
RoadBike Tour Text Tips
• Captivate your audience. Your story should have an “angle”. Why should the reader

want to visit these places? Themes are nice.

• Provide helpful tips. What did you discover along the way which may be valuable
to readers? Perhaps position them in a sidebar.

• Be prepared. Plan on the trip taking longer than it would if you were not photo-
graphing it and taking notes. Resign yourself to the fact that this process takes time.

• Include captions. Write creative captions that correspond with each photo or group
of photos. Captions for the photos should be numbered and match the sequential
numbers of the photos, or provide an index of the images. Be sure to include the
photographer’s full name for crediting purposes.

• Word count. Tours are usually printed between 1,200 and 1,500 words, however,
include more if possible.

• Format. All text documents should be a word doc., typed in New Times Roman, and saved to a CD or DVD.
A list of source info (Hard Data) for sights and locations should appear as follows;
<Hard Data>¶
Company name¶
Product (hotel, restaurant, landmark, etc.)¶
Phone number¶
Web site address¶
GPS coordinates if available

• Patience! Don’t become discouraged if your
article is not accepted or printed right away.
Monthly issues are planned with geographical
regions in mind and if you covered a region
that was recently covered in the magazine,
your story may have to wait.

• Beyond the tour. RoadBike is always looking
for motorcycle event coverage and destina-
tion stories as well. Those are usually 400 to
500 words in length.

Ride, Write & Win!

When Editor Steve let me talk
him into sending me to
represent RoadBike at

the sixth annual Femmoto event at
the Las Vegas Motor Speedway this
past October, I think he had visions
of women exchanging recipes, hand-
holding group sing-alongs, and possibly
even a charged-up speech or two about equal
rights in motorcycling. Had he known about the new
co-ed track demo day, the three days of co-ed street
demos, the smattering of race legends, or all of the
fit, hot female bodies sporting high-tech track suits,
I may not have stood a chance.

For years I have been drooling over the opportuni-
ty to head out to this woman-powered demo weekend.
It’s no secret that more women are in the rider’s seat on
both the street and track each year. We are becoming a
powerful force in the industry as well. Femmoto is our
opportunity to gather and celebrate these accomplish-
ments, as well as try out a vast selection of motorcycles
in a controlled, noncompetitive environment. For
someone such as myself who has always wanted to, but
never has, ridden on a track, it was the perfect venue.

Starting out the long weekend on Thursday, Riders
Of Kawasaki (ROK) reserved the track for a mem-
bers-only, co-ed track day. Each day began with a

comedic riders meeting given by
event director Bonnie Strawser’s
husband and longtime supporter,
Monte Lutz. Track sessions were
divided into five 20-minute-long
sessions, and we were split into 
designated groups according to skill
level. Being that I was a first-timer,
I listened intently to what each flag

Femmoto 2007
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meant, where to exit the track, and so on. I also took
advantage of the classroom instruction between ses-
sions, where I learned about track techniques like
clutchless shifting, proper braking, and body position-
ing. By the end of the ROK track day, I felt completely
confident on my borrowed Kawasaki ZX-6R and
ready for the official start of Femmoto.

Each year the grassroots event gets larger, with
more vendor support and OEM participation. This
year’s entrants nearly doubled, as 563 women signed
up for various street and track demo rides. Bonnie
concedes that the growing success of the event is due
in part to the increased willingness of major manu-
facturers to place more emphasis on the women’s
market. In addition to past-year supporters Kawasaki,
Aprilia, Ducati, Honda, Buell, Harley-Davidson, and
KYMCO, this year Suzuki brought a street demo
fleet, Hyosung came with track
demos, and BMW of Las Vegas
set up its booth with a selection of
bikes to sit on and drool over.
Honda even presented entrants
with a look at its Canadian-
market CB125, and a question-
naire about the bike to examine
viability of a US introduction.

Kawasaki not only showed up
the other OEMs with its lot of
Ninja sportbikes and an assortment
of streetbikes including a ’08
Concours 14 and brand-new
Versys, but, for the second year,
offered the Kawasaki Off-Road
Experience. Sold out for the entire
weekend, the half-day class was
designed to give riders basic
instruction from MSF-certified
instructors, and an opportunity to
ride the 125s and 250s all over the
dirt course. Classes were broken up
according to riding experience, and
even first-time riders were wel-
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known for its chili, which is hearty and flavorful, but
is not so hot that it derails your taste buds for the rest
of the day. That’s a good thing, because the desserts
are made on-site and tempt you from a glass display
case right in front of where you order. The desserts
are so decadent that my wife and I have stopped by
more than once. 

Plenty of great roads lead to the intersection
where the Bean hides, so for a great New England
weekend ride, plot a course to Pomfret. RB

BY BRIAN BURBANK

The Vanilla Bean Café is locat-
ed in the northeast corner of
Connecticut and is worth a

ride from near or far. “The Bean” is a
motorcyclist’s place to stop, stretch,
and have a bite to eat. Everyone is
there to enjoy the day, the great food,
and the company of other riders.
Idyling at the intersection of US
Highway 44 and routes 97 and 169,
you have a choice of motorcycle-
friendly roads leading in or out. One,
169, which runs from Norwich
through Thompson, is a scenic road
for most of its length. The crushed-
stone driveway takes some people by
surprise, but it’s close to where you
can park. On weekends, the parking
lot hosts an eclectic collection of
bikes. There are vintage bikes, cruis-
ers, standards, and sportbikes, all
parked wherever there is room.

There is seating for 40 plus outside
and additional seating for up to 90
inside. On nice days, the tables outside
fill up quickly, but the atmosphere is
such that sharing tables with strangers is common,
and it’s a great way to make new friends. The Bean
is open for breakfast every day, lunch Monday and
Tuesday, and longer hours for dinner Wednesday
through Sunday.

Greeting you on your
arrival is a large blackboard
with the day’s offerings. The
breakfast items are served
until noon on weekends and
include everything from
fresh baked muffins to chili
omelets. The Vanilla Bean is
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The Vanilla Bean Café is located in the
northeast corner of Connecticut, in

the town of Pomfret, at the intersection of
US Highway 44, and routes 169 and 97.
For those who need to get there in a hurry,
it is about five miles west of I-395. n

The Vanilla Bean Cafe Pomfret, CT 860/928-1562 www.TheVanillaBeanCafe.comhard data
Got a favorite motorcycle ride, hang out, or destination to share? Submit about 500 words and high-res photos to info@roadbikemag.com.

GPS location:
N41 53.792 W71 57.917
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Sample event story. Sample destination story.

                          



RoadBike Tour Photography Tips
• Shoot as many pictures as possible. Take extra memory cards or download images to another storage

device at the end of each day. (Digital pictures at 72 dpi should be at least 32 x 47. Six megapixel cameras set
at the highest resolution is minimum. Professional-quality color slides may also be accepted.)

• Compose a great shot. Take your time to set up a great picture. Shoot several views of each scene.
Position the subject matter both centered in the frame and offset. Leave room around the subject so the
image can bleed off the printed page.

• Watch the lighting. Try several different exposures and be cognizant of where the sun is in relation to
your subject. In most cases, you want to keep the sun to your back and avoid getting the photographer’s
shadow in the photo. Dramatically lit shots are usually taken at sunrise and sunset.

• Consider carrying a small tripod. Not only can you set the camera to get yourself in the shot, but it will
help in low-light situations.

• Motorcycles! Shoot scenery with and without motorcycles.

• People. Include people in some of your pictures, motorcyclists and non-riders.
Show the “locals” in their natural habitat, both candid and posed.

• Edit at home. Sort through the images when you get home. Delete the blurry, dark,
and bad pictures. Include about 25 to 75 of the best pictures that illustrate the story.

• Got bad photos? If you didn’t get enough good pictures or want to supplement
what you’ve got, contact the chamber of commerce for pro-quality, royalty-free art.

• Submit. Burn the original, unretouched image files to a CD or DVD and send via 
US Postal service to the following address:

RoadBike
Re: Tour Submission
1010 Summer St., 3rd Fl.
Stamford, CT 06905
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STORY AND PHOTOS BY 
NEALE BAYLY AND FISHEYE VIDEO

As we tourists crossed the Saguenay River at
Tadoussac, where it empties into the St.
Lawrence River, the expressions on the

faces of the couple next to me on the ferry told me
the whale was there before I saw it. They were gaz-
ing in childlike wonder while smiling, laughing, and
pointing with animated gestures, and I turned to see
the waters boil and froth as the giant creature slipped
back into the cold, dark water. Sending out large rip-
ples that slowly disappeared as they spread toward
the ferry’s wake, the presence of this huge beast sent
my pulse racing and planted a grin on my face,
which stayed with me the rest of the day. Feeding in
the nutrient-rich waters at the mouth of the
Saguenay, our Canadian friends informed us it could
have been a sperm, humpback, finback, or blue
whale. Call it what you want, but the chance to see a
100,000-pound marine mammal alive in the rugged
wilds of the St. Lawrence was instantly consigned to
the top drawer in my personal travel files.

Roaming again with Dennis and Sam Gage, we
filmed another episode of our Speed Channel docu-
mentary series Trippin’ on Two Wheels, by exploring
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A hundred miles in, the rain came, but it was thankfully
brief. By the time we rolled into Québec City, it was bathed in
afternoon sunshine, covered by a light blue sky peppered with
cumulus clouds flying high in the strong breeze over the St.
Lawrence River. It felt like riding into a travel brochure.
Making our way to the most prominent building in Québec, the
Château Frontenac standing majestically atop Cap Diamante,
we quickly unloaded and checked into our rooms. Exactly why
they took in a bunch of motorcycle riffraff, I’m not sure, but
everyone seemed polite enough as we took off to ride around
the city before the sun went down.

Québec City has been around since the early 1600s and is
the only remaining fortified city north of Mexico. We enjoyed
the labyrinth of streets and buildings of Old Québec (Vieux-
Québec). Later, leaving the guys to do their own thing, I made
my way to Dufferin Terrace, the boardwalk in front of the
Château Frontenac. Here, as I enjoyed the sweeping views
across the St. Lawrence River and the busy cloud formations
still decorating the sky, I sat awhile and cast my mind back
more than 20 years. Fresh out of England, with a bag on my
back and the world in front of me, I’d met friends here. The city
seemed somewhat familiar, but the abundance of the Canadian
beer we enjoyed at the time had erased most of the memories.
It was interesting to remember, though, that I’d been just as
crazy about motorcycles then as now.

The following morning we hit the road, with the sun back in
full force, and the land lit bright around us. The three identical

one of the most fascinating places we’d visited:
Québec. Riding three identical Buell Ulysseses also
gave us a chance to sample one of the most eclectic
motorcycles currently produced. Part dirt bike, part
sportbike, with some distinct adventure-travel genes
infused in it, the big, paint-shaker V-twin is icing on
the character cake of this totally eccentric motorcycle.

Always the man with the plan, Dennis had sched-
uled our rendezvous in the city of Montréal, the
Atlantic Ocean’s Gateway to the Great Lakes, in early
July. Boasting a predominantly French-speaking
population of over 1.5 million, it is credited with
being the 10th cleanest city in the world. It would
have been easy to spend a couple of days here, but
with Dennis’ schedule in place, we had to satisfy
ourselves with a ride into town for an early lunch.
Here we found street performers, crowds of tourists,
and plenty of fascinating architecture with a dis-
tinctly European flavor in the fashion of a
Scandinavian city like Stockholm, or perhaps Oslo.
The temperatures were hovering around the high
50s. Thankfully, the sun was shining, but watching
the clouds roll in from the north was a stark
reminder of the wild, open land ahead of us. 

We rode to Parc du Monte Royal for a better view
of the city, but by the time we’d made the climb, there
was no blue sky left. We decided we should strike out
for Québec City by the most direct route. Picking up
the four-lane Highway 20, it was clear sailing for the
first 100 miles as we left the city behind and rolled
across flat, open farmland and heavily wooded sec-
tions. With the big V-twins running happily around
70 mph and deceptively low rpm registering on the
tachometer, it was good to be moving. The Buell is
comfortable, extremely smooth, and does a fantastic
job at these speeds. We had a nice view of the world
as we rolled our way north past apple orchards, pine
tree farms, and vast forests of pines. 

Buells purred as we made our way toward Baie-St. Paul on
Highway 138. Riding north on the west side of the St.
Lawrence, the winding road gave us stunning views of this
magnificent waterway. The air was warm, and enjoying the
company of my good friends and a comfortable motorcycle
beneath me was an awesome start to our day. The joy didn’t last
too long, unfortunately, as within the hour the sky started to
darken, and the temperatures began to drop. We made it to our

to return the bikes, drop our cameraman at the airport, and blitz
back to Montréal to catch our flights early the next morning.
Thanks to Dennis, we hit our marks with military precision, and
gliding south out of Québec in the rental, we had plenty of time
to reflect on a wonderful journey. It was markedly different than
our European trips, but not for one second any less interesting. 

With warm, friendly, French-speaking people; European-
style restaurants and architecture, and wide-open spaces where
the air is fresh and clear, the province of Québec, with its
incredible opportunities for whale watching, is without doubt
one of North America’s finest jewels. RB

explored a small marina, its inky, black waters looking as dark
as oil, it was almost bizarre to see brightly painted yachts bob-
bing at anchor as the mist and rain rolled in across the fjord.
Sailors in these parts must be of hardy stock.

Unfortunately, the rest of our day was seen through rain-
splattered, steamed-up visors. Splashing our way to the town of
Chicoutimi, we took an uninspiring modern hotel out of con-
venience to get out of the cold and wet. It had a bar and a
decent restaurant, and the heaters in the room almost took the
paint off my helmet, so there were no complaints from three
cold, wet riders that night.

Breakfast the following morning brought the reality of
heavy rain and even lower temperatures. It was also the last day
of the trip, and thoughts of home were beginning to creep in. As
seasoned travelers, Dennis and Sam are not ones to let the
weather ruin the ride, so we blasted off into the rain, fueled by
strong coffee and good humor. Splashing out of town, we made
our way south through the interior on Highway 175 through the
Parc National des Grands Jardins. A tad frustrated to realize
what a spectacular ride this would have been if we could have
seen anything, we pressed on, hoping for a break in the torren-
tial rain. Lucking into a small reprieve about midway back to
Québec City, we did some off-road riding back to a series of
small lakes. Here “Captain” Dennis exploited some ancient
American law and commandeered a small rowboat for a time.
Putting it back where we found it after some fun and games
checking out the lake from the water, we donned our rain suits
once more and paddled off down the highway. 

Québec City rose up on the horizon too soon; replacing wide-
open spaces with houses and cars was a jolt to the system. We had
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SOURCES
LE CHÂTEAU FRONTENAC
1 rue des Carrières
Québec City, Québec
Canada
G1R4P5
418/692-3861
www.Fairmont.com/Frontenac

HÔTEL TADOUSSAC
165 rue Bord de l’Eau
Tadoussac,
Canada
G0T 2A0
800/561-0718
www.HotelTadoussac.com/en

dining room for not wearing 
proper shirts. Reminding me
somewhat of an old summer camp
from years gone by, the buffet-
style dining was first-class, even if
the decor was already out of date
by the ’70s. Ending our evening as
the last of the late summer sun’s
rays colored the horizon a deep,
burnt gold, we sat quietly watching
the smooth water of the St.
Lawrence interrupted occasionally
by a whale breaking the surface.

Morning started with a tradi-
tional English breakfast before we
navigated our satiated bellies
behind the gas tanks and did a

quick victory lap around the small town. We were actually lost
and looking for the road that would lead us out to the headlands,
but with Dennis in the lead, we managed to make it look planned
for the film crew. Once out of Tadoussac, we spent some time
blasting up and down a few miles of dirt roads, and even though
we had sportbike tires, we managed some serious fun. We
parked the bikes on the riverbank, picked a spot on a good-sized
flat rock, and gazed at the whales. Once more awe returned.
With the whales surrounded by boats full of tourists, we watched
a bizarre game of cat and mouse as the whales attracted the boats
in ever-increasing numbers. The Gage boys and I have traveled
a good number of places in the world and seen some incredible
things, but this has to be one of the highlights.

Leaving the vast palette of colors across the St. Lawrence
behind, we made our way back across the ferry and south to the
town of St. Siméon. Here, we cut inland through dense forest
and had the best ride of the trip. An undulating two-lane high-
way cut through the thick pines with no side roads; we hit the
gas and took off. With Dennis up front and Sam in hot pursuit,
the next half-hour was spent at high speeds on the deserted road
as we put the Buell’s handling to the test. Highly capable as a
form of rapid transport, we were certainly not sightseeing as we
carved our way through the unspoiled land. 

Making for the small fishing village of Ste.-Jeanne, the rain
held off before falling more steadily as we took lunch. As we

destination, but the situation wasn’t looking positive. Rain was
coming. We parked in Baie-St. Paul and walked around, enjoy-
ing the wide-open spaces and spectacular views across the
water. Lunch was found here, as was an opportunity to stretch
our legs and do the tourist thing in the small, quaint town. 

Back on the road, tucking in behind my small fairing was lit-
tle more than a token effort at deflecting the hammering rain. It
seemed like it was coming sideways, its ferocity equaled only
by the incredible amount of spray thrown up by trucks. Lined
up in formation, we were hunkered down in our rain suits, just
making miles and waiting for reprieve. To our sides, a thick,
mist-shrouded forest looked dark and foreboding as the tem-
peratures dropped, and the clock ticked slower and slower.
Making our way to the small town of Tadoussac through the
small coastal towns of St.-Urbain, La Malbaje, and St. Siméon,
it seemed a long time coming as the rain beat relentlessly down. 

Thankfully, by the time we were watching that first whale
with our French-Canadian friends, the rain had passed, and our
evening in Tadoussac, at the hotel bearing the same name, was
another one of those travel gems you often stumble into when on
tour. Built in 1864 and situated at the crossroads of the St.
Lawrence and the Saguenay fjord, I knew it was going to be
interesting when we were temporarily chased out of the main
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Ride, Write & Win!

                      


