                                                         My Atlantic Provinces Trip

                                                            June 28—Aug. 1, 2006

                                                                       6,715 miles

                                                                  By Sterling Page

6/28

868 miles

14 hours

I left home at 6:00 A.M., Hwy. Routes 95, 17, 66, 81, 84

Stopped for the evening at 8:00 P.M., Southington, Conn.

Dry weather but storm following me. Floods closed hwy. Behind me in Pennsylvania.

6/29

94 miles

2 hours

Arrived at John Kendall’s house in Grafton, Massachusetts at 10:00 A.M.

Had my first plate of full-bellied fried clams, great!

John & I went through our plan to meet in Bangor, Maine on 7/2

6/30

60 miles

1-½ hours

I left John’s house at 8:00 A.M. and arrived at my friend Carl’s home at 10:00 A.M. in Nashua, New Hampshire.

I had lunch in Salem, N.H. with my grandchildren, Corinne, And Todd Michael, and great granddaughter Mikayla, a nice get-together.

Dinner was in Nashua, N.H. with Carl, my daughter Amy, John her boyfriend, and my granddaughter Sarah.

7/1

125 miles

3 hours

I left Carl’s house at 8:00 A.M. and rode to Jefferson, N.H. where I would stay the night with good friends Gordon & Evelyn Lilley. I arrived at 12:30 P.M. and Evelyn had wonderful meals already planned for me. We enjoyed reminiscing about old times and I explained my trip route to them.

7/2

185 miles 

3 ½ hours

Gordon & Evelyn accompanied me on their bike through the mountains to Shelburne, N.H. where we parted company. I continued on to Bangor, Maine where I met up with John Kendall as planned.

We had a great seafood dinner at a truck stop called “Dysart’s”. A place I plan to return to in the future. The chowder and Lobster pie were delicious.

7/3

260 miles

8 hours

Continued into Canada, no difficulty crossing border at St. Stephens, New Brunswick. We exchanged currency and rode to the Bay of Fundy enjoying a Lobster roll and fresh Haddock sandwich along the way. It sure is great to get some New England seafood again.

We checked into a Provincial campground and set up our tents at 4:30 P.M.

Then we walked down a steep set of stairs that brought us to the town of Alma known for it’s

50-foot tides. Had some more fried clams.

7/4

70 miles

7 hours

Visited the waterfront in Alma and took photos of the tide going down in the A.M.

We rode to Ragine lighthouse where we had some great fish chowder, and continued to Hopewell Cape to view the exposed tidal flats at low tide, at least a 50-foot drop from the high tide mark. Saw a couple moose, a cow with her calf crossed the road in front of me.

 We returned to Alma, where we saw at low tide the boats were now sitting in the mud.

Dinner consisted of huge boiled Lobsters. There was a 12 ½ pound Lobster in the tank which is the biggest that I’ve seen alive.

We gambled at a local bar. John lost, I won.

7/5

73 miles

2 hours

5:00 A.M., It is pouring rain. We broke camp and packed everything wet, then continued to Shediac, Lobster Capital of The World. They have a giant statue of a lobster to greet you as you enter the town.

We found a campground and set up our tents to dry. Went to town, had seafood chowder and boiled Lobster which we ate at our campsite.

7/6

78 miles

2 hours

We left the campground at 10:00 A.M. and rode across the Confederation Bridge onto Prince Edward Island, ( P.E.I. ). The bridge is 12.9 Kilometers long, approximately 8 miles, and is beautiful.

John got stung by a yellow jacket. He is allergic but fortunately no reaction.

The town of Summerside offered a nice motel & restaurant so we booked a room.

We had Lobster rolls and Mussels, and then attended an auto show.

During the evening we visited the College of Piping, which teaches students the art of playing the Scottish Bag Pipes, Folk Dancing and singing. The students come from all over the world to attend.

We enjoyed their show “ The Highland Storm”, where the students demonstrated their talents.

7/7

170 miles

8 hours

We rode the loop around Prince Edward Island, riding the North Cape Hwy. Rt. 12 up the East Coast and returned on Rt. 14 down the West Coast. The Island is absolutely beautiful!

It looks like what Cape Cod, Mass. must have looked like 100 years ago-unspoiled.

Big farms overlooking the ragged cliffs that drop down to the ocean, very pristine.

We stopped in Miminagash to taste their infamous seaweed pie. It was surprisingly very good, sort of a cross between cheesecake and key lime pie. It is made from sea moss which is harvested along the ocean, sent to Norway and Japan for processing, then used  as a thickening agent in ice cream and many other foods.

After returning to the Summerside Motel, we were approached by a motorcyclist that invited us to enter our bikes in the show at the Canadian Atlantic European Bike rally the next day.

7/8

126 miles

10 hours

We attended the bike rally and enjoyed talking with the riders from various states and Provinces.

Then we rode to the Wood Island Ferry, which we boarded for a 2-½ hour trip back to Nova Scotia. We got caught in horrible traffic as there was a Lobster Festival parade going on. We got lost but eventually found a motel with a restaurant close by.

7/9

218 miles

5 hours

Today we rode to the top of the Cabot Trail along the east coast, very pretty scenery and a favorite route for motorcyclists. It started raining and with stormy weather predicted, we found a motel for the night.

7/10

139 miles

Continued riding north on the Cabot Trail to the Bay of St. Lawrence. While there, we took a whale-watching cruise but only saw the back of one whale and a splash from another. It did give us a great opportunity to take pictures of the coastline. On the trip back to shore, the captain pulled in some of his lobster pots which was an interesting event.

Then we rode to the end of the asphalt where we took a dirt road to Meat Cove. We continued riding south on the west side until we found a campground. The black flies and mosquitoes were very numerous and hot and humid weather made it difficult to sleep.

7/11

67 miles to ferry

4 miles to hotel at St. Christophers

Got up early, looked like rain and the black flies were biting us badly, raising good-sized lumps.

I never saw John move so fast to break camp. I thought about capturing some of them for a future camp breakdown to get him moving.

Our plan was to take a ferry to Argentia, Newfoundland but it wouldn’t be leaving until the next day. So we took the ferry to Port a Basques instead. It was a beautiful sunny day with flat seas, an enjoyable crossing. The ferry itself was luxurious, having a bar, restaurant, movie theatre, cabins etc. We slept on the top deck to save money.

Arriving, we got a motel and had an interesting appetizer at dinner-cod tongues. Yes you read it correctly, tongues from a codfish. Salty, but actually pretty tasty.

7/12

380 miles

Cool 50 degrees, pouring rain all day.

Leaving in the early morning it was very foggy and miserable. We bought a fishing license, $19.00 for trout.

We both were completely drenched upon our arrival at Gander where we got a motel. 

After turning the heat up to the highest setting, we began drying our clothes. The room became a sauna bath but the clothes dried out. The rain was so severe and the puddles so deep that we had to pour the water out of our boots. 

7/13

290 miles

A beautiful clear day, we deserve it.

We rode to St. Johns where I found a Wal-Mart. I bought some oil, borrowed a container to drain mine into, and changed the oil & filter at 3,122 miles since I left home with new oil.

Visiting Signal Tower Hill gave us a great view of the city and some history of the area.

Found an expensive Motel 6 where we stayed the night.

7/14

225 miles

50 degrees, raining

We rode to Buena Vista, a quaint old fishing village, population 4500. There is very little employment since commercial fishing is limited to 3,000 pounds a year. We stayed in a historic oceanfront cottage, kitchen, washer dryer, two bedrooms, living room, very nice.

We visited the lighthouse and the John Cabot ship and museum and enjoyed a great turkey dinner at $ 8.50 each.

7/15

50 degrees

325 miles

Rain and very windy

Left Buena Vista at 7:30 A.M. and rode all day in the rain to Deer Lake. We got a motel and once again went through the process of drying our clothes

7/16

50 degrees

Drizzle

260 miles

We rode to St. Anthony amid black clouds and heavy rain and we stayed at the Haven Inn where they served delicious mussels. I walked to the Canadian Legion hall, 3 miles one way, to get a souvenir pin and pennant. John rode to get his the next morning.

7/17

55 degrees

Raining

64 miles

We rode to a light house where there were great views, would have been more enjoyable on a nicer day. Then we went to L’anse Aux Meadows to view the 1000 year old Viking village remains. This location was where Leaf Erickson set up a village being the first North American to arrive on this shore. It was a very interesting narrated tour and a highlight of John’s trip.

We returned to stay another night at the Haven Inn.

7/18

80 degrees

Warm & sunny for a change

118 miles

Today we rode to St. Barbe, Newfoundland where we boarded the ferry to Labrador. It was a 1-½ hour trip with a calm sea and clear skies.

We found a Provincial campground at Pinmare and set up our tents.

An interesting dinner of Culpen ( a salted sardine like fish ), cod bites, and onion rings dipped in honey.

7/19

56 degrees A.M., 90 degrees P.M.

95 miles

It poured all night. We broke camp at 6:30 A.M. amongst the biting black flies. Even though I put my helmet on before exiting the tent the flies got in it and bit me all over my head, face & neck raising large lumps.

To make things more miserable, there were slugs all over the outside of the tent and my footprint tarp was covered with them. Packed everything wet again. A lousy beginning of this day.

We are now beginning the first stretch of gravel roads. It is treacherous maneuvering, like riding on marbles. It is a real workout to stay upright even at a conservative 35 M.P.H.

Port St. Simpson, the last gas stop before we reach the next town of Cartwright, which is another 125 miles, John is exhausted so we book a room at the only motel in town, the Alexis. The motel has a little history to it. George Bush Sr. had stayed here in 1999 and took over the whole motel with his staff.

7/20

65 degrees A.M. , 90 degrees P.M.

125 miles

We adjusted John’s chain quite a bit and we are concerned about the excessive wear on his rear sprocket.

While riding toward Cartwright we visited a small community named Paradise Cove. There were only 13 occupied homes and the inhabitants didn’t come out into view. Very desolate area.

3:00 P.M., we arrived at Cartwright, population 200, and lots of black flies. Another desolate town with obvious poverty.

After fighting the gravel road, we are pretty tired. We made our reservations to board the ferry to Goose Bay and got the last available opening.

Then we booked a room at the only motel in town which only has 6 units and has a nightclub underneath the rooms.

7/21

60 degrees

Our first objective for the day is to once again dry out our tents, tarps, etc. Fortunately, the motel has a nice long railing that works out very well for us.

Today is Cartwright Heritage Day and there was a parade which consisted of (2 ) RCMP automobiles, (1) fire truck, (1) pickup truck, followed by all the townspeople’s cars.

We visited the festival and met a lot of interesting people, very friendly. Demonstrations of SUMU wrestling in padded costumes, various competitive games, fish brewis, ( crushed cod mixed with hard tack bread ) a beer tent, and historical items on display made an interesting day.

We met the Member of Parliament for the area, Todd Russell, who was previously the President of the Native Canadian Nations. We enjoyed his company and he introduced us to some colorful townspeople. One of them, Alan, President of the Fisheries Union, gave us a private tour of the Fishery that processes snow crab and Welks, which they call Wrinkles. They cook the Wrinkles at the plant, then shuck and freeze them for shipment. John and I ate one out of the shell and it was tasty so we bought a pound for $4.00.

We brought them to the local restaurant to have them cooked for us Labrador style. This consisted of frying them in butter and onions. They were awful, very chewy, and unpleasant. We left them on the plate.

When we returned to our room there was a piece of salted, fly covered, salmon lying on the railing by the stairs. John was goaded into tasting it, I declined.

John became very ill during the evening, shivering under the blankets with the heat turned up to about 90 degrees. We determined that it was either the wrinkles, the salmon, or possibly the ice cubes that were in his choices of beverage at the restaurant. They used bottled water, but poured it over the ice cubes, which were frozen from tap water.  There were even signs in the bathroom warning us not to use the water even to brush our teeth.

No more ice cubes or food experiments for John for the remainder of the trip.

7/22

55 degrees

Rain

It rained all night and the street was a sea of mud in the morning. The natives were restless during the evening at the bar below our room, partying until 4:00 A.M.

It had been jammin night and the music reminded us of the theme song from “Deliverance”

After breakfast we were invited to visit Todd Russell’s room for vodka and orange juice along with Native Canadian singing. This went on well after Todd’s private chartered plane arrived to pick him up. It was fun and we didn’t have anything to do until we could board the ferry to Goose Bay at 5:00 P.M.

After boarding the ferry, we booked a room in the bunkhouse with 24 other travelers. The ferry “Robert Bond” wouldn’t arrive at Goose Bay until 8:00 A.M.

7/23

Warm & sunny

199 miles

We left the ferry and began our trip to Churchill Falls on the gravel road. It was tough going at times but still an improvement over the last stretch. One section of the road had a fresh coating of dirt at least a foot deep. There was a worker in a pickup truck that was waiting to take our picture as the deep dirt brought us to an unscheduled stop about halfway through it.

Any time that we stopped, the black flies would devour us so we kept them at a minimum.

I saw a very large black bear enroute but I wasn’t able to get a picture of it.

We arrived at Churchill Falls at 2:00 P.M. and booked a room at the Churchill Inn.

Also staying at the Inn were four Harley riders from N.H., Me., Ma., and N.Y. They will have a tough time on the gravel road as we would witness the following day.

7/24  The day of John’s accident

Warm & sunny

159 miles

Waking up to a nice day, we went on a tour through the Churchill Falls power plant. It was very impressive, feeding power to Quebec, as well as the New England states and New York.

Carved out of granite and a huge facility, it is a must see for anyone visiting the area. On the return trip from the power plant, we came across a family of red fox that allowed us to capture them on film for some great photos.

We were told that if we visited the local garbage dump that we would see some black bear. So, we went and there were a lot of them and they were quite large. I got some good photos from a safe distance.

Preceding to Labrador City the gravel road was in pretty good condition. After riding about 50 miles, I suggested to John that we check the adjustment on his chain. It was quite slack so we unloaded his bike and re-adjusted it. His sprocket is now like toothpicks.

I took the lead and kept the speed down to 45-50 MPH because I was concerned that John might throw the chain on his bike.

7/24 ( continued )

                             Events of John’s accident
3:30 P.M.

Approximately 135 miles since we left Churchill Falls, 14 miles left to reach Labrador City.

As I was the lead bike, I approached a very innocent looking long sweeping curve. We had discovered that the best method to negotiating the gravel road curves was to proceed to the inside edge which had the shallowest layer of gravel. The outside edge of the curves was where the tractor-trailer trucks pushed the gravel and dirt, making it the deepest area and the most difficult to maneuver in.

As I attempted to head toward the inside curve, the gravel became very deep immediately causing my bike to fish tail. I applied more throttle and pulled through it, but felt that I was very fortunate not to lose control and go down.

There was a little knoll at the top of the curve where I stopped to regain my composure. My first thought was whether John would also manage to get through it unharmed.

Although John was riding only approx. 500 feet behind me, he was out of my view because of the curve. I shut my bike off and listened to hear the sound of his bike. Not hearing it, I turned around and rode back in his direction.

I found him lying along the edge of the road at what we later learned was “Shepherd’s Corner”, a well-known location of many accidents.

He was semi-conscious and already had removed his helmet. He was lying on his back and had some blood on his face. Once that I had gone over to his location, I noticed that his bike had gone off the edge of the road and traveled down to stop about 10 feet below the road, facing in the opposite direction.

I talked with John for a few minutes trying to determine the extent of his injuries. I told him to remain on his back until I could get medical assistance. He couldn’t remember what had happened to him, but other than remembering the crash event itself, he seemed to be lucid.

I attempted to operate the satellite telephone that we had borrowed at Goose Bay, but I couldn’t receive a signal. Within minutes, I was able to flag down a pickup truck containing four passengers to assist us. One of them drove further toward Labrador City until he was able to receive a signal on his cell phone. He was able to contact the R.C.M.P. and the ambulance service; both were now enroute to the scene.

While we were waiting for assistance, I flagged down a tractor-trailer truck. The driver, Duke Hounsell, and some of the other men managed to pull john’s bike up onto the road and loaded it on the flat bed of the truck. John’s tail bag, one side bag, windshield and one mirror were lying on the side of the road. It indicated that John’s bike had flipped upside down throwing him off in the process. The fairing was crushed back against the handlebars. Johns face shield was ground into the dirt as if he had been thrown face first from the bike.

It was very fortunate that john had not accompanied his bike off the edge of the road, as I would have had a difficult time locating him.

Constable Craig Giles, RCMP arrived and soon after the ambulance was also there. I intently observed the actions of the ambulance technicians and they conducted a careful assessment of John’s injuries and made sure that he was immobilized before transporting him to a stretcher.

7/24 ( continued )

Constable Craig Giles then assisted me in gathering up John’s belongings and luggage, placing them in his pickup to bring them to Labrador City. He gave me directions to the Two Seasons Inn, and I rode to the Inn where he met me. Craig took me to the hospital where John was being prepared to have x-rays taken. He seemed very alert and now could remember losing control of his bike.

I returned to the Inn where I met two bikers from Connecticut. They were also staying at the Inn and had heard about John’s accident. In a short period of time, the whole town would know about it.

I assisted one of them in removing a link from a new chain in order to install it on his bike. My new chain breaker worked fine.

I ate dinner with Jim Gallus, Hartford, Conn. And his companion John Tully. I called the hospital each hour to check on John’s condition. They told me that he had no broken bones, but would be staying the night for observation. I finally was able to contact John at 11:15 PM, and he told me that the doctor was concerned with test results showing blood in his urine. He complained of pain in his back, knee and ankle. He gave me permission to call his girl friend Katie, and give her a description of the situation, which I did.

7/25

I talked with John at 8:30 A.M. He requested that I bring his passport and money to him. When I entered the lobby, Duke was waiting for me. He took me to his garage where John’s bike was being stored. I picked up John’s clothes from his luggage and Duke took me to the hospital. John had just completed an ultra-sound test and seemed very alert. After our visit, Duke took me back to the garage and then we returned to the hospital with some other items that John requested.

We brought some other equipment from the bike to my hotel room and then Duke took me to meet his girl friend. She offered me the use of her pickup truck to get around and I eventually did borrow it. I had lunch with Duke and his granddaughter. He offered to purchase John’s bike

Instead of trying to ship it to the states. John agreed that that was probably the best thing to do.

I then met with Nick Mcgrath, President of Tourism for the area. He contacted the owner of the local Yamaha dealership at 11:30 P.M.  The owner said that he could probably offer more than the $ 2,000.00 that Duke had offered.

7/26

The bar tender at the Inn, Tina Mclain offered to take me to the hospital to pick up John, who was being released at 9:30 A.M.

Then I called Linda, Duke’s girlfriend, and borrowed her truck. John and I went to a travel bureau where we made arrangements for John’s trip home. Next was a trip to the Yamaha shop to set up the sale of John’s bike. His 2003 BMW 650 GS was sold to a guy named Shannon for 

$ 3,200, all paid in $ 20.00 bills.

We returned to the Inn where Jim & John had just returned from Goose Bay. Jim’s bike came back on a pickup truck after the stator went and left him stranded.

7/27

After a lot of calls trying to locate a stator for Jim’s bike with no success, arrangements were made for he and his bike to be transported to Bay Comeau where he had left his own truck.

He would travel on a tractor-trailer truck with a French Canadian. They can’t speak each other’s language so it will be a quiet ride.

Tina came to take my buddy John to the airport. He will fly to Quebec, Montreal, then to Boston.

He will leave Labrador City at 1:45 P.M. and arrive in Boston at 9:00 P.M.

So, now John & Jim are on their way home.

John Tully and I will ride together tomorrow  to Bay Comeau where we will meet Jim. They will load John’s bike onto Jim’s pickup and I’ll finish the trip by myself.

I decided to gas up in preparation for the trip and found that my fuel petcock was leaking badly.

I rode to the Yamaha shop “Hewlett Minpaco Ltd.” for assistance.

After trying to tighten up the fitting without success, the owner offered to remove the petcock from a brand new KLR 650 and install it in mine. That taken care of, the only problem left on my bike is a leaking left side fork seal. I bought some brake cleaner, got everything cleaned up and tied a rag around the top of my fork. This would keep the oil from spaying over my brake pads and allow me to stop.

7/28

Raining & warm

350 miles of gravel road

At 6:45 A.M. John Tully and I left to ride to Bay Comeau. Because of the rain, the road felt very greasy in the corners. Where the gravel had been pushed away, clay was exposed making things slippery. We traveled at 50-65 MPH and reached Bay Comeau in 7 ½ hours with two gas stops.

We took some chances but luck was with us and we made great time.

Jim was happy to see us after what we had all experienced together.

Both John Kendall and my wife Ellie have been conversing and have decided that I should load my bike onto the pickup with Jim & John’s bikes and drive with them to Connecticut.

I plan to ride mine home.

7/29

Warm

550 miles

I left at 7:00 A.M., traveling the North Road to Montreal, then Hwy. 91 south across the border into Vermont. I exchanged my money at the border and received tax money back after submitting my lodging and purchase receipts which amounted to $94.00 U.S.

My muffler bolts broke while riding and my muffler dropped down melting the rubber of my tire. Replaced the bolt and on my way. Jim & John reached the border about the same time that I did and gave me the bolt.

We said our good byes and I headed to Route 2 , then east to Jefferson, N.H. to spend the night with my friends the Lilleys again.

7/30

350 miles

Gordon & Evelyn rode their bike accompanying me to Conway, New Hampshire. I helped Gordon pick out and order a new FLHTCU model Harley, 2007 issue.

I arrived at John Kendall’s house in Grafton, Massachusetts at 4:00 P.M.

I took John & Katie to dinner and went to bed early.

7/31

522 miles

10 hours

I took Rt. 84, 287 to 95 below New York, very hot 110 degrees and encountered hard rain passing through Delaware and Maryland.

Stopped for the night in Fredericksburg, Virginia.

8/1

420 miles

6 hours

Arrived home at Sunset Beach, N.C. at 2:30 P.M.

Total miles= 6,715

The people that we met in Labrador were the friendliest that we have ever met. Transporting us around, lending their time and vehicles, unselfishly assisting in any way that they could, they have to be the greatest people in the world, and my friends forever.

