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Foreword to Backroad Bob’s 

Road Trips (Part I) - Cruisin' America

By 1990, I had ridden motorcycles through every state east of the Mississippi River, Texas, Louisiana, Arkansas, and five Canadian provinces, but I wanted to do more. I wanted to explore the back roads across America, see the Isle of Man TT Races, examine everything that's foreign at a European Grand Prix, and experience the canopied forests, cascading streams, and towering mountains of Pennsylvania's state forests.

Over the past thirty-eight years I've done all this and taken thousands of photos of the places I've been and made millions of memories of the unforgettable people I've met. Along the way, I've recorded my experiences in hundreds of magazine articles, and traveled hundreds of thousands of miles by motorcycle in the pursuit of my dreams. If this sounds like something you'd like to do, then these articles are a valuable tool to assist you in fulfilling your dreams too.

The resulting articles have appeared in American Road Racing, Backroads, Blue Ribbon Coalition Magazine, CC Motorcycle News, Cycle News, Motorcyclist, PowerTech Quarterly, Rider, RoadBike, Sport Touring News, STAReview, Thumper News, Thunder Press, Turbo News, Trail Rider, Twistgrip,Winding Road Motorcycle Times, and the book Turbocharging, Supercharging, and Nitrous Oxide.

These articles are the fruits of a trial and error tree planted decades ago. The bad roads, the dead end trails, and the nasty places have been left out. What remains is a four-decade distillation of motorcycling in 38 American states, five Canadian provinces, five national forests, ten Pennsylvania state forests, and eight foreign countries. These articles contain valuable information that will save you time and money and enable you to efficiently plan your own adventures while avoiding the mistakes I've made. Let each article be a preview of your own adventures. - BRB

Acknowledgments

I’d like to thank everyone that ever rode with me, invited me on a ride, gave me an idea for a ride, helped me when I’ve been stranded alongside a road or trail, or struck up a conversation with me when I’ve been on the road or the trail. There are thousands of you, but the ones I’ve ridden with the most are: Joe, Robert, Paul, Ron, Barry, Bob, Tom, Sydney, Stewart, Sam, Oop, Moose, Rock, Randy, Mark, Gary, George, Allen, Steve, and Dad - great riders all. The editors that thought I had something to contribute deserve a tip of the hat too.

I’d also like to thank everyone that ever fought for this great country. You have done, and are doing, a job that many Americans don’t have the nerve or the will to do. We should all be thankful for your sacrifices. I’ve had the good fortune to travel outside the United States and I’ve enjoyed immensely the foreign places I’ve been, people I’ve met, and things I’ve done, but there is no better feeling than returning to the land of the free and the home of the brave.

Spending weeks on the road or days on the trail can be surprisingly isolating, but I’ve managed to make hundreds of new friends along the way. Get out there and make a few new friends of your own. - BRB

Introduction to Backroad Bob’s

Road Trips (Part I) - Cruisin' America

These fifteen published magazine articles from the Road Trips CD examine the best two lane roads along a dozen or so road trips covering a few ten thousand miles - the trips that make you want to turn around and ride them again and again. Along the way you'll encounter New England's charm, Southern hospitality, the West's desolate landscapes, and the never ending two-lane roads of the mid-Atlantic states. Do you want to know where the best road trip roads are, what you'll see along them, and why each of these trips are mandatory rides for anyone calling themselves a motorcyclist? These articles reveal the best road trips from East to West and North to South and the reasons to ride each one.
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East of the Mississippi, West of the Mirimachi:

Twenty-five States in Twenty-five Days

by Robert H. Miller

© 1996 RHM Company

www.backroadbob.com

CONNECTING THE DOTS

After college graduation, I knew there would be one last chance for one last road trip before the real world commenced with a real job. It was 1981 and I was riding the original giant killer, a Yamaha RD 350. Not known for its touring capabilities, I attached tank bag, youth and naivete, then hoped for the best. New jobs had my college friends scattered far and wide. I unfolded my Eastern US map and connected the dots to Texas. I plotted a route with overnight stops in NC, GA, MS, and LA - the new locales of my former classmates. Joining US 301 in Delaware I followed it to Fayetteville, NC. and Fort Bragg. With a 60 mph cruising speed, it was a long day, but I made it there late that night. I located my newly-commissioned classmate in his off-base apartment. He was a lieutenant with the MPs and liked the military life.

The next day we toured town and saw the sights. In the morning I was headed for Atlanta and Emory University. There I stayed with a graduate student friend who showed me the local nightspots. I turned in early as I wanted to be at Fort Rucker, near Dothan, Alabama the next day. Between Atlanta and Dothan I passed through a  small settlement with a single blinking light on a long, lonely Georgia road. It was Plains, home of  past President, Jimmy Carter. I didn't need to stop to see everything - just slowing to 35  mph was enough.

YOUR TAX DOLLARS AT WORK

Fort Rucker is home to the US Army Huey helicopter fleet. The on base lake, complete with imported sand, and elaborate officers' club told me these fly boys were way too pampered, but what really convinced me was the Sunday brunch with chefs at each entree station and tuxedo-clad waiters. The cost was a subsidized $3.95! Your tax dollars at work. For two days I soaked sun at the lakeside beach before entering the most foreign city in the US - New Orleans.

NOT TOO STRANGE

I enjoyed the jazz at La Maison Bourbon and saw some very exotic sights in the French Quarter. Before it got too strange, I  pointed the Dunlop TT 100s west across the bayou to Texas. In Houston I met one of the smartest classmates I knew. He was an Ag major in college, but worked for an oil company collecting core samples.  I didn't understand why he accepted the job until I saw photos from his "business"  trips. With his company car and credit cards he was being paid to sightseer the American West!

Next was Corpus Christi and Padre Island National Seashore to visit an old girlfriend. These were the Texas boom years when a recent graduate could work in any downtown office for good money. The effect was startling. You couldn't find anyone over 30 years old and the nightlife was incredible. It was a great time in a great town and my stay was too short. I left Houston on US 59 and traveled through the rolling hills of northeastern Texas to Arkansas and US 67 to Little Rock, home to a future US President.

A TEXAS TORNADO

The sky formed a funnel near Texarkana and rain fell in sheets. After being gusted across three lanes I stopped beneath an overpass. I was marooned there three hours as the wind alternated between rage and calm. I stopped at the nearest gas station and laughed when an old timer asked if  I'd heard about the tornado.

US 67 led to US 70, then US 49 to Jonesboro and the University of Arkansas. I arrived too late to meet my friends. The only motel wouldn't let me in (dang Marlon Brando). I slept that night perched on the RD, alternating between chest-on-the-tank bag and feet-on-the-hand grips. I was on the road early and fought fog across the muddy Mississippi at Cape Girardeau. Then it was straight on US 40 to Terre Haute, IN. A fellow RD rider lived there and we recalled our past days on these amazing machines . After two weeks and 3800 miles I was ready for home. I  broke my vow to avoid the Interstates and droned 750 miles on I-70 and I-76 straight to Philadelphia.

THE SECOND HALF

I returned home to meet my traveling companion for the second half of the adventure. Darrell was a retired schoolteacher from Maryland. We met two months earlier and he mentioned a ride to Nova Scotia and I agreed to join him. We rode through the rural parts of New Jersey to Highpoint State Park. Over dinner he said he was on the road to clear his head. He was in shock after his wife of thirty-five years served him walking papers. I was in shock when I learned he was in his late fifties - he appeared fifteen years younger. Nashua, NH was home to one of his former pupils and the next stop. From their reaction I saw Darrell was much admired. Before long, I would have the same opinion.

$4.95 LOBSTER

Darrell called the harbor master at Bar Harbor, Maine and arranged for passage to Nova Scotia. It would be an eight-hour voyage aboard the MV Bluenose - a ferry named for  the sailing ship that served Nova Scotia 100 years ago. We worked our way across New Hampshire to the Maine coast and US 1. A hand lettered-on-cardboard sign advertised fresh lobster for $4.95 and we simultaneously turned onto a dirt road to the  Searsport waterfront. Inside the packinghouse I ate with one eye over my shoulder hoping my meal's brethren didn't notice his absence. Bar Harbor was a crush of tourists and Kennedy wanna-bees. We slalomed our way through the crowds and checked into the motel across from the dock. A quick look at Acadia National Park ended our Stateside sightseeing. The crossing was uneventful except for the maneuvering by the captain as he threaded his way between islands along the Maine coast. After four days of cool, blue sky, fog greeted us at Yarmouth, N S.

THE MIDDLE OF NOWHERE

Thirty miles of windblown mist, 45F temps and 40 mph blasts battered us across lands void of everything but abandoned farms. We saw a local and asked about the  nearest shelter. He pointed down the road and said, "that'd be Shelburne - 30 miles." We  were, literally, in the middle of nowhere. We decided against camping and found the last room in town. The nearby tavern and barkeep restored my limbs to usefulness. The mood was gloomy, but I didn’t know we were at the beginning of a perfect week of weather.

The next day we toured through sunshine to the provincial park north of Halifax. Everywhere we went people stopped and asked if we had ridden from the States. Apparently, a lot of riders trailer their mounts to Nova Scotia. After affirmative assurances, they usually offered their assistance. It took me the whole week not to be suspicious of their kindness.

Halifax and its sister city, Dartmouth is the biggest metropolis in Nova Scotia. With the cultural amenities of a large city and the friendliness of a small town, we were reluctant to leave. After two sightseeing days it was off to Wycocomagh and its lighted lakefront encircled  with 1000' mountains. From  there, we were within sight of our destination - Cabot Trail.

CAPE BRETON

Before entering Cape Breton Highlands National Park we  stopped in Ingonish at a roadside stand for the Nova Scotian equivalent of a burger and fries - fish and chips. It was so good I had it for breakfast, lunch and dinner. Cabot Trail winds along the coast for 150 miles - often without any guardrail between you and a 100' dive into the North Atlantic.

We completed the Trail at Cheticamp. From the boats and fishermens' houses, you'd never know there's a four-star restaurant hidden along the shore. Pierre's is run by a renowned Parisian chef who spends his summers watching sunsets disappear into St  George's Bay. A desolate highway led us to New Glasgow and its proliferation of Scottish pubs. The dart throwing was serious and the mug-lined walls inscribed with patrons' names told us it was the real pub experience.

PRINCE EDWARD ISLAND

From New Glasgow we scheduled a ferry to Prince Edward's Island - a.k.a. the Rockefeller’s former playground. The scenery is more Irish than Scottish where endless stone fences and grazing sheep outnumber the few inhabitants. At Cavendish Beach sand dunes and rocky shores yielded the Gulf of St. Lawrence. School kids thought the 45F water was delightful and told me they had once been to Maine as though visiting a distant planet. A lobster dinner at Chez Yvonne in Green Gables ended our island tour. Another ferry took us from Port Borden to New Brunswick.

FUNDY BAY

Overnight at New River Beach we viewed the amazing sixty-foot tides of Fundy Bay. It was eerie to see fog-enshrouded water rising so rapidly it created a wave. Entering Maine at Calais, it was good to be back in the US. We retraced our route down US 1, then crossed to New Hampshire's Lake Winnepesaukee. We stayed in Wolfeboro, a quiet village not yet ruined by tourism. A visit to Castle-in-the-Clouds, a mountaintop mansion built in 1912 for $6 million dollars, made me jealous of the pre-income tax era. VT 9 and NY 7 carried us to the Hudson River where we followed US 9 south to Kingston. One last glimpse of the Hudson River Valley and we were in Pennsylvania.

IT WASN’T TO BE

It wasn't long before the exit for home appeared. Darrell and I exchanged salutes as he continued south. We later traded snapshots and agreed to meet the following summer. It wasn't to be. In a few months, Darrell would be dead from a heart attack. He was an exceptional individual. The kind they don't make enough of. He fascinated me with his stories of piloting WW II fighters and with his admission that teaching was his way of giving back what he had taken at the pilot's controls.

From the Mississippi River to the Mirimachi River in twenty-five days. Twenty-five states, two of them Canadian, and 8000 miles had passed beneath the RD's wheels and I was finally ready to accept my role as an upstanding member of society - fifteen years later I'm still trying to achieve that status. - BRB

Laconia AMA Superbike Races - Then And Now

by Robert H. Miller 

© 1996 RHM Company

www.backroadbob.com

WHAT’S IT GONNA COST?

"How much is it going to cost to get them out?", I asked. "How much do you have?', the trooper replied. At the time, I was working a new job, renting a new apartment and leasing a new car so it took only simple math to calculate my bank balance. All I could think of was the saying, "Friendship is measured by the price of the company you keep". If that's true, then I was about to become a real pal. It was June 1985 and I was sitting on the shoulder of NH 9, in Keene, accompanied by a State Police welcoming party. Wow! All these officers just for us. I felt important. Across the street were two of my riding companions. My one buddy said he thought they were home free after they ducked down a side road and into the backyard of the first house with an empty driveway. The only problem was the little old lady that lived there dialed 911 and reported motorcycle marauders at the back of her house, but what really ticked the troopers off was my other buddy, who after being stopped, said, "The reason I didn't pull over sooner was I didn't know you were there. If I had know you were trying to catch me, I would have really turned it on". The officers didn't like his attitude one bit.

I should have known from the start it wasn't going to be a good trip. Early in the morning I got a call from my high school friend saying the stator on his CX500 Honda Turbo had just quit and he would be bringing his other turbo, a Mitsubishi. The other turbo bike in the group belonging to a technical school acquaintance. He was the only one
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