
ROUTE 66 Ride Report 
 
5/8/09 Very exciting day for us all, XPT train to 
Sydney for Donna, Bear, Shireen & Wayne, 
Joan & Bill. Chris Garrod met us in our Sydney 
hotel; she had travelled from Newcastle on the 
ñhappy cabbyò.  Alannah (my sister) also met us 
at our Sydney hotel after flying in from Perth.  
We all had dinner at the airport hotel and the 
topic of conversation never strayed off the 
Route 66 venture.   
6/8/09 Took the courtesy bus to the airport, 

where we were joined by Lucy & Graeme who 
had travelled to Sydney by car and had stayed 
overnight with Lucyôs Dad. Breakfast at the 
airport and time for some duty free shopping.  
The plane was packed for our 13-1/2 hour flight 
to LA.  To pass the time, we mainly watched 
movies, however, to our amazement we were 
kept entertained by an energetic young lady who introduced not one but two young men in the plane into 
the Mile High Club.  Bear, Alannah, Chris & I were giving our legs a stretch at the rear of the plane when 
this young ñladyò and her male companion emerged from the toilet cubicle together.  Then to our 
amazement, she emerged some time later with a different male companion, once again from the same 
toilet cubicle.  Who said plane flights were boring.  LA was a short stop over with time for a coffee break 
and then back onto a plane for our flight to New York. Everyone feeling very tired and catnapping on the 
plane. Took the courtesy bus to our hotel in New York which appeared to be in a very central location in the 
city and was a nice hotel. Arrived at our hotel around 7.30pm, went for a stroll around the nearby streets 
and found a café for a bite to eat and by then we were all well and truly ready for a good nights sleep. 
7/8/09 Wayne had spent the night vomiting and was feeling lousy, but refused to miss out on the dayôs 

events so dragged himself downstairs to join us all for the day.  We all purchased tickets on the hop on/hop 
off New York sightseeing bus and did the ñdowntownò loop which incorporated such places as Times 
Square, Broadway & the Theatre district, Macyôs, Madison Square Gardens, Empire State Building, 
Greenwich Village, Soho, Chinatown, Little Italy, Brooklyn Bridge, World Trade Centre site, Battery Park, 
Lower East Side, United Nations, Rockefeller Centre, Radio City Music Hall & Central Park.  At the World 
Trade Centre site there was an information centre established, showing graphic footage taken on the day, 
plus large screen TVôs showing interviews with rescue workers, survivors and family members of lost ones.  
Was a very moving and extremely sad experience. Caught a ferry which took us around the Statue of 
Liberty.  There was a long line up to actually go to the top of the statue, so we were all just content to sit on 
the ferry and have photo opportunities.  Wayne 
still not feeling well at the end of the day, he had 
pushed himself all day, so Shireen & Wayne 
returned to the hotel and the rest of us found a 
terrific Irish Pub for dinner.   
8/8/09 Started today by enjoying a leisurely ride 

through Central Park by way of a horse drawn 
carriage.  Central Park is 800 acres of 
immaculate gardens right in the middle of New 
York City.  It was incredibly beautiful and well 
maintained.  We all really enjoyed our time in 
the Park.  Then back on to the hop on/hop off 
bus for the ñuptownò loop which incorporated 
such places as Worldwide Plaza, Lincoln 
Centre, Dakota Apartments, Museum of Natural 
History, Upper West Side, Harlem, Apollo 
Theatre, Metropolitan Museum of Art & the Time 
Warner Building.  In the afternoon we split from the men & Chris, Joan, Shireen, Alannah & I headed to the 
famous Canal Road for a shopping spree, very disappointed, just like market shopping in Bali and not at all 
what we had expected.  While walking back from our shopping trip, Joan, Shireen & I had a takeaway drink 
container each, when we had finished the drinks, we deposited the empty bottles into what we thought was 
a garbage bin, couldnôt work out why passerbyôs were giving us such dark looks until Alannah pointed out 



that we had just put out drink containers into a US Mail box. While we were out shopping, dear Wayne 
stood in line for ages to secure tickets to the Broadway Show ñChicagoò for that evening.  Most of us went 
along but only Shireen, Wayne, Joan & Bill stayed for the full performance, Chris, Bear, Alannah & I left at 
interval, we were all very tired and hadnôt yet had any dinner, so we found an Italian Restaurant and had a 
lovely meal. 

9/8/09 Spent most of the day travelling from New 
York to Chicago.  We were met at the Airport by 
our America tour guide Karen ñKAZò, also waiting 
at the airport were Chrissy & John Torr from 
Newcastle who were also joining us for the trip.  
We were taken to our very luxurious 
accommodation, well above the standard we had 
all been expecting and met up there with the rest 
of our group being Barbara & John and Jill.  We 
were also joined there by another Aussie couple 
from QLD being Julia & Paul.  So finally the 
whole Aussie contingent was together.  Kaz had 
maps of Chicago for us and suggestions for what 
to see and do while we were there.  Then we 
were all taken into a room to meet the European 
members of our tour group, being 18 French, 2 
Swiss & 2 Italians.  Much smiling and nodding of 

heads was all we could do due to the language barrier, they have their own guide/interpreter Bernard.  Only 
spent 5 minutes to do a brief meet and greet.  Kaz then accompanied our group to dinner; she took us to a 
fabulous theme restaurant where the staff takes great pleasure in ñabusingò you, telling you off for your 
choice of food and drink and generally giving the customers some real ñstickò.  Made several of our group 
wear paper hats with rude captions printed on them.  We had a really great night.  All pleased to be 
together and on a general high for what lay ahead. 
10/8/09 Kaz called an orientation meeting for our Aussie group for 9am.  These sessions became a daily 
ritual.  This session lasted until 11.30am which was a shame as it cut into the time we had to look around 
Chicago.  We once again purchased a hop on/hop off bus pass and went off exploring.  Chicago is the third 
largest city in the United States and sits on the south west tip of Lake Michigan in the State of Illinois.  Lake 
Michigan is the third largest of the five American Great Lakes and the sixth largest fresh water reservoir on 
the planet.  This lake is 311 miles long and up to 118 miles wide.  We got off the bus at the wharf area and 
had some lunch.  Some of us ventured onto a giant ferris wheel which gave us stunning views over 
Chicago.  Saw the building that housed the office and penthouse of Al Capone, we were also shown the 
building where Oprah has her penthouse.  We were planning to go to the observation deck of the Seers 
Tower (floor 103) until we found out that we would have to wait in line for 2 hours just to get into the 
building.  Caught a water taxi back to our hotel and whilst on the taxi, a local advised us to go to the John 
Hancock building, floor 96, which has a cocktail lounge and you get the same view while sipping on a 
cocktail.  A handful of us decided to do this and WOW what a view, Chicago stunned us all with its beauty, 
and it is very clean and well maintained and looks attractive with the river running through the centre of 
town.  Returned to our hotel and opposite our hotel was a Blues Club where some of our group had dinner, 
so we headed there, had a meal and really enjoyed the music. 
11/8/09 Exciting day today, our bike trip begins, riding from Chicago to Bloomington in the State of Illinois.  

We were broken into 2 groups, Wayne, John & Graeme had to go with the European group to collected 
their bikes from a different agent, the balance of our group had to go to Eagle Rider for their bikes.  We 
were all collected by bus and went to the bike dealership with our respective tour guides in their support 
vehicles.  The support vehicles were another surprise for us all.  We had assumed, incorrectly, that our tour 
guides would be riding bikes and leading our group.  WRONG.  Each tour guide drove a vehicle, our guide 
Kaz carried all of the luggage, and Bernard had another vehicle which carried various items for 
breakdowns, (well we were all riding Harleyôs after all) but was basically kept an empty vehicle for the 
purpose of placing a bike in the back if required.  Kaz was to try and make it to each nightôs 
accommodation before the riders so we had our luggage waiting for us.  Bernard was the ñsweeperò, who 
stayed at the rear to collect lost souls along the way.  So off went our 2 separate groups with the 
arrangement to meet in the town of Joliet on the route.  The town of Joliet was made famous by the move 
the Blues Brothers, it is the town with the Prison used in this movie.  Our group ended up at Eagle Rider 
and all our bikes were lined up ready for collection, but to our dismay there were at least 50 bikes and 
riders all there to collect bikes for various journeys and 2 men serving behind the counter.  We had 
problems due to Eagle Rider trying to charge us for insurance which had been prepaid, our guide Kaz was 



on the phone back to Aussie trying to sort that problem out.  So naturally we were side stepped in the 
process while that was looked into.  I had a problem with the bike I had rented, I had asked for a Dyna Low 
Rider but the one they had for me didnôt have a screen or a backrest.  As I had my sister as my pillion, I 
wasnôt riding across America without a backrest.  Kaz got on that job for me and I was then offered a 
Heritage Softail.  I accepted this with reservation as I am certainly not used to such a heavy bike and 
neither am I used to being 2 up.  I just said a little prayer hoping that I would return the bike in LA without it 
being dropped.  We were very disappointed that we had nowhere to go to test ride our bikes, just a small 
car park and to ride around this you couldnôt even get out of first gear.  Jill had a trike, a really neat unit 
which she was very happy with but she also would have liked the opportunity to have a test ride.  The 
process of getting the bikes and paperwork sorted out took until 11:30 so it was just out onto the road, 
make sure to get on the wrong side of the road, and off you go.  I was certainly not the only nervous rider 
leaving the car park that day.  Luckily Kaz was out front and we just had to follow her bright yellow truck, we 
had enough to contend with that morning just getting familiar with the bikes and the wrong side of the road 
traffic.  Another surprise for us regarding our tour, we do not have a tour guide out front leading us, each 
day we will have a meeting with Kaz, who gives us the ride instructions for the day.  Very similar to a 
mystery navigation ride, however we do know the names of the towns we are heading for.  We are given 
sheets with specific instructions of how to get to our destination each day, points of interest along the way 
including places to eat and places to avoid.  The instructions are very specific, however you need a pillion 
to do this and guide you along the way.  Kaz put a lot of effort into these daily briefing sessions throughout 
the trip and gave us details regarding the history of the areas we were travelling through.  Finally we arrived 
in Joliet to pick up Wayne, John & Graeme and their partners, however they were long gone and as we 
found out that evening, they assumed we were ahead of them and kept going, but we were hours behind 
them.  Kaz left us in Joliet to forge ahead to arrive as quickly as she could to disperse all the luggage as 
our Aussie mates and the Europeans were all ahead of us.  At this point in time we were travelling through 
Illinois.  We had lunch in Joliet and met our 1st inbreds.  Went into a café that seemed to have remained 
unaltered for about 70 odd years, had a wonderful lunch and some interesting conversation with the locals 
who couldnôt answer any of our questions as they had lived in Joliet all their lives and had never left Joliet 
LIKE EVER.  While in this town we also went into a Blues Brothers information centre mainly for photo 
opportunities.  Shireen, Wayne, Barb, John, Lucy & Graeme arrived in Bloomington at 5pm expecting to 
see us all waiting for them, then they realised we were behind them and we didnôt arrive that evening until 
7:15pm, all very tired but still excited that the bike part of our journey had finally commenced.  Our first day 
had been quite frustrating, mainly due to the hold up acquiring the bikes, then it became a very long and 
tiring day and a bit daunting to find out we need to be self guided, however I am sure we will all fall into 
some type of rhythm as time progresses.  We had a quick dinner in an alcohol free café across the street 
from our accommodation, we were all very tired and in bed by 10pm.   
12/8/09 Today our ride is Bloomington to St. Louis, still in the state of Illinois.  Had an early start, breakfast 
at 7am, looks like we will be having the alarm set each morning we are riding.  Kaz called a meeting for 
7:30 to discuss the day and we departed at 8.  Had a fuel stop at the Dixie Truckers Home, this place was 
built in 1928 and is a real institution on Route 66, referred to as a haven on the road. From there we road 
into the village of Lincoln, this village got its name from Abraham Lincoln, the President of the United States 
from 1861 to 1865 and his wooden house is preserved as a historical monument.  Then we rode onto 
Staunton and a visit to the Country Classic Car Museum.  From Staunton we decided to hop onto the 
Interstate for a quick entry into St. Louis as we were starting to get concerned about the time of day we 
would arrive in St. Louis as we had a very exciting 
night ahead planned.  Our guide Kaz had arranged 
major league baseball tickets for us for that evening 
and we were to see the St. Louis Cardinals play the 
Cincinnati Reds.  The stadium was visible from our 
hotel, which was A1 standard accommodation.  As 
the trip progressed we discovered much to our 
delight that our accommodation was above the 
standard we had expected and we stayed in some 
great places.  Anyway back to the baseball, was a 
huge stadium, more than 40,000 people attended, 
we enjoyed hotdogs and popcorn and wore our 
Aussie t-shirts and had lots of locals wanting to talk 
to us.  Was a memorable night and we enjoyed 
joining in with the mob doing the Mexican Wave.  
Great night was had by all. 



13/8/09 St. Louis to Rolla, we are now riding through Missouri.  In the morning before leaving St. Louis, we 

walked across the road to the Jefferson National Expansion Memorial or as the locals say, the Millennium 
Tower.  In the top of the tower is a viewing room with an amazing view over the city.  To access this 
viewing tower we had to get into tiny capsules, much like a small capsule you would ride on a ferris wheel, 
it was all enclosed and you couldnôt see anything while you were travelling to the top of the tower, quite 
eerie.  The capsule only held 5 people each and it was a very confined space.  The view from the top of the 
tower was awesome and well worth the trip to the top.  Also at the base of the Millennium Tower was a 
fantastic and very comprehensive Native American Museum, we were frustrated that we only had time for a 
quick walk through as we had a full days ride ahead waiting for us.  Rest of the day was just spent riding 
and taking in the local scenery.  John Torr dropped his bike while leaving a servo but luckily there was no 
damage to either the passengers or the bike.  Stopped at a tepee, wasnôt worth the stop, just a tourist trap 
to buy junk.  Once again we were very impressed with our accommodation in Rolla and had a very rowdy 
dinner in a nearby steakhouse.   
14/8/09 Rolla to Joplin, still in Missouri.  Mid morning we stopped at an isolated bar (no grog was 

consumed) this bar was run by 2 ex Vietnam Vets who were very pleased to meet Bill.  The ceiling of this 
bar was covered in donated bras, so not to be outdone, Chris Garrod added hers to the collection.  A full 

day of riding and enjoying the countryside as we passed by.  
Lunch at a ñSteak & Shakeò joint, good burgers and thick shakes.   
About 20 miles outside of Joplin, we stopped in a small town so 
Chris could post a parcel.  Some of the group stayed with the 
bikes and the rest went for the walk to the PO with Chris.  The PO 
group came back very amused, found the slowest postal clerk on 
the face of the earth who had never sent a parcel overseas.  
Apparently it turned into quite a performance.  To top if off, this 
same group called into the pub on the way back to the bikes with 
the excuse they needed to use the rest rooms and met some local 
characters drinking the local brew out of glass jam jars.  By this 
time we had worked out that all the ute owners in this part of the 
country are married to their sisters.  Overnight stop was in Joplin, 
this city is on the border of three States, being Missouri, 
Oklahoma and Kansas. 
15/8/09 Joplin to Oklahoma City, travelling through the state of 

Oklahoma.  In the morning we visited a Motorcycle Museum which 
had the actual bike ridden by Steven McQueen in the movie ñThe 
Great Escapeò.  This Museum was very interesting and also had a 
large selection of Route 66 memorabilia, so we had a bit of a 

shopping frenzy.  The owner would have been very happy as I donôt think there was a single person who 
left that shop without a bag full of goodies.  The group got split into several smaller groups today due to 
different interests.  Turned out to be a very big day and the first time we required our wet weather gear.  We 
encountered very heavy rain which luckily lasted only about half and hour, but it was very windy and the 
winds were very strong, pushing us around the road.  Getting late in the afternoon and we still had 100 
miles to do, so we got off Route 66 and did a stretch on the Interstate just to put some miles behind us.  We 
had dinner that evening in the hotel Restaurant and 6 of the French group joined one of our tables and we 
all managed to have some stilted conversations.  We all certainly get points for attempting to converse.  
After dinner a group of us, including 2 of the French, decided to have a nightcap in the bar next door to the 
Restaurant.  To our delight, Karaoke was in full swing.  
Well one drink lead to another, you know how it is, so 
then we decided to show the locals some dance 
moves, Alannah does some amazing work with the 
good old hoola-hoop.  Then not to be outdone, we 
had to sing ñHey Babyò and several verses of Ozzie 
Ozzie Ozzie, oui, oui, oui.  Shireen seemed to have a 
problem sitting down on her chair, took aim & nearly 
missed.  Luckily Wayne was there to escort Shireen 
back to their room.  Someone slipped me one or two 
or three too many drinks, not very clever when you 
are riding the next day. 
16/8/09 Oklahoma City to Amarillo, riding through 

Texas.  Once again we had a very windy riding day.  
Joan & Bill got a flat tyre, the tyre had a tube and due 



to the fact that this was a Sunday, Bill couldnôt get the tyre fixed that day.  We found that in the USA, 
Sunday is church day and most towns seem like ghost towns on a Sunday.  Joan & Bill spent the rest of the 
day in the support vehicle.  The rest of the group had wanted to visit Fort Reno but we were too early and 
couldnôt afford to wait around for 1-1/2 hours.  We also wanted to view the Clinton Cheyenne Cultural 
Centre, but due to Sunday, it too was closed.  Had lunch at the Cherokee Trading Post and did some 
souvenir shopping.  Was an extremely hot day so fell into the pool upon arrival.  We were staying at the Big 
Texan Hotel in Amarillo, fabulous spot, every room at the motel was painted in a different colour.  Across 
the car park was a fascinating steakhouse full of local stuffed animal heads and various types of farming 
equipment and local theme items.  This is real cowboy territory.  At this steakhouse there was a 72oz steak 
challenge, if you can eat this, you get your meal for free.  There was a raised stage in the Restaurant where 
the challenge took place for all to view, there was a young fella trying his best, but his best wasnôt good 
enough and before he had finished the steak, we were all treated to the sight of him vomiting into a bucket.  
We were very grateful that at this stage our meals hadnôt yet been served, gross entertainment.  The venue 
however was fabulous and even included a shooting gallery which we had a play in after dinner.  Joan & 
Bill received the news that Joanôs brother had passed away, very sad news and not pleasant to receive 
when you are so far from home. 
17/8/09 Amarillo to Tucumcari, riding into New Mexico.  Had to spend some time in the morning waiting for 

Billôs tyre to be repaired, Kaz had suggested while we wait, to go for a short ride to view Palo Duro Canyon.  
The canyon is 120 miles long, 20 miles wides and 800 feet deep.  This canyon was used as a popular 
hiding place for the Native Americans and well worth the trip out to view.   Collected Bills bike and headed 
out of town and stopped to photograph the Cadillac Ranch, 10 Cadillacôs have been buried at an angle into 
the ground in a local farmerôs cereal field.   We had lunch in the town of Adrian, which is the geographical 
centre of Route 66, 1139 miles to Chicago and 1139 miles to Los Angeles, so that was of course a photo 
opportunity.  Rode through the ghost town of Glenrio and into Tucumcari for a welcome swim after yet 
another hot day of riding.  We decided to have pizzas around the pool for tea. 
18/8/09 Tucumcari to Santa Fe, still in New Mexico.  This for me personally was the most spectacularly 
scenic riding.  New Mexico has large cattle ranches, open valleys, rocky hills with layers of differing colours, 
simply awesome.  Stopped to have a look through another Classic Car Museum and then rode into the 
óoriginalô town of Las Vegas.  This delightful town was built around a quaint town square surrounded by old 
buildings and we all thoroughly enjoyed a leisurely stroll around this town and a wonderful lunch in a 
Mexican Café.  In the afternoon we encountered very heavy rain for about ½ an hour.  Riding into Santa Fe 
we got totally lost, which proved to be a good thing as we were riding through the suburbs and got a good 
eye full of the local architecture, we all seemed to love the Santa Fe housing style.  Santa Fe is the capital 
of New Mexico.  In Santa Fe the buildings are kept to architectural harmony, flat roofs, limited height, adobe 
walls and the same brown coloured clay.  We have a 2 night stay in this hotel and it was once again terrific 
accommodation.  Our hotel was in the main centre of the town, so we strolled around the town until we 
found a nice Café for dinner.  Santa Fe is a popular shopping area for turquoise jewellery, Native American 
rugs, pottery and artwork and most of the girls canôt wait to do some retail therapy.  
19/8/09  Free day to explore Santa Fe.  We had a great day here.  Started the day with a 2 hour open 
trolley ride with a local women giving commentary.  Our guide told us we were going to a Sculpture Art 
Gallery, I personally didnôt think Iôd be interested, but the sculptors were fascinating and I kept madly 
clicking away with the camera.  At the front of this Gallery was a sculpture of a female Indian in bronze, 

even her wind blown hair and the fringe of her moccasins were in 
bronze and we all stood in awe examining this sculpture.  Viewing our 
photos would be the only way you could understand our total awe of this 
establishment.  Next stop was an Art Gallery, once again I was unsure, 
no lover of art at all, however this local artist works with animal hide and 
incorporated the local turquoise stones into his work and it was 
fabulous.  Barb, John, Shireen & Wayne were so impressed they looked 
into purchasing some of the art and shipping it home to Aust, but the 
cost of freight was greater than the cost of the art work.  When this tour 
ended, we all tended to wonder off our separate ways to further view 
tourist areas or to do some shopping.  I was in a small group that visited 
the New Mexico History Museum which was a fascinating journey 
through the history of the Native Americans.  The parallels between the 
treatment of the Native Americans and our Aboriginals were apparent to 
our group and remarked upon several times during our viewing of the 
Museum.  Lunch was hot dogs in the town square listening to a local 
band as it was market day and there were people everywhere.  Locals 
had blankets on the ground and their wares for sale and most popular 


