
It seems like something that everyone likes to 
talk about.  “Hey wouldn’t it be cool if we trav-
eled around on our motorcycles?”  Jon and I have 
both owned our own bikes for about 5+ years 
now.  We’ve gone through the stages; dirt bikes, 
street bikes of different varieties, and our cur-
rent rides, (and I think we would say, the best of 
both worlds) the adventure bikes.  We have been 
riding to Canada for the last three summers, but 
2014 was “The Year of the Big Dirty Adventure” - 
Utah to Canada and back via (mostly) dirt roads.

The first day was really just a straight shot to Dil-
lon, Montana on I-15.  Get outta dodge, and get 
out fast!  We stayed at the KOA in town and ate at 
The Taco Bus – yum.

From there on out it was a mix of dirt and asphalt.  Our first dirt 
road was a simple two track that eventually led to some serious 
grade increases and shifty dirt/broken rocks.  We took 
a stab at it and for my first time on 

something like this, I did pret-
ty good.  The cows seemed 
to be impressed and I only 
dropped my bike once with Jon looking on in confusion.  We ultimately cut this 
section short as we weren’t expecting it to be as technical and time consuming.   
The good news was that the area around Flathead Lake had some awesome 
views and some great winding roads. 

If you are planning on camping at any lake in Montana on a Friday night, get there early!  We rolled in and out of 
campgrounds repeatedly doing the ride of shame.  Slow sad lap after slow sad lap, unable to find a spot.  I was  c
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beginning to 
think we were 
screwed, but 
we crossed 
paths with a 
camp hostess 
who would 
be at another 
camp ground 
for the eve-
ning and of-
fered us her site at Lake Alva, free of charge.  Imagine 
a stoner version of Martha Stewart, and that would be 
our camp hostess, Anastasia.  This camp was adorable.  

C h i n e s e 
lanterns to 
guide you 
from the 
p a r k i n g 
area down 
to a little 
c a m p s i t e 
among the 
trees.  The 

campsite included a private beach where we could 
bathe in the lake and then take the resident kayak out 
for a quick spin before dinner and some much needed 
rest.

From Lake Alva, we took 
a classic two track trail 
with lovely packed dirt 
and straight lines as far as 
you could see.  This allowed 
for some fun riding at 
higher speeds.  E v e n t u a l -
ly, we made it to White 
Fish Montana where we 
stayed at the White Fish 
Bike Retreat.  This awe-
some “hostel”, surrounded 
by mountain bike trails, held luxuries like hot show-
ers and a kitchen with beer in the fridge – both a wel-
comed treat after a long day of eating dirt.

This was the last place we would stay that had plumbing and electricity for some time.  From there on in, the trip 
consisted of landscapes, ascents and descents, and windy roads of discovery.  The riding was followed by lazy 
nights spent drinking wine, eating Lays potato chips, talking about the wildlife and the god forsaken gravel that 
Canada seems to love, and deciding where we might venture off to tomorrow.

Once we crossed into Canada, we stopped in Fernie for the night.  From Fernie we traveled to Kananaskis Country. 
More specifically, we stayed in Peter Lougheed Provincial Park.  The road was substantially wide and covered in c
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fresh gravel.  Mid way, the road transitioned to more dirt than gravel and we were able to pick up speed.  2014 
was a particularly rough and wet year for this region so many of the roads were in bad shape if they existed at all.  
Once we made it back onto asphalt, the road repairs continued.   For us this meant fun side detours up along dirt 
paths and bumpy byways that cars traveled cautiously.   We crossed paths with a couple of small herds of Rocky 
Mountain horned sheep and discovered that Jon’s Tiger was a bit temperamental.  Any time we came to a stop, the 
bike would stall.  While grabbing a park map at the visitor center, Jon was able to make a fancy tool out of a twig, 
some tape, and a q-tip in order to clean some doohickey on the bike (some sort of sensor, I don’t know I just show 
up and do what I’m told) and the problem was fixed!  MacGyver and I were able to find a site near the lower lake 
where there had been many recent bear sightings.

We left Peter Lougheed Park and headed to Canmor via the 742 – a wide dirt road covered in, you guessed it, 
GRAVEL.  Canadians love their gravel.  This road essentially follows The Rockies.  The view was, in a word: dumb.  
That is unless you like ethereal water, streams, lakes, gigantic trees, and mountains.  Big-Ass-Mountains!

We wanted to stay in the campground at Lake Louise but it was, 
of course, full.  We ended up driving up The Icefields Parkway 
and staying at Mosquito Creek.  We spent two nights at Mosqui-
to Creek so we could do a little exploring around Lake Louise.  If 
you get the chance, there is a moderate hike to Plains of Six Gla-
cier Tea House.  The trail winds around Lake Louise and allows 
for some ridiculous views.  The tea house is sweet.  They offer 
a small menu of baked delights, coffees, and, of course, tea.  It’s 
a nice break after the hike and allows you to soak in your sur-
roundings.  The teahouse garnishes its supplies from one heli-
copter delivery at the beginning of the season as well as various 
employees hiking the 5.5km back from their weekend carrying goods.  There is another tea house that is much 
more easily reached, but the reward is not near what this house and view can offer! Remember to bring cash.  c
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