gil Rainault, 1998 Ducati 748

‘FJames’ = Jim Warenda, 1999 Suzuki TL1000R

NORD/SUD/QUEST/EST

The Revenge Ride was plotted out to return to and photograph 6 of a potential 8 ‘crash sites’ from CST participants from prior adventures.  The two which would not be in this year’s loop were DucGili’s off-road excursion in Pennsylvania in 2000, and Fast Eddie’s crash in Arizona in 1997 leading to the creation of the Frankenzuki.  The trip was designed to cover about 2500 miles across three US states and three Canadian provinces to find the sites.  It would originate in New Hampshire, pass through Maine and into New Brunswick, then onto Nova Scotia before returning to New Brunswick en route to Quebec and a full circumnavigation of the Gaspe Peninsula as the seconday key element of the trip.  From Quebec the route would re-enter the States in Vermont before returning to New Hampshire and the original point of departure.  The intent was to have fun and not create any new crash sites.  The majority of the trip would be spent in the Canadian Maritimes.

Before we get started on the trip report, let’s take a moment to talk about the word Maritime.  You see, the ‘mari’ part of the word stands for marine.  Marine as you know, has it’s essence in water.  Water is wet.  Are you making the connection?  Remember the 1999 CST in Nova Scotia?  That was in the Maritimes.  There are two businesses that do not exist in the Maritimes – companies that do irrigation systems, and companies that provide dust control.

Sunday July 28 – The Gathering
BlueBalls and Fast Eddie leave 31 Greenwich Rd about 6:45am and ply the back roads of Litchfield headed out to Route 3A.  Timing is so good that as they exit left out of Lance and approach Robin, FJames appears out Robin.  They are hooked up for the roll to the Mobil for gas and ‘Good Morning”.  The day begins gray, overcast, but no precipitation is yet falling.  The boys exchange greetings and waste no time in photographing the first crash site – Jean Claude’s (Dave Michaud) Brown Ave dump which eliminated Dave from last year’s CST.  After a few chuckles and FJames’s observations on the low-life neighborhood next to the brandy-spanking new Mobil On The Run, the crew saddles back up to go find DucGili in Bethel Maine.

The ride is uneventful and brief out 101E to exit #2, where they exit to digi-photo ScoT1100’s (Scott Braly’s) southbound exit ramp crash which totaled his Honda ST1100 only last summer.  The photos are proof positive that there is no way anyone could crash here.  Scott is just an exceptional guy.

They climb back on the steeds and press east on 101 until they change direction to 125N into Rochester.  On the approach to Rochester a Lincoln Navigator arrives behind Fast Eddie and begins to ride his ass at a discomforting distance.  BlueBalls and FJames take notice in their mirrors.  The SUV operator pursues at an unsafe distance all the way up to the entrance to 202E, and even at a kilter up the ramp!  Somebody’s got their undies in a bundle.  Upon exiting the ramp he crosses the double yellow and passes all three bikers.  From there he bolts right up onto the ass of the next vehicle in line, which he follows to the next exit, and promptly departs 202 at the tail end of a line of slower moving cars also exiting.  BlueBalls in the lead throttles up parallel to the exiting Lincoln SUV and provides the ‘See Ya’ salute.  The adventure has begun.

The threesome saunters at a casual pace out 202E into Gorham Maine.  Weather remains ominous but the precip holds off.  Shortly out of Gorham in Windham on 202E the Three Amigos pull over once again for the next crash-site photo op.  This stop is at the quaint bricked rotary where Jim Beemer demonstrated the durability of  Das Beak back in 1999 (‘94 BMW 1150RS).  Fast Eddie does the photo work standing black leather-clad in the middle of the road.  After stressing his partners who stand safely aside, he successfully manages to avoid getting mangled in traffic and gets the key pic. It’s barely 10am and already they’ve revisited 3 digger destinations.

The three-looking-to-become-four intersect with Route 26 and press north to find DucGili.  They are running late due to an overly optimistic schedule estimate on BlueBalls’ part, and the road had been rerouted where they are supposed to hook up with DucGili.  FJames is blazing along focused on the road at the lead of the pack when BlueBalls spies DucGili off to the right, wisely positioned at a likely intersection the group would have to travel through.  BlueBalls dives in with Fast Eddie and FJames circles back to complete the Fearsome Foursome.  Together they motor up 2 to 142 towards Weld Maine where they intend to capture their fourth crash site of the morning.

The boys rumble into Weld and take over the parking lot at one of the convenience stores sitting on three of the four corners in the center of ‘town’.  Photos are taken with BlueBalls starring in this one.  BlueBalls finds a ‘privy’ behind the Historical Society building, the first of two true outhouses he’ll visit on this trip.  He returns to find his three buddies in deep conversation with an elderly gentlemen, a Wing rider who walked over from a nearby residence after hearing the rumble shut down close by.  He is pleasant and entertaining and is providing recommendations on nice tourist attractions in the area.  FJames showing great restraint nods politely and acts interested in following up on the leads.  Those who know FJames know better, and know he’s thinking “Ignorant old fart, your powers of perception have abandoned you, isn’t it obvious we don’t don leather race suits and strap on 140+ horsepower rockets for Wing tea shop tours?  I am not a road tourer, I am a road terror!!”

They rumble out of town in some breaking sunshine and head east on 156 and 2 into Bangor, and from there Fast Eddie leads a 100+  mph rip out Route 9, ‘The Airway’, to Calais.  During this rather lengthy blast there is a sphincter pucker moment for both Fast Eddie and BlueBalls.  Fast Eddie crests a small rise and on the side of the road is what appears to be a loaded bike with a dark suited figure standing by the tail looking towards oncoming traffic.  As Fast Eddie arrives with BlueBalls not far behind the figure extends an arm with that all too familiar look of signaling to pull over.  At the blast rate, in an instant the situation changes from ‘”cop with radar and I’m bagged”, to “biker with trailer taking a break and waving”, but the sphincter pucker has already been triggered and the next mile is spent unbinding the hoop.  The sun shines for the crank to Canada.

The crew checks into Canada in the town of Duanes.  You reading this Jean Claude?  OK, so it’s St. Stephen, NB.  It’s getting late in the day and the tired souls swap greenbacks for monopoly money before hunting for a place to bed down.  While swapping 1 for 1.5 Fast Eddie has a ‘conversation’ (he really just listens) with a slightly deranged friendly fellow who is bragging about is ability to navigate through St Stephen and avoid the long lines of traffic waiting to go through US Customs.  Actually, with the unbelievably long line out there this afternoon, this guy might have some valuable information.  They roll out Route 1 east for awhile before settling for the Grove Motel in St George.  Upon entering the office, they find another elderly gentlemen at the desk with the TV blaring.  BlueBalls turns the sound down a bit to conduct business, and it rapidly becomes apparent why the volume was up.  Huh?? Aye??  He’s speaking English, but it still requires a significant effort to communicate the accommodation needs and to determine that the eating establishment next door is not licensed but the pizza joint six tenths of a mile down the road is.  They both take smoking rooms as that’s all that’s available.  Welcome to Canada.  BlueBalls and DucGili pair up as do FJames and Fast Eddie who’s room is next door to an Asian family.  Family?  Group?  Tour?  There’s like 15 of them, and apparently it’s “when in Canada do as you do in the Orient” so they’re all in one room.  Well except for the ones lounging on the stoop quabbling a mile a minute - the sound of which drums up an odd visual of the floor of the NYSE just before the bell – and it’s all 2 year olds.  Fog has rolled in and a cool, damp breeze has joined it.   The boys have no idea how much they should have enjoyed and appreciated the sun for the few hours of the afternoon.

The cleaning ritual goes off without a hitch and the boys walk next door opting for generous portions 50 feet away rather than alcohol 0.6 miles away.  It’s truck stop dining, for large truckers.  Fast Eddie begins a tradition which will last the trip by encouraging his dining partners to each order an appetizer knowing full well that they won’t eat that much providing him food for three to begin addressing his voracious appetite.  On top of the pre-entrée victuals, Fast Eddie and DucGili opt to split a fried seafood variety boat.  It arrives as a heaping portion of fries with oodles of greasy fried stuff piled all over it.  FJames was already feeling a bit indigestive due to an overdose of Advil for his neck on a empty stomach, and the arrival of the seafood barge pushed him over the top.  His own hot turkey sandwich arrived smothered with gravy and he simply excused himself to retire to the room to lie down.  The remaining Three Amigos were all a bit concerned about Jim’s state, and it kind of brought their mood down briefly.  After discussing the potential illness situations for a few minutes, Fast Eddie returns the conversation to food.  He asks if anyone else wants some turkey since FJames won’t be eating it.  No takers, so appetizers and barge empty, Fast Eddie digs into the turkey plate.  He is truly amazing.  However, the waitress was not, so dinner ended without the customary photo session, and the boys retire with the first day in the bag and about 500 miles on their butts.

Monday, July 29 – Return to Shulie.

The crew noisily departs the Grove Motel at 7:20am.  The late departure being a direct result of BlueBalls’ and DucGili’s alarm failing to operate.  That’s right, Gil went back to bed after his standard 4:30am bag rummaging and failed to wake up before FJames and Fast Eddie banged down the door fully leather clad with helmets in hand at 6:55am.  BlueBalls answered the door in his underwear and attempted to blame the situation on the time change upon entering New Brunswick.  “It’s only 6am on my watch”.  That didn’t fly so DucGili and BlueBalls did and got the foursome mobilized at 7:20am.  BlueBalls lead off and immediately attempted to make up for the mistake, especially since just before departing Fast Eddie’s company the prior evening, Fast Eddie had inquired as to whether it was “up at 7:00am”, or “rolling at 7:00am”. BlueBalls asked Fast Eddie how many CST’s he’d been on and then reminded him, “It’s 7:00am roll as always.  Don’t screw it up”.  BlueBalls twisted the grip and let ‘er rip screaming the four along towards breakfast in the neighborhood of 100 mph.

After bolting east to St John on 1 and then bending northeast for a bit BlueBalls lead them off the main drag for the more scenic route out 111.  Shortly out 111 and just before 11 heads north to Sussex Corner BlueBalls finds them breakfast just off the main drag in St. Martin at the Seaside Restaurant.  Stephanie serves them up hot coffee as they get comfortable.  BlueBalls’ partners smile after getting a gander at the 19-ish spandex clad youthful body with the sweet face, sparkling smile, and an unbelievably well formed and taught...uh, let’s just say she was attractive.  They concur that BlueBalls followed his blue balls wisely.

The weather has begun to get wet and Stephanie indicates that “it’s always like this here, that’s why I’m going to visit my Dad in Ontario where it’s warm and sunny”.  That causes a chuckle among the road warriors, but it’s all relative (like a singles dance in Maine…).  The guys finish up breakfast with a photo shoot, then dry off their steeds seats in a drizzle and spark them up.  BlueBalls leads down the road to the entrance to “Fundy Park”.  It turns out this is not a through road and the tour will have to return to town.  BlueBalls takes the opportunity to convince the crew to suit up as it’s raining steadily now.  DucGili is rebellious and leaves his plastic in the bag.  BlueBalls also soils the second true outhouse of the trip.  DucGili takes over the lead back into town.  It stops raining as they regain Route 111 east.  DucGili runs 111 East - which runs north - to 114 where after 45 minutes of Flap-O-Matic and head-buzz they opt to purge the rain gear.  They press on up 114N through another “Fundy Park” (this is Fundy National Park of the national variety rather than local variety…). The road is good but the rain returns and BlueBalls remaining optimistic sells his “push on, it’s only a shower, we’ll ride through it” theory.  Following 30 minutes of heavy rain the dudes require fuel and decide it wise to put the Flap-o-Matic’s back on.  DucGili is now wet and succumbs to the environment.  Gassed up and with appropriate weather protection on, the boys press on towards FJames’s Shulie crash site following 114 N up to the Route 2/15/104 interstate which crosses the Chignecto River separating New Brunswick from Nova Scotia..  The rain ceases and after exiting I15 for Route 2 in Amherst Nova Scotia the sun begins to poke through.  All four ride in the sun in rain suits to Maccan, just outside  Amherst.  They stop for ELFN lunch at the Meccan Tidal Bore Overlook.  After un-suiting they hang things out to dry in a strong, cloudy breeze and take a look around finding this lunch spot very nice – they’re alone, on a tidal inlet, with picnic tables and ELFNs and it’s not raining.  Superb, a relaxing environment to load up and prepare for the re-ride of 209 to Shulie and the infamous FJames 1999 CST crash site.

They lash up and head out the loose gravelly road to the pavement, then lean left , then bang a right and continue down 2 towards the connection to 209.  FJames is dutifully given the honor of the lead on what the guys recall to be a terrific ride prior to the digger.  Before they get too far they get lost in Parrsboro.  How you get lost in a town of 400 is a mystery, but actually they’d missed the start of 209 just prior to town.  While touring through town they are pulled over by a locally staged RCMP Officer.  He was not even in his car running radar, but was on the steps of the Police Headquarters when the foursome meandered by.  Likely the sound of the bikes and their fast looking leathers added to his perception of the situation.  He dashed to his cruiser and roped the boys in on the other end of town.  He speaks with Gil first regarding the “50 in a 30” (kmh) indicating that the others weren’t hauling quite as fast as the Ducati who was apparently playing catch up from the rear.  DucGili casually plays his Get-Out-of-Jail-Free card.  BlueBalls overhears the disappointment in the cops voice, followed by pieces of a discussion between the two law men regarding taking their summer holidays.  A moment later they are all asked to slow it down in town and have a nice day.

FJames leads a fun but not frightening re-ride west and then north out 209 along roads which for the most part are still very nice, although roughing out in some places after a few Canadian winters.  There are a couple of bowls which everyone agrees bend the mind upon approach.  The road is dry and there is some sun – almost perfect.  There are no mishaps as the group pulls over to revisit the famous crash site in Shulie.  After taking photo’s of FJames sitting in the road the boys hunt the mulberry bushes along the road for souvenirs from 1999, but none are discovered.  They linger a  bit discussing how different things look.  The step ups onto and off the bridge have been repaired, but no change to the road which no longer appears to veer as sharply as everyone had recalled.  Speed changes things.  Rapidly.  Eventually they remount and press on through Joggins and onto 242 back to Amherst where FJames is congratulated and there are High-5’s for his getting revenge on 209 and Shulie.  The Revenge Ride has already proved very successful and the Fearsome Foursome is only two days in!!  The fifth of six digger destinations are in the bag.

Following the run to Nova Scotia the direction turns to north and a bit west to get back on the NB mainland and up towards access to the Gaspe where the tour will visit some previously uncharted territory.  The route heads up along the coast on 16 and then 15 to Shediak NB.  It’s been a long day and the excitement of the dry 209 spurred the crew onward.  By the time they begin to consider accommodations, it’s already 6pm.  There are no rooms at any of the inns in Shediak.  As they pull into the last of the motels with ‘No Vacancy’ hung in the window, the sky opens up.  The dudes quietly and dejectedly suit up to ride on in the rain, looking for a place to quit.  Getting back to the interstate they decide to head south back to the ‘city’ of Moncton where there should be plenty to choose from.  Fast Eddie takes point and they blast south on I15 for what feels like an hour, and then the Moncton exits appear.  It’s feeling very late.  So tired and done they are that they take two smoking rooms at the Comfort Inn for $160/night each.  Oh well, that’s Canadian, so it’s only like twenty bucks.  Plus, there’s a licensed restaurant in the shopping plaza just across a very busy intersection with interstate exits and entrances.  Shouldn’t be too bad on the way over, sober….

The cleaning routine is accomplished at dark, and the guys are way beyond ready for food and beverage.  They negotiate the intersection with little work and find themselves shortly seated at McGinnis Landing restaurant.  Their waiter comes across strongly as someone of the fudge packing persuasion and uses the term ‘excellent’ to irritation.  However, he brings alcohol, the guys are soon soothed, and the waiter labeled “Bob Onyerwood” fades into the background.  There will be no photo session following this meal.  After ordering appetizers for Edgar, stuffing their selves Roman Feast style, and watching Fast Eddie polish off dessert, they wobble back to the deadly intersection which for some reason takes much greater effort to cross with significantly reduced traffic.  Go figure.  They crash – oops, no pun intended - BlueBalls and FJames, and DucGili and Fast Eddie, replenishing energy drained in today’s 450 miles and dreaming of sunny and dry for the push up the coast to the as yet unconquered, Gaspe.

Tuesday July 30 – Mosquitoes and Mud
Everyone’s up on time.  BlueBalls parts the curtains and finds DucGili directly below through the screen, lashing travel gear to the 853.  BlueBalls smiles, turns 180 degrees, bends over, parts his cheeks for clarity, and wishes DucGili a honking good morning.  Gil extends his thanks.  The steeds are fired at 7:00am sharp under gray skies.  There is an uneventful hour long ride from Moncton to Richibucto up 11 with DucGili at the helm.  They grab breakfast in Richibucto ordering up the standard one egg special for 3, and the “bury my serving platter” special for Fast Eddie.  He will also snarf the others garnishes.  BlueBalls leads following the morning gut-fueling, and his point run is about 100mph through the predominantly empty Kouchibougal National Park on 117.  This was a great high speed road, and it was mostly dry with occasional damp spots.  The weather is actually ideal for riding – it’s cool but not cold, and bright but not sunny, and the roads are dry.  FJames takes point following a fuel stop and heads north on 11 up through Miramichi to Tricadie-Sheila where the team opts to run the out-n-back of 133 to the point on Miscou Island.  This little jaunt is 40 miles in each direction, and although the road is fun in many spots, of itself it’s not worth repeating, but the boys are ahead of schedule and DucGili has never been to Miscou Island and Fast Eddie can’t recall the venture there in 1997.  The guys arrive at the lighthouse after the fun section of red road and shut down to have an ELFN lunch at the picnic table on the shore.

They relieve themselves in a handy little Trailer John and chuckle at the young girl in the 6 X 10 trailer next door who is selling Miscou Island souvenirs to the 6 or 8 people a day who drift by. Hey, everybody needs a job.  Moments after settling in and tearing open munchies, they are infested by mosquitoes.  Torrid little shits attacking en masse with no pause for the blood extraction set up – they dive bomb needle first and are imbedded before their tiger striped scrawny legs even touch down.  The guys kill them like gooks in a rice paddy taking on Navy Seals, but they vastly outnumber the foursome and continue to come on like the Chinese.  An occasional sea breeze, like napalm, causes a brief respite, but the little buzzing bastards are relentless.  Bigger, stronger, smarter, the bikers simply aren’t up for the fight.  They stuff the ELFNs in their mouths, grab their gear, and retreat to the parking lot to don leathers and helmets for relief.  While packing up the dudes spy a tourist in shorts, sandals, and a t-shirt attempting to capture some video footage of the lighthouse.  He is literally running across the parking lot swatting his legs, arms, and head.  He is darting back and forth and flailing like a cartoon character and quickly succumbs to the environment and returns to the sanctity of his car.

Fast Eddie takes the point.  Remember, Fast Eddie has only two speeds:  “back of the pack”, and “gone”.  He rips up the 40 miles of 113 back to 11, and then north on 11 which is mostly west along the coast through Bathhurst and up towards Campbellton.  He pulls the crew off of 11 to sample a secondary road, 134, but finds it too densely populated and returns to 11 at the next opportunity to ramp it back up to a 115 mph pace.  Fast Eddie continues to pull the tour along at this pace for nearly an hour.  The sky has been promising to fall all day but has held off to this point.  Finally, it is time to remind the boys who is in charge – Mother Nature.  Fast Eddie ducks the crew under an underpass shortly after the precipitation begins.  Having led for nearly an hour with several direction changes and never getting off the planned course Fast Eddie is congratulated by all his buddies.  The shower lets up and Fast Eddie presses on.  During the next leg of the jaunt BlueBalls has a sphincter pucker experience.  Fast Eddie is ‘gone’, and BlueBalls is preparing to sling-shot up to DucGili who had initiated and was in the midst of a pass on a short line of vehicles.  BlueBalls is out in the oncoming lane with a 100mph head of steam and is approaching the last car in the line DucGili has passed when that car violently and without warning pulls left into the oncoming lane and out in front of BlueBalls.  BlueBalls is heavy on all the binders and fighting to keep from being pitched out over the canopy while at the same time squeezing left looking for a little room to put the 9R between the white van’s bumper and the soft shoulder.  Fortunately, the van driver that had gone psycho when DucGili passed had the accelerator stomped to the mat.  His continued acceleration and BlueBalls’s continued deceleration prevented contact just as BlueBalls’ ran out of pavement.  BlueBalls pulled back in at the end of the line with a slight warp on the front brake rotor and his heart rate raised a few beats, and settled in to watch the white van event.  The white van actually stayed out in the oncoming lane after the passing zone ended, around an outside corner over a double yellow.  He cranked back in right behind DucGili and rode his ass for several hundred yards before braking hard and pulling into a driveway on the left side of the road.  Canadian road rage, aye? This was certainly a notable bit of excitement on this leg between Miscou and Campbellton, but there’s another which is far more memorable. Dalhousie.

Fast Eddie selects a fuel stop at an intersection along the way in Dalhousie which sports several young femme fatales in painted on clothing.  One, an adult in a Lincoln Sports Coupe,  two more; a pair of late teenagers sauntering in from the pumps to the store, and another; an absolutely pick-my-tongue-off-the-ground bodacious 17 year old with her Mom and brother.  BlueBalls of course doesn’t recall her being with anyone.  The boys are mesmerized by the tremendous amount of soft, supple, youthful skin showing around the various outfits.  There is little conversation among them as they pretend to be looking at maps and rearranging crap in their tank bags.  The truly chic one with family pauses to view the machines, and in French vocabulary but world-wide body language, selects the Ducati as her ride of choice.  Ah zee French, such fashion and passion, so proud to display their marvelous bodies.   Why do you suppose they also think that part of the appeal must be a cancer stick in their face?  Well it’s no surprise that they invented perfume and use it so abundantly – their beauty may be unparalleled, but so is their fumar (smoker) stench.  

Their eyes and tanks full of girls and gas respectively, DucGili is revived and takes point out of  Dalhousie and up through Campbellton into the Province of Quebec where they will gain an hour moving back to Eastern Standard Time before throttling Est (east) towards Carleton.  In 1997, three of this year’s participants and Scott Braly had left Campbellton early one morning and within a mile of departing their motel had spent 30 minutes waiting to be released through a construction zone which consisted of patching and oiling the main route east.  At that time the boys rode the shoulder in oily tar stones for 15 or 20 minutes and then left grease marks on the road from their rear tires for almost an hour. No exaggeration.  Welcome back - this time around it has begun raining and the local DOT has removed the road surface entirely and provided three kliks of mud-run in the wet conditions.  DucGili leads through the soup behind two large tractor trailers.  Upon exiting the muck DucGili and FJames slip by the skanky tanks in a small window of opportunity.  Fast Eddie and BlueBalls are mired behind the two muddy mammoths which are hauling ass in the rainy conditions.  Hanging close on the rear quarter panel of the trailing truck looking (well, trying to look really since visibility was nearly nil…) for an opportunity to put the semis in the rearview, both riders come to the realization that part of their visibility problem is that their visors are turning brown in the slop storm whirling around them.  BlueBalls is the first to get a grip and he falls well off the pace.  Fast Eddie sees the disappearing headlight and momentarily wonders why the sudden gap before coming to the same conclusion- “I’m getting slimed!”  Fast Eddie backs off the throttle as well and they wait some time for the opportunity to get both rigs with enough clear road in the wet conditions.  The world dries up briefly as the tour arrives in Carleton.  The dudes select the Carleton Baie Blue Motel.  Upon getting to their rooms the rain begins again.  However, these rugged travelers are not swayed and the cleaning routine ensues in the rain.  Bikes clean but wet, the guys clean up and walk in a light rain across the parking lot to the restaurant in the main building.  A fine feast is had by all and the precipitation has ceased for their wobble back home.  BlueBalls and Fast Eddie share quarters as do DucGili and FJames after logging another four hundred something miles on the soft compounds. 

Wednesday July 31 – More Mud
The morning starts quite positive.  The crew saddles up in breaking clouds and spots of sunshine – “esoteric” overhead conditions as quoted by FJames.  BlueBalls in standard morning lead fashion pulls the bikes est along Route 132 through New Richmond, Paspebiac, and on towards Chandler which all the road side mileage signs have designated as a worthy destination.  BlueBalls figures it will be a large town where breakfast selection will be plentiful.  Shortly out of Carleton they zoom past 299 marking the furthest point est they had come in 1997.  New terrain, unfortunately, old conditions.  The skies darken and around one bend the skies come down.  BlueBalls ferries the string of bikers to the paved shoulder and they drag on the much hated raingear.  BlueBalls strikes out for Chandler once again, this time some 40 kliks out.  It absolutely pours for those 40 kliks.  Chandler is a nowhere spot on the map.  There is no town, just a sparse cluster of buildings.  There is a single eating establishment which the wet warriors slosh into.  There are about 6 tables in this smoke filled eatery, through the secondary cancer haze it appears that 5 of them are available.  No one speaks English, but the proprietor with hand signals offers the corner near the front door as a place to leave all of the dripping gear.  They are appreciative and noisily plop their tank bags and helmets on the floor and climb out of our plastic wrap.  Struggling a little with the French menu, they are eventually successful in ordering something.  The boys know “café” and get that request in right away.  Several refills are welcomed and they enjoy the simple egg/toast/potatoes entrée.  Well, Fast Eddie actually enjoys a more robust meal but a CST first is witnessed here in this morning of moisture and French cuisine.  Fast Eddie tries but refuses to finish the breakfast sausage, aptly labeled ‘turd sausage” by FJames.  This is the first food item put before him – or put before anyone at the table really – that Fast Eddie did not eat.  He is bothered by it’s appearance and flavor, and opts to leave it.  However, to do his best to meet his comrades expectations he eats the orange slice and lettuce garnishes off of their plates.

The gear, heavy and wet, is put back on as it continues to deluge outdoors.  DucGili rides out in the lead and pushes through Perce – the farthest point est on the Gaspe Peninsula - on up to 198 in the town of Gaspe.  The group decides that the main thoroughfare along the coast (Route 132) is none too exciting in it’s layout as well as being slow and too traffic ridden in the rainy conditions to continue with it around the point simply to sample the Forillon National Park.  They opt instead to try 198 which is a secondary road which heads Quest (west) and then Nord (north) skirting the boundary of the Murdochville Reserve, and eventually returns to 132 on the nord-est shore of the Gaspe in Mont Louis.  BlueBalls gets separated in traffic following 198 out of town in Gaspe, and as the light turns green to turn left a cruiser pulls out ahead of him, tooling along at the prescribed 50 kmh.  Fast Eddie, following trip rules (“you are responsible for the rider behind you when any directional changes or pull-offs are made”) has pulled over to ensure that BlueBalls made the turn.  Now he too is trapped behind the cruiser.  They plod along for a few miles and finally the cop departs.  Fast Eddie leads BlueBalls in catch-up-in-the-rain, but within a couple of miles DucGili and FJames are pulled over in wait, and Fast Eddie assumes the lead with the rest in tow.

Not far down 198, Fast Eddie encounters the first of this day’s mud-runs.  He stops before dropping off the pavement into the mire and looks back through the bleak rainy conditions at his comrades questioning - “should we do this?”  They nod, and in this brief moment of indecision, a very impatient Quebecois in a silver Honda squeezes by DucGili and FJames who are just beginning to roll.  Next, he saddles up next to BlueBalls who is plunking along between mud holes and boulders.  BlueBalls looks over somewhat unbelievably, then gives the Honda a little more berth and they drive on by.  The Honda pulls the same routine on Fast Eddie, who is a little less willing to give way and makes the Honda squirt off the main line into the deeper soup.  The Honda cannot get by the next vehicle which is a compact car towing a camper.  Towing it along extremely gingerly – slower even than the two-wheelers had been going.  There has been no oncoming traffic at all since embarking on the mud-run, and FJames seizes the opportunity.  He splashes over into the other lane and motors on by the Honda and the camper.  Fast Eddie sees the success and follows suit.  BlueBalls and DucGili are lining up their moves when the mud-run ends and pavement returns.  They ride for a moment letting the precipitation cleanse their rubber, then pass on the first double yellow available.  Bye-bye Honda!

The precipitation tails off and the road begins to dry.  It is rough in many spots, but there is some fun in this stretch of pavement as well.  Fast Eddie reassumed the lead following the conclusion of the “198 mud-run” – which is to be confused with neither the “Campbellton mud-run” nor the “rock slide mud-run” - and held it until his bladder could not.  Fast Eddie pulls over on an off camber downhill soft shoulder a couple of hundred yards short of a paved intersection with a side road.  BlueBalls, DucGili, and FJames don’t have to go THAT bad, so they motor on down to safe parking conditions, meanwhile Fast Eddie is fighting to get his suit rolled down in a battle to prevent filling it like a water balloon.  He is successful, and eventually joins the others looking at a map having determined that they are only a few kliks short of Mont Louis, where 198 rejoins 132 on the north shore.  While viewing the map, the Honda arrives and actually turns up the remote side road they have chosen to pause on.  Small world.  FJames leads the 10 minute blast to the fuel stop at the corner of 198 and 132.  It is very windy and quite cool – to the point of uncomfortable – although it’s not raining.  This gas station makes the trip report because it’s a very small, two-pump, uncovered affair with an attendant building only slightly larger than a toll booth out here in the wind swept middle of nowhere, and yet when the Fearsome Foursome roll in two attendants – one male and one female – dash from the small building and rapidly and efficiently assist all the bikers in getting the fuel pumps filling their tanks.  It’s amazing, not only do you not see service like this anymore, but I can’t imagine the station makes enough dough to cover the expenses of two attendants.  The crew pauses to determine what their destination ought to be for the end of the day and what routes would be best.  They cool off rapidly and don additional sub-leather wear.  Decisions made and tanks topped off, with command FJames appoints Fast Eddie point-man to continue the drive Quest on 132.

Fast Eddie does a fine job of keeping the afternoon pace entertaining, cranking Sud (south) Quest on 132 along the breezy coast.  Somewhere just shy of Ste-Anne-des-Monts yet another mud-run is encountered, this being the ‘rock slide mud-run’.  Signs along the road had been warning of potential rock slides and one must have occurred, causing the entire road to be rerouted through a freshly dug section of soft seaside slop.

Just as the crud is drying nicely on the steeds, the sun breaks through and the last crash site comes into view in Ste-Anne-des-Monts.  Scott will be pleased to know that the parking lot is now paved!  Photos are taken of both Scott’s crash site and the unbelievably grungy motorcycles.

BlueBalls’ license plate is fully caked and appears to be a rectangular piece of corrugated cardboard hanging off the rear of the 9R.  Raingear is repacked since stomachs are grumbling and the tour decides they must find grub – hot grub.  There has been no ELFN stop to this point and the boys are chilled from the cool riding the last 90 minutes, so BlueBalls finds a sit-down inside restaurant where some hot soup and coffee can be found.  It’s late - 2:30pm, and they remain rather obviously in a foreign land as no one speaks English.  DucGili and Fast Eddie order soup.  “What kind is it?” asks BlueBalls.  “Not sure, but it’s soup so it will be hot” answers Fast Eddie.  The guys find what they like from what they can make out on the menu and eat quietly, discussing what’s next. It’s nearly 3:30pm when they are ready to roll - warmed up a bit but still weary, the warriors decide they must find two things in the next couple of hours of the waning afternoon – a bike wash and a bed.  While Fast Eddie is receiving his gloves from a kind soul who spied them left on the table and brought them out, the others are spying a single bay spray wash at the Petro Canada station across the street.  After a brief run up the main drag and back in town to see if there is another car wash with more bays, the foursome returns to Petro Canada and proceeds to plop loonies in the machine and take turns blasting the solid coat of the days mud-runs off the beasts.

Thirty minutes or so later the rigs are gleaming once again, and the boys set off sans raingear with fresh saddles and fingers crossed.  BlueBalls takes point sud-quest on 132 for about an hour into Matane.  The group had decided that this was a good quitting location because of the options available to them in the morning.  There’s the lengthy ferry ride across the St Laurence to Baie Comeau on the access road up to Labrador.  Or there is a loop on the secondary road of 195 which appears that it could have some fun riding.  And there is also the option of simply continuing to drone sud-quest on 132 along the St Laurence if weather requires it. BlueBalls chooses the Quality Inn in Matane because it’s convenient and there is a licensed restaurant within.  Once again BlueBalls’s senses paid off and the cute and friendly Anick checks them in while the bartender Pauline beckons them to the lounge.  Anick offers the bikers prime spots just out the front door for bike security over night.  They gladly take the first two spots, two bikes per, and the cleaning ritual – without it’s usual festive atmosphere – is conducted.  It’s a brief one of course since the bikes were through the wash just 60 miles ago.  However, during the short interlude, FJames discovers much to his disdain that he has contracted ‘Light Flop’.  The directional assembly on the left side of the TLR has dislocated itself from the mounts and it’s hanging down like a limp – well, you can imagine.  Applying a good deal of foul Chinklish (a language FJames actually invented that he and BlueBalls speak fluently…) and some tools, within a few moments the dreaded Light-Flop is corrected and now the post assembly is rigid.  And speaking of rigid posts, today’s clean up ritual concludes with a Quebecois and his scooter trash on a Victory pulling up behind the bikes in the first spot and asking for one to be moved since this spot is directly in front of his room.  Lacking the energy to be difficult, FJames helps relocate DucGili’s one-eyed-wop into the adjoining space and the Victory is silenced.

BlueBalls and DucGili have come full cycle and share a room, as do FJames and Fast Eddie.  BlueBalls and DucGili finish up chores, showers, and phone calls home first and move down to see Pauline for a cocktail.  Only moments later their partners arrive and the post-ride festivities get under way.  Pauline takes good care of the travelers working in some broken English to get what they need.  Fast Eddie asks for some food of any kind but Pauline cannot deliver.  While chugging back the first round Anick arrives in the bar to chat with Pauline.  It’s an opportunity not to be missed so the girls are posed and DucGili’s digital camera captures the girls and how they give good head.

After a round and a toast to another wet day without any mishaps, the group relocates from the lounge to the restaurant and reviews the menu.  Fast Eddie selects his appetizer, forcibly recommends a second one and then asks what the others are having   “What is it you’d like Edgar?” is the reply from DucGili which elicits a release of laughter not yet heard today.  The crew is obviously beginning to relax after a trying day of rain, mud, wind, cold, power washing, and language barriers.  Dinner is a great completion to the day, and with smiles and a quick peek at the teenaged daughter of an American family sitting at the next table decked out and dolled up to look all of 20, the old guys retire to their rooms with what can only be called exhausted body language.  This day chalks up another day in the vicinity of 500 miles putting a total of about 1800 on the odometers in four days.

Thursday August 1 – Ferry to the Sun
The tour leaves on time in rather cool conditions – the coolest of the trip.  After draining their tanks the evening before and finding no energy to tank up before finding accommodations (as is the customary process), the guys need fuel.  BlueBalls leads out of the petrol station as is often the morning routine, looking for the signs to 195 shortly out of town.  He locates them and takes point sud to Amqui.  BlueBalls is feeling his oats in the cool morning air and finding a likely stretch of road he puts the throttle to the stops and achieves 160 on the speedometer.  Shortly following shutting down the after burners, 195 ends at 132.  Confused?  You should be, because 132 is a large oval loop around the peninsula and at various times it travels in the direction of all four compass points.  BlueBalls continues on point and pulls the troops quest on 132 back up to the St Laurence in Mont Joli.  Enroute to breakfast FJames loses his bike cover, but watching his back is DucGili who shuts down and retrieves the gear. BlueBalls and Fast Eddie notice the loss of their partners and cool off on the road side waiting for them to appear.  The morning has some spots of sun, but the gray is prominent and appears to be increasing.  The cool is enveloping, and this morning’s ride borders on downright cold.  Once reassembled as a foursome, BlueBalls shoots the run into Mont Joli and dutifully finds his comrades breakfast.

The morning gut-loading is uneventful, although the crew agrees that they’re getting better with the language.  Well, with the printed language.  They’ve got breakfast menus fairly well figured out. DucGili, the other morning dude, is charged with coffee and takes point on the barking Ducati.  He’s been paying attention to Fast Eddie and is shortly just plain gone.  DucGili’s charge is to find a ferry to the nord Quebec mainland over the St Laurence in the Rivier-du-Loup area.  DucGili follows the first ferry sign he spies which is in L’Isle Verte.  This ferry turns out to be a floater only to the island, not to the far shore.  DucGili spins up the Marchesini’s and rips it up further quest.    The sun has begun to show up with some frequency and the air is beginning to become comfortable, the riding pleasant.  The second attempt is successful as DucGili locates the line of four wheelers lining up for the ferry from Notre-Dame-du-Portage just sud of Riviere-du-Loup on the sud side of the St Laurence, to St Simeon on the nord side, about 135 kliks sud-est of Chicoutimi.  

The ferry departs in about 1.5 hours at 1:45pm.  The sun begins to burn brightly, and hot on the pavement awaiting the arrival of the ferry.  The dudes linger, taking some photos and spying the babes, BlueBalls takes a nap on the wall between the staging area and the beach grass.  Eventually the ferry does show up, dumps it’s nord side load, and takes on a new load from the sud shore.  The bikes get preferred treatment, and along with some Harley’s and Victory’s with trailers, a kind’ a wild BMW Sport-Touring rig complete with a uni-frame front suspension (parallelogram?) of some sort rather than fork suspension, and even a newer model ST1100, they are boarded first right up to the stern ramp of the ferry as she’s bow into the dock.

The boys are older and wiser and do some quick calculations regarding where the sun and wind are now on the boat, and where they’ll be when she sails across the St. Laurence.  The opt for the cool shady side and take over a 4-seater bench in a secluded section on the port side, betting the craft will turn around to sail nord and they’ll end up on the est side with the sun and no wind.  Literally betting, because Fast Eddie does not agree that the ferry will turn around.  His experience with ferries is that they are bi-directional and do not turn around but rather simply navigate in one direction and then the next as they ply the opposing shores.  The others have studied the bridge location as well as the exhaust stacks and other aspects and are convinced that this ship only hauls bow first and then either turns the stern or the bow into the dock depending on which direction the vehicles in stowage are facing.  Fast Eddie bets a Looney with both FJames and DucGili.  BlueBalls doesn’t want to take Fast Eddie’s money.  The ferry backs away from the pier, swings around bringing the sun to the previously shady moto-boys bench and blocking the cool breeze, and then chugs bow first towards St Simeon.  Fast Eddie pays up.

The ferry ride is pleasant and uneventful, and lasts a tad over an hour.  Due to the long passage, Fast Eddie goes to the dining area and buys a sub and a V8.  Round about 3pm the ferry makes land and the boys suit up and spark the two wheelers in preparation for roaring off.  The air has heated up over here and it’s very hot in the leathers with helmets down on the steel deck.  The ramp comes down and after a few compact cars are cleared to free up the bikes, they rumble off well ahead of the sea of four wheelers idling on the deck behind them.

Fast Eddie’s V8 kicks in and he’s ready to lead in the warm sunshine of the mid afternoon.  He smokes off on a 90 mile rip up 170 to Chicoutimi.  170 is a gorgeous road and the weather is finally very summer like - sunny and hot.  The late afternoon cruise is simply splendid – this is what they’d been looking for in the gray, wet, and cold over the last few days.  The joy is short lived as they arrive in Chicoutimi where it’s simply stifling.  It’s 90 degrees and humid, and they begin sweating in their leathers and helmets.  It’s time to call it a day.  However, the Canadian dollar has made travel here a popular destination and there are no rooms to be found.  They press on following signs to a river side motel complete with swimming pool and restaurant called The Panoramique Motel in Jonquiere.  They roll into the parking lot and it looks too good to be true.  It was, as it was full, however the trip to see the worlds cutest desk clerk was worth it.  She was also very helpful (not that they would have downgraded her if she wasn’t – she was that cute…) and made some phone calls and tried to find the boys accommodations elsewhere.  The bottom line was that there were no rooms left in Chicoutimi or Jonquiere.  The ride must continue.  BlueBalls dug deep to find some energy and took point moving the crew quest towards Lac St Jean.  Route 170 continues and remains a reasonably fun road.  Fast Eddie and FJames sprint to the lead and take off playing passing games.  At one point FJames attempts to team Fast Eddie on a short outside and over the crest pass.  There is oncoming traffic at the crest and Fast Eddie uses his momentum to slip in with little breathing space in front of the lead car in the passing line they were overtaking.  FJames was not so fortunate, however, his luck had not run out.  The oncoming traffic was a sober and relaxed quick thinking biker who simply went wide to give reasonable berth to allow FJames to complete his pass in the oncoming traffic lane.  Had this been a four wheeler this might be a very different story.

That near death experience behind them, they cruise 170 quest to 169 into Alma some 65 kliks out of Jonquiere.  BlueBalls spots another Comfort Inn and drags the line of bikers in behind him.  There are two double-bed rooms, but one is a smoker, and the nearest licensed dinner joint is not really in walking distance.  FJames and BlueBalls take the stinky room and the crew unloads, too spent too look further.  FJames leaves the slider to the bikes in the lot open, as well as the door to the main hallway to let fresh air pass through the smog zone.  While standing in full view at the end of his bed in his boxer shorts with his back to the door, he makes a comment about “classless skanky foreign bitch broads in Alma”.  As the words are forming in FJames’s mouth BlueBalls watches past his shoulder while a middle age couple arrives at the door directly across the hall.  The scene was priceless as FJames was making comments about the classless skanky Canadian women while hovering in his boxers with the door wide open to the world with the neighbors looking on.  It was a good chuckle.  The cleaning ritual takes place as required and BlueBalls finishes up first and finds the front desk clerk to clarify dining arrangements.  The nearest place is about 1.5 kliks, but the cool place the young lad recommends is The Terrasse, some 2 kliks away.  The dudes are hungry, but they’re a tough bunch too, especially when it comes to alcohol and cool dining joints in non-English speaking regions.  They set out to make the hike to The Terrasse via quiet roads in the back neighborhoods while BlueBalls navigates from the map of Alma the desk clerk provided.  

Fifteen minutes later they have arrived, and indeed, with tables on  the street and an open front dining area with neon signs and lots of activity, it’s the happening spot.  After getting seated and reviewing the French menu, they begin trying to work through the menu together – with some word association and some guessing.  Fast Eddie tries to ask a question of the waitress.  She says something back in a foreign language.  Fast Eddie repeats himself.  She rattles out something which was likely a repeat as well.  Sensing that the waitress does not understand what he’s asking – even after he has slowed the question down and annunciated as clearly as he can – Fast Eddie asks for a third time, this time raising his voice.  The waitress is flustered and decides to move on a help customers she can impress and get large tips from.

Fortunately, Fast Eddie’s raised voice got the attention of a gentlemen and his lady friend sitting at the next table.  He speaks reasonably good English and excellent French.  He asks if the boys need some help with the menu, and BlueBalls replies yes, asking him to define about 4 things on the menu which they are not certain of.  In classic Parisian French style the gentleman ignores the American request and proceeds to very pleasantly explain everything on the menu.  Everything.  The bikers are patient, and when he is done they genuinely thank him for his assistance.  The waitress returns and orders are placed using finger pointing.  The meal goes well, after all they were able to get beer and wine, and the conversation and stealth digi-pics of the ‘looker’ bartendress really made the adventure worth it.  Actually, much of the scenery at this youthful establishment makes the walk and the communication struggles worth it.

Everyone has a good time and it’s another page in the adventure.  There is brief discussion regarding taking a cab home, but they opt to soldier it out and walk the main drag since although their stomachs are full, there is always room for more eye-candy.  They make it uneventfully on this warm evening in Alma, and with another 400 miles in the saddle they retire FJames and BlueBalls, Fast Eddie and DucGili.

Fri August 2 – Voulez-vous un cafe avec votre pluie, monsieur?
Parlez vous Francais?  If not, you’ll struggle to communicate most anything in the Lac St Jean area a couple of hundred miles nord of Quebec City.  The last CST up here was in 1985 with BlueBalls and his ex-wife who was Belgian and spoke both French and Flemish fluently.  Even she had a hard time communicating with their dialect.  The area has grown up some since then and appears more of a tourist area, but the language remains firmly non-English.  Oh, and that little blurb says: “Would you like some coffee with your rain, sir?”

The dudes rise early in cloudy, threatening skies.  BlueBalls and FJames are packed and ready to gear up by 6:40am, so they opt to walk across the parking lot to MacDonald’s to grab a coffee and chill the last few minutes of the morning.  They swing by DucGili and Fast Eddie’s room to find them packed and fully leathered sipping coffee of their own, so they make the 80 foot hike to Mikey D’s a twosome.  While they are ordering, the sky opens up and it begins raining.  Pouring.  Buckets.  BlueBalls and FJames secure their café’s complete with lids and decide to make the dash to the motel to hang with the others until the downpour let’s up.  They bolt from the foyer of Mickey D’s with BlueBalls screaming “INCOMING!” as they slosh towards the open slider of DucGili’s and Fast Eddie’s room.  They shoot through the door one in the other’s pocket to find DucGili and Fast Eddie sitting casually around the TV sipping their own java.  The boys chill out for about 40 minutes discussing whether they should continue on their plan to run the entire Route 169 loop around Lac St. Jean.  Here in Alma, they came in from the est and are on the sud-est section of the lake.  The loop effectively begins and ends here and encompasses about 220 kliks.  At this point that looks like 220 very wet, low-visibility kliks.  Gnarly Knights that they are, they gallantly decide that the plan must be fulfilled.  Round about 7:30am the deluge has become a light rain.  Against all desires, they suit up in full rain gear in the dry comfort of their rooms, and so begins the day.

BlueBalls has done some calculating in his spare time and has determined that FJames has led the tour only 15 minutes over the last two days.  FJames is rather unceremoniously appointed leader for the day.  FJames nods acceptingly and throttles out into deep water on the Route 169 road surface.  The oncoming traffic spray is drenching and irritating, but FJames powers forward to make progress on the nord half of the full loop around Lac St Jean.  Conditions suck, but eventually it will be time for breakfast, a bright spot in the morning.  A little over half way through the loop the tour stops for breakfast in St Felicien at a diner where they can make out the theme ‘fast food’ on the sign.  They shut down the rolling thunder, and peel off the plastic.  Hey, one of the cashier’s speaks pretty good English!!  She jumped in and took the Americans separately at another register when she heard Fast Eddie raising his voice to help the elderly employee taking his order understand what he wanted.  The boys load up on coffee and The Special, except Fast Eddie who.....well, you get it by now.

All good things must come to an end, and so breakfast is over.  The raingear is donned, and the dudes walk dejectedly out to the parking lot.  They drone sud-est on 169 on the southern half of the loop dealing with two minor mechanicals on the way.  The first is BlueBalls’ development of ‘steering flop’, where the front end gets very sloppy and wanders all around and even tugs at the bars at speeds under 30 mph – a condition which has been developing for a couple of days but has progressively gotten worse and is now at a point where it’s most irritating and perhaps rather unsafe.  Having checked all the hardware that he could during the past couple of cleaning routines, BlueBalls decides that it feels as though the tire is very low on air.  He finds a station in Chambord with air and puts some in, then finds another station across the street which has a garage and a tire gauge.  The tire is now well over inflated so he lets all the air out that he’d just put in.  It’s not the tire pressure, so they press on. (Authors Note:  Upon returning home BlueBalls took the 9R into the dealer and had the main steering bearings and races replaced – apparently the bearings had ‘seated’ in the race – flat spotted really.  After testing the bike the dealer also recommended a fork oil replacement as well since his current oil viscosity was about that of isopropyl alcohol.  $345 later the dealer then accused him of too many wheelies, but the bike feels new and the brake switch isn’t sticking any more either.  Splendid).  Not long after that stop, there is another pull off initiated by FJames when he develops ‘clutch flop’.  Basically, his clutch will not disengage.  A little investigative work is done and the boys discover that FJames’s hydraulic clutch fluid reservoir is dry.  While DucGili and FJames inspect the hydraulic lines and connections to find where it’s going, BlueBalls and Fast Eddie head into Hebertville to find some brake fluid.  In doing so, Fast Eddie nearly soars through an arrêt sign but at the last moment grabs a fist full of binders while his front end is in some loose sand.  Fast Eddie does some gymnastics and applying wonderful adrenaline strength saves the RF900R from becoming another casualty.  BlueBalls breezes by after his stop and gives Fast Eddie the wide-eyed “WTF was that?” look.  Both teams are successful in their missions, and after some minor work FJames’s clutch is restored to at least operative.  Flopless basically.  FJames takes point and swings the group est back nearly to Alma before diving sud through the Reserve Faunique des Laurentides, connecting to 175 sud along the Parc Jacques Cartier.  The rain is off and on, but the ride through the Reserve and the Parc is enjoyable.  Well as enjoyable as it can be between mud-runs and given the conditions.  Yes, today there were more mud-runs, and the steeds are looking a tad mucky.  

As the stomachs start to beg for lunch, there is a dry stretch of road and there is a great deal of light through thin clouds.  FJames still at the helm pulls the crew over for an ELFN lunch while conditions are favorable.  They shed rain gear and grab some light chow as the sun comes out ever so briefly.  It really lifts the mood though, and the team is jovial.  BlueBalls and FJames even take a seat in the low greenery on the roadside hill to munch ELFNs.

Arachnids shortly appear all over their boots and they are forced to give nature some berth and hang by the bikes.  Lunch completed, they optimistically pack their rain gear and BlueBalls gives FJames a break by leading them out on what should be less than 80 miles down 175 to Old Quebec City (OQC).  Not 5 minutes down the road the rain returns.   Fortunately, they are also in need of fuel and there is a covered Petro Canada pumping station where they can tank up and gear up.

All that settled, BlueBalls continues to lead down 175 into OQC.  The rain stops once in the vicinity of the city and the heat and humidity rises rapidly.  The tour shortly finds itself in a traffic jam on I73 sud, in rain gear, in 85 degree heat and humidity.  Can you say suffocating?  As the brains begin to ooze, BlueBalls finally exits on Boul De Laurier and points the ZX9R sud towards the Grande Alle.  At the first traffic light, Fast Eddie sprints for a bathroom in Burger King, leaving the others to navigate through 4 lanes of traffic to find a U-turn spot and return to BK where they pull off the raingear for what will be the last time today.  Who cares if it pours, they are only a few miles from paradise.  After main veins are drained, the boys opt to tank up and ask for directions to a car wash with wands for the bikes.  The French speaking proprietor is no help, and in frustration and end of the day burnout, the crew decides to leave the clean up for another day.  This is a CST first.    Oh yes, there have been participants along in the past such as Nate Rockwell and Scott Braly who often or always chose to neglect their machines for days at a time (or months/years as the case may be…), but never has the crew as a unit abandoned the cleaning ritual.  Weather has it’s strong effects.

The tired mob checks into the Maison du Fort with Marielle  around 4pm.  The sun is out, so they hurriedly toss their gear into their upstairs (way upstairs…) rooms and shuttle their steeds over to the underground parking garage.  The standard problem of getting automated tickets issued from the machine on the entrance ramp ensues.  Yes, this has happened regularly before.  BlueBalls helps hold up the ticket machine arm while DucGili and Fast Eddie duck under, then they motor on to the motorcycle parking area and grab a manual ticket from the attendant.

Showers are done quickly while Marielle makes reservations at the Café de Paris, and then they’re off.  First  a short jaunt along the Terrasse de Dufferin where they run into Jack Briggs – a PSNH employee - and his flock.  It’s a small world.  After a brief chat, the dudes make their first cocktail stop at Gambrinous on the corner of the Chateau where they have an outside corner table – perfect for viewing.

After slamming down the first round, they dig deep and decide to hike up the Grand Alle to another drink joint on the street – this one oddly enough sports dual-babe waitresses.  Fast Eddie is looking for food and is finding none in this country of many smokers.  He’s becoming delirious.  Too soon, it’s time to leave the viewing of the Grand Alle and go gorge at the Café de Paris.  The dining experience is quite pleasant with yet another charming hostess and the crew feasts as though it were their last supper.  Well, it kind’ a is, at least the last dinner on the 2002 CST. 

After dinner, they walk to the Ice Cream Shoppe (Crème Glace) for cones.  From there it’s on to the bar at the Chateau Frontenac for aperitif’s.  BlueBalls and FJames sip Spanish Coffee’s while Fast Eddie and DucGili glug a couple more cervezas (biere?).  It’s getting late – towards 11:00pm but the crew is relishing their last night and the excitement of OQC.  They’ve had enough of the fumar-bar and decide to walk the Citadel trail.  In the mild and dark evening they walk the Dufferin Terrasse, the boardwalk of the Citadel along the St. Laurence, the Plains of Abraham to the catwalks, and the fort wall on the back side of the fortress back down to the newly renovated park just above the Dufferin Terrasse.  They stand silently and take in the lights of the city and the massive waterway.  The silence is broken as BlueBalls sounds butthole taps.  Finally the day catches up, it’s late anyway, and they drift down to Rue Genevieve and up to the Maison du Fort, up the many flights of steps, and into their beds.  BlueBalls and Fast Eddie have the suite at the top of the stairs, while FJames and DucGili have the long room on Rue Genevieve on the third floor.  It’s a relatively short day of only about 300 miles, but the hiking in the steep city makes it feel like many more in the saddle.  They will sleep well with 2500 on the trip odometers.  Good night!! 

Saturday August 3 – Beating the Heat
It’s a bright and sunny morning when the crew haul themselves back down to the city garage to rev their dirty steeds back to the Maison du Fort for the final gear lashing shortly before 7:00am.  The garage attendant this morning is making a job out of his task.  Each CST’er has his ticket and appropriate $4 prepared.  For some inexplicable reason it takes nearly three minutes to process each rider through the gate.  Dude, it’s like four bikes, all the same charge, ya know?  An impatient young female Quebecois sits at the end of the line with a cancer stick in her mouth fidgeting irritably.  FJames and BlueBalls are experiencing some head shaking as well.  Finally they’re out in the fresh morning air and riding up the streets soaking wet from the street cleaners which ply the avenues in the Old City every morning at dawn.  OCQ, like most Canadian cities is extremely clean after all of the cigarette butts are washed down the sewer.

BlueBalls wishes Marielle well and gains directions to a car wash down near the entrance to I73 sud.  BlueBalls leads using the map and they find the car wash.  Unfortunately, it’s a CAR wash and there are no wands.  The first morning when the sun is beaming full bore and the bikes look like all of the 2500 miles they’ve got on them this trip.  BlueBalls takes point and sets his sites on 112 sud-quest through Thetford Mines and into Sherbrooke – Strip Joint City.  I73 sud is vacant as they cross the St Laurence on the gorgeous bridge connecting the city to the outlying lands.  Within seconds of crossing onto the bridge they drive into a fog bank.  The sun disappears and the temperature cools.  Visibility is degraded, but it’s not too bad and with no traffic and the fog BlueBalls figures the QPP patrols will be in their coffee’s at the donut shop.  BlueBalls seeks to take advantage of the situation so he tucks it in and spins the ZX9R up to 145kmh (90mph) and then hits cruise control.  Perhaps 15 miles into the fog-run, BlueBalls crests a rise and sees the telltale white Crown Vic brakes lights come on in the breakdown lane as it’s pilot slams the automatic from P to D.  BlueBalls already has his directional and brake on before the QPP sparks the blues.  The officer barely has to budge his rig forward before the line of speeders pulls over in front of the slowing cruiser and shuts down.  The very young gentleman makes a BBee line for BBruce.  “Do you speak French?”  Nope.  “I have you at 137 in a 100”.  Really?  BlueBalls leans over to check his speedo for a quick conversion – which turns out to be 85mph in 60mph.  BB frowns and guesses a little recalibration is necessary since his gauge read 90.  “License and registration please”.  BB is tempted but holds his tongue with the thought: “Hey, is that powdered sugar on your peach fuzz upper lip?”  While BlueBalls begins to dig for the articles requested DucGili arrives with badge and Sherif’fs ID in hand and attempts to hand them over to the officer of the law labeled Officer Kid.  “I am only concerned with Mr. Overton”.  Uh oh,  the Get Out of Jail Free card is not being accepted here – think American Express will be?  While BlueBalls continues to plod through his gear Officer Kid makes a slow circle around the ZX9R peering at it with some awe in his eye.  He never looks at the others standing around, and doesn’t even watch BlueBalls to see if he pulls a Glock rather than a registration from his tank bag.  BlueBalls hands over the goods and Officer Kid matches up the dates and numbers and hands them back.  “I’m giving you a break today.  Please slow down”.  He retreats to his donut before it gets stale and backs up the 100 feet to his previous perch.  Next victim please.  The boys decide he’s a CST wannabee as well as clever enough to see that these guys aren’t out to make trouble and they’re on machines designed to fly so what’s a little excess on an abandoned stretch of highway.  Good day sir!  

BlueBalls dinks along at the prescribed 100kmh for about 4 kliks, and then it’s time to make time – back to 145kmh sud to the exit for 112.  The fog-bank is finally in the rear view mirror and the sun warms the day.  Shortly after exiting the interstate BlueBalls is focused on finding a breakfast joint and misses the power wash opportunity in Ste Marie.  FJames and DucGili spy it and collect BlueBalls to reroute him.  There are 4 stalls and the boys make quick work of blasting the grime from their rides.  Polished up and loaded back up, the search for breakfast in the sunshine continues.  Just a shot down the road and BlueBalls follows his senses into a likely joint.  Bingo!!  Sabrina is this morning’s model waitress.  Even this far sud they can be difficult to understand.  When asked her name, she said it twice and no one had a clue.  It sounded like “Saben”.  How do you spell that?  Ah, Sabrina. Oh, Sabrina!  Smiles and breakfast for all.  DucGili gets a private photo shoot with the model – sheesh, those Ducati guys.  Sabrina may be the best of the tour, but then there was Stephenie, oh and Zee Franch in Dalhousie, and Anick.... so many beautiful women, so little time.

While DucGili is rearranging Mr. Happy the others find the restroom containing three urinals.  Six dining tables, and three urinals.   What conclusion does one draw here?  Let’s not go there.  Specials and Fast Eddie’s 18-Wheeler and it’s time to make time.  

BlueBalls is charged up on Sabrina’s coffee and continues on point blasting sud-quest on 112 through Thetford Mines – and the next speed trap.  Once again, cresting a rise after a pass BlueBalls sees the white vehicle just off the road in the oncoming breakdown lane and a glimpse of the door insignia confirms it.  He grabs the clutch and punches the shifter down twice and then drops the clutch while unloading the throttle.  The 9K rpm whine should have been Fast Eddie’s warning but it wasn’t.  BlueBalls didn’t want to dive the 9R making braking obvious, and therefore there were no brake lights for Fast Eddie who was just completing the same pass BlueBalls had made but with the slingshot affect added.  Suddenly Fast Eddie recognized that BlueBalls was fast approaching and was hard on all his binders, front and rear.  Apparently this was a very healthy sphincter pucker moment for Fast Eddie – although BlueBalls was oblivious to the near danger as he was keeping an eye on the QPP.  BlueBalls’ thoughts:  “No motion, no brake lights, no blues. Phew.”  Fast Eddie’s thoughts at the same moment:  “No contact, no crash, no hospital trip. Phew”.  A fuel stop follows within a few miles and BlueBalls punches out.  “I’m done playing roulette.  Rolled the dice twice this morning and it was seven, then eleven.  Someone else’s turn.”  DucGili takes point.

DucGili throttles into Sherbrooke where he plays the U-turn game.  Directions are a tad confusing and DucGili has the tour in back neighborhoods, the wrong way on one-way streets, and conducting U-turns in various spots including in gaps in traffic islands and the like.  The Three Amigos following don’t seem to mind, it’s even entertaining.  Apparently is wasn’t quite as much fun for DucGili who was feeling pressured to keep on track.  At one point he was so intent on reading the road signs that he carried some good speed into a red light.  Just before the intersection he caught the light and locked up the rear binder leaving a nice rubber stripe and a small haze of white smoke.  Cool.  Finally they are on 147 sud to Frontiere USA.  However, DucGili – even after all the fumar in Canada - feels his single smoke event was not enough.  While leading the spank towards the border DucGili and a semi attempt to pass in opposite directions on the same stretch of road.  Those Ducati’s are menacing machines and the semi chickens out locking up it’s brakes in a cloud of smoke and squeezing back into the traffic line.  DucGili sails by.  He pulls the tour sud on 147 to the Duty Free Shop where tax forms are filled out and the monopoly money is handed over all in exchange for the welcomed greenbacks.  Need it be documented – more babe-age working here at the DF Shop.  BlueBalls is helped by the one fat chick.

After the final ELFN lunch at the picnic table beside the DF Shop, DucGili retains the point for the run on his home turf.  God, there’s nothing like having a cop on his local turf lead a rip down a series of good roads.  It’s the next best thing to track day!  DucGili leads at extremely illegal speeds across 114 and then down 102 past the courthouse and ends his trip at the end of  Fellows Road.  The guys linger in the hot sun, not wanting to part company, but eventually DucGili takes departure pics and sends the Three Amigos on their way to another good ride on 135.

FJames picks up the dice and the trounce down 135,to 10, to 25, to 132 is simply splendid.  Other than BlueBalls finding neutral when downshifting in a tight twisty on 135 the ride is clean with FJames pressing point, BlueBalls playing middleman with an ever widening gap to FJames, and Fast Eddie watching the rear as his energy reserve hits zero on the last leg.  They all ride alone until the fuel stop in Monroe.

It’s very hot and quite humid down this way and the guys are getting sapped in their full leathers, which they’ve unzipped at the full circumference zippers and down the chest.  It’s not much relief.  After tanking up BlueBalls is explaining the odd Steering Flop feel of the ZX9R and FJames offers to take it for a spin to make sure it’s not BlueBalls’ imagination.  BlueBalls concurs and FJames rides off on 25.  When he returns he offers only this statement:  “That’s fucked up”.   They suit up loosely and FJames continues on point, this time Fast Eddie runs middleman and BlueBalls brings up the tail end.  The stop has refreshed FJames some, and upon encountering the rotary in Warren at 25, 25C, and 118, he runs the TLR fully around the loop before heading for the appropriate offshoot.  Fast Eddie is confused and feeling like toast near the end of the last day he struggles to make the RF900R go smoothly around the loop while trying to keep an eye on where FJames has gone.  BlueBalls runs up his Vance & Hines SR2 and then backs down realizing that Fast Eddie just isn’t in the same fun-zone.  They follow FJames down 25 to Ashland where they make the connection to 132.  FJames has run this road a couple of times this season and feeling comfortable he sets a speedy pace south towards Tilton.  The road is very good north of 104 and most of it south of 104 into Tilton, although the last 3 or 4 miles are roughed out pretty bad and the rice rockets follow a rumbling group of afternoon touring Harley’s into town.  FJames parts company with the slouchers and pulls BlueBalls and Fast Eddie off the main drag back onto 132 on the south end of town spinning it up for the next section of good road into Concord.

After only a half mile they encounter slow moving traffic and FJames decides to put it in the rear view and have some fun.  No sooner has he completed the pass and begun to get on it going down into the S-turn under the interstate overpass when a Tilton cruiser arrives in the opposite direction.  He hits the blues even before FJames is parallel with him and immediately cuts into oncoming traffic to make a U-turn.   Much to BlueBalls’ surprise, FJames has dutifully pulled over a short way down the road, apparently too burnt like the others to make a run.  BlueBalls and Fast Eddie slide past and wait in the shade up the road.  Officer Tilton was pleasant enough in explaining to FJames that he had him captured on radar at “61 in a 30, technically”.  Apparently FJames was very close to a 40 mph zone.  Feeling generous with the old fart on the sport bike, Officer Tilton decides to present FJames with the smallest increment of fine available, and writes him instead for 55 in a 40.  What is it with these three?  They just can’t seem to ride the final couple of hundred miles after DucGili’s departure without finding the law.  You may recall a very similar conclusion in Mason NH just last year.

FJames retires from point and Fast Eddie is instructed to take over.  “I don’t know where I’m going.”  How is that any different from the last 2850 miles?  Fast Eddie leads at a very safe and reasonable pace into Concord, where BlueBalls takes over to get them down the interstate to 3A south.  Fast Eddie is instructed to take point and follow 3A.  The three meander lamely along until they approach the I93 interchange, where FJames, apparently unaffected by the quaint meeting with Officer Tilton, bursts into the lead towing BlueBalls and Fast Eddie onto I93 north for the high speed 180 degree ramp from I93 north to I293 south.  BlueBalls runs tight behind and they crank it up into triple digits down the straight and into the twisties between exists #6 and #4.  They slow down through the bog where Fast Eddie eventually catches up and follows them through traffic and off onto Brown Ave.  A final pit stop is made for fueling and goodbye’s with FJames and these weary travelers make a final mileage calculation.  With today’s 400 something miles the trip is in excess of 2900 miles from their Litchfield origination.  The steeds are sparked one more time and the Three Amigos plod home to Litchfield, with BlueBalls and Fast Eddie arriving at 31 Greenwich at 6:30pm.

The 2002 CST “Revenge Ride” was totally successful.  This year’s crew ripped up more terrain than originally planned, while finding and capturing on ‘film’ all 6 crash sites, and even with all the poor riding conditions they created no new sites. Oh yeah, and they captured some babes on ‘film’ as well.  Always a plus. Even while the engines were cooling in garages around New England, minds were considering what might be next for the 2003 CST.

