A Late Fall Ride in Lethbridge
Sunday November 30, 2008
In Southern Alberta, snow and cold usually set in after Remembrance Day,
but this year the end of November has been surprisingly mild. When the
forecast called for a high of +9 degrees, John, Scott and I decided to make
the last day of November a biking day!
Where should we go? Our favorite green places are now all brown and bare.
We can’t go too far – the sun goes down around 4:30. “Well, just take it
easy,” I thought. No hills. “I don’t want to sweat,” I told Scott.
There are some interesting old Jeep trails on the south end of town. Scott
knows the area well, but they’re “new” to John and me. We could ride to
the top of the coulee – take a few pictures – see where the trails lead.

John (left) and Scott (right) wait for Gordon to pedal his Rhoades Car to
the top of the coulee.

Fresh air and sunshine and
friends….
“Tomorrow do thy worst, for I
have lived today.”
The author enjoys the comfy seat
of his Rhoades Car.

Then Scott got an idea… “We could follow the old paths along the river and
come back up through Indian Battle Park.” It sounded so simple.
So much for my “no hills, no sweat” idea. Oh well, I’ll just have to shower
twice this week.

Looking back to the top of the coulee.
Check your brakes before attempting this descent…

John and Gordon wait for Scott to come back from reconnoitring.
Remember the “trials along the river?” The last big flood washed away the
pathways and a pedestrian bridge. The city decided not to rebuild. We
could climb back up the way we came…. We decided to press on.

I love dual-wheel-drive! The Rhoades Car leaves its mark in the “almost ice”

Here’s what’s left of the trail beside the river.

Out of the rocks and into the grass…. Really tall, thick grass!
It’s all a blur to me now, but it went something like this: Over the almost ice
and rocks and through the grass. Then drag Gordon and the 90-pound
Rhoades Car up onto the bank.

Along the bank for a bit, then haul the Rhoades Car and Gordon back down
the bank and over “the beaver dam”. The “beaver dam” is a line of boulders
and washed out trees where the pedestrian bridge used to be. The water was
too deep to walk or ride across, so there was nothing to do but pick our way
over the tangle or roots rocks and branches. John helped me across, while
Scott pulled the Rhoades car. Now that’s true friendship!

Back on pavement at last!
Is Scott shielding his eyes from the setting sun or is he making a rude
gesture?
We made the long climb out of Indian Battle Park and headed for Tim
Horton’s. Hot coffee and chilli combos all around!
Thanks John and Scott for a great ride!

