
Black Hills Road Trip ,  Rerun  

Nothing like a road trip to the Black Hills to remind you of why you ride. We decided that for our 10th wedding 
ŀƴƴƛǾŜǊǎŀǊȅ ǿŜΩŘ Řƻ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ŦǳƴΣ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǿŜΩŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ŘƻƴŜ ōŜŦƻǊŜΣ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǿŜΩŘ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ Ƙƻǿ 
this trip came about, and it satisfied all three of those conditions. We decided we would take a week and ride at our own 
pace and make a swing up through the Black Hills, west into northeast Wyoming, down to Casper to visit the kinfolk, and 
then back to Cheyenne through Laramie. The only real advanced planning we did was to look at a map and make 
reservations at hotels in the towns we wanted to visit. The rest of the ride would be totally open. We would be 
spontaneous and ride whatever roads we wanted and visit the sites we wanted to see, just as long as we made it to our 
picked hotel by the end of the day.  

Packing for any bike trip is always an exercise in 
decision making. Trying to foresee exactly what 
gear and clothing ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƴŜŜŘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ 
tough for me ( I had some bad-ass local T-shirts I 
wanted to sport in distant towns), but damn near 
impossible for my wife. L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘȅ ƛǘ ƛǎ Ǝŀƭǎ 
think they need to bring all of the things they bring 
on trips. Fellas, rest assured, if you have any extra 
ǊƻƻƳ ƛƴ ¸h¦w ƭǳƎƎŀƎŜΣ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜ Ƙŀǳƭƛng 
ǎƻƳŜ ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊ ǿƛŦŜΩǎ ǎǘǳŦŦΦ In the meantime, things 
to make sure you do have with you on a road trip 
are: tool kit; quart of oil (SYN 3); fix-a-flat kit; and, 
of course, your rain gear. Other than that, if you 
have a credit card or enough cash, everything else 
is optional. Kinda makes me think of the simpler 
times before I got married 10 years earlier, back when everything I owned fit perfectly in the back of my pickup truck. 

Back then I only needed three things to go on a 
road trip: tent, sleeping bag, cooler.  

We started out by riding up US 85 to Torrington. 
¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ŀ ƎƻƻŘ ǊƻŀŘ ŀƴŘ ŀǘ уΥлл ƻƴ ŀ {ǳƴŘŀȅ 
morning there is NO traffic. A short break in T-
town to gas up and get a drink and we were back 
on the road to Lusk. US 85 from Lingle to Lusk is 
an even better stretch of pavement. This road is 
lightly traveled so you can really open it up and 
cruise. There are big sweeper curves that follow 
the Rawhide Creek Drainage and top out over 
huge hills giving you a view for miles and miles. 
This route parallels the old Cheyenne-Deadwood 
Stage route and is a real pleasure to ride. Not 
hard imagining what the folks taking the old 
stage saw back in the day because there isn't 
anyone out there. The view of the Rawhide 

Buttes from this road is FANTASTIC! WYDOT keeps thƛǎ ǊƻŀŘ ƛƴ ŜȄŎŜƭƭŜƴǘ ǎƘŀǇŜ ŀƴŘ ǿŜ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ǎƻǊǊȅ ǿŜ ǘƻƻƪ ƛǘΦ 

From Lusk we headed east into Nebraska on US 20. This road is in good shape but has no shoulder, but then again, no 
traffic either. Western Nebraska is scenic with rolling hills and pine trees east of Harrison. We stopped at Ft. Robinson to 
see the place where Crazy Horse was killed in 1877. Ft. Robinson is VERY COOL but wŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎǘŀȅ ƭƻƴƎ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƛǘ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ 
like a thunderstorm was building to the west and we needed to make Hot Springs, SD to spend the night. So we took off, 
gassed up in Chadron, and pointed the bikes north into South Dakota. The stretch of US 385 from Chadron to Hot 
Springs is a good road, but rather unremarkable, at least until you got closer to the southern end of the Black Hills. Then 
the views started to get a lot better.  

June 14, 2009, 0730 Hours. All loaded up and ready to 

Ƙƛǘ ǘƘŜ ǊƻŀŘΦ {ǳǊŜ ƘƻǇŜ ǿŜΩǾŜ ǇŀŎƪŜŘ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǎǘǳŦŦΦ 

Hey! What are them bikes doing parked in front of a motel? Need to 
be out riding! 



Iƻǘ {ǇǊƛƴƎǎ ƛǎ ŀ ƎǊŜŀǘ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǘƻǿƴ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǎƻǳǘƘŜǊƴ ŜƴŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ IƛƭƭǎΦ Lƴ ƳƛŘ WǳƴŜ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜƴΩǘ ǘƻƻ Ƴŀƴȅ ǘƻǳǊƛǎǘŀǎ yet, which 
makes booking a room that much easier. We stayed at the Best Western and it was really great. We got a room with a 
Jacuzzi tub, and they have a free Continental breakfast in the morning so you can get cracking early. 9ǾŀƴΩǎ tƭǳƴƎŜ ƛǎ ŀ 
great place to go swim, and the Mammoth Site is a really cool museum. ¸ƻǳ Ǝƻǘǘŀ Ǿƛǎƛǘ ōƻǘƘ ǿƘŜƴ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǘƘŜre. Give 

them both two thumbs, way up. /ŀƴΩǘ ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳ ŀōƻǳǘ ŀƴȅ ǊŜǎǘŀǳǊŀƴǘǎ ƛƴ 
Hot Springs because we had knocked a few back at the end of the day and 
decided to just walk across the street from the Best Western to the Dairy 
Queen for a chili dog, fries, and a malt. 

We started day two riding US 385 north to Custer. This is a super sweet 
road with wide shoulders and big sweeping turns up and down the hills, in 
and out of the forest. It runs through a portion of Wind Cave National 
tŀǊƪΣ ōǳǘ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǎǘƻǇ ǘƻ Ǉŀȅ ŀƴ ŀŘƳƛǎǎƛƻƴ ŦŜŜΦ We saw a lot of 
ōǳŦŦŀƭƻ ƻƴ ǘƘŀǘ ǎǘǊŜǘŎƘΦ LΩƳ ƎƭŀŘ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ƴŜŀǊ ǘƘŜ ǊƻŀŘ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǿŜ 
were moving on pretty good trying to get to Custer early. We blasted 
through Pringle, past the old sawmill and other small town stuff (gas 
station, bar/cafe, post office, and the ubiquitous 14X70s). Pringle, SD 
lookŜŘ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ Ŏƻƻƭ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǘƻǿƴ ǘƻ Ǿƛǎƛǘ ŀƴŘ ǿŀƭƪ ŀǊƻǳƴŘΣ ōǳǘ ǿŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ 
stop ς we were on a mission. We needed to get to Custer and dump our 
gear so we could ride around the Central Hills unencumbered.  

The Best Western in Custer was really rider friendly and allowed us check 
into our room early. We had planned to just drop our gear at the front 
desk and have them hold it until we got done touring later that 
afternoon/early evening, then check in. But our room was ready early so 

we checked in, dropped our gear and lit out.  We ran past Crazy Horse Monument because we already know that place 
well. In 2004 we did the Volksmarch ǿƘŜǊŜ ǿŜ Ǝƻǘ ǘƻ ƘƛƪŜ ǳǇ ƻƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƳƻƴǳƳŜƴǘΩǎ ƻǳǘǎǘǊŜǘŎƘŜŘ arm with 10,000 other 
enthusiasts. There were several Indian kids on 
our bus from where we had to park for the 
Volksmarch ς way out in the field near the 
highway. They were from some of the 
Reservations in South Dakota. These guys 
registered for the march and then ran the whole 
route, up the face of the monument and then 
back down the mountain, which is no small feat. 
A Volksmarch is set up to be a 10 K, and this one 
is uphill through the forest for the first 4 miles. 
WOW. To be in the kind of shape it takes to run 
up that mountain and to have that kind of 
energy is only a dream for me. 

Our first stop was Hill City.  US 385 winds 
through the Hills from Crazy Horse rather nicely 
down into Hill City. The road is wide, big and fast 
and you can really move on it. Just be ready to 
shut it down at the Hill City limits. We walked around a little in Hill City and hit the Harley Boutique shop where they sell 
a few accessories but mostly H-D Motorclothes and the like. The weather was partly cloudy with temps in the high 60s ς 
low 70s - absolutely perfect for riding.  

From there we lit out for Keystone on US 16 to have lunch and then ride the Needles Highway. Keystone was really busy, 
probably because it is just below Mt. Rushmore. We had a little trouble finding a parking place. While we were having 
lunch, there was some kind of commotion going on out in on Main Street. A guy, he had to be 7 feet tall, dressed like a 
teamster from the 1800s, complete with long hair and a big moustache, was walking up and down the middle of Main 
Street cracking a 12 foot long bull whip. It was fun watching the touristas running around him snapping pictures and 

Hey, what did you buy 

at Hill City Harley? 



stopping traffic from the comfort of our table while we 
were having lunch. The Black Hills are nothing if not 
being all about that Western Experience. 

After lunch it was time for some serious riding. We took 
off on US 16A heading south to start riding the Iron 
Mountain Road. This is that cool road that has the pig-
tails and tunnels. There are places with pullouts where 
you can stop and look through the trees to see Mt. 
Rushmore.  This road is real narrow ςespecially at the 
tunnels - and you need to stay alert on all the blind 
corners in case someone coming the other way in a 
cage is poaching the centerline. This whole route was 
nice and cool because of the Black Hills National Forest. 
There are enough clearings along the way for you scan 
the skies to see if a thunderstorm is building to the 

west. Iron Mountain Road drops you into Custer State Park where you have to pay an entrance fee of $6 per bike (but 
ƛǘΩǎ ƎƻƻŘ ŦƻǊ т ŘŀȅǎύΦ  

Once in the park, we took a left turn to the 
south so we could ride the Wildlife Loop. 
This is one really nice stretch of road 
ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƛǘΩǎ Ƴƻǎǘƭȅ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŦƻǊŜǎǘ ǿƛǘƘ 
big sweepers over and around the hills. 
June is a good time to be there because 
everything is green and lush ς and there 
are all the baby animals. Traffic was a little 
heavier on the Loop, probably because of 
all the baby animals, so we were stopping 
a lot. Buffalo caused the biggest traffic 
jams. It seemed like once a herd of them 
stepped onto pavement, they were going 
to stay there simply to piss off the 
humans. They were in absolutely NO 
HURRY to move.  

The Wildlife Loop eventually curves north 
and hooks up with SD State Route 87 where it climbs up Mt. Coolidge to the lookout point at 6,023 feet. From here you 
can see the big South Dakota prairie to the east and the Black Hills in all the other directions. We rode SD 87 down Mt. 
Coolidge and took a right where it meets US 16A. Heading east for about a mile or so we came to Stockade Lake. SD 87 
goes north again right here and this is where Needles Highway begins. This road is back into the forest again and there 
are A LOT of deer in there. We almost hit a doe that jumped out of nowhere to cross the road right in front of us. Twisty 
and narrow, this road is a fun ride, but ȅƻǳ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŎŀƴΩt twist the 
throttle on it. Too many cages either coming the other way, or taking 
ǘƘŜƛǊ ǘƛƳŜ ƛƴ ŦǊƻƴǘ ƻŦ ȅƻǳΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƴƻ ǇƭŀŎŜ ǘƻ ǇŀǎǎΦ ¸ƻǳ Ƨǳǎǘ ƘŀǾŜ 
to wait until they decide to pull over to look at something ς which 
ǳǎǳŀƭƭȅ ƛǎƴΩǘ ƭƻƴƎΦ  

The tunnels usually always cause traffic jams on Iron Mountain and 
Needles Highway ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǘƘŜȅΩǊŜ ǎƻ ƴŀǊǊƻǿ. Plus, folks want to stop, 
ƎŜǘ ƻŦŦ ǘƘŜƛǊ ōƛƪŜǎ ƻǊ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŎŀǊǎ ŀƴŘ ǿŀƭƪ ŀǊƻǳƴŘΦ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ 
ǿƘȅ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǎΦ Lǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ƛǎΦ LǘΩǎ ƘŀǊŘ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ǿƘŀǘΩs coming the other way 
when you start into a tunnel. More than once we saw someone start 
to a tunnel only to stop real quick to allow the people coming the 

You canΩt make it out in this picture, but 
thatΩs Mount Rushmore through the trees. 

Yet another Buffalo caused traffic jam on 

the Wildlife Loop in Custer State Park. 

Just two of many tunnels on Iron 

Mountain Road and Needles Highway. 



other way to get past. Rule of the road in a tunnel is who ever gets in there first 
has the right of way. The other source of traffic jams is any turn out along the 
road. People are either pulling into or out of one along the way. It was 
something to watch out for in mid-WǳƴŜΦ L Ŏŀƴ ƻƴƭȅ ƛƳŀƎƛƴŜ ǿƘŀǘ ƛǘΩǎ ƭƛƪŜ ŘǳǊƛƴƎ 
the Rally.  

By the time we got to the top of Needles Highway, storm clouds were building 
and a thunderstorm was definitely on the way. We decided not to stop at the 
Eye-of-the Needle to check it out, but rather to haul ass, at least as fast as 
traffic would allow, to get back to Custer before we got soaked. We made it, 
but just barely. 

The next morning we packed up and headed for Rapid City. The weather was 
perfect so we decided to ride back up to the Eye-of-the-Needle to check out 
what we missed the day before. Early morning is the time to get out on the 
road in the Black 
Hills if you have to 
get somewhere 

ahead of the crowds. We got up and back from the Eye and 
were on our way to Rapid. We rode the rest of Needles 
Highway past Sylvan Lake and over to the junction with US 
385. That stretch had another tunnel and some really tight 
switch-backs coming down the mountain ς very sweet.  
Then we took a right turn and it was on to Hill City where 
we stopped for lunch at the Dairy Queen. It was starting to 
look like we kinda had a Dairy Queen thing going on this 
trip. 

After lunch we continued up 385 to Pactola Lake. US 385 is 
probably the best road in the Hills for higher speed cruising. 
Back when it was built, the design speed was 75 MPH so the curves are big and wide and the sight distances are long. 
Good shoulders so you have maneuvering room. You can really open it up on this road. We made it to Pactola in no 
ǘƛƳŜΣ ŀƴŘ ǳƴƭŜǎǎ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǎǿƛƳƳƛƴƎ ƻǊ ōƻŀǘƛƴƎΣ ǘƘŜǊŜ really ƛǎƴΩǘ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻ Řƻ but to look at what a beautiful lake 
it is. Actually, iǘΩǎ ŀ ǊŜǎŜǊǾƻƛǊ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƧƻǊ ǎƻǳǊŎŜ ƻŦ ǿŀǘŜǊ ŦƻǊ wŀǇƛŘ /ƛǘȅΦ 

We stopped just 
long enough to 
take some pictures, 
use the restrooms, 
and then get back 
on the road again. 
We could see rain 
clouds building to 
the west and we 
wanted to make 
Rapid before we 
got ǎƻŀƪŜŘΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ǘƘƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ŜŀǊƭȅ ǎǳƳƳŜǊ ǊƛŘƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƘƛǎ ǇŀǊǘ 
of the world. The mornings always start out absolutely beautiful, 
not a cloud in the sky. By about 2:00 in the afternoon the clouds 

ŀǊŜ ǎǘŀǊǘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōǳƛƭŘ ŀƴŘ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƛƳŜǎ ǘƘŀƴ ƴƻǘΣ ƛǘΩǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ rain before supper. But the rain knocks the dust down and 
washes the dirt and mud off the road. Then it clears off and the evenings are fresh and clean. With that kind of natural 
wash and rinse cycle that we get almost every day for the roads we ride on out here, why would you live anywhere else?  

Wǳǎǘ ŀōƻǾŜ tŀŎǘƻƭŀ ǿŜ ƘƻƻƪŜŘ ŀ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ wƛƳǊƻŎƪ IƛƎƘǿŀȅ ό{5 {ǘŀǘŜ wƻǳǘŜ ппύ ŀƴŘ ƘŜŀŘŜŘ ŦƻǊ wŀǇƛŘΦ ²Ŝ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ōŜŀǘ 
ǘƘŜ ǊŀƛƴΣ ǿŜ Ǝƻǘ ǎǇǊƛƴƪƭŜŘ ƻƴ ƘŜŀŘƛƴƎ ŜŀǎǘΣ ōǳǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ōŀŘ ŀǘ ŀƭƭΦ ¢ƘŜ ŎƭƻǎŜǊ ǿŜ Ǝƻǘ ǘƻ wŀǇƛd the more homes we saw 

Needles Highway 

Summit ς East side. 

Needles Highway Summit ς West side, 

and where the Eye-Of-The-Needle is. 

Taking a break at the Pactola Turn-out. This is 

a convenient place for a public restroom. 



from the road. Seems like Rapid City is spreading west more and 
more into the Hills. And the traffic we encountered the closer we 
got to Rapid sure increased with the number of homes we saw 
ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǊƻŀŘΦ /ŀƴΩǘ ōƭŀƳŜ ǘƘŜƳ Ŧƻƭƪǎ ŀǘ ŀll. If I lived in Rapid 
/ƛǘȅΣ LΩŘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƭƛǾŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ IƛƭƭǎΦ  

Rapid City is about the size of Cheyenne but spread out through 
the valley floors on the east edge of the Hills. We were staying at 
the Howard Johnsons in Rapid. That place is fine, but there are a 
lot better places to stay in that town, I think anyway.  

!ƴȅǘƛƳŜ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǊƻŀŘ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ Ǿƛǎƛǘ ǘƘŜ ƭƻŎŀƭ IŀǊƭŜȅ 
ŘŜŀƭŜǊ ƛƴ ǿƘŀǘŜǾŜǊ ǘƻǿƴ ȅƻǳ ǊƛŘŜ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ƻǊ ǎǘŀȅ ƛƴΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ 
what we did. We had to visit Black Hills Harley in Rapid. We 
could not believe our eyes when we saw Jim Rosales back at the Parts Counter! Jim always took care of us here in 
Cheyenne and we were happy to see him. True to form, Jim had to make sure our bikes were in perfect shape, and if 
not, Jim was going to get us cuts in line.  Our bikes were fine, ŀƴŘ ǿŜ ǾƛǎƛǘŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ WƛƳ ŦƻǊ ŀōƻǳǘ ŀƴ ƘƻǳǊΦ IŜΩǎ ŘƻƛƴƎ ǿŜƭƭ 

and wanted us to tell everyone back in Cheyenne Hello from 
him.   

That night we hit the Firehouse Brewery and Restaurant in 
downtown Rapid City. Give that place 2 thumbs WAY, WAY 
UP. LǘΩǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƻƭŘ Řƻǿƴǘƻǿƴ wŀǇƛŘ /ƛǘȅ ŦƛǊŜ ǎǘŀǘƛƻƴ ŀƴŘ Ƙŀǎ ŀ 
very cool outdoor patio where we sat. The German Potato 
soup was to die for, and ǘƘŀǘ ƴƛƎƘǘΩǎ ǎǇŜŎƛŀƭ ǿŀǎ the Cajun 
Prime Rib, and it ǿŀǎ ǇƭŜƴǘȅ ǇƭŜƴǘȅ ƳŀƳōŜŀǳȄ Řŀǘ ŦƻΩ ǎƘƻΦ 
The Firehouse Brewery is worth the trip to Rapid on its own. 
L ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘƛǎΣ ŀƴȅ ǘƛƳŜ ǿŜΩǊŜ ŀƴȅǿƘŜǊŜ ƴŜŀǊ ǘƘŜǊŜΣ ǿŜΩǊŜ 
going back. It was that good. Oh, and the beers are pretty 
good too. 

The next morning it was off to Deadwood by way of the 
Nemo Road. This is one of the best kept secrets in the Black 

Hills. Nemo Road has some of the best twisties and sweet views anywhere. It rolls through some spectacular hill country 
and past beautiful creeks. There are quite a few residences along this route - closer to Rapid City, but during the middle 
of the day there is very little traffic. We stopped in at the Nemo Bar and Grill for a burger and a cold one. The food and 
the hospitality were 1st rate. This is a great route to get from Rapid to Deadwood and not have the traffic of I-90 or SD 
SR 44. Just as we were getting ready to leave it started raining. So we hung out a little longer to let the shower pass. 
Once it passed we jumped out on the road again. Rolling up Nemo Road it was kinda hard to see what kind of weather is 
building to the west because of all the hills and trees. As we got onto US 385 from Nemo Road and started up 
Strawberry Hill we got caught in a real heavy downpour. This one absolutely soaked us before we could get to 

Deadwood. We 
checked into 
Cadillac Jacks 
and some how 
my gal had 
wrangled a 
suite for a 
regular room 
rate. Man, it 
was nice. We 
stayed just long 
enough to get 
out of our wet 

Loaded up at the Howard JohnsonΩs in Rapid and 

getting ready to head for Nemo and Deadwood. 

Waiting out the rain at the Nemo Bar and Grill. 

AinΩt this downtown Sturgis? 
Where the hell is everybody? 

Always gotta check out the local 
Dealership when youΩre on the road. 



duds (the rain passed just as we got to Deadwood, of course) and then lit out for Sturgis. We had to hit Stugis Harley and 
ŎƘŜŎƪ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǘƻǿƴΦ ¢Ƙŀǘ ǇƭŀŎŜ ƛǎ ƴŜŀǊƭȅ ŀ ƎƘƻǎǘ ǘƻǿƴ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ wŀƭƭȅ ƛǎƴΩǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ƻƴΦ A lot of store fronts and vacant lots 
ǿƛǘƘ ά!ǾŀƛƭŀōƭŜ for wŀƭƭȅέ ǎƛƎƴǎ ǇƻǎǘŜŘ ƻǳǘ ŦǊƻƴǘΦ L ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŜȅΩǊŜ ŀƭƭ ǊŜƴǘŜŘ ŎƻƳŜ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ Ŧǳƭƭ ǿŜŜƪ ƻŦ !ǳƎǳǎǘΦ We headed 
back to Deadwood where Laura had some initial success at gambling (and should have quit) but gave it all back, and then 
ǎƻƳŜΦ IŜǊŜΩǎ ŀ ǿƻǊŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǿƛǎŜΥ 5ƻƴΩǘ let your gal ƳƛȄ aƛƪŜΩǎ Hard Cranberry and slot machines. No good will ever 
come from it. 

The next morning it was time to head for Sundance. Our plan 
was to ride through Lead, SD, then to Cheyenne Crossing and 

then down Spearfish Canyon. L ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ LΩŘ ǘǊȅ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ 
pictures as we rode down Spearfish Canyon. That ride 
is so sweet, but these pictures suck so much that they 
ŘƻƴΩǘ do that stretch of road justice. You just have to 

ride that canyon yourself to know how nice it really is. We hit 
{ǇŜŀǊŦƛǎƘΣ ƘŀŘ ƭǳƴŎƘ ŀǘ aŎ5ƻƴŀƭŘΩǎ ŀƴŘ then lit out for Sundance on 
I-90. We gassed up in Beulah, Wyoming and stopped at the Vore 
Buffalo Jump just a few miles to the west. That place is a must see 
ǿƘŜƴ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŀǊŜŀΦ Nobody knew about the Vore Jump until the 
early 70s when WYDOT was building I-флΦ LǘΩǎ ŀ ƴŀǘǳǊŀƭ ǎƛƴƪ ƘƻƭŜ ǘƘŀǘ 
the Indians drove Buffalo into from 1500 AD until the early 1800s. 
With the evolution of their horse culture, sink hole animal traps 
became less necessary to their survival. The site was used by five or 
more different ǘǊƛōŜǎ ƻǾŜǊ ŀƭƭ ǘƘƻǎŜ ȅŜŀǊǎΦ LǘΩǎ ƳƛƴŘ ōƻƎƎƭƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘƘƛƴƪ 
of how hard it would be to drive a bunch of buffalo towards one 
place with out the aid of horses Χ or motorcycles. It would be an 
incredible exercise in logistics and coordination, to be sure.  

We got to the Sundance Best Westerƴ ōǳǘ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŎƘŜŎƪ ƛƴ 
yet. However, they did let us drop our bags and kept them 
safe behind the desk ǿƘƛƭŜ ǿŜ ǊƻŘŜ ǘƘŜ 5ŜǾƛƭΩǎ ¢ƻǿŜǊ [ƻƻǇΦ 
!ǎ ŦŀǊ ŀǎ LΩƳ ŎƻƴŎŜǊƴŜŘΣ ǘƘŜ 5ŜǾƛƭΩǎ ¢ƻǿŜǊ [ƻƻǇ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ōŜǎǘ 
ride we did the whole trip. Wide open from Sundance on US 
мп ǘƻ 5ŜǾƛƭΩǎ ¢ƻǿŜǊ WǳƴŎǘƛƻƴΣ ǿŜ ƘŀŘ ƴƻ ǘǊŀŦŦƛŎΦ ²Ŝ ǊƻƭƭŜŘ 
up and over big hills and pine glades, past abandoned 
homesteads and working ranches. This is Wyoming at its 
ōŜǎǘΦ Iƻƻƪ ŀ ǊƛƎƘǘ ŀǘ 5ŜǾƛƭΩǎ ¢ƻǿŜǊ WǳƴŎǘƛƻƴ ŀƴŘ Ǝƻ ƴƻrth on 
WYO 24 to the Tower. Get it up, get it on, we rolled into the 
best turn-out on that road for the obligatory pictures. 
Seems like everyone driving WYO 24 stops at that turnout 
for a picture. We had to wait for a couple RVs pull out so 
ǘƘŜȅ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƻbstruct our view. No worries, it gave us time 

Spearfish Canyon. 

Storms building over the Black Hills seen from 
the gas station in Beulah, Wyoming. 

Time for all 
yΩall to get 
going so we 
can take our 
pictures. 



to have a drink and stretch a little before getting our shots and hitting the road again. 

We pulled off at the turn up to the Tower and debated whether or not to pay the $6.00 per bike to ride up and look at it 
fǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ōŀǎŜΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ŀ ŦŀƛǊƭȅ ƭƻƴƎ ƭƛƴŜ ƻŦ ŎŀǊǎ ŀƴŘ w±ǎ ǿŀƛǘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ƛƴΣ ǎƻ ǿŜ ŘŜŎƛŘŜŘ ǿŜΩŘ Ǝƻ ǳǇ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƴŜȄǘ ǘƛƳŜΦ 

Then, of course, when we got 
done taking pictures and a swig of 
something cool, there was no line 
to get in. We elected to keep 
going on the loop anyway and 
stop in Hulett.  

²Ŝ Ƙƛǘ /ŀǇΩƴ wƻƴΩǎ World Famous 
Rodeo Bar in Hulett for a break 
and a cold one. There was another 
group of riders in town just leaving 
when we got there. This whole 
trip we saw scattered groups of 
riders, from 2 to 20, all through 
the Hills. Saw a lot of trikes too. 
And for the most part, traffic really 
was light. Mid-June is a good time 
ǘƻ Ǿƛǎƛǘ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ want the 
crowds.  

Pulling out of Hulett WYO 24 starts to climb the bench above the Belle 
Fourche River. It then heads into scattered patches of pine trees as you 

keep climbing into the Bear Lodge Mountains. Just before you get to Alva, Wyoming from the west there is a sink hole 
from an underground water seep that is eating up the road. WYDOT has been trying for years to stop this thing, but 
nothing seems to work. The plan is to dig the whole thing out, again, and then install a reinforced concrete retaining wall 

ƛƴ ƻƴŜ ƭŀǎǘ ŜŦŦƻǊǘ ǘƻ ƪŜŜǇ ŦǊƻƳ ƭƻǎƛƴƎ ǊƻŀŘΦ LŦ ǘƘŀǘ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ 
work, the road will have to be rerouted away from Alva to the 
tune of millions of bucks. Be aware of this on-going 
ŎƻƴǎǘǊǳŎǘƛƻƴ ǿƘŜƴ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǳǇ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǊƛŘƛƴƎΦ ¢Ƙŀǘ ǊƻŀŘ ƛǎ 
probably going to be torn up for a while. 

Coming down the east side of the Bear Lodge Mtns. is big on 
really wide sweepers that drop you in Aladdin, Wyoming. 
¢ƘŜǊŜ ŀƛƴΩǘ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƻǿƴ ōǳǘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ DŜƴŜǊŀƭ {ǘƻǊŜ, 
ŀƴŘ ƛǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ƳǳŎƘ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀǘ ŀ ǇƘƻǘƻ-ƻǇΦ ²Ŝ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎǘŀȅΣ 
instead we hooked it south on WYO 111 to head back to 
Sundance. We got to I-90 and rode the frontage road (Old US 
14) to Sundance. Wyoming Travel & Tourism is building a big 
visitors center at WYO 111 and I-90 that will really be 
ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǿƘŜƴ ƛǘΩǎ ŘƻƴŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ {ǳƳƳŜǊ ƻŦ нлмлΦ  

¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƴƻǘ ǘƻƻ ƳǳŎƘ ǘƻ Řƻ ƛƴ {ǳƴŘŀƴŎŜ ŀǘ ƴƛƎƘǘ ǳƴƭŜǎǎ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƘŀƴƎ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ 5ƛƳŜ Iorseshoe Bar, which is too far of 
a stumble from the Best Western. So we did laundry and hit the rack. The next morning we took off for Casper by way of 
WYO 116 down to Upton. This route has some of the best scenery in NE Wyoming. Going down WYO 116  took us 
through some of the most beautiful country of the Western Black Hills, and past the American Indians' sacred site of 
Inyan Kara Mountain. LΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ǘƻƭŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǳǇ ƻƴ ǘƻǇ ƻŦ Lƴȅŀƴ YŀǊŀ, Custer scratched his name into the rock during the 
Black Hills Expedition of 1874. Those who know say you can still see his name today if you can ever get to climb to the 
top. This is fantastic country with rolling hills topped with pine and red dirt creek beds. No wonder this place was sacred 
to the 1st Americans. When we got to Upton, we stopped in for lunch at Remys Diner. Pure Wyoming down home food 
that didn't flatten our wallet. After lunch, we continued south on Wyoming State Route 116. We were knocked out by 

Devils Tower, Wyoming 

This is about all there is to 
Aladdin, Wyoming. DonΩt blink 
or you WILL miss it. 



the fantastic vistas and sweeping views of the massive Thunder Basin Nation Grasslands. Big rolling hills and wide 
sweeping valleys devoid of any sign of mankind (except the highway) made it easy to imagine what this country looked 
like when the first people arrived. This is the big buffalo country of legend and well worth going a little out of your way 
to see.  

From WYO 116 we turned west on WYO 450 and headed for Wright, Wyoming. This road is in fair shape, but heavily 
traveled because of all the coal mine traffic. The coolest part is where the road runs right past the North Rochelle and 
North Antelope coal mines. The open pits and mining equipment are HUGE, and BNSF Railway Company has tracks all 
throughout the area. This really is something to see, especially from a bike.  

Wright, Wyoming is your typical boom town 
with plenty of traffic and no stop lights. 
Without a doubt, the busiest place in that 
village is the Exxon Gas and Convenience 
Store. We stopped there for a break and to 
gas up and stretch a bit. We still had almost 
100 miles yet to make Casper. Wright 
definitely has some prosperity going on 
ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǿŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜ ŀƴȅ ƻƭŘ ƧǳƴƪŜǊ ŎŀǊǎ ƻǊ 
trucks ς everything was late model, and I 
think I saw at least one RV, ATV or boat 
parked next every house we passed. Coal 
pays good. 

We headed out of Wright to the Southwest 
on WYO 387. It was 52 miles to our next stop 
of Midwest. This stretch of road is in 
excellent shape and has that cool red tint to 
it because of the color of the local aggregate 
used in the asphalt. WYO 387 runs up and down and around the big prairie hills of the Powder River Basin. You have 
great views of the Pumpkin Buttes and the Big Horn Mountains to the west. There was a fair amount of traffic on this 
stretch, probably headed to and from Casper, but not too bad. The closer you get to Edgerton and Midwest, the more 

trees you see on the hills. Lots of mule deer and 
antelope around here to watch out for as you ride 
this road. 

We stopped in Midwest to use the restroom and 
then took off for Casper. I-25 south to Casper is in 
good shape and we were happy to be able to 
boost our speed up to 75mph. Once in Casper, we 
dropped our gear at the Parkway and took off to 
Ǿƛǎƛǘ ǘƘŜ ƪƛƴŦƻƭƪΦ [ŀǳǊŀΩǎ Ŧƻƭƪǎ ŀǊŜ ƳƻǘƻǊŎȅŎƭŜ ǊƛŘŜǊǎ 
from way back. Her Dad once rebuilt an old Harley 
EL Knucklehead from a basket case. IŜ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ 
have the Knucklehead any more but still rides. So 
does her Mom. They wanted to hear all about our 
trip ς where we went, what we saw, how were the 
ǊƻŀŘǎΦ LΩƳ ǎǳǊŜ ƛŦ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ƛƴ ǇƭŀŎŜΣ 
they would have liked to have made that ride with 
us. 

After visiting with the folks it was time to head back to the Parkway for supper, some cold ones and a swim in the pool. 
Then we hit the Jacuzzi to work out some of our stiffness from five days on the road. The last part of our trip was going 
to start the next day. 

Gassed up and taking a short 
break in Wright, Wyoming. 

Visiting with the kinfolk in Casper. They were 
eyeing our bikes pretty close when we were there. 


