
Well folks, the Seven Pass Blast for 2009 is now in the bag.  Yes, I said SEVEN.  We went over 
seven different pass summits and did one of them twice.  I guess that makes it EIGHT passes. 
  
Several hard-core riders met at the McDonalds in Kent on 84th and 212th prior to 6:00 am on Saturday 
July 4th.  There was Mike Briese (myself), Bill Holt, Todd McLain, Sue Johnson, Doug Babcock with 
Roxy all of WA-A.  Ray Abitz and Bruce Wood from WA-I and Ken from WA-F as well as Dennis 
Craughan, a carpenter friend of Bill’s.  Dave Doll of WA-A had planned to ride with us this morning 
but the day before the ride he had helped a relative move some furniture and managed to drop a 
chair on his foot.  Luckily Dave’s foot saved the chair from breakage but his foot wasn’t as lucky.  X-
Rays revealed a broken bone and the doctor advised Dave to stay home with his foot elevated above 
his chest for the next day or two. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
The nine of us left the McDonald’s parking lot promptly at 6:00 am.  An on time departure was 
important because Andy had planned to meet us at the junction of WA-522 and US-2.at 
approximately 6:40 am.  Earlier this week, Gary Paul Reinke and Mike Mercier had planned to meet 
us at the 6th Ave on-ramp to I-405 on our trip north but they backed out a day or two before the ride.  
The ride north on WA 167 and I-405 was without incident.  The weather was absolutely perfect with 
clear skies and a temperature of 55 degrees.  We arrived at the turn point where Andy was waiting at 
6:39 am.  We now had ten motorcycles in the group and eleven happy individuals. 
 
The first of our seven passes was Stevens Pass.  We reached the summit at about 7:42 am and 
continued down the other side of the pass and through Leavenworth.  The temperature had dipped to 
the mid forties over the pass but it was a comfortable ride for most.  I think Roxy had gotten a bit 
chilled but that was due to Doug telling her before they left the house that she didn’t need a heavy 
coat for the day because it was going to be in the 90’s.  What a beautiful ride along the Wenatchee 
River.  The Sun was shining brightly as we cruised through Leavenworth and I think Roxy thawed out 
before we made our first gas stop at 8:20 am between Peshastin and Dryden just east of the US-2 
and US-97 interchange.  With 131.5 miles on the odometer, it was a bit of a long ride without a break 
and Sue let me know about it, as I stood trapped between my motorcycle and the gas pump.  I think I 
have glove welt marks on my left shoulder now.  It seems that nature had called her about 20 minutes 
earlier and she was thinking that we were never going to stop.  Sue doesn’t have a CB yet.  She will 
get one soon. 

 

From left to right: Sue, Bill, Dennis, Ken, Bruce, Ray.  Doug and Roxy were at the Chevron station 
across the street when this picture was taken. 



  
After everyone was all warmed up, fueled up and drained dry, we headed back west to the US-2 and 
US-97 interchange to tackle pass number two, Blewett Pass.  It was only about 20 miles south and 
has an elevation of about 4000 feet.  Once that was done, we threw in a surprise pass. 
 
Six minutes after cresting new Blewett Pass we made a U-Turn (YES, I missed the turn) just south of 
Nf-9715 and came back to Nf-9715/Nf-7320, Old Blewett Pass Hwy for about 11 miles and 20 
minutes of bumps, dips and twisties.   
The picture below shows the one turn that I was a little concerned about for the riders.  It was a 180-
degree switchback on an incline.  Everyone made it with ease. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
We left Nf-7320 and headed north on US-97 to the Old Blewett Town Center for a brief rest stop.  
This rest stop location was selected because it would have been too dangerous to attempt a right turn 
off of Nf-7320 with a motorcycle group.  So, we basically went straight up US-97 north to the old 
Blewett Town Center historical monument site for a short break. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



While at the Blewett Town Center historical monument site, there was a lot of chatter about what we 
had just done on the old pass road.  It seemed like everyone just came to life and all the twists and 
turns and bumps and dips broke free lots of thoughts and words and laughs that had been stuck in 
their heads and could not be vocalized until that very moment.  It just seemed special to me. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
You can see by the clear skies, and shade patterns that there was nothing to whine about as far as 
the weather is concerned.  Here we are, at about 2300 foot altitude at 9:15 am and the scenery is 
beautiful and the sun is warm and getting warmer.  We were enjoying this because we knew that 
within a few short hours it would be close to, if not exceeding, 90 degrees Fahrenheit.  
 
Of course, after all that fun we just had to celebrate Independence Day in Liberty Washington at the 
Liberty Café with some Pie-A-La-Mode and coffee, or in the case of some, with a good old American 
hamburger.   It had been a long time for several of us since breakfast, or dinner the night before for 
others. A couple of folks didn’t get the memo that there would not be a breakfast stop.  The stop in 
Liberty was pre-planned for pie and coffee as a short break.  However, the service at the café is as 
quick as their famous pie is delicious so short orders of burgers and sandwiches were quick and 
filling.  No one went away hungry and there was a smile on every face as we rode south on US-97 for 
the next destination. 

 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
The fourth pass of the day was to be Snoqualmie.  So far we were on schedule and we went over the 
pass at 11:23 am.  I-90 is terribly boring for the most part. 
 
It was truly awesome to see that the traffic was just as friendly as the weather had been up to that 
point.  It was as if everyone that was going anywhere was already there or had not gotten on the road 
yet.  Well, until we got to North Bend that is.  We left I-90 at Exit 31 and headed for the Shell station 
across from the Chevron station.  That was the best choice due to the continual difficulty of making a 
left turn onto Mt Si Blvd from the Chevron station.  From the Shell station we would be making a right 
turn to get out on the street.  Unfortunately, making a left turn to get into the Shell station proved 
problematic.  A bus had pulled out of the Chevron station and took the entire street and half the 
sidewalk on the opposite side of the street to make his turn.  Of course he was busy talking on what 
looked like a P.A. microphone or perhaps even a cell phone while he was making a nuisance of 
himself.  This caused a traffic backup and we had to wait to make our turn into the station. 
 
After the fueling at North Bend, Sue said that she had ridden enough for the day.  That was totally 
understandable.  She has not been riding that much in the last few years and hasn’t quit gotten used 
to long duration riding yet.  Sue continued down I-90 headed for home as we took the WA-18 exit.  As 
we decelerated on the exit ramp, the traffic and even the traffic signals were cooperating.  We exited 
I-90 and the light was green for our left turn down WA-18 and then at the next intersection the light 
was green once again.  I have never had that kind of luck with these two intersections. 
 
We exited WA-18 at the Hobart-Issaquah Road intersection and headed for Cumberland and our next 
destination of Krain Corner Restaurant for lunch.  At Kent-Kangley Rd, Ken from WA-F and Doug 
Babcock and Roxy left us for their respective homes.  Ken had an evening engagement of some kind 



and needed to be home by 6:00 pm.  Doug had hurt his leg on the turn prior to the Old Blewett road 
then hurt it again at the stop near the Ravensdale store so they opted to head home to Tacoma.   
 
As we made the turn to the Parking lot for Krain corner for lunch at 12:45 pm, Dennis left us for a 
short period to make a stop at his niece’s birthday party that was in progress at Mud Mountain Dam.  
We made arrangements to meet him at the Mud Mountain Rd and WA-410 at about 1:40 pm.  We 
had a good meal and good conversation. We were out and on the bikes and left the parking lot at 
1:33 pm.  Right on schedule. 
 
As we passed the Mud Mountain Rd, Dennis swung out and joined us.  Eastbound on WA-410 we 
went, and once again we were seven bikes and riders doing the seven pass blast..  Next pass 
Chinook at approximately 5400 ft altitude and in to Naches for fuel.   
 
The road to Naches goes through Greenwater where we prematurely lost a Chapter Participant and 
friend on the 20th of June in 2003.  An inattentive and suspected drunk driver at the west entrance to 
Greenwater hit Robert Campbell.  Robert was returning from Yakima on a solo day ride that Friday 
afternoon when a car coming the other direction crossed over the yellow line and hit Robert head on 
on his black GL1800.  We miss him terribly. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
In the Mt Rainier National Park the rangers now are permitted to carry hand guns and radar guns and 
have as much authority, if not more, than the Washington State Patrol.  They are trying their hand at 
radar traffic enforcement and passing out tickets left and right to unsuspecting speeders.  They must 
not have much to do because it seemed like all they did was drive or park up and down WA-410 in 
the confines of the park and point their radar guns at cars and motorcycles.  I guess the parks 
department needs cash to operate too.  It is too bad they were not patrolling Greenwater in 2003 
when we lost Robert.  He might still be with us today. 
 
We crossed the 5400-foot summit of Chinook Pass at about 2:50 pm but that was only after passing a 
ranger with his radar gun trained on us from the intersection of US-12 and WA-123.  
 

Robert Campbell – Maintenance Day 2002 



In Naches we pulled through the Chevron station and discovered that it was closed and all the pumps 
were out of order so the seven of us headed down to the Shell station and it was pretty busy.  We 
fueled, rested and just shot the breeze for about twenty minutes and then headed back towards US-
12 and White Pass.  All along US-12 up to Rim Rock Lake is the Tieton River.  It appeared to be full 
of water and moving rapidly.  It was a beautiful sight.  Further west from the lake is White Pass at 
about 4500 Ft altitude.  We reached the summit at about 4:55 pm.  The traffic was light but all of it 
seemed to be directly in front of us on our US-12 route to White Pass.  After the pass we broke free 
and headed to the very scenic ride north on WA-123.  I have done that route many times and will 
never tire of it. 
 
By this time we have done seven summits and six passes.  Cayuse is the last of the seven on the 
route and it is now 5:51 pm as we approach the approximately 5000-foot summit.  We will make it into 
Enumclaw by the 6:40 pm.  Unfortunately the Mexican restaurant Mazatlan is closed but no mater, 
the building will offer some shade to park in and say our good byes.  It has been a great day of riding.  
The weather was beautiful and the temps never got too terribly out of hand with a high of 96 degrees 
and a route low of about 46 degrees. 
 
We traveled 503 miles and did it in about 12.6 hours.  Of course, only about 9.9 hours of that was 
riding time but it all counts for a good days ride.  As I had said in the messages prior to the ride, it 
would be a 500 mile plus ride and more than that for most people.  Bruce Wood had another 75 miles 
to go to get back to Shelton and it was a 70 mile ride just to get to the starting point in Kent for him. 
 
Thanks to Bill Holt for the ride suggestion and to him and Don for helping during the planning stages 
and pre-ride proofing.  We will have to go some to make a better ride next year. 
 


