Chapter Ten

Prince Rupert headed south

Saturday July 18, 2009

    We stayed the night in Houston, BC at a mom & pop motel.  The room was 

acceptable, but the bed left much to desire.  I sure miss our Sleep Number bed!

    I spent most of the morning uploading photos to the Kodak Gallery, only to 

discover that I had forgotten the pictures we had taken with my camera.  I will 

revise the album tomorrow and resend it.  The lady at the front desk called and 

asked “What are you people doing?”  We had stayed five minutes past check out 

time!  There was not time to revise the album this morning.

Sunday July 19, 2009

    After getting under way with a temp of 52 and partially cloudy skies, we 

rode for about an hour then stopped to eat breakfast at a Mom & Pop café in the 

middle of nowhere.  We have found that the food at the smaller places is much 

more palatable than that at “Chain” restaurants.  We have only eaten at a 

“Chain” twice since our journey began.

The temp rose to 68, but the highway was following a river valley.  I was

about to freeze to death, so we stopped and “layered up”.  It is amazing how 

much ground we have covered and how much the terrain and scenery has changed but 

it still is all spectacular.  From the flat lands of Scatchewan through the 

Canadian Rockies, the frozen tundra of the north, the rain forests and coastal 

views it is something that most “OKIES” will never have the pleasure of 

enjoying.  We caught sight of a Black Bear Sow with three cubs crossing the 

highway in front of us.  By the time I was able to shut down from 100 KMPH (60 

MPH) and Vickie got the camera turned on she was only able to get a good picture 

of the last two cubs.  Momma was standing on her hind legs in thick cover, 

making sure her babies made it across.  Like I have said before, you almost have 

to have the camera pointed in the right direction, focused and ready to shoot in 

order to get photos of some of the wildlife.  Other than that, the ride was 

uneventful.  I only wish that my Guard Dog Brothers were here to enjoy what is 

near perfect riding conditions (at least for today) with us.

    We stayed at Grammas’ Inn, a very nice Mom & Pop operation in Prince George.  

The laundry room, ice machine and restaurant were right next door to our room.  

There was a garden area with picnic tables just ten foot outside our door.  I 

spent some time in the garden working on the journal and pictures and trying to 

get connected to the internet.  Internet connectivity is very sporadic here.

Monday July 20, 2009

    We discovered that while riding in the rain, something was leaking on the 

trailer.  Our suitcase and a couple of other items were wet.  I attempted to 

locate the leak without much success.  I think that it may be the seal on the 

lid, but that thing is a real bear to adjust, so I am going to leave it alone 

for now.

    Vickie washed a couple of loads of laundry while I sat at a picnic table in 

the garden and attempted to get an internet connection.  I finally got connected 

and had 39 e-mails, most of which were junk.  I tried to send a couple of 

e-mail, only to lose connection.  I give up at this location!

    The first thing on the agenda today was to find some cigars.  I ran out 

several days ago and have been trying different things, none of which were 

satisfactory.  We found a tobacco store at a Mall, but they did not have my 

brand.  I did however find a suitable replacement until we get back to 

civilization.  Vickie went shopping for a book while I sat and watched people at 

the Mall.

    The temperature rose to 79 today and there was not a cloud in the sky.  We 

really enjoyed riding around without having to be bundled up.

    We found a Sports Bar & Grill called SHOOTERS.  Because SHOOTER is my road 

name with the Guard Dogs, we just had to stop and try it.  It was an upscale 

place that had excellent food for an early afternoon meal and a Canadian beer.

    Vickie wanted to stop at the grocery and buy some fruit.  We have been 

eating a lot of fruit during the day and in the evenings when we are too tired 

to go out to eat.  Yes Quig, she always has red seedless grapes to snack on.

    We went and washed the bike & trailer, then returned to the motel and 

detailed it.

There were a great number of people who wanted to talk about the trike; some had 

never seen such a contraption, so finishing the detail job took much longer than 

usual.  Again, we talked to people from many different places, all were very 

friendly.

    When I ran out of Alberta Premium Rye Whiskey, I decided it was time to just 

retire for the evening.

Tuesday 21 July 2009

    When we got up this morning it was 54 and a cloudless sky.  The forecast for 

this part of Canada looks great for the rest of the week, with highs in the low 

80’s.  I think we will have pleasurable riding conditions for a while.

    We had a pretty uneventful ride other than the scenery.  It warmed up rather 

quickly.  We were soon riding in tennis shoes and long sleeve t-shirts and 

sweating like a young man meeting his girlfriend’s dad for the first date!  I 

checked the temp on the bike and it was 95.  We rode 258 miles then just could 

not take the heat any more.  We stopped in Cache Creek, BC for the evening, 

totally exhausted and fried to a crisp.  Vickie, being the ever thoughtful soul 

she is splurged and got us a room with a Jacuzzi!  Needless to say, after 

getting out of a 45 minute bathing experience, I accomplished very little.

    We later found out that the temp had reached 101 today!  What is up with 

this, we are in Canada and it is supposed to be cool.  Then we found out that 

Cache Creek at an elevation of 1580 ft is at the northern end of the Mojave 

Desert.  Everything here, unless it is being irrigated is brown and dead.  

Strangely appealing this part of Canada, I thought we were still in the 

Mountains until I checked the elevation on the GPS, but it more resembles the 

foot hills of the south west Colorado Rockies.  Vickie and I were both glad that 

the Motel rooms were air conditioned; the few we have encountered on this trip.

    We visited with several people here and all stated that we do not want to 

spend the night in Vancouver.  Seems that there will be a big celebration of 

some sort over the next few days and that the town is pretty rough except for 

select areas.  I think that we will stop short of Vancouver and spend the night 

then cross the border back to the USA.

Wednesday  July 21, 2009

    Rather than follow the High Speed highway toward Vancouver, we chose a 

shorter route following the Frazier River Valley.  This route was described to 

us as more scenic and was 50 miles shorter.  Ok, so much for the distance, much 

of the highway was under construction, causing multiple delays.  These delays 

were welcome however because there was not a straight stretch on this road and 

it gave me a chance to relax a little.  There were many twenty MPH hairpin 

curves and grades ranging from 6% to 15%!  If there were no construction, this 

would be the best “Twistie” road I have ever been on. This “shorter” route of 

158 miles took us nine hours to cover, but it was well worth the time spent.

    The scenery was no less than magnificent.  The streams were crystal clear to 

an undeterminable depth.  They were rushing with great speed and some of the 

white water rapids sparkled and shined in the sun looking as though there was 

endless supply of Diamonds being poured down a crevice between huge Pines and 

Spruce trees.  This is one of those priceless visions that just cannot be 

captured on film. 

    We had planned on spending the night in Whistler, BC.  As we were nearing 

the town, we saw that it was situated on a large lake.  The water was the hue of 

emeralds and the ripples shown an almost star like appearance with the sun 

hitting them.  Most of the buildings reminded me of a Swiss Chalet.  The streets 

were exceptionally clean and all of the grass and gardens were well manicured.  

Stopping at the visitor’s center, we found out that this is the site of the 2010 

Winter Olympics.  We also found that there are no motels in this town, only high 

dollar Lodges.  Looking around, most of the autos were of the price range that 

is way out of my league.  We decided that instead of embarrassing ourselves by 

asking the price of rooms, we would go on to the next town.

    Along the way, we saw a multitude of Bald Eagles, lots of water falls and 

crystal clear rivers and creeks.  This is one of the points on the west coast 

where fresh water meets salt water.  The Salmon spawn here in fresh water.  All 

of the river levels are affected by the tide and the Salmon can slowly start to 

get acclimated to salt water before going out into the Ocean.

    We arrived in Squamish, BC and found a very nice motel with a full kitchen, 

Plasma TV, King Size bed and a great view for only $90.00.   Just across the 

highway we could see from our room a huge rock cliff.  After reading some of the 

visitor information, we found out that this “Rock Cliff” is called “Stawamus 

Chief”.  It is the world’s second largest granite monolith, ranking right behind 

the Rock of Gibraltar and attracts climbers from around the world.  Squamish has 

the most consistent winds on the west coast.  Windsurfing Magazine has named 

Squamish one of the three best spots in North America to wind surf.

    I have failed to mention that nearly every small town we have gone through 

on this trip has at least one golf course, some of them two.  I am not a golfer, 

but the courses I have seen look very nice.  My take on golf courses is they are 

a waste of a perfectly good rifle range.

    We will head south to the US border tomorrow.

Thursday 22 July, 2009

    Well, every day is different.  The temp was 52 and very foggy when we got up 

this morning.  The chill from the ocean air made heavy clothing a must.

The roads were in great shape, with no delay all the way to Vancouver.  Once we 

got to Vancouver and hit the traffic, it really made me appreciate the solitude 

and virtual absence of traffic on the two lane highways we have been traveling.  

We had decided earlier on advice from local folks to not stay in Vancouver.  We 

also were told that going through customs in Vancouver would sometimes take up 

to three hours because of the sheer volume of traffic.  We chose to drive east 

on the Trans Canada highway about 30 miles and cross back into the US at Sumas, 

Washington.  The border crossing took less than ten minutes.

    The remainder of today will be covered in the next chapter.

